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Discovered 
 
      
 
    "Admit it. You love being my little prisoner, don't you?" 
 
    Emma stood upright in the dim orange glow of her bedside lamp. Her bedroom was small, and canted at an odd angle to the rest of the apartment. It was what she could afford. Rent went up every year, and every year it got harder and harder to hold on to a place in the city on her meager wages. But Emma loved living downtown. She was twenty-three years old and had the concerns that come with being that age. Her job was just a means to get enough money to enjoy herself on the weekends. It might not be what she wanted to do deep down in her heart. No little kid is out there dreaming of being an admin assistant. But Emma's life, like so many other people's, started at 5 pm. Work was work, a task of varying levels of unpleasantness that she needed to get through like a penance before she could reach the warm shore of the weekend.  
 
    Anton stared up at her from the floor, a broad grin plastered across his face. The thin shawl she had draped over her bedside lamp did what it could to lend a more romantic ambiance to the small room in her shared apartment. And she looked good. Anton couldn't deny that. His eyes roamed over her body as she loomed over him, one foot raised and placed on his chest in a gesture of total conquest. As he stared up at her, her dark hair cut short around a pretty face striped with shadows and the curves of her body highlighted by the moving dark, his cock throbbed urgently. God, he wanted her. 
 
    Emma knew what he liked. He had been with her when she bought this dress, and she still remembered the look on his face when she had pushed aside the changing room curtain and strutted out into the store. The dark blue material brought out the deep shade of her eyes as it clung to her body in all the right places, ending just a little above the knee. The visible laces in the back gave it a sexy edge, pulling the bodice tight around her torso almost like a corset. Since buying the dress, she had never worn it outside of the apartment. It was a hard dress to find the occasion for, and the confidence it took to wear such an item was something that often eluded her. But as she smiled down at Anton smiling up at her, she could feel that confidence growing, the confidence from knowing that a man wants you so badly, he'll allow you to do almost anything you want. 
 
    "Yes," Anton said in answer to her question. His voice was thick with desire as he spoke, taking on a deeper pitch than it normally would. His eyes, the deep brown of polished wood, looked slightly hazy as he stared up at her. She had seen this before in him, the strange look on his handsome face when he slipped into a certain state of mind. This state of mind, the one she so loved to bring out in him. 
 
    The tension had been building all day. They were a young couple, still in the first flush of desire for one another. Anton was significantly older than Emma at thirty-one, and it had raised a few eyebrows with her friends when she had told them about this new man she was seeing. But that hardly mattered. And once they'd met him, they'd been able to see the attraction. Anton still partied like he was in his twenties, still had the energy and enthusiasm of a young man. Emma couldn't remember ever being with someone who was so much fun. 
 
    And this was fun, too, she reflected as she peered down at him. This was a lot of fun. They could barely keep their hands off each other at the best of times, but Emma had found herself hosting an idea that she couldn't let go of. And as they went to her room to watch a movie, and Anton's clever hands reached for her as they lay side by side on the bed, Emma had put her wild idea into motion. Anton hadn't resisted as she rolled on top of him and seized his wrists, playfully pinning him down on the mattress. Emma had seen the look of lust in his eyes as she took control, and it thrilled her to the very bottom of her strange soul. An old scarf she had in a drawer under the bed had functioned as a rope to bind Anton's wrists together above his head. And her bound boyfriend hadn't resisted as she half-dragged, half-pushed him down to the carpeted floor of her bedroom.  
 
    "You don't get to see this next part," she had said, smiling down at him as she sat on his chest. Emma had used the belt of her bathrobe that hung on the door above them as a makeshift blindfold, wrapping it around Anton's head and tying it in a knot. Then she stood. Peeling off the jeans and T-shirt she had been wearing all day, she paused. Anton helpfully wriggled out of his own pants as she pulled them down his legs, and arousal bloomed within her as she saw his cock spring out from under the descending waistband of his underwear, already hard and bursting with virile life. Her stomach clenched like a fist as she smiled unseen at the obvious sign of his desire for her. Tossing his pants aside, she had pulled his belt from its loops with a sibilant hiss and crouched above him. Unresisting Anton went on smiling as she wrapped the belt around his legs, binding them together and further immobilizing him. A sudden flash of inspiration had made her strip off her panties there and then.  
 
    Anton's chest had risen and fallen steadily as she crouched above him. Emma could feel the faint spot of moisture on the fabric of her black panties as she held them in her hands. Her nerves crackled with the irresistible electricity of sex as she loomed above his blind face, savoring her power over him. Stretching the panties in her hand, she used them to tie his already bound wrists to the leg of the heavy wooden dresser that stood beside the door in her cluttered room. 
 
    "There," she had said, letting him hear the smile in her voice as she admired her own handiwork. "Now you're not going anywhere until I'm done with you." Anton's teeth showed white as he smiled, his lips trembling slightly as they drew back, and Emma almost shuddered at the spasm of desire that swept through her. Unable to resist the pressure that was building inside her, she leaned forward and kissed him. Anton returned her kiss passionately, hungrily, their tongue meeting in the middle of their wet mouths like two armies engaging one another, locked in a struggle over territory. Emma could feel her nipples hardening in the cups of the bra she still wore, and her naked pussy tingled. Pulling back from the kiss, she rose up on her knees and repositioned herself. Anton's blind face stared sightlessly up at the ceiling as she threw a leg over his head, her pussy practically dripping with desire now as she kneeled above him. Carefully, she lowered her sex towards him. Her thighs trembled as they took the strain. She saw his nostrils flare as he inhaled the scent of her, his chest swelling as he took her in through the only sense she allowed him.  
 
    Emma leaned forward, placing her hands on the dresser that Anton was tied to for balance. She moaned, just a little, as she ran her womanhood over his nose, teasing herself as the tip of it slipped between her moistened lips. Anton craned his neck, raising his head from the floor as his tongue blindly sought her wetness. Emma removed one hand from the dresser and reached behind herself, taking her boyfriend by the throat. She let him breathe, but the slight pressure of her fingers and thumb on either side of his neck was enough to get her point across. Emma could feel her pussy twitching as she held his pulsing neck in her hand.  
 
    "I didn't say you could lick me," she growled. "You need to learn to do as you're told if you want the privilege of pleasuring me." She could hardly believe the words that were coming out of her mouth even as she said them. But long years of dark fantasies bubbled up inside her now, seizing their chance to come spilling out into the warm light of the lamplit night. She could feel a change in herself, as though rarely-used gears were shifting inside her. The tip of Anton's nose shone with her wetness as she stood. 
 
    "I'm going to teach you a lesson," she smirked. Stepping over his helpless body, she stepped towards her open closet. Hangers hissed as they slid along the rack, and she reached for the dress. The dress she knew he loved, the dress she was waiting for an opportunity to wear. Her hands trembled slightly as she pulled it on, smoothing the rich blue fabric over her body as she adjusted it. Anton was silent as he listened to her getting dressed. The long zip[pers of her knee-high boots groaned as she pulled them on, the supple leather clinging to her calves as they grew tight around her. The heels added several inches to her height and made her stand differently, and Emma felt almost as though she was becoming a different woman as she dressed. Under the dress, her pussy twitched hungrily. But Ema wasn't done yet. In an unmarked box at the far back of the closet, there was one more thing she needed. A thing she had never used since the day she bought it, yet never forgotten either. Emma fumbled in the closet, adjusting to the high heels of her boots that shifted her center of gravity forwards and pulled out a small black riding crop.  
 
    Resting the whip on one shoulder, she stood above her boyfriend with her feet apart, straddling him. A sly smile crept across her face as she thought of the view up her dress he might have had at that moment, the view she had arbitrarily decided to deny him. It felt good to be in charge. Emma couldn't deny that. At work, she was firmly at the bottom of the totem pole, and as the youngest in her family, she always ended up being the one who tried to make peace between everyone. Even with her friends, she was one the more reserved end of the spectrum of personalities, always seeking to be nice, always trying to be agreeable. But here, in her bedroom, she could give vent to a side of herself that found expression nowhere else, a side she had once lacked the courage to explore. Standing above her tied-up boyfriend, Emma felt utterly free. 
 
    A delicious shudder raced through Anton's body as she slowly trailed the tip of the riding crop down his chest and stomach. The faint shapes of his ribs showed through the skin as he breathed heavily. His cock swayed like a tree in a strong gale as smiling Emma ran the weapon down his body, teasing his manhood with the leather flap and keeping him, as well as herself, in a heightened state of arousal. Anton's lips parted as she ran the crop slowly up the straining shaft of his cock, and a low gasp escaped his throat while he trembled with desire. It took every ounce of self-control Emma possessed not to laugh out loud at how easy it was to control the responses of his body, his desire for her like a kind of lever that she was learning to use. Lifting the crop from his body, she stepped forward and bent over, The knot tied in the bathrobe cord came away in her hand, and Anton blinked as she removed the blindfold. As his eyes readjusted to the dim light, they fixed themselves onto her. A giddy thrill rippled through Emma's body as she struck a pose, basking in his rapt attention as she felt his eyes like wandering hands all over her body. The dress did wonders for her, she knew, and the tall boots only enhanced the curves of her body, making her thrust out her boobs and her butt while they added inches to her legs. The look in Anton's eyes made her feel like the sexiest woman alive as she loomed above him.  
 
    Anton breathed out a ragged breath as she lifted a foot and placed it on his chest. The thin heel of her boot made a tiny depression in his skin as she stood above him in a pose of total victory. His eyes rose along her thigh, seeking the darkness under her skirt where her uncovered pussy twitched and dripped. Emma smiled as she took a quick glance at his erection, throbbing visibly at the mere sight of her. 
 
    "Admit it," she said. "You love being my little prisoner, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes," Anton croaked as he stared up at her.  
 
    "Good," she smirked, brandishing the riding crop that he know seemed to see for the first time. "Because I'm not going to let you go until you've learned your lesson." 
 
    * 
 
    The age difference between them was most apparent in the early days of their relationship when they first started having sex. Hard to believe it was only six months that they had been together. I felt so much longer than that. Emma remembered the first time they had made love as though it was yesterday. Anton's gentleness, his sweet care of her, the way he touched her slowly, skillfully, confident yet cautious. He didn't want to hurt it.  
 
    It wasn't as though she hadn't had chances. From the moment she grew breasts in school, boys had started taking an interest. Emma never thought of herself as any great beauty, but she tried to keep in shape. She'd been blessed with a fast metabolism that made her able to eat meals that made her friends jealous and still maintain the tight hourglass figure that she had inherited from her mother. Men noticed. In the street, at work, and especially in bars, Emma got more than her share of male attention. But she brushed them all off. She wasn't saving herself, exactly. She was a thoroughly modern girl, and she had never subscribed to old-fashioned ideas about sex. But at the same time, she had wanted her first time to be special, with someone special. And until Anton came along, no one had seemed special enough.  
 
    Anton didn't know. Not when they first had sex, and not now. His practiced touch had warmed her up to the point where she was more than ready for him, and nothing had tipped him off to her pristine condition. She didn't want to tell him. Guys could be weird about that kind of thing. He might make more of it than it needed to be. Besides, she didn't want him bragging to his friends about the virgin he'd deflowered on the weekend. She hadn't known him as well back then as she did now.  
 
    So it would be superfluous to say that Anton was the best lover Emma had had. Her only basis of comparison was her imagination and the stories of her friends and her own solitary explorations with her hand and other objects. But don't let her untouched condition fool you. Emma had never been a shrinking violet when it came to sexual matters. From the moment she had learned to pleasure herself, it had become a near-daily habit. She knew her body far better than many women with far more experience. And her fantasies and preferences had had long years to grow and strengthen, unsullied by contact with the real world.  
 
    Once she had been with Anton, that entire side of Emma's personality seemed to open up like a flower in the rain. All of a sudden, it all seemed possible. All the things she had thought of doing and having done to her, the naughty thoughts she had kept to herself all those years, it all came pouring out. And Anton had an open mind. Almost ten years older than her, there wasn't much he hadn't tried, and he was more than willing to explore with her. Sometimes, when she lay beside him in bed in the sweat-soaked wreckage of another night together, she could hardly believe her luck. So many of her friends had such horror stories about their first time, and hers had been virtually perfect. It was that, more than anything, that gave her the courage to more thoroughly explore her desires. 
 
    Which was how they found themselves at the sex show.  
 
    "It smells weird in here." Anton's brow wrinkled as he sniffed the air hat buzzed with a thousand different voices. Under the high roof of a windowless hall of the convention center, a strip of carpet twisted through a variety of temporary stalls. Emma smiled as she took his hand, leading him deeper into the hall. 
 
    "It does,' she agreed. "It smells like...rubber." It did. Rubber, and leather, and the heady smell of scented candles combined with the synthetic reek of lube. All kinds of mysterious products were laid out in the stalls on either side of the couple as they made their way through the exhibition hall. Emma's eyes all but [opped out of her head as a woman strode purposefully past in a red latex catsuit that clung to her like a second skin, balanced precariously on sky-high heels that looked impossible to walk in.  
 
    "My God, look at her," Emma gasped. Unnecessarily, as it turned out. Anton's eyes tracked the mysterious woman across the hall as she swayed her way over to one of the stalls. "I wonder what it feels like to wear something like that." 
 
    "You're in the right place to find out," Anton said. Emma smiled, hoping it would conceal the blush that rose to her cheeks. 
 
    "You wish," she laughed. But her eyes, too, lingered on the latex-clad woman as they made their way through the hall. There were those ideas again, bubbling up inside her from some unknown source, tugging at her attention without fully revealing themselves. Emma was surprised to find that she was breathing more shallowly than usual, and she tried to calm herself. What must that rubber feel like as it hugged every inch of your body? She shook her head slightly, trying to physically expel the thought.  
 
    Hand in hand, the two of them made their way through the stalls. The strong-smelling air was filled with the deep bass rumble of loud music. At the far end of the hall, a stage had been set up, and some dancers from a local strip club were putting on a performance. But Emma was more interested in the wares for sale in the stalls. Some she knew, of course. Dildos and vibrators and handcuffs were easy enough to identify. But other implements of pain and pleasure had uses she could only guess at. She could feel her old timidity again, telling her to turn back, to get out of here, to avoid embarrassment at the lack of experience she felt sure these people would see on her face, even if Anton was still unaware. But Emma rebelled against that voice. She knew that if you let your fears rule you, you are on track for a greatly diminished life. And so, to spite that insidious voice, she silently vowed not to leave the show empty-handed. She would make herself buy something, even if it was only a candle. Anton's hand felt hot in hers as she squeezed it.  
 
    "Oooh, look here." Emma's eye had been caught as much by the stall owner as by the items she had on display. It was more comfortable buying from a woman, Emma decided, especially one who didn't look too far off her own age. The woman behind the stall smiled a warm welcome as Emma stepped forward, her bright red hair falling from beneath the peaked cap of a kind of pseudo-military uniform she was wearing. Her ample cleavage showed in the gap of the olive green jacket she wore, and Emma wondered if Anton was looking. She could hardly blame him if he was. Emma wasn't the jealous type.  
 
    "Good choice," the woman said as Emma reached for the handle of a thin implement. "That model really lasts." Emma tried to suppress the tremor in her hand as she lifted a riding crop by its slender handle. The small leather flap at its tip wobbled in the empty air as she half-turned towards Anton. A sly smirk lit his face as he watched. He could try to play it cool all he wanted, Emma thought. But she could tell that he was excited too.  
 
    "Does it hurt?" Emma asked, her eyes on the crop she held up straight in front of her. 
 
    "Depends on how hard you hit him. And where," the woman smirked. Emma cursed the hot blush that rose to her cheeks. "Why don't you give it a try?" 
 
    "Here?" Emma turned fully to the stall keeper now. The woman's eyes glittered under a heavy coat of makeup as she smiled at Emma.  
 
    "Sure," she said. "On his hands. Tell him to hold them out." Emma almost gasped. The woman's eyes stayed fixed on her, seeming to sparkle slightly as she watched. For a moment, Emma froze. Kinky sex was all well and good in theory. But to be so open about it was an entirely new experience for her.  
 
    "Hold out your hands." She tried to hide the quaver in her voice, tried to sound firm and in command as she turned to Anton. And to her undying shock, Anton wordlessly raised his hands and held them out in front of him. Exaltation roared through her as she watched her boyfriend, so much more experienced than her in so many ways, comply with her instructions. She could feel the eyes of the woman on her as she raised the crop, its thin flexible shaft hissing slightly in the air as it moved. With a squeal of delight, she brought it down on Anton's hand, the leather flap lightly slapping the back of one hand with a loud crack.  
 
    "Oh my God! Did that hurt?" Emma raised her free hand to her mouth as a sudden wave of remorse rose up inside her. But Anton smiled reassuringly at her. 
 
    "Not really," he said. 
 
    "Crops are good because you have a lot of control," the woman said. "You can use them lightly, just to tease. Or you can make them really sting. You know, if you feel like punishing him." Anton snorted. Emma could feel her cheeks prickling, her whole face turning embarrassingly red as she stood between the store owner and her boyfriend. It was impossible to imagine, let alone explain. But Emma couldn't ignore the fact that, as she lifted the riding crop to her shoulder again, something about this bizarre scenario felt undeniably right.  
 
    "Maybe I should punish you," she said, her eyes flashing as she fixed Anton with a stare. 
 
    "For what?" 
 
    "Just because I feel like it." The woman behind the stall laughed out loud as Emma brought the crop down again, harder than this time, and the skin on Anton's hand reddened to the blow as the loud crack of the crop turned several heads in their direction.  
 
    They had left the woman's stall with two full shopping bags. 
 
    * 
 
    "Ow!" A bright red mark bloomed on Anton's skin as the crop struck him. Emma grinned evilly, watching his body react to the blow. He might shriek and squirm, but he wasn't going anywhere. His hands were tightly tied to the leg of her dresser, and his own belt around his legs made him incapable of anything besides wriggling uselessly on the floor at her feet. She had total control of her man, and Emma couldn't be happier. 
 
    "Say it," she said. "Admit that you're my slave." Anton sucked in air through his nostrils, his dark eyes flashing as he stared up at her. His lips whitened as he pressed them together, as though the words she wanted to hear lay just inside his closed mouth, and he was struggling to keep them there. But he said nothing. His chest and stomach were speckled red from her blows, and she stood above him with her feet on either side of his torso, crop in hand. Under her dress, her pussy was spasming with desire.  
 
    "I'm going to make you do so many naughty things," Emma purred. The tip of the crop slid slowly along Anton's thigh as she reached behind herself, half-turning while still keeping an eye on his face. "I'm going to make you beg. I'm going to make you grovel at my feet. You're going to worship me like a goddess." Anton winced as the warm leather slid slowly over his balls, completely exposed and vulnerable as they lay on top of his pressed-together thighs. "We can do this the easy way, or the hard way," Emma said, tapping the crop lightly on the sensitive skin of his genitals and watching him squirm uncomfortably. "Either one works for me." 
 
    "I'm your slave," Antton said. The words left his mouth in a rush of air, all merging together in a long sigh as his resistance broke. Emma squeezed the crop in her fist, her whole body singing with triumph as his will bent to hers. 
 
    "Louder," she demanded. Some spirit of wild and monstrous lust was on her, and the feeling that flowed through her would not be contained. She meant what she said. She wanted to make him crawl, make him beg, make him debase himself utterly for her amusement. She raised the crop in her fist, and Anton's eyes sparkled with fear.  
 
    "I'm your slave!" he said, his eyes screwed shut as he babbled the shameful words. "I'm your slave."  
 
    "Oh. My. God." Emma's heart froze as a tight fist of fear gripped it. The voice in the room was not hers. She turned to the door of her bedroom as Anton's eyes sprang open, staring up at the intruder.  
 
    "Nicole!" Emma gasped as the blood rushed predictably to her cheeks. "I thought you were out!" Her roommate stood in the doorway, her eyes as wide with surprise as Anton's were as she took in the scene in front of her. But as Emma watched, a slow smile crept across Nicole's lips. Anton's cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but his bound hands wouldn't allow him to hide any part of himself from Nicole's amused gaze.  
 
    "I was," Nicole said. "I just came back to grab a jacket and see if you wanted to see a movie with me. But clearly, you're busy." Nicole was smiling openly now, no longer bothering to conceal her amusement at what she was seeing. And as she looked at her roommate, Emma felt the same smile spread gradually over her own face. Of course it was embarrassing, being caught in the throes of a kinky sex session by your friend. But there was no way to pretend what Nicole was seeing was anything other than what it was. They were going to just have to own it. And as Emma stood above her humiliated boyfriend, her whip raised in her hand to strike while his stiff cock pointed up at her in clear desperation, another wild idea was born in her head. 
 
    "Yeah, actually," Emma said, her eyes on Anton as she spoke, watching him staring furiously at her. "I'd love to see a movie. Let's go." Anton's mouth opened and closed, but no sound escaped his lips. Nicole's eyes drifted from Emma to the tied man on the floor at her feet, and back to Emma again. She seemed on the verge of tumultuous laughter as she spoke.  
 
    "What about...him?" 
 
    "Oh, don't worry about my slave here," Emma giggled, emphasizing the word slave as she tapped the toe of her boot against her boyfriend's shivering flank. "He's not going anywhere. I'll deal with him when we come back." 
 
    "Alright," Nicole shrugged. "Ready to go?" 
 
    "Ready when you are." Nicole nodded curtly. With one last smirking glance at Anton that took in his crop-marked body and straining cock, she turned and was gone. Emma smiled down at her captive, drunk with her total domination over him. 
 
    "You just wait here for me until I'm ready to use you," she said in a low voice. Anton winced as she tapped the crop against his erection. "And this had better be nice and hard for me when I come back." Setting the crop down on the bed behind her, she stepped over her boyfriend. His eyes strained for a glimpse up the sexy dress she wore as she passed by, heading for the door. Her stomach boiled with nervous excitement as Emma shut the bedroom door behind her, closing her slave inside. This, she knew, was going to be so much fun.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A New Mistress 
 
      
 
    Minutes passed like hours. Hours dragged like days. Anton lay on his back on the floor of Emma’s bedroom, alone with his thoughts. In the time she had given him to reflect while she went out, there were plenty of them. 
 
    Where did Emma learn to tie knots like that? The scarf wrapped around his wrists held his hands tight, and no matter how much he squirmed, he couldn’t get his fingers anywhere close to the knot that held it all together. The panties Emma had used to tie his hands to the dresser behind him were a different story. There wasn’t too much doubt in Anton’s mind that he could break free of those if he pulled at them hard enough. And that would allow him at least the freedom to move around, to sit up and unfasten the belt that pinned his legs together. He’d be able to move around the empty apartment then, and it probably wouldn’t cost him too much trouble to work his way free of the scarf, or even cut it if he had to. 
 
    And then what? He could get dressed. He could leave. And Emma would probably never try anything like this again. He thought of her at the movies with her friend, sitting in the dark in the dress and boots she hadn’t taken off, her pussy naked under the tight dress and twitching as they thought of him, waiting for her like a helpless prisoner. Every time Anton so much as thought of freeing himself, his cock would start to surge again as he thought of Emma, and he would sigh and lie back against the floor, resolved to put up with it for at least a few more minutes.  
 
    But then there was Nicole. It was one thing to indulge in some kinky games with your girlfriend behind closed doors. It’s another to have her roommate come barging in and see you there, naked and stretched out and bound hand and foot, your erection leaving no doubt about just how much you’re enjoying yourself. Anton’s cheeks flushed with red heat as he thought of the two of them discussing him. Nicole would surely have some questions. What would Emma say? What could she say? A single glance told Nicole all she needed to know. Their secret was most definitely out, and there wasn’t a story in the world that would cover up the true facts of what they had been getting up to.  
 
    Nicole knew. And while Anton’s nerves crackled and blazed with shame as he thought about that, it did nothing to stop his cock from surging with desire. Nicole was sexy. Her ash-blonde hair, her dark and mischievous eyes, the body he glimpsed when she dressed for her job as a restaurant hostess in clothes that clung to her tempting curves. Anton knew better than to mention anything to Emma, even when prompted. And she had asked. But when Emma asked if he thought her roommate was pretty, Anton replied with an indifferent shrug and a non-committal grunt. He wasn’t new to this game. None of which changed the fact that Nicole was hot as hell, and now she had seen him naked. The thought of the conversation with her that lay in his future, the dark mocking look in her eyes the next time she saw him, made Anton want to break free of his bondage and leave Emma’s apartment and never return. But he didn’t. He stayed put. And thinking of Nicole, of the shock that was quickly replaced by amusement in her eyes, did nothing to soften his cock as it swayed above his prone body. Emma had instructed him to keep it hard for her eventual return. Clearly, that wasn’t going to be a problem.  
 
    But as the time crawled past and his arousal stayed at its fearsome peak, Anto started to wonder if he should try to free himself after all. Not to escape. He was far too excited to see what else Emma had planned for him to do that. After all, Nicole had already discovered their secret. He may as well have the fun part that went along with the embarrassment. No, what made Anton squirm in his bonds was lust. After all, there’s only so much a man can take. The red marks of his girlfriend’s whip still burned with a delicious heat, and the memory of her standing above him, one booted foot on his chest, was burned into Anton’s memory, clearer than the empty room around him. He wanted to resist. He did. But his body cried out for relief, and with Emma gone, he could only take care of himself. He tested his bonds cautiously, wondering if there was some way he could slip a hand free, take care of his needs and return to the position he was in without Emma noticing. 
 
    It was just then, as he tensed his arms and stretched Emma’s panties to their elastic limit as they tried to hold him against the leg of the dresser, that he heard the click of the front door. His heart thumped against his chest as his excitement grew, flapping rapid wings in his stomach as he lay in expectant hope on the bedroom floor. Female voices laughed outside, and his cock surged, swaying blindly above him as he waited. He could hear the soft thump of boots on the floor outside, could feel it through his skin as he lay stretched out on the floor. The door to Emma’s bedroom swung open, and Anton drew a deep breath as he steeled himself for what was to come.  
 
    In the darkness of the movie theatre, Emma had been turning the possibilities over in her mind. She knew her friend was doing the same. Her eyes stared through the screen as actors pretended to be other people, and Emma’s thoughts churned relentlessly on the subject of her boyfriend, tied up at home and waiting for her. With a sense other than sight, she could feel Nicole’s mind buzzing with questions. Questions Emma had no idea how to answer. And as they sat side by side in the dark theater, she could feel strange ideas rippling through her mind. Ideas that made her squeeze her thighs together as she thought of them, that made a sly smile spread across her face.  
 
    Once the movie had finished, they had come straight home. Without either of them acknowledging it, they had both been buzzing with anticipation, knowing what waited there. In the elevator of the building up to their apartment, Nicole had made her first outright mention of the kinky situation she had discovered. 
 
    “I bet your little boy toy can’t wait for you to come back,” she said. Her dark eyes blazed as she smiled, her artfully applied makeup giving her a feline look. Emma smiled back at her friend as the elevator slowed to a halt and the doors slid open. Seized by an impulse she didn’t bother to analyze, she grinned back at Nicole as she stepped out of the elevator, her dress stretching around her thighs as she stepped forward. 
 
    “Wanna help me check on him?” she said. As shocked as Nicole looked at the suggestion, Emma was hardly any less surprised herself. She turned to fumble with her keys at the door of the apartment to hide her reddening face, completely at odds with the cool and unflappable dominatrix she was pretending to be.  
 
    “OK,” Nicole giggled. As the door swung shut behind them, both women let out a peal of laughter as they headed for the bedroom. 
 
    Emma pushed the bedroom door aside. Anton’s brown eyes gleamed in the lamplight as he stared up at her, his face upside down. A wild thrill tore through her at the sight of him, exactly where she had left him, bound hand and foot on her bedroom floor for her personal pleasure. She could feel her doubts and fears melting away as she looked at him, at the deep yearning in his wide eyes, at the erection that throbbed vertically from his body, as rock hard as he had been when she left him there. Emma stepped over Anton as she walked further into the bedroom, smoothing her dress around her and crossing her legs as she took a seat on the bed above him.  
 
    And Nicole followed. Anton visibly suppressed a moan, of desire or despair or something else entirely, as he watched Emma’s roommate enter the room. She was smiling, too, smiling in disbelief at what was happening, not knowing what was about to come. She was wearing boots too, knee-high black leather boots over her tight jeans, and Emma felt a strange mixture of amusement and jealousy and lust as she saw her boyfriend’s eyes flicker briefly towards them as she stepped over him. The poor boy had no idea what he was in for. The mattress dipped as Nicole took a seat beside her friend.  
 
    “That movie was ok,” Emma said, keeping her eyes on Nicole while she watched her boyfriend in her peripheral vision. “Kind of silly though. Half the time, I was thinking just kiss already.” 
 
    “Well, at least you have a boy to come back to.” Nicole’s eyes drifted over to Anton, who peered up at them from the floor at their feet with a kind of desperation in his gaze. Emma’s raised foot bobbed slightly as she squeezed her legs together, her fingers fiddling with the hem of her dress as it rose up her thighs. The temptation to peel off her clothes and mount the hard cock that throbbed beneath her, whether Nicole was there or not, was hard to resist. But the promise of the moment could not be ignored. The air was virtually crackling between the three of them, each one of them alive with fear and doubt and all-consuming lust. Even in the wildest fantasies of her lonely youth, Emma had never conjured up anything quite so exciting as the situation she found herself in now. Silently, she vowed to make the most of it. 
 
    “True,” she said, shifting slightly on the bed as she uncrossed her legs and stretched a foot towards Anton. He groaned loudly as she tapped the bottom of his cock with the toe of her boot.”Such silly things, aren’t they?” 
 
    “What, cocks?” Emma spluttered with laughter at Nicole’s bluntness. 
 
    “No, I meant men,” Emma clarified. “So easy to control. Get them hard, and they’ll let you do anything. Isn’t that right, slave boy?” Finally, Emma turned her attention fully to her boyfriend. He held his head up from the floor, peering down the length of his body to look at her. His lips moved, but no sound came out. Emma was learning to love the resistance in him, the trace of defiance that showed through, as though he couldn’t bring himself to admit what it was that he wanted, who he truly was. Nicole chuckled as Emma reached for the riding crop that she had left on the bed. Anton winced, in fear rather than pain, as she lightly tapped the tip of the crop against her boyfriend’s manhood, keeping it trapped between crop and boot.   
 
    “Am I going to have to punish you again?” Emma said, smiling sweetly down at him as he spoke. “Or will you answer the question?” 
 
    “Yes,” Anton gasped, making Emma’s stomach flip as he broke. “Yes, you can do anything.” His breath was coming in rapid gasps, as though he had just run a long race. His chest rose and fell, his ribs visible in his sides as he stared at the two women. Emma could feel the steady pulse of desire in his cock through the leather of her boot. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Nicole sighed, “that’s so awesome! How long have you been doing this?” 
 
    “Not long,” Emma smiled. Anton’s breath was a tiny flutter in his mouth as he moaned and writhed on the floor, the leather of the belt that held him creaking with strain. She was running the leather flap at the end of the crop up and down his cock, up and down, slowly teasing him with the instrument of pain until he seemed oblivious to all else. “I always thought about it, you know. What it would be like. But I never actually got the guts to try it until we’d been dating a while. One day, I just went for it. I tied him up and used him for my pleasure. And he loved it. Didn’t you, slave boy?” 
 
    “Yes.” Anton was practically babbling with pleasure as she continued to work the crop on his boiling shaft. “Yes, I did.” 
 
    “What about you?” Emma asked. “Ever had a guy at your mercy like this?” 
 
    “No,” Nicole smiled. “I was always the one getting tied up when it happened. Which is fun too. But there’s a few exes I wish I had tied up like this right now.” The women laughed together as Emma continued to torment Anton. His cock was dark with blood, and Emma found herself wondering if she could make him cum with nothing more than her riding crop. What a humiliation that would be for the poor boy. Splashing his cum all over her boot while her roommate watched. She had better uses for his cock than that, of course. But Emma filed the idea away for later anyhow. 
 
    “I used to worry that I was weird,” Emma said. “But I never realized that some guys are so into this. I mean, look at him. He loves it.” 
 
    “Please,” Anton panted, the muscles bunching in his arms as he strained against the scarf that held his wrists. “Please, Emma, please!” 
 
    “Please what?” Emma taunted. The crop continued its teasing work, slowly reducing Anton to a babbling wreck. His pride was no match for the desire he was feeling, his lust obliterating all else as he lay under his girlfriend’s feet. 
 
    “Please…let me cum…” he groaned. Both women howled with laughter at his pitiful begging while his cheeks turned dark red with shame.  
 
    “You let him call you by your name?” Emma blinked as she turned towards Nicole. 
 
    “What should he call me?” she asked. Nicole shrugged. 
 
    “Well, if he’s your slave, shouldn’t he call you something else? Something more…respectful? If he was my slave, I’d make him call me…Mistress Nicole. It has a ring to it, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “I gotta admit, I don’t hate that.” Anton’s cock twitched, and he moaned forlornly as Emma lifted the crop from his needy cock. “What do you think, slave?” Anton’s head flopped back against the floor, his eyes staring up at the ceiling as he sighed. A swift blow from the crop against his thigh made his whole body tense in sudden pain. “You’re to call her Mistress Nicole from now on. Ok?” Anton said nothing. Emma could see the tension in his body, every muscle and sinew tight as though he could somehow physically resist her. But Emma knew better. Anton gasped as she tapped the crop against his exposed balls. 
 
    “You know I can make you do it,” she said. “You know you’re going to give in. Why make it hard on yourself? Do you want me to hurt you?” 
 
    “Mistress Nicole.” Anton’s voice rose up from the floor in a deep moan of submission, making Emma’s pussy pulse with desire between her legs. She felt the mattress move as her roommate practically shivered in ecstasy, her eyes alive with a dangerous glow as she stared down at the beaten man. Nicole’s jeans stretched tight around her thighs as she stood and stepped towards Anton. Emma’s heart raced as she watched her friend stand over her boyfriend, her long blonde hair falling down around her face as she leaned over him with her hands on her knees.  
 
    “Say it again,” she demanded. Emma could see Anton’s eyes, wild as those of some trapped animal, staring up at Nicole with an expression of utter disbelief. She hardly believed it herself when she heard the words rise again from between his dry lips. 
 
    “Mistress Nicole.” 
 
    “That’s right.” Nicole straightened up, placing her hands on her hips as she stood above Anton with a broad smile on her face. “Don’t ever forget it, pervert.” 
 
    “Fuck, this is hot.” The words left Emma’s lips in a rush of hot air as her wide eyes watched her friend standing over her boyfriend. She’d always been the jealous type. But something about the way the image struck her, watching her boyfriend submit to Nicole as readily as he did to her - it wasn’t that it didn’t make her jealous. It was more that the jealousy fed the fire inside her, making her lust grow and spread until it pushed almost every other thought from her head. Drunk with desire, the impossible seemed suddenly possible. Ideas that in the cold light of day would have seemed outrageous suddenly glowed with the dark luster of plausibility.   
 
     Nicole’s ash-blonde hair rolled in artful waves as she turned her head towards her friend, a wicked smile creeping across her face. But Emma hardly noticed. The tension she had been feeling all day, since she and Anton had begun fooling around on the couch, came to a head. She had been at war with herself all afternoon, all through the movie that she couldn’t concentrate on, pretending to be indifferent when really, her tied-up boyfriend was all that she could think of.  
 
    Emma had always thought of herself as a good girl. Sure, she had her naughty thoughts, the dark desires she had given up trying to suppress once she learned that they only grew back stronger every time she took the scythe to them. But she was no slut. Anton might not know it, but he was the only man she had been with. Emma didn’t think of herself that way. But none of her normal restraint held her back now. A desire greater than any she’d ever known overwhelmed her at that moment, and she no longer cared that Nicole was watching. Emma rose from the bed, her hands already clawing at the hem of her dress as she lifted it up around her hips. Her pussy was wet and dripping, crying out to be filled, sending jolts of unignorable desire through her entire body as she sank to the floor. She kneeled above Anton, her spread legs on either side of his prone body. He looked at her with an almost pitiable look of helpless need as she climbed on top of him, gasping as she took his unyielding cock in her hand. She inched forward, and it was Emma’s turn to moan as she felt the pressure of the bulging head of Anton’s cock against the wet lips of her pussy. Her open mouth sighed as she mounted him, his erection sliding easily into the warm embrace of her sex as she sank down on top of him. The two of them moaned together, a long, drawn-out duet of pleasure that was made all the greater by how long they had each had to wait.  
 
    Emma leaned forward, feeling Anton’s cock move inside her. Already, her pussy was clenching around his thick shaft, and tiny tremors swelled up from her sex to turn her veins to fire. She placed her hands on his chest for balance, feeling the hot throb of his heart under her hand while his chest rose and fell. Emma’s thighs clenched as she began to rock up and down, each stroke of his cock inside her making her gasp with pleasure. Monstrous lust growled deep in her stomach as she increased the pace, her soft moans turning to gasps, and the to cries of ecstasy as her desire took over. 
 
    All but forgotten, Nicole watched. Standing over the two of them, her arms folded across her chest, she surveyed the scene in front of her as though it was a show they were putting on just for her. But this was the real thing. Nicole knew it. She had never watched anyone have sex in front of her before, not in real life. But the deep groans and gasps and screams that were rising from Emma’s throat were a world away from the histrionic play-acting of a professional porn star. The passion was undeniable, the air crackling with the genuine desire of two people for one another. And Nicole was not immune to the demands of her own body. Chances like this don’t come around often. 
 
    Emma only realized that she had closed her eyes when they opened at the heavy thump of Nicole’s boot hitting the floor. She watched, too drunk with pleasure to realize what was happening at first, as Nicole balanced herself on one bare foot and reached for the zipper of her other boot. That, too, fell to the floor, and the giddy smile on Emma’s face grew and spread as she watched her roommate reach for the front of her jeans. On any other day, in any other circumstances, Emma might have been shocked at what was happening. But all the ordinary rules seemed to be suspended. All the barriers had fallen away. As she watched her roommate undress, her fingers a blur of motion as she all but tore her clothes off, Emma laughed out loud at the pure outrageousness of what was happening. All three of them, normally such ordinary people, seemed caught up in the feel of a moment that was bigger than them, as though other agents were acting through their bodies. With every bounce she made on top of Anton’s helpless body, Emma’s desire grew stronger and wilder, and the timid voices in her head that cried out for caution grew fainter and fainter.  
 
    Nicole’s jeans fell to the floor. She stepped out of them, leaving a warm denim puddle on the floor behind her as she stepped towards Anton. There was a devious smile on her pretty face that set Emma’s nerves jangling in the long hollow of her spine. There was that strange eager jealousy and arousal she had felt before, as she watched Anton raise his head towards Nicole. She might be fucking him right at that minute, but that didn’t stop her boyfriend’s eyes from drifting up the long ladder of Nicole’s bare legs before coming to rest on her pelvis. Nicole had hooked her thumbs under the narrow waistband of her skimpy black panties, and now she was pulling the fabric out from her hips as she walked slowly forward. She was teasing him, and Emma could see it, but the knowledge of what her friend was doing hardly made her immune to the deep call in her blood. She gasped as Nicole stood above Anton’s head and pulled her panties slowly down, and her gasp turned into a cry of pleasure as she felt her boyfriend’s cock swell inside her.  
 
    Nicole dangled her panties above Anton before dropping them onto his heaving chest, right beside Emma’s hand. Anton’s eyes were locked onto Nicole as she stepped over him, turning to face Emma as she placed her feet on either side of his head. Emma could see the dark triangle of her roommates’ pubic hair pointing downwards between her legs, and she could only imagine the view Anton was getting of her sweet sex as she stood proudly above him. The women’s eyes met. Nicole had that evil smile still, the one that made Emma shudder in a way that was difficult to explain. But Emma smiled back. In that moment, drunk with rampant desire, she agreed to everything. All she wanted was for the show to go on, for the wild eroticism of the moment to last forever. Tomorrow could deal with itself. As Emma panted and gasped and moaned uncontrollably, she watched as Nicole bent her knees and slowly lowered her pussy down onto Anton’s face. 
 
    Anton knew what to do. Emma yelped in delight as she watched him crane his neck, raising his head from the floor to meet Nicole’s descending sex. Emma remembered how she had teased Anton with her own pussy hours before, and how eager he had been to do to her what his busy mouth was now doing to Nicole. Nicole’s eyelids fluttered like the beating wings of butterflies, and she sighed softly as Anton’s tongue probed her wet womanhood while Emma watched. 
 
    It was all too much. Nothing in Emma’s fantasy life, let alone her real one, had ever prepared her for the sight of her roommate sitting on her boyfriend’s face. Her movements became frantic as she launched herself up and down, desperately lunging and sinking on top of Anton’s cock. She screamed at the ceiling as her body seized in a familiar spasm, her back arching as her breasts strained against the front of her sexy dress and the sinews of her legs tightened like steel cables. Her fingers made deep dents in Anton’s skin as she clawed at him, her nails leaving thin red trails across his chest while he moaned between Nicole’s legs. Emma sobbed with pleasure as she came, her pussy squeezing Anton’s cock like a fist as she convulsed around it, screaming wordlessly in ecstasy. 
 
    Emma leaned forward on Anton’s chest as her orgasm wracked her body. She was panting, sucking in great lungfuls of air that tasted of sex as she tried to regain her composure. For a confused moment, she could still hear her own cries of joy coming back to her, and it took her sun-shot brain longer than it should have to realize that it was now Nicole’s moans and shrieks she was hearing.  
 
    The room spun around Emma as she sat upright. Anton’s cock throbbed inside her, warm and rigid, still hungry for a release he had not yet achieved. Emma giggled drunkenly as she wiggled her hips, making Anton gave another muffled moan that was hard to hear under Nicole’s wild cries. With his cock still buried inside her still-spasming pussy, Emma had the best seat in the house to watch as Nicole ascended towards an orgasm of her own. And the fire inside her own body had not been quenched by the pleasure she had already experienced, not even close. Her fingernails left angry red streaks down Anton’s stomach as she slowly raked his skin, savoring the sight of him writhing in his bonds beneath the two women. 
 
    “That’s it, slave boy,” she snarled, raising her voice to ensure that Anton could hear over Nicole’s screams and the muffling effect of her damp thighs clamped around his head. “Be a good boy and make Mistress Nicole cum.” 
 
    Nicole’s eyes shot open. The look in them was wild and captivating, more like the stare of some animal than the calculated gaze of her roommate. Emma had never seen another woman cum, and her pussy gripped Anton’s cock tightly in an echo of orgasm as she watched. A powerful convulsion seemed to rise up through the other woman’s body, starting with her shuddering legs before climbing her spine to make her entire body shudder. The dark round O of her mouth rang with screams of untameable passion as she reached her climax. Emma shivered as she watched, hearing the wet sound of her boyfriend gulping down her roommate’s cum filling the room. 
 
    Nicole’s eyes closed again as a deep growl rose from her throat. Emma watched as Nicole’s body relaxed, crushing Anton’s head against the floor as she sank down on top of him. The heavy breathing of the two women filled the small room while Anton’s still-hard cock throbbed desperately inside Emma. 
 
    “Fuck,” Emma panted, and a wide grin spread across her face as Nicole’s glassy eyes met hers. Neither of them could stop smiling. Emma knew her own face must be as flushed with orgasm as her friend’s was. She wondered if Nicole also felt the odd sense of intimacy that she did as she looked at her friend. “Maybe I should tie him up more often,” Emma smiled.                                                                                                                                                                          
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Safeword 
 
      
 
    Emma kept her boots on. It looked a little strange, as she sat on the living room sofa, the gleaming black leather appearing from under the light blue cloth of her bathrobe. But she didn’t want to take them off, not yet. They were a prop, but they were more than that. They helped her to get into the right state of mind, the state of mind that allowed her to be the dominant mistress she needed to be. That Anton wanted her to be. Without formulating it that way, something told her that if she removed her boots as she had removed her blue dress then the scene would be over. And she didn’t want that. Not yet.  
 
    So she sat on the sofa beside Nicole, the two of them draped in bathrobes to hide the nudity that they had had no problem exposing to each other just moments before. Whatever name they might want to put on what had happened in the bedroom with Anton, it defied rational explanation. Emma was still high from the powerful hormones brought on by orgasm, and from the glow in Nicole’s dark eyes, she suspected her roommate felt the exact same way. But after what had happened, they needed a break. Emma sipped cool water from the tap while her body tingled under her robe. When her eyes met Nicole’s again, both women smiled.  
 
    “So what now?” Nicole asked, her sly smile lifting the corners of her pink lips. That same fire still crackled deep down in her dark eyes, set off by the blonde highlights in her long hair. She had that kind of face - pretty, absolutely, but darkly so. As though she knew something other people didn’t. And she enhanced her appearance with a careful use of makeup that elongated and highlighted those devious eyes of hers. No wonder Anton hadn’t complained, Emma thought to herself with an internal rush of excitement. No man would complain if Nicole wanted them to go down on her. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Emma said, her smooth brow wrinkling into a network of creases. 
 
    “I thought you did this all the time?” 
 
    “This? God, no. Nothing like this.” 
 
    “Well, ok. But the other stuff. You know, the whips and chains.” 
 
    “Not really. We only got into it recently. I mean, I thought about it before, sure. But I never tried it with anyone before Anton.” 
 
    “So he’s your first slave, huh?” Emma smiled, even as she inwardly squirmed at the word. When the blood was up, it was hot as hell to call Anton that, to make himself admit it, to treat him like she owned him. But that was bedroom talk. It sounded different in the living room, chatting with her roommate. Not that it wasn’t still super hot, of course. Not that Emma’s body didn’t thrill to the thought of her boyfriend bound hand and foot still on her bedroom floor. The thought possessed her in fact, almost to the exclusion of all else. But it took some getting used to.  
 
    “I guess so, yeah. We’re still kind of figuring it out. I mean, it still seems sort of weird. But at the same time - well, you saw for yourself. It’s so much fun.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is.” Nicole’s robe fell around her shifting body in soft folds as she reached across the couch for something. Emma saw herself reflected in the dark screen of her friend’s tablet as Nicole held it up between them. 
 
    “I know where we could get some ideas,” she said, flashing that wicked smile again as the screen lit up to her touch. 
 
    “Ideas? Ideas about what?” But Nicole was already bent over her tablet, tapping away at the screen. 
 
    “Things…to…do…with…a…male…slave,” she said aloud as she typed, the search engine blinking as it responded to her request. Unable to help herself, Emma leaned forward and peered over Nicole’s shoulder as her roommate scrolled through the results.  
 
    “Ooh, look at this one,” Nicole smiled. Her finger tapped against the screen, and a website opened up. An image of a woman dressed in skintight latex, her face obscured by a mask, filled the screen. 
 
    “Mistress Viktoria,” Emma read over Nicole’s shoulder. “Is this for real?” 
 
    “She looks pretty for real to me,” Nicole said. “You know how much money some guys will pay for this kind of thing? I hope Anton knows how lucky he is, that you’ll do this for free.” Her fingers danced over the screen as she spoke, scrolling through what appeared to be a blog post by the website’s owner. Nicole burst out laughing as she pointed at one of the items on Mistress Viktoria’s list of suggestions. 
 
    “Look at this,” she giggled, turning the screen towards Emma. “Can you imagine doing this to him?” Emma frowned at the screen as she read. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she said. “That just seems mean.” 
 
    “You’re supposed to be mean,” Nicole said. “You’re a dominatrix now.” Dominatrix. Emma tested the word silently on her tongue. For all the extra confidence and sense of her own sexual power she got from wearing her boots and wielding the whip, she couldn’t reconcile her image of herself with that of the cruel-looking woman on the screen. Emma got no real pleasure out of hurting her boyfriend, not for its own sake. It was more the fact that she could, that he would or could do nothing to stop her, that got her engine running. 
 
    “It says here we should establish a safe word,” Nicole said, her eyes reflecting the screen’s blue light as they flickered over the text. “Do you guys have one?” 
 
    “No,” Emma said. “We never really talked about it. I don’t usually do anything that extreme.” 
 
    “It’s not about extreme,” Nicole said. She set the tablet down on the cushion beside her as she turned towards Emma. “It’s just something good to have so that you know he’s still cool with whatever we do to him. Come on. Are you ready for round two? I know I am.” Nicole stood, her bare leg showing in the open front of her robe as she rose. Emma smiled and nodded, rising to her own feet beside her friend. She had no idea what time it was, and she didn’t care. The thought of all this, Nicole’s sudden involvement in the kinky games she played with her boyfriend, was stoking the fire in her heart. She followed Nicole back to the bedroom where Anton waited. 
 
    He hadn’t moved. But then, he couldn’t really. He lay stretched out on the floor with his tied hands raised above his head, anchored to Emma’s dresser by her discarded panties. His own belt was fastened around his legs, keeping them bound tightly together. Nicole’s panties still lay in a small black pool on his chest where she had dropped them, the delicate fabric rising and falling with his breath. He moved his head to peer at them upside down as they stepped into the room. His cock, glistening with Emma’s cum, was as hard as it had ever been. He hadn’t managed to achieve his own release before the girls had decided to take a break. 
 
    “OK, slave,” Nicole said, drawing at the last word as though she liked the taste of it. “We’re back. And we’ve decided that we need to establish some ground rules so that you can serve us better. OK?” Anton moved his head to follow Nicole as she walked across the room, but he said nothing. Emma knew that look on his face, his eyes wide and round and his lips pressed tightly together. Every time she left him alone, it was as though his ego grew back. As though, shocked at what they had made him do, he withdrew and tried once again to be defiant. Even if he must know that it would never work. He was helpless, and the ties that bound him were only the outward show of the inner desire that he was truly a slave to. Emma knew that, and the knowledge warmed her like liquor as she smiled down at Anton, watching him breathe nervously as he waited to see what they would do to him. 
 
    Nicole bent towards the bed and snatched up the riding crop with sudden speed. Before Emma could say a word, she raised the weapon in her hand, and the thin shaft sliced through the air as she brought it down. Anton’s chest and stomach already bore the marks of Emma’s earlier punishment as well as the long red streaks of her nails. But a new point of bright red pain bloomed on his skin as Nicole whipped him, the crop making a loud slapping sound in the small room that made Emma jump as though it was she that had been struck.  
 
    “Answer me,” Nicole demanded, standing high and haughty above him with the crop in her hand while Anton hissed in pain. “You know what to say.” 
 
    “Yes,” Anton whimpered, “yes, Mistress Nicole.” as he spoke, his brown eyes drifted momentarily towards Emma, and she felt a hot thrill race through her as their eyes met. Not one of them had imagined when they got up that morning that they would find themselves here. Not one of them knew where this would take them. But no one, not even Anton, wanted to get up. 
 
    “We’re going to give you a safeword,” Nicole said as the tip of the crop danced menacingly in the air above Anton’s body. “Do you know what a safeword is, bitch?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Nicole.” He learned fast. 
 
    “It means, if you can’t handle what we’re doing to you, you can make it stop. Just say the word, and it’s over.” The riding crop jutted straight out to one side as Nicole bent over Anton, steadying herself with her hands on her knees. Anton’s eyes burned as he stared up at her, and Emma watched his jaw moving beneath the stubbled skin of his chin. 
 
    “I can handle it,” he said with a kind of wavering pride in his voice.  
 
    “I hope so,” Nicole smirked. “If you pussy out, the fun stops, and I’ll be very disappointed. But if we’re too much for you to handle, just say….cucumber. That’s the magic word.” Emma pressed a hand to her mouth as she stifled a giggle. She watched Nicole straighten up, the wicked crop contrasting sharply with the comfortable bathrobe she wore. As though she sensed it herself, Nicole turned towards Emma, and her eyes drifted over the other woman’s body from head to toe. 
 
    “I feel a little underdressed for this,” Nicole grinned. “I think I’m going to go change.” She held the crop out towards Emma, and Emma took it by its slender handle. Still smiling, Nicole bent to pick up the boots she had left on the floor of Emma’s bedroom. Stepping out of the door, she disappeared. 
 
    Anton’s eyes returned to Emma. She held his gaze as she passed the riding crop from one hand to another, sliding her arms out of her bathrobe. Anton’s cock throbbed as she cast the robe aside, allowing him to feast his eyes on her body. Besides the tall boots that hugged her calves, she wore only the push-up bra she had donned before putting on her dress. Her cleavage rose and fell steadily with every breath she took. Anton’s eyes drifted between her thighs, drawn in by the gravity of the sex he craved, and Emma felt her heart swell at the feeling of being so obviously desired. 
 
    “Well,” she said brightly, affected the voice she liked to use in these moments as she toyed with the crop in her hand, “quite the evening we’re having, isn’t it? I bet you never thought you would end up having to serve two mistresses, did you?” 
 
    “No,” Anton said. Emma took a single step towards him, and he shuddered as she trailed the tip of the riding crop over the surging flesh of his cock. 
 
    “I think Nicole’s got the right idea,” Emma said, her voice pitched low as she spoke. She didn’t meet Anton’s gaze anymore. Instead, she studied his erect manhood, watched it react as she teased it with the crop. The sight of her own moisture drying on his cock excited her, and she felt the hunger growing inside her as she watched her captive squirm. “I think you should address me as Mistress Emma from now on.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress Emma.” Emma smiled brightly at the immediate reply. Anton was totally in their power, for all that he might occasionally still feel compelled to try and resist. He was hers. Body, and soul. 
 
    The bedroom door swung open as Nicole stepped back inside. Like Emma, she had put on her own boots, the shiny leather gripping her legs and catching the light with every step. A matching bra and panties set in red lace highlighted every curve of her magnificent body. She stepped into the center of the room to pose and preen, and Emma watched Anton’s eyes fasten on Nicole’s body with the same look of predatory hunger they had fixed her with. Like a tiger in a cage, he stared at them helplessly, and Emma shuddered at the thought of all the powerful desire she had at her disposal.  
 
    “You look hot,” Emma said. Nicole smiled.  
 
    “Thank you,” she said, turning gracefully on the spot as she directed her attention at Anton. “How’s our little slave boy doing? I bet you’re pretty horny by now, huh? Two sexy girls teasing you like this.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Nicole,” Anton gasped. His eyes darted back and forth between Nicole and Emma, as though he couldn’t decide which of them appealed to him more. That jealousy flickered again in Emma’s heart as she watched her boyfriend hungrily eye her roommate. A quick slap of the crop against his exposed thigh made him yelp in surprise as much as pain.  
 
    “I guess the question is, how badly do you want to cum?” Emma giggled as Anton’s gaze returned to her. “Because I think you should have to earn it.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Emma,” Anton panted, his lips quivering as he spoke, “please, I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
    “I like the sound of that.” Emma turned her gaze to Nicole, who stood tall in her boots at Anton’s side. The smile spreading slowly across her friend’s face matched her own.  
 
    Moving as though at some hidden signal, the two women abruptly descended on Anton. Emma cast the riding crop aside for the moment as she sank to the floor beside him while Nicole kneeled on the other side of his body. A goofy smile rose to Anton’s face as he felt the women untie his arms from the dresser behind him, but his joy was short-lived. Emma held onto his arm tightly as they lifted him into a sitting position, and Nicole scuttled around behind him with the scarf in her hands. Before Anton knew what was going on, Nicole and Emma had pinned his arms behind his back, and they drew the scarf tightly around his wrists again, binding his hands together behind him. Once he was securely tied, Nicole stood up and grabbed a handful of his short brown hair. 
 
    “On your knees, slave,” she ordered, and Anton winced as she pulled his hair. Emma rose to her own feet as Anton struggled onto his knees. Nicole looked completely in charge as she stood at his side, one hand on her hip while the other held the now-kneeling man commandingly by the hair. Emma had to admit it, even if she had never previously thought of her roommate in those terms. Nicole looked sexy. 
 
    Emma stepped around to stand in front of Anton. Nicole joined her. The captive man looked up at the two women, his chest heaving as he breathed. Emma felt like some kind of goddess as she stood in front of her kneeling boyfriend, and she never wanted the feeling to end. Just as the thought occurred to her, she saw Nicole bend and take up the riding crop that she had discarded a moment before.  
 
    “Things are going to change around here,” Nicole said, brandishing the crop menacingly. “From now on, whenever the three of us are alone together, you will be naked and kneeling unless ordered otherwise. You will obey every order without question, or you will be punished. You’re our slave know. You’re here to serve us.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Nicole.” Emma couldn’t explain why it thrilled her even more to hear Anton submit to Nicole than it did to her. But it did. And the faint acid sting of jealousy at his obvious desire for her only made the whole thing more exciting.  
 
    “You need to learn your place,” Nicole went on. She seemed every inch the natural dominant goddess, without a trace of hesitation or self-consciousness in her voice as she teased Anton. “Which is kneeling at our feet and groveling before us. So here’s what you’re going to do. You’re going to kiss our feet and tell us that you can’t wait to serve us.” 
 
    Emma gasped. It wasn’t like she hadn’t heard of such things, or thought of such things herself. In the dark nights alone before she had met Anton, the thought of having some gorgeous man worshiping the ground she walked on had kept her awake more than once. But she had never quite summoned the courage to make it happen. The games she played with Anton might be kinky, but they had never gone quite this far. 
 
    But Nicole’s face was serious. The flexible shaft of the riding crop bent in her hands as she stared down at Anton. Anton was rocking slightly on his knees, as though struggling with himself. Emma winced sympathetically as Nicole raised the crop. The implement hissed through the air before cracking loudly against Anton’s shoulder. 
 
    “Now!” Nicole yelled. The note of command in her voice was so powerful, Emma almost responded herself. Anton grunted as he bent at the waist, his head sinking below the women’s knees as a satisfied smile spread across Nicole’s formerly stern face. The crop’s shaft bent as she pressed the tip down on his shoulder while he hesitated, his face hovering a few inches from the floor. It was all Emma could do not to squeal in delight as she heard him press his trembling lips to the toe of Nicole’s boot. While Nicole beamed happily, Anton shifted on his knees, and Emma felt his lips through the leather of her boot as he bowed down before her. An indescribable thrill tore through her as she felt her boyfriend worshiping at her feet. She squeezed her thighs together where she stood and was so lost in the powerful sensations that gripped her that she jumped in surprise as Nicole brought the crop down on Anton’s bowed back. 
 
    “Lick them,” she ordered. “Show your mistresses that you know your place.” Emma shrieked with delight as she felt the slight pressure of Anton’s tongue through the leather of her boots, the same boots she had worn to the movie theatre earlier that day. Nicole sat down on the edge of the bed, and Emma dropped down beside her while Anton continued to grovel at their feet, shifting his attention from one to the other and back again. 
 
    “Fuck, this is amazing,” Emma groaned. 
 
    “I know. Who knew your boyfriend was such a submissive little bitch? We’re going to have some fun with this one, I can tell.” Nicole’s smile was lost on Anton as she beamed down at him. He was licking and lapping at their feet like a puppy, thoroughly debasing himself for their amusement. 
 
    “That’s right,” Nicole chuckled down at him. “From now on, you’re going to be my personal shoeshine boy. And I want those boots gleaming if you expect to be allowed to cum anytime soon.” 
 
    “Don’t forget mine, slave,” Emma added. Nicole’s cruelty seemed to call to hers, pulling dark impulses out of her while Anton slipped further into submission. She raised one foot, no longer caring how much of her exposed womanhood her roommate saw as she pressed the heel of one boot into her boyfriend’s shoulder. She felt him grunt against her foot, and she dug her heel further into his skin. “What do you say, slave?” she growled. “Are you going to be our bootlicking slave from now on? If I let you cum, do you agree to be our little pet?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.”  
 
    “What do you think, Nicole? Should we let him cum?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” Nicole frowned as she spoke, and Emma could see the tension in Anton’s body as he listened. Emma couldn’t keep the smile off her face as she listened to Anton beginning kissing their boots more desperately, as though that might convince them to give him what he wanted. The possibilities seemed endless as she sat on the bed above him, her mind racing with wild ideas. Emma’s relative lack of sexual experience had caused her to not fully appreciate the power she held, even when she had had Anton tied and at her mercy before. Nicole seemed somehow to have a direct line to the naughtier parts of Emma’s own mind, and she was not in the least bit afraid to reach in there and pull what she found out into the light.  
 
    Nicole’s eyes were glowing like dark jewels as she turned them on Emma. Her teeth showed white against her lower lip as she smiled. She looked suddenly nervous, no longer the stern dominatrix that had Anton literally groveling at her feet.  
 
    “I was thinking - would it be ok if I - you know?” Emma’s brow furrowed. It took her a moment to understand what her friend was getting at. The silence between them was punctuated by Anton’s hungry kisses as he continued to worship their boots. 
 
    “Oh,” Emma said suddenly as realization dawned. “Oh. I, er - oh.” 
 
    “It’s ok if you don’t,” Nicole said quickly. “It’s fine, really.” 
 
    “No, it’s - ok. If you want. Go ahead.” 
 
    “Really? Are you serious?” 
 
    Emma couldn’t blame Nicole for being unsure. She hardly believed herself what she was assenting to. The green flames of jealousy roared inside her, hotter than ever, and some timid part of herself that had somehow survived the evening urged her to reconsider. But Emma didn’t care. The very idea of it, of Nicole asking her, as though poor Anton had no rights whatsoever to his own body - it thrilled Emma more than she could say. And she wasn’t about to break character by giving Anton the choice. She knew what he would say anyway. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, giving Nicole what she hoped was a reassuring smile. “Go ahead. There’s not much point having a slave boy if you can’t use him the way you want to, is there?” Nicole’s eyes sparkled as she watched Emma. Her eyes danced over the other woman’s face, as though trying to find some element of doubt in Emma’s expression. But Emma was sure. As fucked up as it was, as unimaginable as it would have been to her even a few hours prior, the idea excited her. The idea excited her more than anything she could remember, and that excitement swept away all her doubts and fears like a tidal wave sweeping towards land. 
 
    Nicole dropped the riding crop. She raised one foot as Emma had done, and Anton grunted as her high heel dug into his other shoulder. Nicole pushed, and Anton fell backward, collapsing clumsily onto the bedroom floor with his hands bound uselessly behind him. In a flash of red lingerie and pale skin, Nicole was on top of him. Anton’s eyes sought Emma as her roommate straddled him, a look of confusion and fear on his handsome face. Emma smiled at him, and nodded slowly, letting him know that everything was alright. Anton sighed with relief as his head dropped back onto the carpet, and a loud moan of desire that sounded more like a growl rose from his body as Nicole took his cock in her hand. 
 
    Emma watched. Sitting on her bed, her pussy tingling with a desire that she was determined not to give in to, not quite yet, she watched her roommate fuck her boyfriend. She watched Nicole’s thighs bunch and swell as they clamped on to Anton’s sides. She watched her roommate hurriedly pull off her red panties, tossing them into a corner of the room before clambering back on top of Anton again. She watched the sharp heels of Nicole’s boots score her boyfriend’s legs as she shifted her position on top of him. Emma squeezed her thighs together, and the blood roared in her ears as she watched Nicole reach down between her legs and guide Anton’s cock inside her. Emma stood on legs that trembled and shook like ripples in a pond as she peered over Nicole’s shoulder, getting a closer look. Anton’s eyes were closed. His lips were parted, mouthing words in the silent tongue of pleasure as Nicole rode his teased cock. Nicole’s ash-blonde hair trailed down her back between her narrow shoulders, bouncing rhythmically as she rocked up and down on top of him just as Emma herself had done earlier that day. She saw the muscles in Nicole’s back tense, her spine arching as her thighs gripped Anton tighter. She saw the breath catch in Anton’s throat, his expression of pleasure mimicking that of pain as a climax that had been building all day finally arrived. She heard Nicole yell in orgasm, her whole body spasming with unstoppable bliss, and Anton moaned aloud as he, too, surrendered. That same delicious jealousy washed over her as she watched them cum together, and envied them both as they melted in bliss.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Way Past Ordinary 
 
    “Do you hear that?” 
 
    It was late. The only light in Emma’s small bedroom came from the street outside, the bright white glow of the new LED streetlights coming at an oblique angle from below. Downtown never sleeps, not really. The early hours are punctuated by the yells and laughter of stumbling drunks as they finally get turfed out of the bars and clubs and left to their own anarchic devices. By the time the last stragglers are making their way home to sleep off the excesses of the night, the early morning people are already up and about. The bakers, the street sweepers, the roaring delivery trucks. Emma had good reason to be endlessly grateful for her apartment’s well-sealed windows that kept most of the noise outside and allowed her a decent night’s sleep, even on the weekends. 
 
    But the noise that had woken her on this night was different. This was coming from inside the house. Usually a good sleeper, she had stirred at the sound of the apartment door opening and closing, but had quickly fallen back into sleep. But the insistent and growing sounds that followed finally pulled her out of an unremembered dream and made her wake up fully. When she heard the break in the slow rhythm of Anton’s breathing, she knew that he had woken too. 
 
    “Yeah,” her boyfriend whispered in a voice heavy with sleep. Emma smiled invisibly in the dark. 
 
    Nicole’s room was right next to her own, separated by nothing more than two layers of the cheapest drywall money could buy. Her room was bigger, which Emma had never argued with. After all, it was Nicole's apartment first, before Emma had moved in to share the rent. And it was clear to both Emma and Anton that Nicole had company. She had been out for the night with her friends, and evidently, the short skirt she had chosen to wear had worked its magic. From the room next door, the unmistakable sounds of sex drifted through the hollow wall.  
 
    “He’s really giving it to her,” Emma chuckled.  
 
    “Hmm” Anton grunted. She could be mad, Emma supposed, at this sonic intrusion into her sleep. She could bang on the wall and yell at the two lovers to keep it down. But it was a Saturday night, and they were young, and she had nowhere she had to be in the morning. Besides, things had changed. Ever since Nicole had walked in on Emma dominating Anton and involved herself so fully, Emma could feel a change in their relationship. It wasn’t necessarily that she and Nicole were closer than they used to be. It was more that there was a new aspect to their friendship, a certain shedding of inhibitions. After all, Emma was finding, once you’ve seen another woman cum, it’s hard to be too prissy about mere nudity. A certain locker-room bawdiness had crept into the apartment. Nicole thought nothing these days of stepping out of the bathroom still naked from a shower while Emma was watching TV in the living room. And after a while, Emma had adopted the same attitude. For a woman with a certain lack of experience in sexual matters, she was definitely making up for lost time. And the sounds of sex that were drifting from the next room were having an interesting effect on Emma. Far from being annoyed, she found it fascinating. She found it exciting. Ever since the day when she and Nicole had dominated Anton together, she had been unable to shake the image of her roommate riding her boyfriend’s cock. There wasn’t a day that had gone by without her conjuring that image, alone or with Anton. Now, with Nicole’s familiar cries of ecstasy drifting through the wall, the darkness of Emma’s bedroom was populated entirely by that single image. 
 
    “She sounds like she’s having fun,” Emma pressed. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Anton grunted. Emma smiled. He was so reserved sometimes, so embarrassed by the reminders of the things they had done together. She knew that her boyfriend enjoyed being dominated by her as much as she enjoyed dominating him, at least as much. But try getting him to admit that when he wasn’t tied up. Still, Emma reasoned, that was all part of the fun. Pushing his boundaries. Making him say things he couldn’t bring himself to otherwise. Helping him to more fully realize his true nature. As well as her own. 
 
    “I never asked you how Nicole’s pussy tastes.” 
 
    “What?” Anton spluttered, and Emma smiled in the dark. Her hand slid under the blanket they shared, finding its way down through the cloud of warmth that rose from his body, making his lean stomach shudder as her fingertips brushed his skin on their way to their goal. Emma could hardly contain her delight as her hand reached the silky front of his boxer briefs and found his cock already swollen and hard, its constricted bulge filling the front of his underwear. 
 
    “You heard me,” Emma grinned. Her own blood was flowing now, her own nerves sparking in the delicate dance of arousal as her fingers explored his bulging manhood. Nicole’s cries were louder than ever as she completely abandoned herself to pleasure, helped no doubt by copious quantities of alcohol. Emma rolled over on her side, just making out the dim shape of Anton’s body in the faint light from outside. “What does her pussy taste like? Does it taste good?” 
 
    The bedsprings groaned as Anton squirmed. But he didn’t pull away, Emma noticed. He couldn’t. Not with her toying with his cock the way she was. If anything, he inched his hips closer to her, pressing himself harder against him. She thrilled to the sound of his breath catching in his throat as she lightly ran her nails over the bulge in his underwear.  
 
    “It - I guess so,” Anton muttered in a low voice. Emma didn’t need to turn on the light to know the look he had on his face, that cute little pout of resignation he wore when she made him admit to her the things he had trouble admitting to himself. “It tasted like all pussy tastes.” Anton stifled a yelp as Emma, suddenly and without warning, took his balls in her hand and squeezed. She was careful; her intention wasn’t to really hurt him. She just loved the feeling of holding those vulnerable orbs of manhood, and the way he could concentrate on nothing other than her for as long as she held him that way. Inside her chest, desire snarled and spat like a caged tiger, and it was all Emma could do not to growl like a lioness as she took possession of her prey. 
 
    “I’ve never licked pussy,” Emma said, her smiling face bare inches from his in the dark. “I don’t know what pussy tastes like.” 
 
    “You should try it,” Anton said, and Emma could hear the slight smile on his face even as his body trembled with nervousness while she held him by his testicles. “You might like it.” 
 
    “Why would I do that when I have you around?” Emma growled. “You’re the designated cuntlicker in this house. And I think you should put that mouth of yours to work. Now.” She heard a fluttering sigh rise from Anton’s invisible mouth, something like a chuckle mixed with a groan of desire. The mattress moved underneath him as he shifted his weight, and she relinquished her grip on his scrotum as he began to slid down her body. His ready obedience made her heart soar, the way he unquestioningly followed her commands. Her blind hand found his short hair in the darkness, and she gripped it tightly. 
 
    “Not like that,” she said. “Turn around.” Without a word, Anton began to move. Emma all but cackled in delight as he turned his body, keeping his head poised above her pelvis while he rotated his legs towards her head. While he maneuvered carefully, she kicked the blanket aside, letting it fall to the floor. The feel of his breath against her skin made her body tingle. Hurriedly, she peeled off the oversize T-shirt she slept in and hurled that, too, to the floor. Anton lifted a leg over her and set that knee down on the other side of her head so that he was straddling her, facing her feet. Emma’s hands crept up his legs, feeling the slick fabric of his underwear as it strained over his rump. 
 
    “Alright, get to work, pussy boy,” she snarled. With her hands roaming over his body, Emma was sensitive to the slightest movement he made, and she could feel him stiffen at the insulting title. But he didn’t say a word. Her breathing came short and fast in her expanding chest as she felt his fumbling fingers take hold of the waistband if her panties and pull them slowly down her legs. While she kicked her underwear off, Anton began to tenderly kiss her boiling skin, the growing heat in her enough to evaporate his kisses as quickly as he could plant them in a descending pattern down her body. His lips drifted over her pubic hair, sliding over her inner thighs and making her tremble with desire. He was teasing her, she knew, but it felt so good that she allowed it. His lips drifted closer and closer to her sex, her pussy lips swelling with arousal as his mouth drew near - and then he pulled away again. Emma smiled up at the ceiling, admiring her boyfriend’s technique even while she struggled with the urge to push his face between her legs.  
 
    Her hand slid between his spread legs. Inside his boxer briefs, his manhood was tightly packed. She felt his shudder as she ran her nails over his tight balls through the cloth, his lips trembling against her. Two could play that game, she thought to himself, the game of teasing and heightened desire they were locked in while Nicole screamed in ecstasy in the next room. Anton’s head sank towards her, his hair brushing her thigh as she spread her legs for him and felt him plant a passionate kiss right on her dripping pussy. As his tongue slid forth from his mouth to slide slickly over her throbbing lips, Emma groaned in pleasure.  
 
    “That’s right,” she growled, “lick that pussy, slave boy.” The words were like electrodes applied to Anton’s spine, making him shudder and sway as though a powerful current had passed through him. He lapped at her sex with renewed vigor, and every stroke of his tongue pushed her arousal further as her lips parted and he slid his tongue slowly inside. Emma didn’t even try to modulate her moans of desire as they rose in the dark room, providing an erotic counterpoint to Nicole’s screams from next door. In fact, as desire overwhelmed her the way it reliably did, Emma raised her voice louder and louder. 
 
    “How does my cunt taste?” she hissed, and Anton winced as she seized his balls in her fist. 
 
    “Delicious,” he mumbled between her legs, his words dancing on her hot skin like tiny flames that mimicked the fire raging inside her. 
 
    “Delicious, what?” Anton yelped in pain as she squeezed his balls, her fingernails pressing through the fabric of his boxers. 
 
    “Delicious…Mistress,” Anton moaned, and Emma crowed in triumph as he submitted to her. It was the first time they had played this way since the incident with Nicole, and every time they did, Emma found herself rediscovering just how sexy it felt to be in charge. Cruelty spread its dark wings inside her as she held Anton by his most vulnerable part, losing herself in the feeling of absolute control. 
 
    “I’ve got you by the balls now, don’t I?” she sneered. “You’ll say and do whatever I tell you. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Anton’s frantic words were punctuated by the steady slurp and smack of his lips and tongue working on her pussy. Emma’s juices were flowing freely now, and she could feel them coating her thighs and pooling on the sheet below her as she moaned and sighed. Her toes curled as a fresh wave of pleasure rose within her and swept over her, leaving her shivering on the bed with Anton’s head between her legs in his balls in her fist. 
 
    “Tell me my cunt tastes better than Nicole’s.” Emma had never liked that word. But in the heat of the moment, its hard-edged obscenity seemed to fit better than any other. 
 
    “It does,” Anton gasped, lapping frantically at her in the mixture of desire and fear that turned them both on so much. 
 
    “Say it,” Emma demanded. 
 
    “Your cunt tastes better than Nicole’s.” 
 
    “Louder!” Anton yelped again as Emma squeezed his balls harder. 
 
    “Your cunt tastes better than Nicole’s!” he panted. 
 
    “That’s Mistress Nicole, to you,” Emma snarled. She swung her free hand through the dark air and was gratified by the sharp slap it made as she smacked Anton’s raised ass. “Say it so she can hear you!” 
 
    “Your cunt tastes better than Mistress Nicole’s!” Anton roared the words, his body vibrating to the sound like some deep-throated instrument as he yelled between Emma’s legs. Emma howled with laughter that was mixed with a shriek of pleasure. It was hard to be sure over the noises of her own bliss that filled the room, but she was sure that there was a pause in the steady moaning and groaning coming from the next room. Emma’s heart filled up with sadistic glee as she imagined what was going on in there, and what they thought was going on in here. 
 
    “That’s right, you little bitch,” Emma growled, making Anton whimper pitifully as she continued to squeeze his genitals. “Oh, she’s gonna make you pay for saying that.” Caught up in the heat of the moment, Emma reached for the elastic waistband of Anton’s underwear and pulled them hurriedly downwards. She felt his cock throbbing in the empty air as she reached for it, wrapping one hand around it and squeezing lightly while Anton moaned loudly between her thighs. His balls were drawn up tight against his body as he prepared himself for orgasm, but Emma was still able to grab them in her other hand. She could feel the raw life inside him through her fingers, the hot throb of desperate blood that animated his body, and it thrilled her. While Nicole’s screams rose into the air, louder than ever, Emma guided Anton’s cock back towards her mouth. He sighed gratefully as she wrapped her lips around his shaft, squeezing it tightly while she raised and lowered her head. Every sigh and moan he made found a mark inside her trembling body, the vibrations of his jaw and tongue setting her nerves alight as he moaned into her pussy. Like some strange creature built only for self-pleasure, their bodies merged, and the more he licked her, the harder she sucked him, and back and forth in a delicious feedback loop that had them both moaning and groaning in no time. The bed trembled beneath them as though it, too, was a partner in their nerve-shredding sex, and Emma’s legs thrashed frantically in the bedsheets as her body gave in to climax. Her pussy throbbed against Anton’s mouth, his busy chin rhythmically stroking the swollen bud of her clit while he ate her out as though his life depended on it, and his cock pulsed between her soft lips as she sucked him deep. 
 
    Emma’s moan made Anton’s entire body tremble. His tongue never slowed inside her, and Emma surrendered herself to the powerful sensations as her pussy began to spasm. A series of powerful contractions shook her body as she came, and her bliss was heightened by the sound of Anton slurping down her juices as though they were fine wine as she came. Her legs thrashed around his head, all her motor control vanished. His cock slipped from her open mouth, and her cries of ecstasy were unmuffled as she howled at the unseen ceiling, making the wall vibrate to the sound of her orgasm. It seemed to go on four hours, Anton’s tongue diligently lapping up her free-flowing cum as her body spasmed again and again, trembled and writhing beneath him as he slurped and swallowed. 
 
    Emma opened her eyes to darkness. Her jaw ached from sucking Anton, and her pussy trembled to every faint movement of the air in the room. Anton still hovered above her on all fours, his hot breath tickling the wet skin of her thighs. Lost in her own orgasm, she had abandoned his manhood, and now she felt as though she could sense it, throbbing in the dark air above her. Her submissive boyfriend was waiting, tense as a coiled spring, to see what she would do now. Emma wasn’t sure herself. 
 
    The noises from next door had stopped. Lost in her own earth-shattering orgasm, she hadn’t noticed until that moment that Nicole had fallen silent. How much had her roommate heard? Another rush of bloody desire swept over Emma as the afterglow of her orgasm slowly faded. In the heat of the moment, we might say and so things we would never think ourselves capable of once our singing blood has cooled. But Emma had no regrets. Just thinking about what had just happened was enough to make the old hunger start churning in the pit of her stomach again. 
 
    With a sigh, she sat up. Anton lifted himself off her, sprawling across the mattress beside her with his feet near her head and his head down by her hips. She didn’t need any light to know that his cock must still be raging, desperate for release. She ran a hand down her boyfriend’s shivering thigh as she considered what to do.  
 
    “How badly do you want to cum right now?” Her voice was quiet again, little more than a whisper in the dark, meant only for Anton’s ears. 
 
    “Badly, Mistress.” She giggled with pleasure as she felt his lips against her legs, his wet mouth kissing her thighs again and again as though he hoped his obvious passion would persuade her to give him what he wanted. He wasn’t far wrong, Emma thought, as desire swirled within her like potent liquor. But she had learned over the course of her relationship with him that a horny Anton was a submissive Anton. And some opportunities are just too good to pass up.  
 
    “Well, we’ll see about that.” Emma giggled as she straightened up, swinging her legs over the side of the mattress. Her room was so small and so familiar to her that she didn’t need to get out of bed to reach what she wanted. The drawer of a tiny bedside table rumbled open, and there was a metallic jingle as her fingers groped for what she was after. Anton never resisted, not usually. But Emma didn’t want to give him the chance. She had been dying to put these handcuffs on him ever since they had arrived in the mail from an online store a week earlier. She had ordered them in secret in the aftermath of their adventure with Nicole. Now as she turned and rolled back onto the bed with the handcuffs dangling from her hand, Emma was glad of her foresight. 
 
    Anton sighed as he felt the weight of her body against him. Emma wasn’t in the least surprised to feel the head of his cock pressing against her soft belly as she rolled over on top of him. For the time being, she ignored the call of his obvious arousal as she reached for his hands in the dark. He gasped as he felt the handcuff’s cold steel encircle one wrist, but it was too late. The short chain rattled as she fed it through the wooden slats of her bed’s footboard, and in a matter of seconds, the handcuffs were locked onto his wrists. The sound of Anton testing the strength of the cuffs made her pussy pulse.  
 
    With her boyfriend secured, Emma sat up again. She reached for the lamp on her bedside table. Her eyes blinking against the sudden light, she waited for her pupils to adjust. When she turned to Anton, she saw that his was blinking too. His hair was a mess from sleep and sex, his face puffy and weary as his lips glistened wetly. But his cock rose up from his body as he lay on his back, unrelentingly erect as it pointed up at the ceiling. Emma smiled sweetly as her captive boyfriend blinking at her, his chest rising and falling steadily as he waited to see what she had planned for him.  
 
    “I have to go freshen up,” Emma said. “But I can see how excited you are right now.” Anton groaned softly as she leaned across the bed and trailed a single finger over the hot vein-studded skin of his shaft. “And I don’t want you losing your self-control and seeing to yourself while I’m gone.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    “Not now, you won’t. Not with your hands cuffed. It would be a shame to waste this hard-on on some sad little jerk-off session, wouldn’t it?” Anton squirmed in his bonds as she teased his cock with her hand again. She could see it pulsing to the rapid rhythm of his heart, his whole body hovering on the sharp precipice of orgasm as he lay helpless beneath her. Emma stood and reached for the T-shirt she had discarded earlier, pulling it on over the wild mess of her hair. It was only the knowledge that Nicole had company over that made her take even that small precaution. Leaving Anton to stew in his own helpless lust, Emma stepped out of her bedroom towards the bathroom.  
 
    Outside, the sky had turned from deep black to a dark shade of gray. Dawn was approaching. The lightening sky made her feel tired as she lofted her leaden legs and walked clumsily through the living room. It was only the deep growl in her stomach at the thought of Anton, hard and helpless, that kept her going. 
 
    The sound of running water caught her ear. A rectangle of yellow light shone on the floor as the bathroom door opened. Nicole stood in the light that spilled from the open door. She jumped slightly as she saw Emma, emerging from the darkness of the living room. 
 
    “Hey,” Nicole said, that slow smile of hers spreading across her face while her moist eyes sparkled. 
 
    “Hey.” Emma could feel a smile of her own tugging at the corners of her mouth. They were like two kids caught with their hands in the cookie jar, both knowing what the other had caught them doing. Even after all they had shared, Emma could feel the heat of embarrassment beginning to prickle her cheeks as she smiled at Nicole.  
 
    “Did we wake you up?” Nicole asked. Her ash-blonde hair was pulled back from her face in a messy bun she had clearly just created. Her night-out makeup and slid and smeared a little on her pretty face, giving her a just-fucked look that would have given her away even if Emma hadn’t already heard what her friend had been up to. It wasn’t embarrassment that made Nicole’s cheeks glow, Emma was sure of that. Across the narrow hallway from the bathroom, the door to Nicole’s dark bedroom stood ajar, and a deep curiosity rose inside Emma as she listened to the even sound of an unknown man breathing deeply inside. The vibrating tone and steady speed of his breath spoke of deep sleep. Nicole must have worn him out. 
 
    “It’s ok,” Emma said. “We just ended up having some fun of our own.” 
 
    “So I heard.” Nicole’s eyes were dark jewels in the halo of bathroom light that surrounded hear, glittering as she smiled.   
 
    “You heard that, huh?” Emma wondered if her friend could see her cheeks darkening, or whether the gloom in the apartment spared her blushes. 
 
    “Wasn’t I supposed to?” Nicole whispered. 
 
    “I guess so.” Emma couldn’t restrain the smirk that rose to her face. It was true, after all. Some things you can’t take back. Nor would she, even if she could. 
 
    “I can’t believe he said your pussy tastes better than mine,” Nicole whispered. “I’m going to make him pay for that.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Emma could feel arousal rising up inside her again at her roommate’s words. It might be wrong, by the ordinary standards of ordinary people, to get so excited at the thought of your friend being mean to your boyfriend. But Emma, Nicole and Anton were way past ordinary. 
 
    “I’m not sure yet,” Nicole said slowly. “But he’s definitely going to pay for that.” 
 
    “Who’s your new friend?” 
 
    “Just some guy from the bar,” Nicole shrugged. “Not an intellectual, but he’s got some cock on him.” Emma pressed a hand to her mouth to suppress a short burst of shocked laughter that bubbled up inside her. Nicole smiled. “You should see it. Like a baby’s arm.” 
 
    “Well, I should get back to him,” Emma whispered as she got her mirth under control. “He’s tied to the bed right now, waiting for me.” 
 
    “He is?” Nicole’s eyes grew wide, shining in the slowly growing light as she stared at Emma. “Did you let him cum?” 
 
    “Not yet,” Emma whispered. “Why?” 
 
    “Don’t.” Nicole gave a tight-lipped smile as she bounced up and down on her toes, every line of her body radiating new excitement. “Tell him I said he can’t, after what he said. Tell him Mistress Nicole forbids it.” 
 
    “You’re crazy,” Emma said, her jaw aching from the smile that threatened to split her face. 
 
    “Come on, don’t tell me that won’t drive him crazy,” Nicole said. “Fuck, it’s getting me going just thinking about it. If I didn’t have company, I’d join you in there and tell him myself.” A shudder rippled through Emma’s body, spreading easily along her watery spine. Nicole was right. Her ideas might be wild, but there was no denying how hot they were.  
 
    “Alright,” Emma whispered. “I’ll tell him.” Nicole stepped aside as Emma squeezed past her, into the brightly lit bathroom. 
 
    “Atta girl,” Nicole grinned. “See you later, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    “See you later, Mistress Nicole.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    At Her Mercy 
 
    “Beg me to let you cum.” 
 
    The tape curled up at the edges where Emma had peeled it off Anton's cheek. Not the best looking gag in the world, she reflected. But ti got the point across. In moments like this, when her blood was buzzing with wild excitement, all kinds of ideas occurred to her. She tended to form a mental shopping list of various items she wanted to acquire, new toys and restraints that would help reinforce her domination of her willing boyfriend. But it rarely happened. We all have lives we need to get on with, and when the moment of ecstasy passes, we find ourselves getting dragged back into the mundane. Even now, with Anton naked and tied to her bed, Emma had one eye on the clock. It was a workday, after all. For her, anyway.  
 
    “Please,” Anton said, trying to keep his voice low but unable to hide his desperate yearning. “Please let me cum.” 
 
    “You call that begging?” The morning light slanted in from the window of Emma’s bedroom, casting sharp shadows from every angle. Anton’s eyes glowed in the strengthening sun, the light giving his irises an almost amber color as he stared up at her. Emma straddled him with her thighs gripping his sides in what had rapidly become her favorite position. So much control. She loved to feel his eyes on her as she fucked him, loved to watch the rapid dance of his gaze all over her body while she rode his cock happily. Her thighs tightened as she rose up and down again, her motion drawing a long moan from both of them as her dripping pussy slid along the length of his cock. “I don’t think you want to cum at all,” Emma teased. “I don’t think I’m going to give you permission.” Anton groaned as Emma leaned forward, the hard nipples of her bare breasts brushing over his chest as she stuck the tape back down over his mouth. It was the only tape she had, and to tell the truth, it wasn’t equal to the task. Anton could break free of it if he wanted, using the strength of his jaw to break the adhesive grip on his skin. But he didn’t. The makeshift gag was more of a symbol than anything else, the idea being that she controlled his right to speak. As he stared up at her with the tape covering his mouth again, the breath loud in his nostrils and his eyes wide and wild, Emma felt a powerful shudder race through her body, making her pussy spasm around her lover’s cock again. 
 
    She didn’t know herself where the ideas came from sometimes. Perhaps it was the years she had spent as a virgin, never knowing a man’s touch while constantly fantasizing about what it might be like. She was no fairytale princess waiting for a man to swoop in and save her, that was for sure. Her Prince Charming, she had realized at a very young age, should get used to kneeling for his Queen. And when she had met Anton, all this pent-up sexual aggression had just seemed to come pouring out of her. Sometimes, Emma was as surprised as he was at the things she did to him. 
 
    But as she rode up and down on his cock, letting her moans of pleasure fill her small bedroom, Emma knew exactly where this latest development had come from. Every time she and Anton had sex over the last few days - and in their young relationship, that was a lot - she had made him ask permission to cum. She was training him, she supposed, and the thought made her cry out loud at its sinful deliciousness. Training him to put her first, to hold back his pleasure in favor of hers. It was all Nicole’s idea. And Emma wouldn’t deny that it was a good one.  
 
    As she continued to bounce up and down on top of him, her naked body seeming to sink further down each time as Anton’s cock rose up within her and drew sparks from her trembling womanhood, Emma basked in the feeling of total power. The truth was, she longed to feel the hot eruption of Anton’s cum inside her. She was still inexperienced enough to be delighted with the fascinating process, to feel each orgasm she drew from him as a personal triumph. It formed the awesome counterpoint to her own pleasure, the delightful finale to her own orgasm. But the idea that she could simply take control of his pleasure, that she could deny him permission to do what came most naturally, and he would do his best to obey - this was some dark magic. Emma grinned down at Anton wolfishly as she fucked him, and every nerve of her body glowed with the knowledge that he was struggling to hold himself back while she did her best to make it impossible for him.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” Emma gasped, feeling that familiar rising inside herself that spoke of her own orgasm approaching. “Oh fuck!” It went without saying that no permission was required for her orgasms. Anton’s might need to be earned, but hers were a basic right. Panting, she leaned forward, her fingernails digging into the skin of his chest while she howled, and bliss washed over her. 
 
    With a long sigh, Emma lay down on top of Anton. She could feel the steady beat of his heart against her cheek. Raising her mouth to his face, she kissed him passionately, her tongue sliding over his cheek while his still-hard cock continued to throb inside her. Emma was at war with herself in these moments, at war with the affection she felt for Anton and the desire to make him happy. Making him ask her permission to cum was usually a formality. She wanted the same thing he did. Only this day was different. This day, Emma had determined herself to try something new.  
 
    Taking his skin between her teeth, Emma gripped and pulled. Anton winced at the pressure of her teeth against his cheek. She felt like a lioness, ready to devour him, to absorb him completely into herself the way her pussy still engulfed his erect cock. But that would have to wait. Much as she might like to spend the day in bed with her willing sex slave, Emma had places to be. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said brightly. Anton looked confused as she sat up. Reaching down between her legs, she slid his cock out of her still-twitching sex. The sight of his manhood glistening with her cream and throbbing hungrily in the bedroom air reignited the fire of lust inside her that had only been partially dampened by the orgasm she had just had. Sick days were made for occasions like this. But Emma was starting to learn what any good dominatrix knows. The key to controlling others is to control yourself. Pushing aside the desire to climb back on top of her boyfriend and fuck his brains out, Emma struggled to her feet. As though drawn by some form of magnetism, Anton’s eyes drifted down to her bare and dripping pussy as she stood over him, naked and aroused.  
 
    “I have to get ready for work,” she said. Anton’s brow furrowed, even though he knew that she was scheduled to work that day. They’d never have been up so early otherwise. Pulling on a bathrobe to hide her nudity, Emma made her way towards the bathroom. 
 
    It had been a wild ride. While the shower’s warm water cascaded over her body, Emma reflected on the time she had spent with her submissive boyfriend. Only her darkest and wildest fantasies could compare to the reality of what the two of them had done together. Emma knew that she was a highly sexed girl, with a libido to match that of any man. But in the nights she spent alone, without Anton by her side, she found she no longer had much need or desire to fantasize. All she had to do was remember. Anton’s glowing eyes, stricken with despair and desire, floated in front of her as she cleaned herself. Even the craziest dreams presented themselves to her now as distinct possibilities. If Anton was even capable of saying no to her, he had given no sign of it yet. To be wanted like that, needed so badly that he would endure all the humiliating and sometimes painful torments she inflicted on him - it set her blood alight every time she thought of it. 
 
    Her racing mind kept her in the shower longer than she had intended. Emma’s bare feet left damp prints on the floor as she hurried back through the apartment. Anton’s head turned to her from where he lay on the bed, handcuffed into position, locked to the headboard she was thankful she had bought without ever guessing the purpose it would be turned to. His eyes slid over her body once again as she dropped her robe to the floor. 
 
    Emma dressed quickly, but carefully. She rarely wore a skirt to work. The office had no official policy. But buoyed up by her early morning fun, she was feeling flirty. She stepped into a black pencil skirt and zipped it up, smiling in the certain knowledge that her gagged boyfriend had noticed that she wore no panties underneath it. The bra she chose was not designed for the workplace, a lacy red number that pushed the creamy mounds of her boobs together provocatively. Pulling on a blue shirt over it, she hurriedly buttoned it up and tucked the hem into her skirt. In the mirror, she could see that the swell of her breasts was more pronounced than usual, thanks to the push-up bra. Her stomach fluttered nervously. But it was too late to change her mind, even if she wanted to. She was already late. 
 
    The tight skirt strained around her hips as she sat down on the edge of the bed, brushing against Anton's side. Bending at the waist, she reached for the boots she had recently bought. Black leather, knee-high, with a rounded toe and a square heel that made them relatively easy to walk in. Sexy, without being inappropriate. The weather outside was cool enough that the boots made sense, she told herself. But as she pulled the long zippers closed over her calves, she knew what Anton would think of her outfit. As she stood, his cock surged as though in salute, still shining with the juices of her passion.  
 
    “How do I look?” Emma grinned. Anton’s eyes did their familiar dance over her body. His appetite for her seemed insatiable, clothed or not. It only fed her own. Stepping forward, she leaned over the bed, over him, and Anton winced as she took his cock in her hand. 
 
    “I know you have the day off today.” She held his desperate gaze as she spoke, and her hand slid slowly up and down his cock, making the breath flutter in his nostrils as he watched her from under heavy-lidded eyes. “So I’ve decided what I’m going to do with you. I’m going to leave you tied up here until I come back. And all the time I’m at work, I’m going to be getting so wet thinking of you here, waiting for me. My own personal sex toy. Ok?” Anton nodded frantically as a low moan rose from his throat. Already, Emma could feel her pussy tingling with desire inside her skirt. This would be such delicious torture for them both, she knew.  
 
    “And this cock had better be nice and hard for me when I come back,” she added. “You know the rules.” Anton nodded again, his eyes locked onto her as she released her grip and straightened up. One final check in the mirror showed her the fire in her own eyes, the glow in her cheeks that she hoped would pass unnoticed in the wider world. Flashing one last broad smile at Anton, she turned and stepped out of the room, closing the door behind her and trapping her captive inside. 
 
    * 
 
    As the front door of the apartment closed behind Emma, Anton sighed loudly. Almost by force of habit, he tested the cuffs that held his arms pinned to the headboard above him. They held firm. He knew that they would. It wasn't the first time he had been left like this, tied and teased and then left alone to wait. But the thought of an entire workday spent like this both horrified and thrilled him. There were long hours ahead of him before Emma returned, long hours of boredom and eventual discomfort that would take forever to pass. But more urgent and pressing than any of that was the deep desire he felt. He could still feel the tightness of her pussy gripping his cock, the slick softness of her womanhood sliding up and down and bringing him to the brink of ecstasy before abandoning him. Had his hands been free, he would have been completely unable to resist the temptation to pleasure himself right there in Emma's bed. But his young girlfriend knew him too well. He had no idea how such a sweet girl could be such a cruel, commanding bitch in the bedroom. And he had no idea how to say no to her. Before Emma came along, he had only had the vaguest idea of his own predilections. A strong streak of sexual conservatism whose origins were a mystery to him had ruthlessly pushed away any hint of deviancy as soon as it reared its head. Certainly, he would never have had the confidence to talk these things over with any of his former girlfriends. Even the thought made him afraid. Afraid of the laughter he might hear, or the disgust he might see in the eyes of any woman he shared his true inclinations with. He might have gone through his whole life just like that, drawing a veil over a part of who he was and remaining unknown even to himself.  
 
    But Emma had come into his life. Emma, who was less inhibited than any woman he had ever known. Emma, who saw no point in having fantasies if you couldn't act them out. Emma, who he had been waiting for his whole life without ever realizing it. It wasn't the cuffs that held him in place, waiting for his sexy, kinky girlfriend to return. Anton knew that much. She didn't have to tie him at all. She could have simply ordered him to stay there, naked and waiting. He might have complained, but he would have done it. The knowledge of his own submission made his hard cock throb even as his guts spasmed in shame. She had a power over him he could no more explain than he could resist. If only she had let him cum!  
 
    A noise outside made him stiffen in the bed. A faucet squeaked, and water began to flow in the bathroom sink. Anton’s heart beat hard against the inside of his chest. Nicole was home. 
 
    Frozen in fear, Anton lay still, hardly daring to breathe as he listened to his girlfriend’s roommate going about her morning routine. As long as he stayed quiet, she wouldn’t know that he was there. He could already hear her mocking laughter ringing in his ears, and he felt his cheeks prickle as he blushed at the thought of being discovered once again in such a compromising position. It was exactly this, exactly these games of Emma’s, that had led to their kinks being exposed to Nicole in the first place. But somehow, it was even worse now. With Emma at work, Anton would be completely helpless if Nicole found him like that. The thought made his traitorous cock throb even as his stomach fluttered with fear. What would she do to him? Anton squeezed his eyes tightly shut, as though that could possibly prevent the images from playing in his mind, a complex mix of memory and fantasy that only made his desire soar. As he listened to Nicole emerge from the bathroom and make her way into the kitchen, Anton realized he no longer knew what it was that he wanted. The thought if Nicole finding him like this terrified him, and a large part of his brain hoped desperately that she would soon leave the apartment and stay away until Emma came back. But then…he remembered the taste of her pussy on his tongue, the sound of her voice as she came. The shape of her body tormented him with helpless lust, the intoxicating swell of her breasts and the broad hips that bloomed out beneath her narrow waist. Not to mention her eyes, the eyes that shone with a kind of dark amusement, as though she saw right through him whenever she looked at him. The handcuffs rattled against the bedframe, and Anton held his breath. 
 
    “Em?” She was right outside the bedroom door now. Anton lay as still as though he had been turned to stone, only his cock still throbbing visibly as it rose blindly above his prone body. “You want some breakfast? You in there?” The door creaked as Nicole lightly tapped a knuckle against it. Anton’s toes curled in fear and shame. Emma had closed the door, but not all the way, not enough for it to latch. Even the light tap of Nicole’s fingers was enough to move it slightly. 
 
    There was a long pause. Anton cringed silently on the bed. Nicole was just outside, only the cheap wooden door of the bedroom hiding him from her scornful laughter. She had not gone away. The silence hovered above an abyss of total fear, total shame, total desire. And then, as Anton watched in helpless horror, the door began to swing open. 
 
    Nicole stepped inside. Last night's makeup still showed in ghostly remnants on her face, casting her bright eyes in deep shadow. Her lips were still pink and glossy, though the artful color showed signs of fading. Her ash-blonde hair, a thick tangle of highlights and lowlights, hung around her shoulders in tousled waves. A nondescript T-shirt covered her torso, doing little to hide the delightful swell of her boobs underneath. Powder blue boyshorts showed off her toned legs. Anton shivered as she eyed him up and down, a devilish smile quickly spreading across her pretty face as she took in the sight of him tied naked to the bed. Her strong white teeth showed as she grinned, and her unabashed eyes drifted to his hopelessly erect cock.  
 
    “Well, well, well,” she said, her voice a low purr as she continued to survey him. “Look what we have here.” The skin all over Anton’s body prickled with shame as she stepped towards him. He shuddered at the touch of her fingertips as she traced a hand lightly over his heaving flank. Nicole was many things, but shy wasn’t one of them. After all that she had seen, Anton knew that he shouldn’t be either. But he couldn’t help himself. Having Nicole see him like this made his nerves bloom with embarrassment, and that same heat made his cock throb all the more, as though it could somehow grow big enough to touch the beautiful woman who stood in front of him, still warm and soft from sleep. But there was nothing he could do. Nothing but wait.  
 
    “Did Emma go to work already?” Nicole smiled evilly as she saw the tape over Anton’s mouth. “I guess so. I guess she did this to you? Makes sense. You’re not here for your conversation, are you?” Nicole’s fingertips danced over Anton’s heaving chest. His skin prickled wherever she touched it, as though the force of his desire for her was some powerful electrical field. Silently, Anton begged her without knowing what he was begging her for. Either to leave or to continue touching him, he couldn’t say. As Nicole’s hand drifted lower, Anton gasped in helpless lust. 
 
    “Look at this hard-on,” Nicole giggled as her fingers made their way through the dark patch of Anton’s pubic hair. “Doesn’t that girlfriend of yours ever let you cum? I guess not. Maybe she’d got the right idea. Most men get so lazy once they’ve shot their bolt. But I bet you don’t, do you? I bet she’s got you really well trained by now, hasn’t she?” The cuffs rattled against the headboard as Anton shuddered. A low moan escaped his throat as Nicole touched his boiling cock. With the lightest of touches, she held it near the base, just her thumb and forefinger gingerly holding his manhood as though she was unsure of herself. It was an act, Anton knew that. Nicole knew perfectly well what to do with a man’s member. Anton knew that from experience. But she had never been alone with a man so totally at her mercy as he was in that moment. Anton’s chest rose and fell as he waited. 
 
    “It’s pretty mean of her, leaving you all frustrated like this.” There was a predatory gleam in Nicole’s eye as she held Anton’s gaze. His hips rose desperately from the mattress as she ran her fingers up and down his shaft, lightly grazing the hot skin with her fingernails. Her smile deepened as Anton whimpered. “Would you like me to let you cum?” 
 
    Desperately Anton nodded. Physical desire tormented him, and his humiliation was already complete. He no longer cared how it might look, or what the consequences might be. He’d have promised anything, given anything, to have her soft hand tighten around his manhood and give him the relief he so badly needed. And Nicole laughed out loud as she saw the silent plea in his eyes. 
 
    “Yeah, I bet you would,” she said. “But I don’t know if Emma would want that. And it’s up to her, isn’t it? She owns this cock now.” Anton winced again as Nicole abruptly flicked his cock, making it sway wildly from side to side while she giggled in girlish glee.  
 
    “Still, that doesn’t mean you can’t make yourself useful in other ways,” Nicole said. “I was sort of wondering what I was going to do today anyway. I don’t have to be at work until tonight. So I have aaaallll day to play.” A shiver raced along Anton’s spine as Nicole spoke, idly running a single finger along the length of his cock from base to tip as she did so. His cock throbbed to her touch, seemingly immune to the fear that gripped his stomach. The handcuffs Emma had locked on him made him completely unable to resist anything she might choose to do to him. His own helplessness both terrified and thrilled him.  
 
    “But first, I’m going to get some breakfast.” Anton sighed as Nicole lifted her hand away from his twitching cock. “And don’t worry. I have some for you too.” With another wicked smile, Nicole turned and left the bedroom. Anton listened as she made her way to the small kitchen. He heard the toaster click as she depressed the lever, and a minute or two later, the smell of toasted bread drifted through the air. He heard the toaster pop, and the scrape of a knife over the bread’s browned surface. Nicole’s approaching steps told him she was coming back before she appeared in the doorway with two pieces of toast smeared with honey on a small plate. He watched warily as she set the toast down on Emma’s dresser, and her hands reached for the waistband of her blue panties. Anton’s cock throbbed mercilessly as she pulled down her shorts and kicked them aside, the lips of her sex visible under the rimmed patch of her pubic hair. Picking up the plate again, she strode towards the bed. The mattress sank beneath her as she climbed on top of him, settling herself with her knees on either side of his head. The smell of her wet sex rolled over Anton, causing his nostrils to flare and his cock to throb even more. Nicole’s pussy hovered above him, stray flecks of moisture shining on her swollen lips as she straddled his face. 
 
    “Breakfast time,” she giggled. Anton didn’t need to see her face to hear the smile of smug satisfaction in her voice. He heard the sharp crunch as she bit into a piece of toast. Then she spread her legs further apart, and her pussy descended down on top of him. Her hot wet skin pressed against his face, trapped underneath her.  
 
    “Come on now.” Nicole’s voice was muffled by her thighs as they partially covered his ears, but her words came through clearly enough. Her free hand reached down between her legs, and Anton panted as she quickly pulled away the tape that covered his mouth. Settling back down on top of him again, she reached over and gripped his balls. Anton stiffened, more at the promise of pain than the pain itself. “Don’t make me hurt you,” Nicole said. “Lick my dirty pussy like a good slave.” Anton’s cock throbbed. At once, he extended his tongue, and Nicole moaned as she felt him began to lick. A sob of delight rose from her as she felt him bend to her will. Unshowered, her taste was strong, though not at all unpleasant. Anton licked diligently, and as his cock swelled with arousal, he abandoned himself to his task. His tongue slid easily between Nicole’s fat lips, and she moaned gratefully as he pressed his mouth against her. 
 
     “Yeah, that’s right,” Nicole panted. Anton could hear the wild edge of bliss in her voice, and he licked harder as she writhed on top of him. The air he breathed was heavy with the scent of her arousal, and his body strained beneath her as he squirmed with unfulfilled desire. “Lick that dirty cunt,” she growled, and Anton complied.  
 
    His gasp was lost beneath her as he felt some new sensation on his cock. Some kind of viscous liquid rolled slowly down the vein-studded skin of his shaft. Honey, he realized. Nicole must have scooped up some of the honey from her toast and smeared it on his cock. He whimpered in utter delight as he felt her lean forward, towards his feet, and the warmth of her tongue slid along his shaft from base to tip. 
 
    “Don’t you dare cum,” she said, and Anton squeezed his eyes shut at the feeling of her breath on his throbbing cock. “Orgasms are for girls, remember?” Whimpering his assent, Anton renewed his efforts as he licked Nicole’s pussy. She shrieked above him as her pleasure overwhelmed her. He felt her legs stiffen around him, and her pussy spasmed against his tongue. He gulped greedily as a sudden flood of her juices filled his mouth, coating his cheeks and chin. 
 
    With a sigh, Nicole climbed slowly off his face. Anton blinked in the light that streamed in through the window. Her cheeks flushed with orgasm, Nicole looked more beautiful than ever. Her eyes shone like twin jewels as she smiled down at him. Still holding her plate, she reached forward with her other hand and stuck the tape back over his mouth.  
 
    "There," she smiled happily. "You'll be tasting my pussy all day now. You know, the one you said doesn't taste as good as Emma's." Fear rippled down Anton's spine. Nicole must have seen it because she laughed out loud at the look on his face as he stared up at her.  
 
    “That’s right,” she nodded. “Did you think I’d forgotten about that? No. You’re going to be tasting my pussy all day. And you know the best part?” Setting aside her plate, Nicole leaned over him. Her trailing hair brushed his chest and neck as her face hovered just inches above his. “I went to see a guy last night,” she said. Her bright eyes flickered over his face as she spoke, studying his reaction. “He fucked me hard. Bareback. He filled my pussy with cum. That’s the pussy you just licked like a good little bitch. So enjoy, cuntlicker.” Anton groaned. His head slumped back on the mattress. Straightening up, Nicole picked up her toast again and sat down on the bed beside Anton. The quiet air was filled with the steady sound of her unconcerned crunching.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A Slave Sitter 
 
      
 
    When you have a secret, it’s hard not to think that everyone can tell. And as Emma made her way to work, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something about her might give her away. The glint in her eye. The color in her cheek. Her co-workers couldn’t possibly know what was really going on, of course. No one looking at a pretty young woman making her way to work on a weekday morning would ordinarily suspect that she had a man tied up naked at home, waiting for her to return. But her stomach fluttered nervously anyway as she stepped through the doors of the office. Saying a subdued ‘good morning’ to her coworkers, she made her way to her desk. 
 
    The day seemed intent on crawling by. The harder you watch the clock, the slower the hands move. Emma knew this, and yet she couldn’t keep herself from watching the time pass. Her whole body was tingling with a desire that seemed determined never to abate. She squeezed her legs together beneath her desk, trying not to think about Anton, bound and gagged and imprisoned in her bed. But she couldn’t help herself. Not thinking about it was just another way to think about it. And she was all too aware that she wore no panties under her tight skirt. Her tall boots creaked as she crossed her legs, and a vision flashed through her mind that made her shudder with lust. Anton, kneeling naked under her desk, licking her boots like a humble slave. Emma closed her eyes as her spine shook. 
 
    It was that kind of day. Emma had no one to blame but herself, and yet if she was honest, she would be forced to admit that she wouldn’t change a thing. She was torturing herself as well as Anton, but all this torture was the most delightful foreplay. And inexperienced as she was, Emma knew that the longer she denied herself, and therefore her submissive boyfriend, the greater the payoff when she finally gave in to their mutual desires. 
 
    Impossible to work like this. As the morning wore on, Emma sighed and abruptly pushed her chair back from her desk. Her skirt tugged at her thighs with every step she took as she made her way towards the coffee machine. The heels of her boots added inches to her height and made her sway as she walked. It seemed like nothing she did that day was going to do anything other than make her feel almost painfully sexy. Underneath her skirt, her bare pussy was buzzing, and the secrets she kept whispered through her like the wind through a seashell, murmuring of dark delight while the humdrum world buzzed all around her.  
 
    “Hey, Emma.” Emma smiled reflexively as she approached the coffee machine and heard Harvey’s greeting. Harvey was one of the partners in the firm, which didn’t exactly make him Emma’s boss. More like one of her boss’s bosses. It was a constant low-level surprise to her that he remembered her name at all. And seeing him standing there, Emma cursed the blush she could feel rising in her cheeks. Blame it on the state she was in, the hyper-aroused condition that came from knowing she had a slave waiting for her at home. But Emma’s eyes drifted over Harvey’s body more readily than usual. His tight dress shirt clung to his broad chest, revealing the solid square shapes of his pectoral muscles as he leaned against the tall vending machine with his arms crossed. Under a thick mop of chestnut-brown hair, his blue eyes twinkling boyishly. Harvey was much older than Emma, of course. Though young to make partner, he had to be around forty. But then, Emma had always had a thing for older men. After all, Anton was significantly older than her too, and he was tied naked to her bed right now. There was that blush again. 
 
    “Hi, Mr Thompson,” Emma breathed. 
 
    “Please. Call me Harvey.” Something squirmed with delight inside Emma, something she had no name for, as she made her way to the machine. Her skirt drew tight around her as she leaned over, peering at the buttons, and she wondered if Harvey was looking at her, or if it was just her lust-fuelled imagination. All the girls in the office loved Harvey. Unlike the other partners, he was still in the prime of youth, and his success and powerful position only made him more attractive. Some of the admin staff, old enough to be Emma’s mother in many cases, were totally unabashed in the way they talked about him, the way he looked, the clothes he wore. Emma had been working in the office for only a few days before it was drawn to her attention that Harvey wore no wedding ring. And Harvey sailed through it all, either oblivious or uncaring. He’d probably been having a similar effect on women his whole life. He had to be used to it. And most of the time, happy with Anton, Emma was relatively immune to his charms. Sure, she could see that he was handsome, in good shape, successful, drove a nice car. None of that meant much to her. Usually. But - there was that spark in her today, the same impulse that had made her dress up to come to work in a way she normally didn’t. She wanted to be noticed. She wanted to let the crackling desire within her show itself in her outward appearance. It was just her luck that Harvey should be there to see it. 
 
    “You look fantastic today.” There was no way for Emma to hide her deep blush now as she straightened up, a cup of coffee in her hand. Harvey was good-looking enough to get away with comments like that. Emma watched as his eyes flickered over her body, taking in the shape of her legs through her skirt and the lustrous sheen of her knee-high boots before rising back along her torso to her face again. She could almost feel his gaze, her skin responding to the movement of his eyes as though he was touching her with invisible hands. She tried not to think of Harvey’s hands touching her, running along her body, tearing off her clothes in some quiet room of the office. She could feel her nipples hardening inside her bra as she wondered how his hands would feel on her breasts, and her bare pussy trembled under her skirt. Oh God, what am I doing, Emma thought to herself as she smiled up at Harvey. I have a boyfriend at home. And the thought of Anton, bound and gagged for her pleasure, did nothing to lessen the heat that roared through her body now as she stood in front of her boss’s boss.  
 
    “Thank you,” Emma smiled. Was it just her own dirty mind, or was there a certain electricity in the silence between them? Harvey was looking at her as though he had never really seen her before, as though she was showing him something entirely new. Which Emma supposed she was, She had never dressed like this for work before. It wasn’t inappropriate, not at all - she had been careful of that. But it was certainly more effort than she usually put in.  
 
    “I mean it.” Harvey’s voice was as deep and rich as oak, rising up from that broad chest like the song of some tall stringed instrument. “You should dress like this more often.” Emma felt one of her hands reaching upwards to toy with her hair, and she forced it back down with an effort of willpower. She had never been much of a flirt, and what skills she did have had grown rusty during her time with Anton. She had always considered herself a one-man kind of woman. But then, she had never thought she would share her boyfriend with her roommate either. These things happen, and we can’t know why or how or where they come from. All we can do is follow them where they lead us. Or else why be young at all?  
 
    “Thank you,” Emma said again. She stood up taller in her boots, thrusting her chest towards Harvey as she did so. The downward flicker of his gorgeous eyes almost made her cry out in triumph. She stepped closer to him, feeling her skirt tighten around her legs as she did so, feeling his eyes on her body as he watched her approach. The muscle of his chest was as hard as granite under her fingers as she brazenly raised a hand to his chest. 
 
    “I love this shirt on you,” she said in a low purr, batting her eyelashes as she peered up at him. Cute dimples appeared on Harvey’s smooth cheeks as he smiled at her. He raised his head briefly, his eyes darting around the break room before returning to her. Emma squirmed with delight as she realized that he was checking that no one could see them. When he placed his strong hands on her hips and pulled her closer to him, it was all she could do not to cry out in ecstasy right there and then. 
 
    “You know, I’ve noticed you around the office,” he said, his voice taking on the tone of something close to a growl as his desire for her grew. She could see the animal rising inside him, some rough beast swelling as it cast aside the manicured outward trappings of the career-minded man and revealed Harvey’s true nature. 
 
    “Have you?” Emma giggled coquettishly. In his arms, she was pressed against him now, her head close to his chest, her hips still in his hands, and as she ran her own hands along the bunched muscle of his tree-trunk-like arms under his expensive shirt, she was all too aware of the swelling bulge at the front of his pants. 
 
    “Yeah,” Harvey said, his hot breath making her loose hair ripple as he spoke. “You’re a pretty girl. But there’s something about you today…I don’t know what it is. But I want it. Come back to my office.” He wasn’t asking. His blue eyes glowed like twin jewels from the heart of the sea, and Emma felt her resistance melting. Casting aside all thought of propriety, she abandoned herself to the unstoppable lust that overwhelmed her. She felt his breath quickened as her hand slid down his body to find the unmistakable shape of his hardening cock in his pants. 
 
    “Why go all the way there?” she asked. “What’s wrong with right here?” Harvey gasped in surprise as she smiled up at him, and sank to her knees. His big hands gripped the edge of the counter behind him as he leaned back, and Emma tugged at the zipper of his pants. His cock sprang free, rock hard and powerful, and Emma sighed happily as she took it in her hand. The sheer naughtiness of the situation inflamed her desire, and Harvey moaned as she ran her hand up and down his rigid shaft. Anyone could walk in at any moment, Emma knew, and that only fed her desire all the more. She smiled up at Harvey, holding the gaze of his half-closed eyes as she took her boss’s cock between her lips. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Emma shuddered as she leaned back against the tiled wall of the bathroom stall, her feet propped up on the back of the locked door and her skirt around her ankles. Wild visions danced through her head as her arousal peaked. Not only Harvey, and the beautiful cock she had imagined for him. There was Anton too, lying naked in her bed, his eyes silently pleading with her for release over the gag she had improvised with tape. The two men alternated in her mind, quicker than she could keep up with, as her busy fingers slid between the wet and pulsating lips of her pussy. In her aroused state, that was all it had taken. A brief meeting with Harvey and a throwaway compliment from him as he had carried his coffee back to his office, and Emma had needed to rush to the bathroom. It was all too much. Her expert teasing of Anton was teasing her, too, more than he could know. More than she would ever let him know. A dominatrix must be in control, but Emma had lost that control. In the empty office bathroom, she brought herself to a furious and lonely pleasure. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” she gasped again. Emma’s thighs shook as she pressed her boot heels against the back of the bathroom door. Her back arched. Her lip trembled as she bit it, trying not to cry out and attract the attention of the women working outside. But she couldn’t stop. The tendons ached in her arm as she played with herself, her free hand pressed against the bathroom wall as her orgasm approached. Her stomach grew tight. The wonderful pressure grew and grew inside her, a tight hot fireball like an explosion in slow motion, and Emma held her breath as she felt the moment approach. Her thumb slid over the hard bud of her clit, making her shiver and moan. She squeezed her legs together around her hand as the moment overwhelmed her, her filled pussy spasming in ecstasy and coating her fingers with the juices of her pleasure as she came.  
 
    Emma’s body relaxed as she sprawled back on the closed lid of the toilet, breathing heavily. Now that the moment had come and gone, she felt a tinge of guilt, of shame, creeping through her. There she was in the office bathroom, fingering herself to the thought of her boss like a total slut. But the red glow in her cheeks was more than mere embarrassment. And despite the orgasm she had just treated herself to, she could still feel the same old lust crackling away in the pit of her stomach. Her own manipulations could only go so far, she knew, as the image of poor Anton tied up and waiting rose in front of her glazed eyes again. There’s no substitute for the real thing. And she still had half a work day to get through before she could take advantage of her boy toy at home. 
 
    Sighing, Emma wiped herself with bathroom tissue and pulled her skirt back on. It was going to be a long day. And, hopefully, an even longer night. 
 
    * 
 
    In the bedroom, Anton heard the front door open and close. It wasn’t Nicole; he knew that much. He could still hear her moving about the apartment as she got ready for work, her high heels clicking on the floor with every step and making his body ache with unrelieved lust. From the position he was in, he couldn’t see a clock. Lust and enforced idleness had combined to make the day pass as slowly as a century for him, punctuated only by Nicole’s evil little games. But from the color of the light aside, he knew it was late. His heart swelled with hope while his stomach contracted with nervousness as he heard Emma’s voice outside. He was no longer alone and helpless with Nicole. But he knew his girlfriend’s kinky mind too well to expect to be freed anytime soon. 
 
    His chest rose and fell steadily as he waited. He heard Emma and Nicole exchange greetings. There was a low murmur of feminine voices as they conferred on something. A sudden giggle made him tremble with delight and fear. And then two sets of heels were crossing the floor together, their steps almost as loud as his heart pounding in his ears as the two women approached and pushed the bedroom door open.  
 
    Anton turned his head, about the only part of him that could move freely. Emma and Nicole stood in the doorway. His cock throbbed with lust, the tireless organ more or less relentlessly hard since Emma had tied him up that morning. The image of her, at work all day in her sexy skirt with no panties underneath, had been tormenting him all day, whenever Nicole gave him a moment of peace. But seeing her in front of him obliterated that image. Blame it on his worked-up state, but she was sexier than he could imagine, her eyes glowing with lust and amusement as she smiled at him, lying right where she had left him. Her tall boots shone in the bedroom light as the supple leather hugged her calves, and the shape of her thighs was plainly visible through the tight black skirt she had worn to the office, and the swell of her breasts pushed against the equally tight shirt she wore, and every nerve in Anton’s body cried out for her as the cuffs held his wrists pinned against the bed. 
 
    Not that Nicole was looking shabby either. She had spent the day in various states of undress, slouching around the house in her underwear and amusing herself by tormenting him from time to time. Toying with him, driving him wild with lust without ever letting him go over the edge. Making him service her with his mouth, again and again, until the taste of her seemed to have seeped into his skin, never to be eradicated. Using him for her pleasure while denying him his own. And now she stood in front of him, ready for a night’s work at the high-end restaurant she hosted at. Her black dress clung to the curves of her body, flaunting her seductive shape without going over the line into trashiness. Her bare legs were lengthened by her tall black heels that made her even taller than Emma, despite the help Emma got from the heels of her boots. Her eyes glittered under a heavy coat of makeup, framed by the thick dark bars of her enhanced lashes. Her lips were thick and full with a coat of dark lipstick, and her smile sent a rapid shiver racing along Anton’s spine. His desperate eyes darted from one woman to the other and back again, taking in the twin beauty of them as they smiled at him from the doorway.   
 
    “How has my little slave been today?” Emma grinned. Nicole had been diligent about replacing the tape over his mouth every time she had finished with him. All Anton could do to respond was groan. 
 
    “It was a pretty rough day for him, I think,” Nicole said. Anton listened to her heels thump on the floor as she walked the few steps across the room towards the bed. Her black dress tightened around her hips as she sat on the edge of the mattress, and he could feel the firmness of her buttocks pressed against his side, making his cock throb all the more. She half-turned, crossing her legs as she smiled wickedly at him. “But I had my fun. And that’s what matters.” Emma giggled as she, too, crossed the room towards him. Anton’s eyes rolled back in his head as she ran a finger along his twitching cock. 
 
    “I see this cock is still nice and hard for me,” she grinned. “But what’s all this?” Her brow furrowed as she stared down at Anton’s skin. From neck to knee, he was covered in words in Nicole’s handwriting, scrawled on his helpless body with a thick black marker that lay now on the bedside table. Nicole giggled. 
 
    “I got bored, so I decided to decorate your slave,” she laughed. 
 
    “Fuck toy,” Emma read, a smile breaking again across her face as she read the words on his skin. “Bitch boy. Cunt licker. Wow,” she breathed. “You’re so mean!” 
 
    “Well, it’s true,” Nicole shrugged. 
 
    “Did you use a permanent marker? That’s going to take forever to wash off!” 
 
    “Good. It will help him remember his place around here.” Anton squirmed as Nicole spoke. His cock was raging as the two women loomed over him, both unapproachably beautiful, both unbelievably cruel. A long day of frustration and denial had rendered him half-mad with lust, and having Emma back was only making it worse. His throbbing cock strained towards her, as though it could somehow cross several feet of empty air and touch her, and nothing mattered more in the world than that he touch her. 
 
    “Property of Emma and Nicole.” Emma laughed out loud as she read the words written above Anton’s cock, right where his pubic hair used to be. Anton moaned as she touched his manhood, moving it out of the way to get a better look. “And you shaved him, too.” 
 
    “Like I said, I got bored,” Nicole said.  
 
    “I like it.” Emma’s eyes were glowing with a look that Anton knew well, the look that both terrified and thrilled him whenever he saw it. “Maybe I’ll make him stay that way from now on.” 
 
    “You should,” Nicole grinned. “But now, he’s all yours. I should get going.” 
 
    “Wait.” A slow smile spread across Emma’s lips. Anton could see the idea as it formed, and his heart shuddered in his chest as he waited to see what devious situation his girlfriend had concocted for him next. “I’ve been waiting all day to fuck his brains out. But I’m worried that with all this teasing, he’s not going to last long.” 
 
    “Oh, he’s definitely not going to last long,” Nicole cackled. “He almost came the minute we walked in the door.”  
 
    “Right,” Emma beamed. “So I was thinking of just getting that first one out of the way. But since you’ve put so much work into him today, do you want to do the honors?” Nicole’s eyes flashed. She studied Anton’s face as he squirmed beside her. His cheeks prickled with shame as the two women casually decided his fate between them. But he was too far gone with tormented lust to care. All he knew was that he needed to cum, needed it as much as the air that he breathed, and he no longer cared how, or who. A loud gasp escaped his gagged mouth as Nicole wrapped her hand around his shaft. 
 
    “Sure,” Nicole giggled. Anton writhed and moaned as she began to tug at his cock, squeezing and stroking until the dark veins bulged all along his shaft. His balls tightened against his body, and Anton lifted his hips off the bed as his back arched, his toes curling with pleasure. The women watched in delight as his body shook with pleasure, and with a great gasp, Anton came. Hot jets of cum launched into the air from the cock that Nicole still held, splattering messily over his chest and stomach in a humiliating display that made the girls howl with laughter. As Nicole finally released his spasming cock, Anton sank back onto the bed, panting heavily. Shame flooded his heart as he lay naked before the two women, his own cum slowly drying on his skin. His orgasm had taken the edge off his desire, the edge that had tormented him all day. But as Nicole and Emma beamed down at him, basking in their total control of his body, Anton’s cock refused to soften. 
 
    “That didn’t take long,” Emma smirked. 
 
    “Told you it wouldn’t,” said Nicole. 
 
    “Well, thanks for looking after him.” 
 
    “No worries. Next time you need a slave sitter, just let me know.” The two women spluttered with laughter while Anton stared mutely up at them. Nicole rose from the bed, smoothing her dress over her hips as she stood. “Wait there,” she said. “I have something you might like.” Her heels thumped on the floor as she made her way out of the bedroom. Emma stood at the side of the bed, grinning down at Anton. He felt like some prey animal meeting the harsh golden stare of a lioness. Except he wanted to be devoured. Even with his cum still drying on his stomach from his last orgasm, he felt an almost unendurable need for his girlfriend as she gloated above him, saying nothing. Her challenging stare was all she needed to make him writhe with fear and lust. 
 
    Nicole’s hammering heels announced her return. Anton almost groaned as she walked briskly towards him, her body bending in her tight dress as she bent over him. The touch of her hand on his still-hard cock was business-like this time. He felt a sudden tightness making its swift way down his manhood until something gripped the base of his shaft. Nicole smiled as she straightened up. 
 
    “It’s a cock ring,” she explained. “Should keep him nice and hard until you’re completely satisfied. Now, I really do have to go.” 
 
    “Ok,” Emma giggled. “Have fun at work.” 
 
    “You have fun here,” Nicole smiled. With that, she was gone, a faint cloud of her subtle perfume hanging in the air behind her as she left the room. Anton listened to the front door close behind her. She was gone. She was gone, and now he was helpless in the hands of another dominant woman. How simultaneously lucky and unlucky can one guy be?  
 
    “Alright,” Emma said finally. Her voice was a low predatory growl as she reached behind her back, unfastening her skirt and sliding it down her hips. Her pussy was swollen and glistening with moisture as Anton’s desperate eyes sank towards it, and the thought of her so turned on at work sent tiny shockwaves of arousal through his body. Emma peeled off her shirt next, dropping it to the floor next to her skirt as she stepped out of it. Her breasts swelled forwards as she shed her bra, her puffy nipples pink and engorged. She kept her boots on. The mattress groaned in harmony with Anton as Emma climbed on top of him, her eyes gleaming as she smiled. Her boots gripped his flanks as she straddled him, and Anton moaned loudly as the head of his cock brushed against the palpable wetness of her lips. 
 
    “I’ve been waiting for this all day,” Emma purred. “Thinking about it. Sat there at my desk, I nearly creamed myself thinking about my little slave, waiting for me at home. And here we are.” Anton moaned again as Emma reached between her legs and took hold of his cock. Her eyes closed for a moment as she guided it inside herself, her lips trembling around a matching moan that rose from her own throat. Anton felt as though he could cry as his long-denied desires were realized, the tight warmth of her pussy around his cock driving him to new heights of mind-scrambling desire as Emma squeezed his shaft between her wet walls. She leaned forward, and he felt as though she was reaching into his chest and taking hold of his heart in her fist. Her eyes flashed dangerously as she held his gaze. 
 
    “I’m going to ride this cock now. My cock. And I’m not going to stop until I’m completely satisfied.” With that, Emma began to bounce up and down on top of Anton, moaning as she took his cock deeper with every thrust. Soon, the bed was shaking with her efforts as she lunged up and down. Her screams of pleasure grew louder and louder, and the tight cock ring kept Anton as hard as concrete while Emma took her pleasure. Soon, they were moaning and gasping together as a flood of her juices coated his manhood, soaking his thighs as she surrendered to orgasm. 
 
    Anton sighed as, after a brief and breathless pause, Emma began to rock up and down on top of him again. His cock ached inside her, but even if he hadn’t been gagged, he would not have spoken a word of complaint. Emma could ride him until she passed out for all he cared. All that mattered was that he was finally inside her.  
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    7. A New Kink 
 
    Bleep. 
 
    The office’s internal messaging system. Emma’s heart contracted, just briefly, as she clicked on the small white box in the corner of her screen and saw that it was from Harvey. Why would he be messaging her? There were multiple levels of staff between a partner and a lowly admin assistant such as she was, and there was no reason for the two of them to ever really talk to one another outside of simple friendliness. 
 
    Can you come see me in my office when you get a chance? 
 
    That was all the message said. And Emma felt her stomach fluttering with fear, as though it contained a swarm of agitated insects. Her fingers trembled as she typed out her simple reply: 
 
    Ok 
 
    She had done this to herself, of course. There was no reason for Emma to fear for her job, and she tried to tell herself that as she sat back in her chair, breathing slowly. She hadn’t done anything to get herself in trouble. Besides, if she had, it wouldn’t be Harvey who fired her. He had people to do that for him. Which only made the question more pressing: what did he want? 
 
    Emma tried hard to stay objective. She did her best to take her own thoughts and feelings out of the situation. To view things dispassionately. Objectively. But every thought she had was colored by the memory of the last meeting she had had with Harvey, and what had happened afterward. It had been nothing, just idle chat beside the coffee machine. It would be surprising if Harvey remembered it at all. He had no way of knowing that she had concocted an entire fantasy around their meeting, a fantasy that had resulted in her hurrying off to the bathroom to touch herself. He couldn’t know that. Could he? The traitorous blood rose to Emma’s cheeks, her blush growing the more she tried to fight it. It all came flooding back to her now, at the worst possible time, her naughty thoughts about her boss and the kinky situation with Anton that had put her in such a worked-up state in the first place. As Emma stood from her chair, she was glad that she wasn’t a man, and didn’t have the same outward signs of arousal that men did. Her only hope was that Harvey might confuse the red glow in her cheeks for something other than what it was. 
 
    The walk to Harvey’s office was interminable. Emma told herself that her co-workers had no clue what was going on, but she felt their eyes on her all the same as she passed by their desks. All manner of strange and mysterious thoughts floated through her confused mind. She had dressed plainly again, dark pants and a sweater, and she was angry at herself both for making that decision, and for regretting it. It was hard to admit the awful truth: that if she had known that she would be seeing Harvey today, she would have worn something nicer. Emma wasn’t ready yet to deal with the idea of what sort of person that made her. 
 
    Harvey was sitting back in his expensively engineered office chair, one ankle resting on the knee of his other leg. He smiled as Emma appeared at the door of his office, fine lines appearing at the corners of his eyes as his strong white teeth shone in his tanned face. His thick chestnut hair glowed with golden strands in the sunlight that streamed through the tall windows behind him, making his blue eyes twinkle in the shadows of his face. God, he’s sexy, Emma thought to herself, and her cheeks burned anew. If he knew what she had done after they last spoke…the dirty thoughts she had had about this man….it was no wonder she blushed as Harvey smiled at her. 
 
    “Hey Emma,” he said. “Thanks for coming to see me. Have a seat.” As though his broad chest was the cavity of some deep bass instrument, his voice resounded in the small room, deep and rich and musical. Emma tried not to stumble as she stepped forward, suddenly clumsy as though she had never walked before. As though she had to relearn the most basic actions under those spellbinding blue eyes. Somehow, she found her way to a chair in front of Harvey’s desk and sat down.  
 
    “You wanted to see me?” Next to his, Emma’s own voice sounded thin and reedy, the weak rasp of the wind through dry grass. Pull yourself together, she told herself. She pressed her hands together between her knees, trying to project a calmness that was the opposite of her true feelings. 
 
    “Yeah. You know that my assistant Debbie is away on maternity leave?” 
 
    “Yeah.” The whole office knew that. Emma’s workplace wasn’t so large that anyone in it was a stranger to anyone else. Emma had always liked Debbie, though they hadn’t worked all the closely together. She had happily chipped in some of her earnings to buy some gifts for her when she left to have her baby. Now her desk sat empty outside Harvey’s glass-walled office. The firm had been trying to get by without hiring a temporary replacement. 
 
    “There’s a conference coming up in Las Vegas,” Harvey said. “The usual thing. Mostly these things are just about networking. Seeing the same old faces, shaking the same old hands. But there are a couple of seminars that I would like to attend, and I need someone to take notes for me. I was wondering if you would be willing to come with me?” 
 
    Emma froze in her chair. Whatever she had been expecting, she hadn’t been expecting this. But then, she admonished herself, what else could it be? As far as Harvey knew, she was some young girl at the bottom of the office totem pole who he had exchanged no more than a few friendly words with at the coffee machine. No more than that. To Harvey, at least. 
 
    “Feel free to say no,” Harvey went on. “I know it’s a big ask. I initially wanted Helen to come with me, but with the Harford account the way it is right now, we can’t spare her from the office. It would only be for three or four days, two weeks from now. All expenses paid by the firm, of course.” 
 
    A business trip. Emma’s first business trip. It all sounded so grown-up, so professional. Even if she would only be taking notes. She’d be at Harvey’s side, moving in circles not normally accessible to people like her. And she’d be at Harvey’s side. A slow smile spread across her flushed face, and for once, she didn’t bother to try and hide it. Harvey smiled too as she raised her face to his, the slanted light from the windows making his handsome face shine.  
 
    “Sure,” she said. “I can do that. I’d love to.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Hasn’t the guy ever heard of a tape recorder?” 
 
    “It’s not the same. With these guys, it’s all about prestige. All the other guys there will have an assistant with them. It’s like a status symbol or something.” 
 
    “Sounds like something from the sixties,” Anton snorted. “Are you like his trophy or something?” 
 
    “Of course not.” Emma frowned. But inside, she couldn’t help but be flattered at the thought. Anton’s jealousy was having an unexpected effect on her. It was a turn-on. The mere idea that he thought her hot enough to attract the attention of a man like Harvey, a man that all the women in the office practically swooned over - it was a huge compliment to her. Even if her boyfriend didn’t intend it that way. “Harvey’s not like that. But this could be a good career move for me. Normally a partner wouldn’t even talk to someone like me, but on this trip, I’ll get more time with him. I could really learn a lot.” 
 
    Anton shifted on the sofa beside her. He wasn’t really mad, she could tell that. Everything she was saying to him made sense. And it was only for a few days. For all the time that Anton spent over at her apartment, the two of them didn’t live together. It wasn’t unusual for them to go at least a day or two without seeing each other. That wasn’t what bothered him. Without Anton vocalizing it, though, Emma felt she knew what was really at issue. She had been very careful in what she told him about Harvey, but she couldn’t help thinking that he must have picked up on something in the way she talked about him, or didn’t talk about him. If Anton was worried about his girlfriend being attracted to her boss - well, he was right to worry. She was. But if he thought that meant she might betray him, he didn’t understand her at all. Emma felt she could almost be insulted by the implication and was in the process of winding up those self-righteous gears in her mind. They weren’t married. She wasn’t asking permission. It was a business trip. So on and so forth, justifications and accusations swelling within her. And then her boyfriend took her completely by surprise.  
 
    “What if he tries something? What if he hits on you?” Anton turned on the sofa to face her fully, and Emma saw a strange light in his brown eyes that she couldn’t put a name to. 
 
    “He won’t,” Emma laughed, pushing away the image that tugged at her from some dark fringe of her mind. 
 
    “But what if he did?” The intensity in Anton’s stare was darkly thrilling. She could feel his hand on her knee, the tension of his body making itself felt through his touch as he stared at her. Over the months they had been together, she had gotten good at reading Anton’s emotional state through the non-verbal cues of his body. It came with the territory, she supposed. Sexually dominating someone requires that kind of minute attention. But this was some wild new tangent she had not encountered before in him, and Emma was struggling to catch up.  
 
    “I’d tell him to fuck off,” Emma said. She placed what she hoped was a reassuring hand on top of Anton’s as it gripped her thigh. 
 
    “What’s he like? Would you fuck him?” 
 
    “What? No! Never! I can’t believe you -” but Emma fell silent as Anton shook his head rapidly from side to side. His lips moved, struggling to form words that seemed to elude him. 
 
    “I mean, if we weren’t together,” he said. “Is he attractive? It’s ok. It’s not a trap. We can still be attracted to other people.” 
 
    “Ok,” Emma said slowly. “I mean - I guess, if we weren’t together. He’s pretty handsome, I suppose. I never really noticed,” she lied. What good would it do to tell her boyfriend that she had already fantasized about fucking her gorgeous boss? Emma was inexperienced when it came to relationships, but her instincts told her to keep that little fact close to her chest. 
 
    Anton’s hand slid slowly up her thigh. He leaned forward, his intense face coming closer to hers. His lips were trembling. Emma’s brow furrowed as she looked at him. This, at least, was an expression she knew well. Anton was excited. But why? 
 
    “I bet he can’t wait to get you into a hotel room all alone,” he growled. His boiling breath tickled her neck, making her dark hair ripple as he spoke. “I bet he’s been planning this since you started work there.” Anton leaned further forward, and Emma smiled as he kissed her neck. It never failed to get her body humming, and the strange intensity of Anton’s voice and body was having a powerful effect on her. She leaned back on the sofa, and Anton followed, his body arching above hers as she lay down.  
 
    “I doubt it,” she said quietly. Emma liked games. But this one was entirely of Anton’s devising, with rules and goals that were obscure to her. She would have to feel her way cautiously through whatever he was working towards. Not easy, when your boyfriend’s kisses are trailing down your neck, following the heated highways of your blood to the open neck of your shirt.  
 
    “I bet he has,” Anton growled between kisses. “I bet he thinks of you while he fucks his wife.” His head bent over her chest now, Anton couldn’t see Emma frown. She had been on the verge of mentioning that Harvey wasn’t married before she stopped herself. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said instead. Her hand stroked Anton’s head as his teeth plucked at the open neck of her shirt. Inching forward, he balanced his weight on his knees so that he could raise his hands from the sofa beside her and begin to slowly unfasten the button of her shirt.  
 
    “I bet that’s his plan,” Anton murmured. “Take some hot girl from the office to fuck while he’s away. I bet that’s what he’s thinking. What are you going to wear?” 
 
    What am I going to wear? Emma mouthed the words silently at the ceiling in utter confusion. Nothing in her limited experience with men gave her the slightest clue where this was headed. But as Anton freed one button of her shirt from its hole and moved downwards to the next, Emma knew she didn’t want it to stop. The air seemed full of possibility as Anton kissed and caressed her on the sofa, heading inexorably downwards. Something about the thought of Harvey wanting to fuck her had got him all worked up. 
 
    “What do you think I should wear?” she asked, her voice little more than a whisper. She could hear Anton breathing, tiny gasps of air escaping his mouth as he crouched above her. Her shirt was almost open now, lying like spread wings on either side of her as she lay back, her breasts rising and falling in her bra as she breathed.  
 
    “Something sexy,” Anton said. He never raised his face to her, keeping his eyes down on her body as he slowly undressed her. Maybe it was easier that way. Emma had the sense that Anton was struggling with something internal, some as-yet-unrevealed kink of his nature, and she was dying to get to the bottom of it. As he unfastened the final button of her shirt, she was dying for more than that, too.  
 
    “You should tease him,” Anton said thickly. “Give him something to look at.” Emma’s breath fluttered as Anton’s grasping hands slid over her hips. Planting her feet on the sofa cushions, she raised her pelvis up so that he could reach underneath her. The pants she wore had a concealed zipper in the back, and his trembling fingers pulled it downwards with an urgency she could feel. 
 
    “Skirts,” she said quietly as her boyfriend pulled her pants down over her hips and she sank back onto the sofa. “Tight skirts, like that one I wore to work the other day. And high heels.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anton muttered. He kneeled up as he pulled her pants down over her ankles. Emma could see the hard bulge in the front of his own pants, and it made her body respond with a wave of arousal. A slow smile spread across her face as she watched her boyfriend drop her pants to the floor and lift his own shirt over his head. She had a sense that she was starting to understand this game. 
 
    “You want me to be his slutty secretary, don’t you?” Anton sighed as he sank down on top of her again. She moaned softly as she felt his lips against her skin, kissing her breasts passionately. Beneath the fabric of her functional bra, her nipples began to swell and harden at his touch. She squeezed her thighs together as she felt his cock pressing against her leg. “Does it turn you on, thinking about him wanting to fuck me?” 
 
    “Yes.” Anton’s confession made her skin prickle where his lips brushed her skin. Emma’s heart soared. So that was it. She shouldn’t be surprised, she supposed. She had always considered herself the jealous type, and yet watching Anton go down on Nicole remained one of her favorite sexual memories. Anton might have difficulty expressing himself, admitting to himself the true nature of his desires. But it thrilled Emma to know that her boyfriend was every bit as kinky as she was. 
 
    “In that case, he definitely does,” she smiled. Anton moaned against her boobs, pressing his face against her skin as he kissed her more urgently. She wrapped her arms around him, pushing his face deeper into her cleavage. “And he’s going to want to fuck me even more on this trip. I think I need to go shopping. Get myself some sluttier clothes.” Anton moaned again. She could feel him moving as he scrabbled at the front of his pants, kicking them off. “Tight skirts. Boots. High heels. Low cut shirts. All that stuff you love.” Anton groaned wordlessly. She felt his fingers against her skin as he plucked at her underwear, and she helped him by raising her hips again as he pulled her panties off. His own underwear hit the floor a moment later, and while she sat up and hastily removed her bra, Anton held her hips in his hands. Lying back on the sofa, she let him part her legs, and the two of them moaned together as he pressed the head of his cock against the entrance to her dripping pussy.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” she gasped as he pressed his body against hers, the swollen head of his cock parting her lips as he slid his cock inside, “maybe this trip is going to be more fun than I thought.” Anton’s breath fluttered against her neck again. She reached up and grabbed his shoulders as he braced his arms on either side of her head, his hips moving rhythmically as he fucked her. Emma’s nerves sparked and flared, igniting with pleasure as his cock moved in and out of her hungry pussy. 
 
    “I’m going to make him want me so bad,” Emma panted. She squeezed her eyes shut as wild images galloped through her lust-addled brain. As though physical pleasure had opened the floodgates to a reservoir of kinky thoughts she had been suppressing, she could feel herself filling up with naughty ideas. It was all so clear now. Anton loved to be dominated, to have her take control. The meaner she was to him, the more turned on he got. And what better expression of her total dominance could there be than this? Emma moaned aloud, as much at the thought of what he was thinking as at the physical actions he was performing.  
 
    “I’m going to wear a tiny little skirt,” she gasped. “And maybe I won’t wear any panties underneath. Maybe I won’t even bring any panties with me. And every time I sit down, he’ll get a little peek up my skirt. And you know the best part?” 
 
    “What?” Anton gasped. Emma shrieked in delight as he pressed himself harder against her, forcing himself deeper into her and making her veins boil with pleasure. “What’s the best part?” 
 
    “All the time, you’re going to be back here,” Emma moaned. “I’m going to make sure you can’t cum. Maybe I’ll have Nicole watch you. And you’ll know how I’m teasing my sexy boss. You’ll know what I’m wearing. I’ll send you photos. You’ll beg me to cum. But I won’t let you.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Anton collapsed on top of her, still pumping away while she gasped and moaned. Emma wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him deeper inside her as he trembled on the edge of orgasm. “Please,” he gasped, and the urgency in his voice made her heart tremble with ecstasy, “please may I cum?” Emma cried out at the feeling of power that flowed over her as her boyfriend begged for permission to do what came naturally, what he could hardly resist if he tried. But what use is power if you don’t exercise it? 
 
    “No,” Emma snarled as she raked her fingernails down Anton’s back, making him whimper as bright red lines appeared on his skin. “Don’t you dare cum. You don’t cum until I’m completely satisfied.” Anton shivered and moaned. She could feel his rapid breath as he struggled to master himself, and her pussy clenched cruelly around his cock as she basked in triumph. Anton held his body still, trying to hold himself back. Finally, he regained control. Emma shrieked with joy as he slowly began to fuck her again.  
 
    “You’re going to be so horny,” she growled, feeling the swell of warmth in her own stomach that spoke of an approaching orgasm. “You’ll do anything. Anything I say. Just to cum. But I won’t let you. You’ll beg Nicole. But she won’t let you either.” 
 
    “Oh fuck! Oh my God!” 
 
    “And all the time, you’ll know. You’ll know my boss is looking. At your girlfriend. Dressed up all sexy. For him. It will kill you, won’t it?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, Oh God, yes, it’ll kill me. Please, please let me cum!” 
 
    “Not yet. Just wait. Fuck, this is so hot. Just wait until my boss is checking me out. Looking up my skirt. Looking at my tits. Fuck, it makes me so horny thinking about it.” Emma’s head pressed against the arm of the sofa as she arched her back, and Anton’s cock sank deep inside her as she raised her body up towards his. He was pounding her quickly now, his own pleasure seemingly under control for the moment. His cock was hitting her right where she wanted it, right at the raw edge of her inflamed nerves. Her body filled with light as she slipped over the edge, her pussy spasming wildly as her orgasm engulfed her. Her legs squeezed Anton’s hips while her pussy spasmed around his cock, and her mind fragmented as she shrieked in ecstasy at the ceiling. Time seemed to shatter, all her thoughts collapsing under the weight of pure experience until there was nothing left but joy. 
 
    Panting, Emma sank back on the sofa. She opened her eyes to a world blurred by tears. Shreds of bliss still tore through her body as her orgasm slowly faded. Her rubbery legs dropped from around Anton’s body as she loosened her hold. In the growing clarity that followed her orgasm, the wild things they had said came back to her. And Anton’s cock was still inside her, sliding in and out of her still-twitching pussy more slowly now as he tried to control himself. Emma’s lust might have softened in the warm afterglow of physical bliss. But she was far from done. She could feel her boyfriend hovering on the edge of the same bliss she had just experienced, too in thrall to his desire for her to allow himself to go over, and it kept the fire roaring inside her as she smiled at him.   
 
    Emma sat up. Anton moaned as his cock slipped free of her spasming pussy, his face a picture of desire and disappointment. Emma pressed a foot against his shoulder and pushed him backward, making him sprawl across the far side of the sofa. While he stared at her with eyes that spoke eloquently of a deep hunger, she rose up on her knees and hurried towards him. Throwing one leg over his hips, she straddled him. Reaching down between her slippery thighs, she guided his cock back inside her. Anton groaned at the feeling of her engulfing him once again, and she rocked up and down on top of him, controlling it all now. Draping an arm over his shoulders, she pulled his head down towards her and shivered in delight as his warm mouth found her erect nipple. Groaning softly, she fed him her tits while she rode up and down on his twitching cock.  
 
    “He is super hot,” she grinned. “Harvey, I mean. He’s older. But you know I like an older man.” Anton’s eyes peered up at her as she spoke, and the look of pleading in his warm brown gaze made her shiver with unrelenting lust. “I wonder what his cock is like,” she whispered. Anton winced at her words, but never once removed his mouth from her breast. Emma moaned out loud as his tongue slid over the puckered skin of her nipple.  
 
    “I bet he’d like to suck my tits like you’re doing now,” she hissed. “I bet he’d love for me to ride his cock, just like this. Do you think?” Anton nodded. His eyes stayed locked on Emma’s as he lifted her other breast to his mouth, and Emma groaned again as he began to lavish his attention on her other boob. 
 
    “That’s right, suck my tits,” she gasped, lost in her own fantasies while she rode her boyfriend’s cock. “Maybe he’d like to cum on these tits you’re sucking. Maybe I should let him.” Anton gasped. For a moment, he froze. Emma’s pussy clamped down on his cock in an aftershock of her recent orgasm as she studied his reaction. After a moment’s pause, he went on licking and kissing. It was all Emma could do not to howl in triumph at his utter submission. 
 
    “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she teased. “You’d like me to be a slut for my boss, then come home and tell you all about it. I bet you would. I know you would. And while I let him fuck me, you wouldn’t be allowed to cum at all. That would just make you even hornier, wouldn’t it?” Anton’s breath fluttered from his nostrils as he looked up at her and nodded, his mouth still wrapped around her nipple. Emma groaned loudly as she felt his cock pulse deep inside her. 
 
    “Well, be careful what you wish for, my little sex toy,” she grinned. “You just might get it.” Placing her arms on his shoulders, she began to bounce up and down more vigorously, her loud moans matching the rhythm of her body as she fucked him. Anton groaned too, the sounds of his pleasure getting louder as her breasts fell from his mouth and his head slumped back against the sofa. Emma bit her lower lip as pleasure soared within her at the look of ecstasy on her boyfriend’s face. 
 
    “Now,” she gasped, in a voice that dripped with physical exertion and her own outrageous pleasure. Her body was blurred with motion as she launched herself up and down on top of Anton, crying with bliss as the sensations that flowed through her. “Now. You. Can. Cum.” 
 
   


  
 
    
            
                
            
        



 
    8. Locked Up 
 
      
 
    Negotiation is a part of business, they say. Emma didn’t consider herself much of a businesswoman. At twenty-three years old, she was only just entering the workforce, taking entry-level positions at any place that would have her. She’d only stumbled into her current job because they were willing to train someone with no experience to fill the position. But negotiation was something she was learning a lot about lately. Although not at work. 
 
    “Don’t you think it will be hot?” Her voice was a low purr. She lay on her side on the bide, her head propped in one hand with her elbow resting on the mattress. She wore only a carefully selected set of underwear, a bra that gave her boobs an impressive lift and thong panties that clung to the curve of her ass in a way that she loved. She knew Anton loved it too. And as she lay beside him, grinning down at him, the desire that she could see in his eyes kept her own arousal bubbling over like a pot coming to a boil.  
 
    Anton lay stretched out on the bed. It was becoming familiar, seeing him like this. Flat on his back with his chest rising and falling as he breathed slowly, his hands restrained and useless. This time, his cuffed wrists were trapped underneath him, behind his back, instead of being anchored to the headboard of the bed. No matter how familiar it became, it never ceased to amaze Emma, the way he just accepted her dominance. He never struggled as she put the cuffs on him, even though he might struggle to no avail once they were on. He needed this; that was the truth. Sometimes, on the dull nights when her boyfriend wasn’t around, Emma found herself wondering who needed this more, him or her. She had spent years of her life imagining these kinds of scenarios, of having a man worship her, so wrapped up in desire for her that he would submit to the most outrageous humiliations just to please her. If Anton had had complementary dreams, he didn’t like to talk about it. But he submitted to her the way a thirsty man drinks cool water, rapidly, greedily, wordlessly. Like two continents long separated then forced back together by a convulsion of the earth, they fit one another perfectly, his psyche receding where hers advanced and vice versa. And their kinks fed one another. The more dominant she became, the more submissive he grew, and that in turn fed her dominance. It was like music, she sometimes thought, the way the notes of a harmony work with one another never against. When she thought about it, when she had time to think about it, the whole thing seemed extraordinarily beautiful. 
 
    But this wasn’t the time to think about it. With her cuffed boyfriend in her bed and at her mercy, Emma tried not to intellectualize things. It was better to live in these moments. After all, the whole point was to become another person, to cast off the mold society forced you into to fit ends not your own. This was the time for being most fully, truly herself. Time to let Anton be who he was, too. Her submissive boyfriend. 
 
    “I guess,” Anton said, his voice grating as though the words were being dragged out of him, leaving pointed barbs on his throat. Emma smiled. That was as far as his resistance went. Anton, for all the years experience he had over her, had a harder time admitting the true nature of his desires. He had to pretend that this was all her idea, that it was just something he was going along with to please her. They both knew that that was a lie. But he kept up the pretense anyway. And Emma allowed it, most of the time. After all, that was the game they were playing. A game where she was always in charge.  
 
    “Of course it will. It’s gonna be so sexy, going on my business trip and knowing you can’t get into any trouble while I’m away. Besides, you know what Nicole is like. I don’t want the two of you getting up to anything while I’m away.” That did it. Emma’s heart soared as she watched a slow shiver spread through Anton’s body. She knew how he felt about Nicole - at least, she thought she did. Her roommate was undeniably sexy, as her seemingly endless string of lovers would attest. And Nicole had proved to have a streak of cruelty that really brought out the cowering submissive in Anton. Sometimes, Emma still struggled to believe that it was really her, the shy and inexperienced small town girl, who was living this wild life. But she was, and the knowledge of it made her every waking moment purer and brighter by its dark light. Sharing Anton with Nicole, far from being upsetting, was thrilling. But she intended to remain very much the senior figure in their weird three-way relationship.   
 
    Anton, of course, was in heaven, though he would never admit it. With two kinky women to serve, he was living out the fantasies of millions of submissive men. Every time he came round to the apartment Nicole and Emma shared, the three of them usually became embroiled in some wild sexual game. Anton would never say it, but there was no denying that in the short time he had been dating Emma, his sexual horizons had expanded more than they had in years. Her wild ideas might make him nervous. But as Emma watched his cock throb slowly in front of her, she knew that she had already won. And her unquestioned power thrilled her.  
 
    “I guess I’m just greedy. But I don’t like other people playing with my things when I’m not around.” Anton groaned aloud as Emma ran a teasing finger along his cock, from base to tip, making him shudder with helpless lust as he squirmed beneath her. Her boobs threatened to spill out of the racy red bra that barely contained them, and she was gratified to see Anton’s pleading eyes find their way there as he bucked and snorted. His lips trembled, as though he wanted to protest. But he wouldn’t, she knew. He couldn’t. There wasn’t much point in him denying that she owned his cock. They both knew the truth. The faint traces of Nicole’s handwriting still showed on his skin, the permanent marker she had used to scrawl mocking phrases on his skin resisting the countless showers he had taken since that night. Emma ran her fingers through the bristling stubble of the pubic hair Nicole had shaved off. The thin hair couldn’t hide her favorite bit of graffiti. Property of Emma And Nicole. The faded words still showed under the regrowing hair, and part of Emma hoped that they would never disappear. The idea of him being marked forever as her property sent a dark thrill racing along her spine to explode between her legs like a fireball. Nicole wasn’t short of good ideas. Emma had to give her that.  
 
    “But don’t worry. While I’m away, I’ll keep you updated on everything that’s going on with me. Everything I’m wearing. Everything I’m doing.” Emma pressed her thighs together as she spoke. In teasing Anton like this, she was teasing herself just as much. This business trip she was going on with her sexy boss Harvey was rapidly becoming a turning point in their relationship. Jealousy had laid Anton’s true desires bare. He both hated the thought of her betraying him and loved it. Over the past few days, every time they had had sex, she had taken the opportunity to talk about cheating. And every time, his reaction was the same. He couldn’t hold himself back. Sometimes, Emma felt almost as though she was conditioning him, getting him to build an association between the thought of her having sex with someone else and his own physical pleasure. Maybe she was. But Anton didn’t stop her. They both knew that nothing got him harder than the thought of her being with another man. 
 
    “Are you really going to have sex with him?” Anton’s brown eyes stared up at her from the mattress. Just for fun, Emma stroked his cock with her free hand, making him gasp and groan as she played him like an instrument. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she smiled. “That depends.” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “On how nice he is to me. On how horny I get, without my little boytoy to play with. On lots of things.” His chest shuddered as he sucked in air, struggling with himself and his innermost desires as she hovered above him. It was fascinating to watch the expressions move across his anguished face, his internal struggle writ large on his features. Emma’s blood buzzed with desire as she watched the drama play out.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to stop me?” Emma leaned forward as she spoke, dropping her voice to a whisper. Her lips brushed the hot skin of his ear, and she took the lobe lightly between her teeth, tugging gently on it while Anton gasped and shivered. Her breasts swelled against his trapped arms as she pressed her body against him, taunting him, teasing him. Slowly, Anton shook his head. A broad grin split Emma’s lips apart. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she smiled. “And if you’re a good boy, you’ll get a treat when I get home. Nicole’s going to give me a full report of your behavior. While I’m gone, you’re going to move in her so she can keep an eye on you. Ok?” 
 
    “Ok.” Anton nodded his head rapidly while his ragged breath caught in his throat. Emma had barely touched him, and yet she knew that he was at that point of helpless arousal when he’d agree to virtually anything. Right where she wanted him. Is it really a negotiation when one side holds all the cards? But then, she reminded herself, Anton knew what she was like. He let her cuff his hands behind his back and push him onto the bed in the full knowledge that she was up to something. He could stop this at any time, stop the whole thing with only a few words. But he didn’t. He wouldn’t. Emma knew it as certainly as he did.  
 
    Rising up from the mattress, she shifted onto her knees. Raising one leg, she pivoted and straddled her boyfriend, sitting on his thighs. His hard cock rose up in front of her, and she took it in her hand like the joystick of a jet, feeling the life buzzing inside his organ as he moaned in delight.  
 
    “I want you to do everything she says while I’m away, ok? If she tells you to do something, you do it. That’s how you should be with all women, really. As a man, your place is to obey. Ok?” 
 
    “Ok.” Her hand moved more quickly now, sliding up and down his cock, and Emma could feel him throbbing between her fingers. It was almost too easy, once he was worked up like this, to get him to obey. But it still thrilled her more than she could say. Between her legs, she could feel her wetness growing, seeping into the fabric of her panties while she manipulated his swollen shaft.  
 
    “Look at you. I bet you want to cum real bad now, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes. Please Emma, please let me cum!” 
 
    “Not yet. You know the rule.” 
 
    “Yes.” Anton hissed the word, his lips trembling desperately as his body shuddered. 
 
    “Say it then.” 
 
    “Women cum first.” 
 
    “That’s right. Such a good little slave. I love a man who knows his place.” Anton’s submission and her own growing sense of power were causing her arousal to swell up inside her. It was one thing to tease her captive boyfriend to the edge of madness. It was what he was there for. But Emma was in no mood to deny herself. Anton sighed as she released his cock. Shifting from knee to knee on either side of his prone body, Emma removed her panties and slid them down her legs, tossing them to the floor. The engorged head of her boyfriend’s cock brushed against her inner thigh as she crawled upwards along his body, making him moan with frustrated desire. Moving past it, Emma sat down on his chest, feeling the heat of his skin against her wet pussy as she mounted him. His chest rose and fell, and she rose and fell with it, riding the waves of his breath like a boat on the ocean while her weight kept him pinned to the bed. One hand palpated the soft flesh of her breasts inside her bra while the other crept down her stomach to find its way between her legs. Anton’s eyes darted up and down her body as she writhed on top of him, her pleasure expanding as she began to touch herself. 
 
    “You just lie there and watch,” she purred. “Watch me cum. That’s all you’re good for.” Anton’s lips trembled as his burning eyes latched onto her. Emma felt deliciously naughty under that intense gaze, like a spotlight that revealed her wanton cruelty to the world. She felt like a goddess, drinking in the mute worship of her devoted disciple. Jolts of pleasure flew up and down her shifting spine as she pleasured herself, feeling the wetness of her juices running over her busy fingers and pooling on Anton’s chest. His heartbeat merged with her own as her breath quickened, her cries of pleasure filling the room as she let herself go. Her hips bucked on top of him as she fingered herself, and he squirmed helplessly underneath her as he watched, and she reveled in her own selfishness as she tormented him with what he couldn’t have. With a loud yell, she came, spewing her juices all over his chest as she sobbed in pleasure, fire licking at the edges of her heart as she gasped and panted with exertion.  
 
    Her trembling thighs gripped Anton’s sides. Releasing her hold on her own breast where her nipples swelled against the padded cups, she smeared her cum all over Anton’s chest. Catching his eye, she smiled wickedly. 
 
    “Well, I had to claim you before I hand you over to Nicole, didn’t I?” she grinned. “You know what she’s like. God only knows the things she’s going to do to you.” She felt the shiver pass through Anton’s body as she spoke, and as it transmitted itself to her, her arousal grew again. Slowly, she lifted her dripping fingers towards Anton’s mouth. She couldn’t keep herself from giggling as he raised his head eagerly from the bed, taking her glistening digits into his mouth and lapping her cum from her fingers. The poor boy was drunk with her now, his rational thoughts evaporating as lust took him over. He was hers, totally hers. Emma’s pussy pulsed as she sat astride the conquered man. Leaning back, she reached behind herself to take his cock in her hand, and Anton moaned loudly as she touched him. 
 
    “I bet you want to cum real bad now, don’t you?” she giggled. 
 
    “Yes, Emma, please!” She laughed aloud as Anton begged, all trace of inhibition gone as he debased himself. “Please let me cum!” 
 
    “Well, I might,” she smiled. “But if I do, it’ll be the last time. If I let you cum now, I’m going to lock your cock away, and it won’t come out again until I come back from my trip.” Anton’s face was a picture of anguish as he stared up at her with moist brown eyes. Emma leaned to one side, and her groping hand found the device that had arrived in the mail a few days earlier. Amazing what you can find on the internet these days. Especially in certain dark corners of it.  
 
    She had already explained to Anton what it was, and what she intended to do with it. The same look of fear filled his face then and now, as she lifted the chastity device in her hands so that he could see it. Emma smiled wickedly as she slipped her finger into the clear plastic tube, shaped to contain a man’s penis without letting it receive any stimulation. As a woman, Emma could only imagine what it might feel like to be constrained in such a way, to have the very source of one’s manhood locked away and effectively neutered. But Anton was about to find out for real. 
 
    “I’m going to put your cock in here,” she smiled, waggling the finger inside the transparent tube. “And then I’m going to lock it, and take the key with me to Vegas. Then I really will own your cock. You won’t be having sex with Nicole. You won’t even be able to touch yourself. And I’m going to tease you so badly while I’m away. I’m going to drive you crazy. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “Yes.” Anton’s voice broke as he said the word. But Emma heard it. Emma heard it, and a rush of conquest filled her body, vibrating outwards from her still-pulsing pussy as she sat on top of him. 
 
    “Ok,” Emma giggled. “Then I’ll let you cum, one last time. But after that, the cage goes on, ok?” 
 
    “Ok.” Anton spoke as though asleep, though his eyes were wide open and locked on her. It was as though he was in a sort of waking dream of submission, enraptured by her and completely overwhelmed with not a shred of resistance left in his body. Emma loved it when her boyfriend tried to resist her and failed. But she also loved it when she proved too much for him, the times like this when his desire made him a slave to her every kinky whim. It was almost too good to be true. Almost.  
 
    “Alright.” The plastic cage rattled slightly as she set it aside on the bed again. “You asked for it.” Propping herself up on her hands, Emma lifted her hips from his chest and crawled back down the bed. Anton groaned helplessly as his stiff cock brushed against her thigh, and Emma took him in her hand as she positioned herself above him. She held his member upright as she spread her knees wider, moaning with pleasure as she sank down on top of him. The two of them gasped together as the head of his erect cock pressed its way between the tight wet lips of her pussy, sinking deeper into her as she lowered herself onto it.  
 
    “Yeah,” Emma gasped as she felt her sex expanding to take him deeper inside, “I own this cock, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Emma,” Anton gasped, staring up at her in utter desperation, “yes, you own it. Please fuck me!” Emma’s laughter turned into another moan as her pussy clenched around his cock. The muscles in her thighs bunched as she began to raise herself up and down, pushing his body against the mattress with her weight as she fucked him. The wooden bed frame began to creak as she fucked him, each thrust more aggressive than the last as she rode his cock harder and harder. Anton’s moans harmonized with her own as she bounced up and down, her pussy spasming wildly around him and driving them both to the peak of pleasure. Emma closed her eyes as she felt another orgasm swelling inside her, more powerful than the first. Her hands gripped Anton’s thighs as she surrendered to it, riding the waves of bliss while she continued to ride his cock. As her screams of ecstasy filled the air, she felt Anton’s cock swell inside her. She moaned loudly as she felt him cum, spurt after spurt of his hot seed filling her up as she collapsed joyfully on top of him.  
 
    The long silence that followed seemed all the more profound after the noise they had made together. Emma breathed shallowly in the warm air, feeling Anton’s rapid heartbeat against her cheek. Their bodies slowly cooled like a summer road at dusk, and she felt her muscles trembling as tiny echoes of rapture trickled through her. It took an effort of the will to raise her head from his chest and fight the sleep that lurked at the edges of her tired mind. But she had not done all this for a simple fuck, no matter how satisfying. With his hands cuffed, Anton was still at her mercy. And Emma had learned to take advantage of moments like that. 
 
    His softening cock slipped free of her trembling pussy as she rolled off him. The box of tissues beside her bed rasped as she pulled a few free and wiped down his manhood tenderly. She had done her research. Anton watched, too blissful and tired and lost in submission to protest as she picked up the chastity device. A wicked smile lifted her lips as she slipped the plastic tube over his cock. Unbeknownst to her boyfriend, she had been practicing for this, and while her hands might be a little clumsy, she was able to work quickly. Before Anton had time to do anything more than simply realize what was going on, she had fed his balls through the hole below the tube and fitted the device in place. Emma thrilled as she held his caged manhood in one hand. It seemed so small and puny now, so humble compared to its proud erect state just moments before. Anton peered down the length of his body at her, watching with sleepy eyes as she locked the built-in lock that made the whole thing a prison for his cock. As the lock clicked, Emma felt an overwhelming surge of power, stronger than any she had felt before. They could talk all they wanted about how she owned his cock. But now, she really did. As long as she held the tiny key, he as hers completely. It was all she could do not to cackle with glee at the giddy thrill it gave her.               
 
    The moment was almost solemn, shot through as it was with red wires of lust and naughty delight. Anton’s eyes clung to the key as Emma slipped it into the cup of her bra. She’d have to find a better place for it soon, but for that moment, she liked the symbolism. Anton’s eyes devoured her breasts, and Emma knew her boyfriend’s body well enough to know that it wouldn’t be long before his cock was trying to harden again. Only now, its plastic prison wouldn’t allow it. As though it was her own hand forever gripping his genitals, the chastity device extended her power over him, so that he would never be free. Emma had never been happier. 
 
    “Ok,” she said. “I hope it was worth it. Because now you’re all locked away, safe and sound. And you’re going to have to be a very good boy from now on if you want me to let you cum.” 
 
    * 
 
    Emma sat back in the thickly-padded seat of the plane. She had never flown business class before. But Harvey liked to travel in style. Besides, the firm was paying for everything. She found herself wishing that the flight to Vegas was longer so that she could enjoy the new experience. 
 
    Beside her, Harvey sat, reading some dry-looking law journal. His suit was immaculately tailored and pressed as always, his thick dark hair running back from his face in sculpted waves. His fingernails, Emma noted, were in better condition than hers. He was a man who wasn’t afraid to have a manicure and could afford the best. He even smelled great.  
 
    As the plane rolled slowly into position on the runway, Emma found herself gripping the armrests of the wide seat. She hoped that if Harvey noticed, he would take her for a nervous flyer. But it wasn’t that. Emma was no more afraid to fly than she was to ride the bus to work each day. No, it was something else entirely that made her stomach flutter as they set off on the first business trip of her young life. 
 
    Anton would probably be arriving home right about now, she thought to herself. Or what would be his home for the next few days, anyway. Her place. While she was away, he would sleep in her bed, occupy her room, fill the space she had left with her absence. With Nicole. He would be living with her roommate, and Emma herself had told him to do what she said. Nicole might have simply stumbled into this kinky lifestyle of theirs, but Emma was starting to suspect that her friend’s mind was every bit as dark and twisted as her own. Anton and Nicole had had sex before, of course; the memory of it floated teasingly in front of Emma’s eyes as soft chimes rang out through the moving plane and the engines roared into life. It was hardly the time or place for such thoughts, but Emma wrestled with her mind to no avail. As though tethered to one single idea by a short leash, it circled and circled but could never get away from the thought of Anton and Nicole. The things they might get up to while she was away. Only full sex was off the table. The key to Anton’s chastity felt heavy on the chain she wore around her neck, as though the sudden forward motion of the plane was pressing it against her chest.    
 
    And then there was Harvey. As the plane climbed into the sky, leaving the earth behind, he kept his clear blue eyes on his reading material. This was old news for him. Travel was simply another part of his job, something he had been doing for years. Was Anton right, that he had invited Emma on this trip with ulterior motives? Or was it simply that she was available? Time would tell. It seemed like a dream to Emma as the plane roared skyward, as though she had tripped and stumbled into the life of someone else. Someone completely different. Someone far more successful and confident and devious than she had ever thought herself to be.  
 
    Harvey glanced up briefly from his journal and gave her a smile that she struggled to return. Emma’s heart fluttered right along with her stomach. Whatever was going to happen in the course of her trip with her boss, Emma knew that things were never going to be the same. Some doors you can only walk through once. The future stretched out before her, vast and empty, waiting to be filled. In her less confident moments, the sprawling vacant vista terrified her.  
 
    But as the sun flashed briefly across the ceiling of the cabin, lighting up the round windows all along one side of the plane, Emma couldn’t help but smile. Whatever else her new life might be, it definitely wasn’t boring. 
 
   


  
 
    
            
                
            
        



 
    9. Seducing The Boss 
 
    The bar buzzed to the sound of human voices, almost drowning out the soft music that played in the background and the merry clinking of glasses. The lighting was low in the windowless room, softening the edges of the world and casting everything in seductive shadows. Emma sat on a stool at the bar, looking around her at the kind of place she had only seen in movies up to that point. It was so adult, so…well, sexy. As the night got later, the bar got busier, and the people inside it got more and more appealing. Some of the women in here were truly stunning, dressed to the nines and dripping with a confidence and a radiance that Emma couldn’t even hope to emulate. When it dawned on her just why there might be so many good-looking, exquisitely dressed women alone in a Las Vegas bar, her cheeks prickled with embarrassment. For all her worldliness, Emma was still a small town girl with a small town mindset that her years in the city had not yet erased. She hoped the broad glass would help to hide her sudden blush as she raised it to her lips. 
 
    It had been a long day. For all her initial excitement at the new experience of her first business trip, the work itself had been a bore. And long, too. Some of these seminars that Harvey had her attend with him were interminable. Emma was determined to make a good impression on her handsome hunk of a bus, and so she did her best to make accurate notes of everything she heard, even if she understood less than half of it. But it was hardly the trip she had envisioned when she had taunted poor Anton with the idea of her going away. And it was the thought of Anton, waiting for her at home, that Emma was most eager to avoid. What good could it possibly do her, to think about her boyfriend locked in chastity and under the control of her roommate? It would only make the days drag on longer, her kinky thoughts completely at odds with the desert-dry tone of whatever speaker was droning on in a language that seemed foreign to her. 
 
    So she had tried not to think about it. She had tried to fix her attention on the work in front of her, as dull as it was. She felt she had mostly succeeded. But when Harvey had announced that that was enough for the day and suggested they retreat to the hotel bar, Emma had jumped at the chance. After a long day of war with herself, she could use a drink. 
 
    And this, she had to admit to herself as she looked around the bar again, was more like it. Cocktails in the evening at an upscale bar. There was no way for Emma not to feel a little inadequate here, with the seemingly endless procession of beautiful women drifting around the place. But she was glad that she had dressed the way she did. Her black dress was new, and while its length was entirely work-appropriate, with a hem that almost reached her knees when she stood, it was tighter than a professional environment would normally demand. She remembered the frisson of excitement she had felt when she tried it on on the store and studied herself in the mirror, daring herself to buy it.She had felt the same excitement even more intensely that morning as she struggled into the form-fitting dress, wondering what Harvey would think of it. With a pair of black high heeled pumps and her makeup carefully applied, Emma had been pleased with her sexy secretary look as she posed in front of the hotel room mirror. And she had made sure to send a photo of what she was wearing for her first day as Harvey’s assistant back to Anton. After all, she thought to herself with a smile as she headed for the door, what’s the point of having a boyfriend locked in chastity if you’re not going to tease him? 
 
    Emma pressed her thighs together inside her clinging dress as she took another sip of her drink. She had never been much of a drinker. And the moneyed clientele of the bar Harvey had chosen clearly liked their cocktails strong. But it wasn’t the alcohol that buzzed inside her, filling her with a strange light as she sat at the bar. Not just that, anyway. It was the thought of Anton at home with Nicole, the same thought she had spent all day trying to suppress, resurfacing now and demanding her attention. And Emma was too tired to resist. Slipping her phone from her purse, she opened her messaging app and typed out a text.  
 
    How’s life in chastity? I’m having a great time. 
 
    Emma pressed the send button quickly, refusing to give herself enough time to overthink what she was doing. It was well into the evening now. Anton would be home from work. Almost immediately, her phone buzzed in her hand, and Emma’s face glowed in the blue light of the screen as she held the phone close to her chest and opened the message she had received. It was a photo. A bright gasp of laughter escaped her as she stared at it. 
 
    Anton was kneeling on the floor of her living room, his hands behind his back. From the angle of the camera, Emma couldn't be sure, but she suspected that his hands were tied. There was that delicious strain in his shoulders, the lean edges of his pectoral muscles showing through the skin of her boyfriend’s chest in a way that never failed to feed her hunger for him. He was staring at the camera with a complex expression on his face, an expression she had come to know well. His brown eyes burned with inner fire as he kneeled humbly, naked but for the plastic cage locked onto his manhood. Unable to help herself, Emma used her fingers to zoom in on the image. The clear plastic of the cage revealed his arousal, the shadows cast by his thighs not deep enough to hide the flesh of his cock pressing against the unyielding plastic that surrounded it on all sides. Emma pressed her thighs together again, feeling the dampness that was growing there as she stared at the photo. Anton was trapped. The cage on his cock would allow him no release, no matter how badly he wanted it. The only key that could give him what he wanted hung on a chain around Emma’s neck, and it seemed to take on the weight of a collapsing star as she basked in the power it gave her. Separated from him by hundreds of miles, Emma knew that she nonetheless had complete power over her boyfriend. And the thought made her blood surge with wild heat.  
 
    “What is it with your generation and your phones?” Harvey’s words were belied by the boyish smile he softened them with as he raised his glass of Scotch to his lips. The few gray hairs in his lustrous head of chestnut hair glinted like silver as they caught the bar’s low light. Harvey was very much in the prime of manhood, and under his tailored suits, Emma guessed that his body was maintained by long hours in the gym. He was, she supposed, almost old enough to be her father. He might be a full twenty years older than her. But Emma had always found older men sexy. And every woman who knew Harvey was attracted to him. It was impossible not to be. Emma hoped the low light of the bar would hide the blush that rose again to her cheeks as she turned off her phone’s screen and smiled back at him. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said. “I just - something at home I had to take care of.” 
 
    “Nothing serious, I hope?” 
 
    “No, no,” Emma smiled, carefully lifting her glass by its thin stem. “Just something silly.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Harvey nodded. “Boyfriend?” 
 
    “No!” Now Emma was blushing fully, and from the smile that creased his rugged cheeks and made his jewel-bright eyes sparkle, Harvey saw what he had caused. Even if he couldn’t know the real reason for the red depth of Emma’s blushing. “Well, yeah. Kind of.” 
 
    “I thought so.” Harvey’s strong hand with its manicured nails turned his short glass slowly as he toyed with it. “I could tell by the look on your face.” 
 
    Emma was at once flattered and annoyed. The idea that her sexy boss had been paying close enough attention to her to read her expressions made her stomach convulse as though she was at the peak of a roller coaster, about to make the screaming plunge that inevitably followed. But his toe was calculated to be infuriating. He might be older than her, smarter than her, more successful than her. But Emma had her secrets, too. If only you knew, she thought to herself as she smiled at him. If only you knew what I knew. And her blood throbbed in her temples as she felt her arousal growing, buzzing away in the back of her skull and coloring everything in its own strange light. Emma was no stranger now to the feeling she got at these moments, when she stood on the edge of a precipice and contemplated the view of strange new lands stretching out before her, as far as her eyes could see. She was intimately acquainted with the quiet but persistent voice that demanded that she jump. 
 
    “Oh really?” Emma felt the unbelievable weight of the key that hung around her neck as she leaned forward across the bar. Towards Harvey. His sparkling blue eyes watched her with amusement as she inched towards him, one foot brushing against his leg. His skin was warm and dry as she stretched out her arm and laid it on top of his hand, running her fingers lightly over his knuckles. 
 
    “And what about you?” Emma let her words slur, feigning a greater drunkenness than she actually felt. If she overstepped a line now, she could always blame it on the booze. But her heart blazed with fresh fire as she noticed that Harvey did not pull away from her touch. The smile still hung on his handsome face. Nothing in his manner suggested that he was anything but amused by her actions. Amused, and hopefully interested. 
 
    “No wedding ring,”Emma went on as her hand danced over his. “All the girls in the office want you, you know. Even the ones that are married.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Harvey’s cheeks dimpled as he grinned at her. 
 
    “That’s right,” Emma nodded. “You should hear how they talk about you.” 
 
    “All of them?” Harvey’s intelligent eyes probed her face, and Emma paused for a moment, swallowing her nerves before she spoke. Her loose hair swayed around her face as she nodded. 
 
    “All of them,” she said quietly, her gaze locked on Harvey’s, her hand still on his. They stayed like that for what felt like forever, seconds stretched out into years as she peered into the unreadable sapphire pool of his eyes. She could almost feel the pulsing of his heart through the skin of his hand - or perhaps it was her own heartbeat that made her fingers tremble.  
 
    When Harvey lifted his right hand from the bar between them, raising it to her face, a shudder raced along Emma’s spine. For a moment she thought he was going to kiss her, right there and then in the bar. And she didn’t pull away. Emma couldn’t deny a faint twinge of regret as Harvey’s hand instead reached out and toyed with the key that dangled from her necklace. 
 
    “Did your boyfriend give you this?” he asked. Emma’s heart throbbed steadily in her chest. 
 
    “No,” she mumbled. “Yes. Kind of.” Harvey’s brow furrowed in confusion, even as the smile never left his face. 
 
    “Kind of a strange gift,” he said. “What is it, the key to his heart or something?” A broad grin broke across Emma’s face, her heart soaring now as that familiar voice screamed in her ear to jump now, do it now. You’ll never have a better opportunity than this, it hissed. What are you waiting for? 
 
    Emma jumped. 
 
    “Better,” she said. Sitting upright again, she raised her hand from Harvey’s while her other hand reached for her phone. She moved quickly, trying to outwit herself again. If she stopped to think about what she was doing, Emma knew she would talk herself out of it. Whatever she wanted to do, she had to do it right away. And while her hands trembled and her guts convulsed with shame and fear, she opened her last message and wordlessly handed her phone to Harvey.  
 
    Harvey blinked as he took the phone in his hand. Emma watched as he frowned down at the screen, the blue light casting long shadows over his face as his eyes moved over the picture. Time stretched and warped again, every heartbeat counting for three or four, every minute become an hour as she waited for his reaction.  
 
    “What the fuck is this?” Harvey finally turned to her. His expression was a mix of more emotions than Emma could name. She tried to summon her courage, to not show her secret fears as she faced her boss with her darkest secret. Her hands twitched in her lap as she spoke. 
 
    “That’s my boyfriend,” she said, forcing what she hoped was a wicked little smile onto her face. “That’s Anton.” 
 
    “And he’s - what’s he doing?” Harvey peered at Emma’s phone again. Flipping her hair back from her face, she leaned in close, her head almost touching his shoulder. 
 
    “My roommate took this photo,” Emma said, her own eyes now on the screen too. “She sent it to me just now. Look.” Her fingers slid over the screen, spreading apart to enlarge the photo as she zoomed in on the gloom between Anton’s legs. 
 
    “What the hell is that?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity device,” Emma said. “That’s what the key is for. I put it on him, and I know no one can touch his…stuff without my permission. Not even him.” 
 
    “And he let you do this?” 
 
    “Of course.” Emma turned her face to Harvey, beaming with pride now. “He does whatever I tell him to. Especially now. If he ever wants another orgasm, he has to.” 
 
    “This is - crazy,” Harvey spluttered. “Your roommate’s in on this too?” 
 
    “Totally. She loves it. That’s part of the reason I locked him up for this trip, actually. I don’t want the two of them getting into any trouble while I’m away.” 
 
    “Well, I have to hand it to you, Emma,” Harvey said, his smile growing as he shrugged. “You are just full of surprises. I had no idea you were so…wild.” The way he said it made tiny filaments of joy bloom in Emma’s pulsing veins. Harvey was so powerful, so worldly, so sophisticated. The idea that a small town girl like her had managed to shock a man like him made her went to cry out in triumph. 
 
    Not to mention the ever-growing arousal that was burning her insides as they spoke, hollowing her out while she sat on her barstool in the tight dress she hoped he liked. She had shocked Harvey. But he didn’t seem outraged, or disgusted, or any of the more negative reactions she had feared he might have. He just seemed confused. She could almost see the gears turning in his head as he sat beside her. 
 
    “So let me get this straight.” Harvey took a sip of his scotch as though to fortify himself before continuing. “If he wants to get any, he has to do what you say. When you’re in the mood, you let him out and do what you gotta do. Then you lock him back up?” 
 
    “That’s the basic idea, yeah,” Emma said. “But it’s fun to tease him in between, knowing he can’t do anything about it. Like now. I told him about you.” 
 
    “About me? What did you tell him about me?” 
 
    “I told him how sexy you are.” Emma could barely believe the words coming out of her own mouth. It was as though she had been possessed, taken over completely by some strange and deviant persona. “I told him how all the girls in the office want you. I told him I was going to dress up for you, and I went and bought all new clothes for this trip. Do you like this dress?” 
 
    “It’s - very nice,” Harvey said as his eyes took her in while she posed on the stool beside him. For once, the powerful executive seemed at a loss for words. Emma enjoyed the feeling of control she had as she introduced Harvey to a world he clearly had very little knowledge of. It was nice to be the more knowledgeable one for a change.  
 
    “Thanks,” Emma smiled. “I hoped you would. I really wanted to look the part on this trip.” 
 
    “And what part would that be?” Harvey was an experienced flirt. Despite his obvious surprise at what she was telling him, he quickly regained his composure. The mad fluttering of a swarm of butterflies in Emma’s stomach rose to new heights as he stared deep into her eyes. None of this was pre-planned. Emma lacked the experience to know how to go after what she wanted, especially with a man like Harvey. But the cat was out of the bag at any rate, she told herself. Not much point in trying to preserve an aura of mystery after what she had already told her boss.  
 
    “You’re not like my boyfriend,” Emma began. “A man like you needs some kind of release. You work so hard. Someone should be taking care of you.” As she spoke, Emma’s hand crept unseen below the high edge of the bar. Harvey’s leg was as thick and hard as a tree trunk as she squeezed the unyielding flesh in her hand. She heard his breathing change as her hand moved higher, chasing the warmth of his body while he watched her. His eyes darted over her body as though seeing her for the first time, and she felt a powerful thrill race through her as he glanced at the cleavage her dress revealed beneath Anton’s dangling key.  
 
    “You want to take care of me?” 
 
    “I do.” Emma leaned forward, her hot lips playfully tugging at Harvey’s earlobe as she whispered to him. Her questing hand dipped between his legs, and she almost squealed with delight at the hardness she felt there. The outrageous naughtiness of what she was doing made her heart throb with excitement. Between her own legs, her pussy was spasming as it pumped out more and more lubrication until Emma found it hard to believe she hadn’t slid completely off her stool. 
 
    Harvey’s glass shone as he raised it to his lips and finished off the last of his whisky. 
 
    “Let’s go to my room,” he said. Emma’s teeth shone white in the dim light as she smiled. 
 
    “I have a better idea,” she said. Her legs trembled a little as she slid from her stool and stood. Harvey’s smile mirrored her own as she took him by the hand. He stood, looming over her even in the high heels she wore as she turned and led him towards the bathrooms. With a quick glance over her shoulder, she pushed open the door of the men’s room and led him inside. 
 
    The air inside was fragrant with perfume. Everything was black marble and bright chrome, every fixture dripping with luxury. The smile froze on Emma’s face as she stepped inside, her high heels ringing on the tiled floor. She had assumed they would be alone. But she gasped as she was confronted by a young man in a black vest standing in front of the sinks. He looked as shocked as she was. 
 
    Harvey stepped forward. With unshakeable confidence, he took control of the situation. His hand was a blur of practiced motion as he pulled his wallet from inside his jacket and dropped a fifty dollar note on the bathroom attendant’s plate. 
 
    “We won’t be long,” he said in a commanding voice. Without waiting for an answer, he turned, and now it was Harvey who took Emma’s hand and led her towards a large open stall. Her heels clicked out a staccato rhythm as she hurried along after him, her own desire fueled by Harvey’s desperate haste. For all the things she had done with Anton, she was finding it hard to remember a time when she had ever been as turned on as she was as her boss pulled her into a bathroom stall and swung the door shut behind them. 
 
    At once, his hands were on her body. She could feel him exploring her breasts her waist, her hips, sliding over her while he pulled her against him. The hard knot of his erection pressed against her thigh as he devoured her mouth with his, his slick tongue plunging between her lips as though to take possession of her completely. His practiced hands rose along the curve of her back, reaching for the zipper that held the fabric of the dress tight around her body. But Emma had other ideas. Fantasy merged with reality as she broke free of Harvey’s embrace and dropped at once to her knees. Her sharp heels pointed back at the closed cubicle door, and her pussy twitched as she thought of the bathroom attendant out there, trying to pretend he didn’t know what was going on. The gap under the door would tell him all he needed to know, and the thought of being watched only added to Emma’s outrageous excitement. 
 
    Her hands trembled as she reached for the front of Harvey’s pants. He sighed happily as she reached into the warm darkness underneath his clothes and wrapped her fingers around the hard shaft of his cock. Emma wrestled it free of his underwear, and her eyes widened as she took in the sight of his cock, throbbing and twitching in front of her face. It was bigger than Anton’s, bigger than anything she had seen on a man outside of certain lurid movies. Emma desperately hoped her inexperience didn’t show as she gazed at its imposing length. Cautiously, as though it was some dangerous animal she didn’t want to antagonize, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, a wide gap of hot skin showing between fingers and thumb as she held him. Harvey looked down at her from under heavy lids barred with thick dark lashes. 
 
    “If it’s too big - “ he said. The arousal in his voice was impossible to miss. Emma felt her own desire burning in answer. 
 
    “No,” she said. “I’ve been dreaming of doing this to you for a long time.” Harvey groaned as her hair brushed over his cock as she leaned forward. A shudder ran through his body as she ran her tongue along the entire length of his cock, from base to tip. The masculine smell of his body filled her senses as she licked his cock, tasting the faint salt of his skin on her tongue while he groaned above her. She stared up at him, maintaining eye contact while her free hand cradled his balls. The look on his face sent her desire into overdrive as she opened her mouth wide and fed the head of his cock inside. 
 
    If Anton could see her know. The thought raced through Emma’s mind, lighting up neurons as it passed. What would he do? What could he do? This was what he had wanted, even if it killed him to admit it. This was what she wanted, too. With her sexy boss’s cock in her mouth, Emma could hardly believe her luck, that she had found a man that she could share every part of herself with. And he only loved her more for it. When she told him what had happened - and she would absolutely tell him what she had done, as soon as she got the chance - Anton would be jealous, she knew. He would be hurt. But all those deep and powerful feelings would only serve to enhance and focus his arousal. The poor boy wanted her so bad, he would endure anything just to make her smile. And even with Harvey’s cock in her mouth, Emma did smile as she thought of her boyfriend.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” Harvey gasped. His hand rested on her head as Emma bobbed up and down, taking his cock a little deeper into her throat with every thrust. He held still as he ran his fingers through her hair, letting her adjust to his impressive size. Emma found herself wondering how many women he had been with, and a strange stab of jealousy flared up inside her. Determined to make this a memorable experience for her boss - one he would want to repeat - she sucked harder on his cock, sliding her wet hand up and down his shaft as though milking it while the other hand cupped his balls.  
 
    Harvey moaned. His cock swelled in her mouth, seeming to grow even larger as she stoked it. His balls grew tight against his body as she held them gingerly. Swept up in the moment, he pressed her head further down, and Emma tried not to choke as his cock pressed against her throat. Harvey cried out, and Emma spluttered as she felt the sudden flood of his cum erupting inside her mouth. She squeezed her legs together inside her skirt, alive with desire at the thought of what a slut she had become. And Emma knew what sluts were supposed to do. As Harvey continued to moan in utter pleasure, Emma swallowed a thick load of his cum. The taste of his orgasm filled her mouth, and he gasped as she watched her swallow his cum greedily. His cock slid free of her mouth, and Emma grinned naughtily up at Harvey as she licked her lips and took more of his seed into her mouth. Gasping, he slumped against the wall of the bathroom stall, his mighty cock slowly softening, tamed for the moment. 
 
    Emma rose to her feet in the cramped space of the cubicle. She couldn’t keep the smile off her face as she gazed at Harvey, his own face red and flushed from ecstasy. With infinite care, she put his dripping cock back inside his pants and zipped him up, affectionately patting the bulge it made while she straightened her own dress. 
 
    “There,” she said with a happy sigh. “That’s better. Now, let’s head up to your room.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 
    
            
                
            
        



 
    10. Left With The Roommate 
 
    It was late when Nicole woke. The sun, pale and watery as it struggled to break through a dense layer of dirty cloud that hung above the streets, was barely able to cast a single shadow in her room. She knew, even before she looked at her phone, that it had to be the early afternoon. It had been a long night at work last night, and those long nights often blurred well into the morning. After a busy shift in a slammed restaurant, you need to decompress. Once the place had shut down, she had stayed behind doing shots with the rest of the staff. And one thing leads to another, each drink making the next a near inevitability like raindrops running together as they streak a pane of glass. Nicole wasn’t hungover, not exactly. She had been careful to chug down several glasses of water and a couple of headache ills before going to bed. But she felt tired, despite her long sleep. Her head had the drowsy heaviness that followed a night of drinking. She was young, and that’s what life is for the young. Have a shower and a cup of coffee and you bounce right back. Nicole knew the drill by now. She was an old hand, despite her young age. 
 
    But not everything was the same as it always was. 
 
    Nicole’s bare feet found the carpeted floor of her bedroom as she swung her legs out of bed. The apartment was silent. Deserted. Of course, it normally would be at this time on a weekday. Emma’s job was very much a nine to five - well, an eight to five, really - and she was always out when Emma woke up, at least on weekdays. But this was different. Emma was away, and Nicole’s solitude had a different quality to it as she made her way to the bathroom. It was hard to put a name to what it was, but there was a different feeling in the air with Emma away on her business trip. 
 
    Not that Nicole had been lonely. 
 
    There was a kind of sullen silence about Anton these days. When Emma had flown down to Las Vegas last night, Anton had come back to their apartment. Emma had given him her set of keys while she was away. Anton was instructed to live with Nicole until Emma got back, and it had seemed like a good idea at the time. It still did. But if Anton had been expecting some crazy adventure with her last night, he had been mistaken. She had barely acknowledged his presence, wrapped up in her own preparations for work. He had been home for less than an hour before she had to leave to start her own workday. There wasn’t the time for any kind of kinky games. 
 
    Flushing the toilet, Nicole washed her hands and stumbled towards the sofa. A wide yawn made her jaws creak as she flopped down onto the cushions and reached for the TV remote. There was never anything on at this time of day, but she liked the background noise. It made the apartment seem less empty. 
 
    Nicole was too young to settle down. She was sure of that. At twenty-four, she was still eager to try new things. Unlike Emma, who had grown up in the middle of nowhere, Nicole had always been a city girl. And she was having too much fun being a single girl in the city to want it to stop just yet.  
 
    Her eyes stared through the TV as she listlessly flicked from channel to channel, looking for nothing in particular. Relationships were nice sometimes, she conceded. She’d had enough of them in her time to see the benefits. But it was a lot of work, and for what? For some guy to suddenly decide one day that everything you had together wasn’t worth as much as some skank that used to date his friend. It had been a long time since she broke up with Brock; almost a year now. It was healthier, people said, to let these things go. And Nicole had. She did. But Brock was the last time she had been in a ‘relationship’, per se. Since then, there had been no shortage of men. After all, Nicole couldn’t even get through a shift at work without at least one or two guys hitting on her. Right behind their wives backs, sometimes. Men. Nicole tried her best not to give in to cynicism, not to take the failings of a few individuals out on an entire half of the world’s population. But it’s hard not to think the whole world’s a sty if all you see are pigs. It wasn’t just her, either. There wasn’t a single one of her friends who hadn’t called her in floods of tears at some point, over a man.  
 
    Except for Emma. She was the exception to the rule. And it wasn’t until Nicole had walked in on her and Anton that day that she had realized just how exceptional her roommate was. 
 
    Nicole’s listless hands dropped the remote onto the cushion beside her. Some talk show where some minor celebrity grinned around a mouthful of bland platitudes while they promoted their new TV show. Fine. Nicole’s attention was hardly absorbed in the screen, for all the noise and color it produced. As she slowly woke up, her mind whirred into life, chewing up memories and thoughts as she sat alone in the empty apartment.  
 
    Nicole knew about S&M, of course. She was a long way from naive. And while she had too restless a mind and too powerful a sex drive to rule many things out when it came to the bedroom, she hadn’t yet swum too far in those particular waters. Some spanking, here and there. She had allowed a former partner to tie her down to the bed before, but his imagination had stretched no further than fucking her while she was bound. She had an inkling of what it felt like to give up control, to feel so desired that another person would treat you like an object to be used. It was hot.  
 
    But she had never tried being the one in charge. Not until Anton came along. And she had to admit, it was fun. It was more than fun. It was sexy as hell, and the memory of some of the things she had done with and to Emma’s boyfriend had already developed fuzzy edges from constant replay in her mind. In fact, it had been growing worse. Lately, in bed with some guy she knew who could usually be relied on to get the job done, Nicole had found herself thinking of Anton. Or not even Anton, not exactly. The guy was cute, but he had never really been Nicole’s type. It was his submission that she found so unutterably sexy. The way he just did what Emma told him to do, as though it never even crossed his mind that he could say no. And why would he? Nicole was willing to bet that Anton had never even imagined half the stuff he had done with Emma, and with her. Why would he fight it? Even if Emma did sometimes make him suffer. 
 
    But this latest development was big. This chastity, this business with keys. Anton being handed over to her like he was Emma’s personal property. In some ways, Nicole thought, Emma’s lack of experience made her more open to kinky ideas than a more worldly woman might be. It was as though she didn’t even realize how unusual this all was. 
 
    After a while, Nicole rose from the sofa and made her way to the kitchen to slap together a sandwich for breakfast, or lunch, or whatever you call a meal taken in the late afternoon that still manages to be your first of the day. She ate distractedly, barely tasting what she had made. Afterward, she showered in the same absent frame of mind. As the warm water cascaded over her naked body, making her soft skin shine, she found her fingers straying over her thighs, skating dangerously close to the raw heat of her sex. Mistress Nicole. That was what he called her, what she made him call her. She could feel his cock in her hand as she sat on his face, could feel the trembling of his body as she wrote mocking words on his skin in black marker. Anton never resisted. He couldn’t. And now, he couldn’t fuck her even if she asked him to. Even if she begged. He couldn’t even touch himself to alleviate some of the pressure. He simply had to endure, until Emma came home with the key to his cock. Nicole let out a soft sigh as her wet fingers slid easily inside herself. The stream of water plastered her long hair to her face and shoulders, and she swallowed the stray droplets that found their way into her open mouth. Her fingers pulsed in a steady rhythm as she worked them inside herself, reaching for that familiar spot that always made her see stars. Her moans bounced back to her from the shining tiles that lined the shower. She thought of Emma, brandishing her riding crop as she stood above her naked slave, and Nicole cried out in orgasm as her pleasure overwhelmed her. Her legs felt like rubber as she stumbled out of the shower and sat down on the toilet, panting heavily. While her blood slowly cooled, she waited for her head to clear.  
 
    When Anton came to the apartment after work, Nicole was ready. 
 
    She sat up straight as the key turned in the lock of the front door. She crossed her legs and folded her arms under her breasts while she listened to the door slide shut. She couldn’t see him yet, but the movements he made sounded tentative, furtive. Perhaps he was trying to see if she was home or not. Perhaps he was trying to avoid her. The thought made Nicole smile deviously as she waited for Anton to make his way down the hallway to the living room. She had dressed casually, in yoga pants and a T-shirt. Perfect attire for lounging around the house. After all, Nicole reasoned, this was her home. She wasn’t there to fulfill Anton’s fantasies of what a dominant woman should look like. Besides, locked in chastity as he was, she hardly needed to dress sexy to get the poor boy excited.  
 
    “Hey.” Anton appeared where the dim hallway opened onto the living room. His eyes darted around the room, two small birds flitting from perch to perch. Nicole could hardly blame him for being awkward around her. The two had barely so much as had a normal conversation, but she had sexually dominated him multiple times. It was a strange way to conduct a relationship with someone. But Nicole was not in a mood to be sympathetic. 
 
    “What did you say?” Her voice, though quiet, dripped with menace. She saw Anton’s throat swell as he swallowed. 
 
    “Hi…Mistress Nicole,” he said. Nicole suppressed the delicious shudder of power that swept through her at his words. 
 
    “That’s better,” she smirked. “Now, you know the rules. Get those clothes off.” Anton swallowed again. She held his gaze as he looked at her, vowing to herself that she would not be the one to look away. Anton blinked. And Nicole leaned back in her chair as he began to undress in front of her. 
 
    In a matter of seconds, Anton had shed his clothes, and Nicole was confronted with the sight of his lean naked body, his cock shining under plastic as the device that held him twitched slightly. With a private thrill, she saw that his trapped manhood was trying to become erect, and the tight confines of the cage were no doubt causing him some discomfort. The fact that she could turn him on with nothing but a commanding tone made her heart swim with joy.  
 
    “Good,” Nicole beamed. “Now, since you can’t fuck me like a real man, I thought I should put you to some other use. Our bathroom needs cleaning. Get in there and clean it for me.” 
 
    Anton hesitated. His eyes raced back and forth, his lips forming silent shapes as he started to say something, and stopped. Nicole waited. While he struggled with himself, she raised an eyebrow in an expression of disbelief. 
 
    “You should really do what I tell you,” Nicole said. “Or do you want me to tell Emma that you’re not being a good little slave? Who knows how long it’ll be before she lets your little pecker out of that thing?” Anton shuddered, as though an electric current had been passed through his body. At once, he turned towards the bathroom. His plastic chastity device shone in the light as he turned his naked back on her and scurried off to do Nicole’s bidding.  
 
    “Make sure you scrub it. On your hands and knees,” Nicole called after Anton as he retreated. “It better be spotless in there. I’ll be checking.” Her only answer was the sound of a running tap and a closet door opening. It took everything Nicole had not to squeal in girlish delight at Anton’s capitulation. She had been thinking about this all day. And she wasn’t working that night. She had hours yet to fully explore the possibilities presented by her situation.  
 
    Uncoiling herself from the sofa, she stood. She glimpsed through the bathroom’s open door as she passed on the way to her own bedroom. What she saw in there delighted her. Anton was scrubbing the floor, on his hands and knees as she had instructed. He had his back to her, and she could see his full balls swinging between his legs as he went about his task. Who knew housework could be so much fun?  
 
    Nicole reluctantly closed the door of her bedroom on the delightful sight of her slave boy hard at work. Her excitement had been building for hours now, and with Anton in her clutches, she planned to enjoy herself. Her point had been made with her casual clothing, she felt. Now she wanted to go for maximum impact. Sitting down in front of the mirror that sat on top of her dresser, she reached for her makeup and began to slowly transform herself.  
 
    When Nicole emerged from her bedroom, Anton was still kneeling on the now-gleaming floor of the bathroom. His chest rose and fell with the exertion of cleaning as he turned towards her. 
 
    “Mistress…” he began, and then his voice failed. His eyes rose up her body and sank back down again towards her feet, taking in every detail of her as though he wanted to memorize the moment. A broad smile crept across Nicole’s face as she basked in his horny adoration. 
 
    She had worn these boots before. Black leather that rose to her knees with a tall heel to further lengthen her legs, they made her feel like a dominant queen whenever she wore them. Above the boots, stockings of dark wide mesh gripped her thighs. Her panties were black too, fringed in delicate lace around the waistband as they hugged her hips. Her toned stomach showed above them, drawing Anton’s desperate eyes upwards again to the mouth-watering swell of her breasts. The bra was a perfect match for the panties, and the black lace was cunningly engineered to enhance her naturally full round boobs. Her deep cleavage shuddered and swelled with every movement, every breath, and coils of her wavy hair trailed across the soft skin of her breasts as she giggled. In this outfit, she felt like a sexy superhero, like the dominant goddess Anton wanted her to be. The bright flame grew inside her as she watched him wince, registering the pain from his caged cock as it tried futilely to get hard at the sight of her.  
 
    For a moment, Nicole simply stood in the doorway of her bedroom, her hands on her hips. Anton’s eyes never stopped moving over her as she posed, letting him see what he couldn’t have. Already, Nicole felt the first stirrings of a spreading wetness between her legs as she watched him. 
 
    “Let’s see how you’re getting on in here,” Nicole finally said. Her boot heels thumped on the floor as she strode towards him. The bathroom smelled heavily of cleaning products. Every surface gleamed. The floor glistened wetly under her feet, polished to a high gloss by Anton’s efforts. As he kneeled, staring up at her with something approaching awe, she raised one foot and placed it on his bare shoulder. As Nicole pushed slowly downwards, Anton sank under her, his hands on the floor as he bowed to the pressure of her foot. Nicole smiled at herself in the bathroom mirror as she stood over him, her hands on her hips again in a pose of total authority. In her heavy makeup and sexy outfit, she looked like a different person than the dressed-down women he had come home to. She looked fantastic.  
 
    “Hmmm,” she pondered critically. “Not bad. I guess you’re not completely useless after all.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” Anton’s voice seemed to come from very far away, a thousand miles below her as he hunched at her feet. A spasm of cruelty rippled through Nicole as she dug the heel of her boot into his shoulder. 
 
    “Let’s see if we can’t find some other uses for you,” she smirked. “Heel, boy.” Turning abruptly, she headed for the living room. She refused to look back. But she grinned blissfully as she heard Anton crawling along behind her like a well-trained puppy. Emma was a genius, Nicole thought to herself. She hadn’t been dating Anton all that long, but the guy was completely whipped. Maybe, Nicole thought to herself, I could learn a thing or two from my roommate. 
 
    Nicole turned and sat down on the sofa, crossing her legs in their tall boots. The tight leather creaked as her raising foot bobbed, and her pussy twitched as she watched submissive Anton crawling towards her. A faint buzzing from the pile of clothes on the floor made both of them turn their heads towards it. Anton looked at Nicole, his lips slightly parted, his eyes wary. 
 
    “Get it,” Nicole said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “It might be Emma.” Anton stayed on his knees as he dug through his clothes and fished his phone out of his pants. The screen lit his face from below as he read the message he had received. 
 
    “Is it Emma?” Nicole asked. Anton nodded. “What does she say?” 
 
    “It says…it says ‘how’s life in chastity? I’m having a great time.’” Nicole spluttered with laughter while Anton cringed. 
 
    “Give it here,” she ordered. Anton scuttled forward and handed her his phone. Nicole couldn’t stop her laughter as she read the message her friend had sent. Anton had told the truth. Nicole could read the words, underneath a photo Emma had sent hours earlier, of her in a slinky black dress that clung to her ass as she posed in front of a hotel room mirror. Wild ideas were boiling up inside her as she looked at what her friend had been up to. 
 
    “Stay,” Nicole sternly ordered. Anton watched in silence as she stood and hurried into Emma’s bedroom. She knew she’d be able to find some rope in the drawer by the bed, and she soon returned with a length of it in her hand.  
 
    “Hands behind your back,” she ordered, and Anton complied. Nicole’s breast brushed against his shoulder blade as she crouched behind him and quickly tied his hands behind his back. Then she stood and circled back around the kneeling man, taking her seat on the sofa again as she picked up the discarded phone. 
 
    “Look at me,” she said. Anton raised his head to her as she took a photo of him and sent it to Emma. Still spluttering with laughter, she set the phone aside again. 
 
    “She should know what her little bitch boy is getting up to while she’s away, don’t you think?” Nicole smirked. “I do. I bet she’s laughing at that photo right now. Laughing at you. She’s having a great time, huh? I bet she is.” Anton bristled at her words. Seeing the vulnerability in him, Nicole pressed further. 
 
    “That boss of hers is fucking hot,” she purred. “She showed me his picture on Facebook. He’s gorgeous. Do you think he’s fucked her yet?” 
 
    Anton’s eyes bulged. His chin wobbled, and for a moment, he looked as though he was about to cry. His voice cracked as he spoke.  
 
    “I…don’t know, Mistress.” 
 
    “I know I would have by now. A guy like that. Now that’s a real man. I bet he could fuck her like you never could. He’s the type of guy that can make a woman cum until she forgets her name. She could be having the best sex of her life right now, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” Anton’s eyes glowed with dark fire as he stared up at her. She could virtually see the flames of jealousy that singed the edges of his soul, and the fire in him found an answer in her. She squeezed her thighs together as the hunger yawned inside her, fed by the submissive man kneeling at her feet.  
 
    “What’s his name? Harvey?” Anton dumbly nodded in answer. Nicole uncrossed her legs, and Anton watched as she spread her thighs slowly in front of him. 
 
    “Mmm, Harvey,” Nicole purred. “I would fuck that man’s brains out in a heartbeat. Yeah, I bet Emma’s having fun. I bet she’s screaming his name right now.” 
 
    Anton gulped again. Nicole could see the faint tremors that rocked his bound body as he stared at her in mute fury. His chastity device shone as it throbbed steadily, containing the erection that longed to burst free. But the key to Anton’s freedom was a long way away. 
 
    “Come here,” Nicole said, no less a command for all that she kept her voice soft as she spoke. “Take my panties off, slave.”  
 
    Anton inched forward until he kneeled between her damp thighs. He bowed his head towards her, and Nicole giggled as she felt his lips gingerly tugging at the elastic waistband of her underwear. Slowly, carefully, with many false starts, he began to pull her panties down with his mouth, inch by inch. Nicole was in no hurry. Lying back against the cushions, she savored the moment as he lowered his head, sliding her panties down over her knees, over the leather of her boots, his head almost level with the floor as he finally pulled the underwear completely off. As he rose up on his knees again, she watched his eyes drift to her pussy, exposed and dripping in front of him. 
 
    “You know what to do,” Nicole sneered. “Make me cum while I think about that man your girlfriend is fucking right now.” Anton winced again. But he did as he was told. Nicole moaned as she felt his lips against her won, his tongue slowly probing her silken folds as he worked to please her. His enthusiasm was obvious as he slurped and kissed her trembling pussy, and great waves of pleasure rolled through her at his touch. Gripping the back of his head, she held him in place, rubbing herself over his mouth and nose while he lapped at her.  
 
    “Oh, Harvey,” she sighed. “Oh, Harvey, fuck me. That’s right. Fuck me the way my useless boyfriend can’t. Oh, Harvey, you’re cock’s so big. Oh my God, that feels so good. Yes! Right there! Faster!” Reality blurred with fantasy as Nicole’s body responded to Anton’s mouth. She screwed her eyes tight shut as a vein stood out on her forehead. Already she could feel herself charging towards the moment of ultimate bliss, and her toes curled in her boots as she surrendered herself to pleasure. The long-simmering erotic tension of the last hour was coming to a boil at last, and Nicole’s blood seemed to be boiling along with it as she pressed herself against Anton’s face. She could hear the wet sound of his mouth as he slurped and licked, swallowing down her free-flowing juices as fast as they came. Nicole’s free hand moved upwards to knead her breast through her expensive bra, and she moaned louder as she rolled the hard bud of her nipple between her fingers.  
 
    Anton’s head moved back and forth as he ran his tongue over her in long strokes. His nose rubbed against her swollen clitoris, making her howl in pleasure with every touch. Bright lights swirled in the darkness of her skull as her pleasure took flight, the living room throbbing to her moans of pleasure. Nicole screamed, and gripped Anton by his short hair, and her whole body convulsed as she came. Anton eagerly lapped up her copious juices as her pussy spasmed against his mouth, pouring forth the nectar of her bliss while he gulped and swallowed. 
 
    Nicole’s limbs tingled as her passion subsided. Her boobs bounced in the black bra as she gasped and moaned, trembling with relief. Anton gazed up at her, his face uncertain beneath a shining coat of her cum. His eyes gleamed as he peered up at her over her cum-soaked thighs. 
 
    “You’re getting good at that,” Nicole panted as she stared at him glassy-eyed. “If it was up to me, I don’t think I’d ever let you out of that chastity device again. You please a woman far better with your mouth than you ever will with that thing you call a cock.” Anton’s cheeks burned red with shame. But he said nothing. His lips were still trembling, his desire plain to see as Nicole grinned down at him. Another bright idea had dawned on her. 
 
    “Maybe we should give Emma a call,” she said. “See what she’s doing. See if she’s fucked Harvey yet.” 
 
    “Mistress, please,” Anton gasped. Nicole raised an eyebrow expectantly. 
 
    “Please what?” she asked. “Are you asking me not to call her? Don’t you want to know what she’s doing out there?” Anton shook his head. His mouth opened and closed, opened and closed, words formed and then discarded without ever being spoken. 
 
    “I - I don’t know, Mistress,” he croaked finally.   
 
    “Awww.” Nicole cooed as she ran her hand through his hair, petting him like a favored pet while kneeled at her feet. “You don’t even know what you want, do you slave boy?” Nicole leaned forward, and Anton’s eyes dropped to her bulging breasts as she peered at him. 
 
    “Lucky for you, I do,” she smiled. “I know what little bitch boys like you need. I know what you deserve. And most importantly, I know what I want. So that’s what we’re going to do.” Nicole abruptly stood, scooping up Anton’s phone in her hand. Stepping past the humiliated man, she strode towards her bedroom. 
 
    “Come, slave,” she called imperiously over her shoulder. “Let’s give your girlfriend a call.” As she heard Anton begin to crawl after her again, his movements made awkward by his bound hands, Nicole smiled wickedly. Submissive boys, she was quickly learning, are just too much fun.  
 
   


  
 
    
            
                
            
        



 
    11. A Domme’s Betrayal 
 
    Emma’s heart thumped solidly inside her chest. Perched on the side of the bed, her busy hands gripped the edge of the mattress. Harvey’s bed. It was immaculately made, the sheets tightly tucked by the hotel’s housekeeping staff. The room was identical to hers, but for the few personal items that lay strewn here and there. It was the first time Emma had even been in a man’s hotel room. Everything about the night that was opening up around her was new and exciting. She felt as though she had wandered into a new and thrilling world, an adult world of adultery and illicit sex in rented rooms, and she couldn’t even name the feelings that warred inside her, let alone control them. 
 
    Harvey was in the bathroom. Emma could hear water running from the faucet through the thin wall of the hotel room as she waited. Her nerves had ignited with fire after the incident in the bathroom of the hotel bar. She could still feel the strength of Harvey’s grip on her arm as he rushed her towards the elevator, and it thrilled her now as it had then. She couldn’t keep the smile off her face as they rose together towards his room in a pure and heavy silence, punctuated only by the sound of her boss’s steady breathing. The thought that she had excited this man that all the women in the office wanted so badly, the thought that she had made him cum, filled Emma with a strange sense of achievement. Achievement, and desire. Harvey might have had his release, but she hadn’t. Inside the tight dress she had bought just to entice her boss, her body burned with need. And as they hurried down the seemingly never-ending hallway towards Harvey’s room, Emma could feel her desire swelling like the grand theme of some invisible orchestra, her body taut as a plucked string and vibrating to the primal notes of physical need. 
 
    As soon as they got inside the room, she had flung herself against him. Their lips met, her jaw working as Harvey’s warm mouth engulfed hers, his muscular tongue sweeping past the resistance of her lips with ease. Her breasts pushed against the solid mass of his chest as she wriggled in his grasp, her own arms draped over his square shoulders as they embraced. Desire and a kind of shame rolled over her in alternating waves. Emma had never thought of herself as a cheat. It was only the memory of Anton’s dark fantasies that he had confessed to her that made her able to go through with this. And every time she thought of Anton, helplessly locked in chastity at home and waiting for her to return, her arousal spiked. He might be hundreds of miles away, but Emma felt his presence right here in the room with them. He was part of what was happening here, even if he wasn’t physically present. It was the only way she could go through with what she was about to do. 
 
    “Just a second,” Harvey had murmured as their lips parted. Stepping past her, he entered the hotel bathroom and closed the door, and the noise of the faucet filed the small room Buzzing with excitement, Emma made her way over to the bed and sat down.  
 
    And now, as she waited, every passing second became an enemy. As she waited for Harvey to perform whatever activity that seemed to be so pressing in the bathroom, her arousal slowly diminished and her apprehension grew. Seeing their chance, the butterflies in her stomach launched into a new and frantic dance. Was she really going to go through with this? What would it mean for her relationship with Anton? She had already sucked Harvey’s cock, and as uncertain as Emma was, she couldn’t bring herself to regret that act. But she could still stop now before things went any further.  
 
    Inside her small purse, she heard the buzzing of her phone. Her stomach tightened. It felt like an omen, like some sign that cried out against what she was about to do. Harvey was still in the bathroom. Emma’s hand shook as she dug her phone out of her purse. It was Anton that was calling her. Of course it was. Wild thoughts raced through Emma’s scattered mind. Did he somehow know what she had done? The impossible seemed suddenly certain. He knew. He knew, and he was devastated. Emma swallowed nervously as she swept back her hair and held the phone to her ear. 
 
    “Hey,” she said. But it wasn’t Anton’s voice that came down the line to her now. It was Nicole’s. 
 
    “Hi,” Nicole purred. “I wasn’t sure if you’d answer. Thought you might be busy with that boss of yours.” Emma winced. Her roommate’s words had landed just a little too close to home. She couldn’t be sure, but she felt she could hear a certain false quality to Nicole’s voice. There was something of a performance about it. Emma’s stomach flipped as she wondered if Anton was listening. 
 
    “No,” Emma said, feeling inexplicably short of breath as she spoke. “Is Anton there?” 
 
    “Of course.” There was no mistaking the languid smile that Emma could hear over the phone. “Your little slave boy’s right here with me, staying out of trouble. Don’t worry. I’ve made sure he’s kept himself useful.” 
 
    Emma smiled. Nicole’s tone was bringing her back to herself word by word. With a happy sigh, she realized that talking to her roommate had been exactly what she needed at that moment. Nicole never judged her for her and Anton’s kinks. In fact, she wholeheartedly and enthusiastically joined in with them. Talking to her now was helping Emma to feel more normal. And the swirling butterflies in her stomach began to calm themselves as her declining lust swelled inside her once again.  
 
    “Oh really?” Emma said, smoothing her dress over her thigh as she crossed her legs on the bed. “What have you two been up to?” 
 
    “I had him clean the bathroom,” Nicole said, and Emma spluttered with laughter at her matter-of-fact tone. “You should have seen him, down on his hands and knees, scrubbing away with his cock all locked up. I should have sent you a picture.” 
 
    “You should have,” Emma smiled. “I got that other picture you sent.” 
 
    “Doesn’t he just look so cute, kneeling like that? Makes me just want to… do stuff with him.”  
 
    “What kind of stuff?” Emma leaned back on the mattress, supporting herself on her free hand while she bobbed one foot I the air. The sound of running water still echoed out from the bathroom where Harvey was. Emma’s eyes flickered momentarily towards the closed door. 
 
    “Oh, you know. Fun stuff. Sexy stuff.” 
 
    “Well, he’s all yours.” Once again, Emma found herself barely able to believe the words that were coming out of her mouth. But as she ran a hand up and down her thigh under her tight dress, waiting for Harvey to emerge, she could feel her mind rearranging itself, the powerful chemicals of desire changing her from the inside until all fear melted away to be replaced by towering confidence and unending desire. “Do what you want with him. I’m sure he won’t complain.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry,” Nicole cackled. “He’s already gone down on me once. He’s getting to be a good little pussy eater, I have to say.” Emma spluttered with laughter, pressing her thighs together in delight as she transferred the phone to her other hand. 
 
    “Well, you know what they say. Practice makes perfect.” 
 
    “Oh, he’ll be getting plenty of that. You’re so mean, locking his cock up like that. You could have at least given me the key.” 
 
    “Yeah, but then you’d let him out. And I don’t want that. I want him nice and horny for me when I get back.” 
 
    “He will be. I can guarantee that. I was just telling him all about how hot your boss is, and how he’s probably fucked you senseless already. Right?” 
 
    “No,” Emma said. 
 
    “No? What are you waiting for? A guy like that, you just have to fuck. What’s wrong with you?” 
 
    “Nothing.” Emma frowned as she spoke. Nicole’s goading was feeding a strange strain of competitiveness in her. “As it happens, I’m in his room right now.” 
 
    “You are?” Nicole’s voice grew quieter for a moment as she turned her head away from the phone. “You hear that, slave boy? Your girlfriend’s in her boss’s hotel room right now. What do you think about that?” Emma could hear the muffled tones of Anton’s voice, replying something she couldn’t make out. 
 
    “Put him on,” Emma said. Another wild idea had seized her, and lust bubbled up inside her as she gave in to it.  
 
    “Ok,” Nicole said. “You’re on speaker.” 
 
    “Hey, babe,” Emma cooed, making sure Anton could hear the smile in her voice. “How’s things going over there?” 
 
    “Ok,” Anton said. The strain Emma could hear in his voice made her knees grow weak. She could tell at once how horny he was, how badly he needed the release that only she could give him. The key that hung around her neck seemed to weigh more than a mountain as she squirmed on the bed. 
 
    “Has Mistress Nicole made you do naughty things?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anton said, his breath heavy with desire. 
 
    “Good,” Emma purred. “You have to keep her happy, ok? She’s doing me a favor looking after you while I’m gone, so be good for her.” The water still flowed from the bathroom faucet as Emma stole another glance at the closed door. 
 
    “You know, I’ve been a bad girl myself,” she grinned. “And I think I’m about to be an even worse one. But I just can’t help it, babe. Harvey’s so sexy, and having you in chastity just makes me so horny. What do you think I should do? Should I let him fuck me?” 
 
    Emma heard Nicole hoot with laughter. She bit her lip as she waited, seeing Anton’s agonized face with outrageous clarity in the empty air before her. 
 
    “You should…do what you want,” he finally said in a voice thick with emotion. And Emma’s heart churned with delight as she heard her boyfriend capitulate. 
 
    “I’ll make you a deal,” she said, keeping her voice soft as she spoke. “If you say I can fuck him, I’ll let you watch.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” Nicole shrieked with laughter at Emma’s words. Emma could hardly believe them herself. But the spirit of the moment was upon her now, leading her down dark paths. Anton had confessed his innermost desires to her, and Emma was determined now to make them a reality. It’s not often that two people’s kinks and quirks dovetail so neatly. What Anton wanted, deep down in his hidden heart, was the same thing she wanted. The opportunity was too unique to pass up. 
 
    “Ok,” Anton panted. “Ok.” In the background, Nicole crowed with delight, and it was all Emma could do to keep quiet herself as the strongest wave of desire yet swept over her. 
 
    “Ok,” she grinned, suddenly short of breath herself. “I’m going to video call you now.” Her phone screen lit up as she pressed a button, and Anton’s image filled the screen. Emma’s pussy pulsed with desire at the sight of him. Naked and kneeling on the floor of Nicole’s bedroom, he looked simultaneously vulnerable and desirable, in a totally different way from Harvey’s swaggering sexiness. Anton’s helplessness called out to the sadistic part of her that loved to be in control, that loved to feel powerful, to be worshiped like a goddess and bask in the power his desire for her gave to her. Whereas Harvey’s unassailable confidence made her want nothing more than to be taken. Her heart thrilled at the thought that she could have both sensations at once.  
 
    “Wow, Nicole,” Emma said as her roommate moved the phone and she caught a glimpse of what Nicole was wearing. “You look amazing!” 
 
    “Thanks,” Nicole smiled, holding the phone high above her and turning it so that Emma could see her entire outfit. “I felt like teasing him a bit.” 
 
    “It must be driving him crazy, seeing you like that and not being able to do anything about it. Right, Anton?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anton said with a heavy sigh as Nicole turned the camera back onto him. The picture moved as Nicole moved across her room, looking for a place to set up her phone. Emma had a similar idea. Sanding up from Harvey’s bed, she propped her phone against a bedside lamp, making sure that the camera was facing the broad bed. Once Nicole had set her own phone up so that both she and Anton were framed in the shot, the bound man kneeling at her feet while she sat on her own bed, Emma stood in front of the camera. She could see herself as a tiny figure in one corner of the screen, and she watched that tiny figure turn and reach behind itself. Her minuscule fingers reaching for the zipper of her dress. 
 
    Nicole’s eyes shone with unconcealed delight. Anton’s face was a picture of mingled despair and lust, but his warm brown eyes never left the phone in front of him. Her dress slid slowly down her body, the tight fabric clinging here and there as she shimmied her way out of it until it pooled on the floor at her feet. Emma decided to keep her shoes on as she kicked the dress aside. Her experiences with pornography were extremely limited, but even she knew that the girls in those kinds of movies always kept their heels on. Posing in her underwear in front of the camera for her boyfriend’s continued torment, she turned her head as the water stopped running from the faucet, and the bathroom door opened. 
 
    “Wow,” said Harvey as he stepped into the room. His eyes sparkled as they ran up and down Emma’s body, and she felt a shiver of delight pass through her like electricity as he gazed at her. Her breasts swelled in the confines of her push-up bra as she breathed in and out, and the key to Anton’s chastity rose and fell on her chest, shining in the light. 
 
    Harvey had shed his suit jacket. His doubtless expensive shirt clung to his broad chest, clearly showing the hard-edged shape of his pectoral muscles as he stepped towards her. His tie had been discarded too, and the open button of his shirt revealed an inviting glimpse of his skin. Emma’s eyes drifted down the inverted triangle of his toned body to the unmissable bulge in the front of his gray pants. He was ready. She squirmed on the spot as he put his arms around her, half-turning as he did towards the phone propped up beside the bed. 
 
    “Harvey,” she said in a soft voice, running one hand over his stubbled cheeks as his hot breath tickled her ear, “is it ok if my boyfriend wants to watch?” 
 
    Harvey stopped. His brow furrowed in confusion as he looked at Emma, then at the phone on the bedside table. At close range, she saw his eyes refocus, and they widened when he saw Nicole and Anton peering out at him from the small screen. 
 
    “He wants to watch?” Harvey murmured. 
 
    “More than anything,” Emma smiled. “And I want him to see. I want him to see how a real man fucks, so he can see why I need this. That’s my roommate Nicole. She’s looking after him while I’m away.” 
 
    “Emma, this is…this is nuts,” Harvey said quietly, bending his head over hers. But his hands continued to slide over her body, feeling the softness of her skin as he caressed her. Holding her by the hips, he pulled her body against his, and Emma thrilled as she felt the hardness of his cock pressing against her through his pants. She raised her face to his, and they kissed again, sharing a long and tender kiss as she draped her arms around him. 
 
    “I know,” she said finally as their lips reluctantly parted. Remembering her audience, she raised her voice so that the microphone would catch her words and send them to her transfixed boyfriend. “I’m a bad girl,” she grinned. “I need someone to teach me a lesson.” 
 
    Harvey grinned down at her. At that moment, his doubts seemed to melt away. Emma felt she could have cried out in triumph as he slipped his fingers under the waistband of her panties. Her back to the camera, she wiggled her hips as he pushed her underwear down. Meanwhile, her fingers tugged at the buttons of his shirt, rapidly unfastening them and revealing the hard expanse of his muscular chest. A low moan rose from the phone behind her as she showered Harvey’s chest with kisses, savoring the feel and taste of his skin on her lips while her boyfriend watched. His open shirt caught on his arms as she peeled it off him, and Harvey pulled his thick arms free as he dropped it to the floor. His deft hands reached behind her to unfasten the clasp of her bra in one practiced motion, the padded garment dropping unceremoniously onto the hotel room floor where a pile of their shed clothes was quickly growing. Her fingers danced down the ladder of his well-defined abs as she reached for his belt and unfastened it. His expensive pants slid silently to the floor, and Emma stepped back as he stepped forward, the two of them locked in the age-old dance of lust and desire as they moved towards the bed.  
 
    Laughing giddily, Emma fell back onto the mattress behind her. Harvey bent at the waist as he pushed his boxer briefs down, and his cock sprang out, thick and hard just the way Emma had remembered it. She turned her head to the phone as a low whistle of approval rose from the device. 
 
    “Holy shit, look at that thing,” Nicole said. “I’m so jealous right now.” Harvey turned his handsome head briefly towards the camera, a bemused smile on his face. He was adapting to the strange situation remarkably well. But then, Emma thought, what man wouldn’t like to have a pretty girl like Nicole praising his cock? As Harvey loomed above Emma, she wrapped her hand around his shaft. Her eyes sought and found Anton’s, his expression of lust and shock making her pulsing blood ignite as she ran her tongue slowly along the vein-ridged skin of Harvey’s cock. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Anton gasped. Emma watched him struggling helplessly against his bonds, as though having his hands free could do anything to stop what was happening. As though he really wanted it to stop. She kept her eyes on his as she licked Harvey’s cock from base to tip and back again, making the older man grunt in pleasure as she teased him. 
 
    “It tastes as good as it looks,” Emma smirked, feeling the swollen hardness of Harvey’s cock in her hand as she moved it up and down his rigid manhood. The center of attention, she felt the whole world spinning around her, all eyes on her while she took and gave pleasure and torment in equal measure. Her hair pooled around her face as she lay back on the bed, her arms raised above her head as Harvey climbed on top of her. A yelp of pleasure escaped her trembling lips as Harvey bent his thick neck towards her and ran his nimble lips over the raised bud of one of her nipples. Emma’s nerves crackled with pleasure.  
 
    Harvey took his time, sampling her body with hands and lips, his cock ignored for the moment. Emma felt it from time to time, brushing against her thigh or her stomach while Harvey enveloped her in his caresses. She could tell at once that he was a skilled lover, so in tune with her own desire that it seemed almost clairvoyant. Every touch, every kiss, every gasp of hot breath against her skin served only to ratchet up her desire as he hovered above her. Between her spread legs, her pussy practically foamed with desire. She could feel her moisture coating her shivering thighs as she waited for him to take her, and she wondered if she had ever been as wet in her life as she was in that moment.  
 
    And all the while, she felt eyes on the two of them. Lying flat on her back, she could no longer see the screen of her phone propped up on the bedside table. But she knew Nicole and Anton were watching. She knew Anton, in particular, must be half wild with desire, his cock aching unrelentingly as it tried and failed to break through the hard plastic that encased his manhood. His torture was exquisite, his desire unrelenting as he watched her allow herself the pleasure she denied him. And as Harvey pressed his hot lips against her neck, she closed her eyes and shuddered with deep desire while the head of his cock pressed against the dripping entrance of her pussy. 
 
    Harvey still moved slowly. She could feel the desire throbbing in every part of his body, but he took his time. Emma moaned at the pressure she felt between her legs as he pressed his cock against her, and the fat head slid slowly inside. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she gasped, her voice little more than a whisper of outrageous pleasure as she felt her body responding to the invasion, “oh fuck, that feels good.” She felt Harvey’s hot breath against her skin again as he chuckled, and her pussy strained to accommodate his size as he slid deeper inside. Emma’s eyes snapped open, staring at the ceiling above her and seeing nothing. She had never known a feeling like it. The pressure and the pleasure seemed to come from everywhere at once, pushing on every part of her own sex as Harvey’s cock sank ever deeper inside her. It felt as though it might go on forever, her nerves dancing on the very edge of pain as she tried frantically to open herself up to him. She was being torn apart, disintegrated, annihilated, and it felt better than she had ever imagined anything would. The pleasure swelled as his cock swelled inside her, and Emma felt as though she had become nothing more than a vehicle of bliss, as though his cock had filled her entire body and transformed her. Her hands gripped the bedsheets below her as she moaned and groaned, her pussy trying to spasm around the thick shaft that kept her stretched lips far apart. She could hardly believe it herself, but Emma was already almost at the point of orgasm. Her stomach a=was already fluttering, her legs already shaking wildly. And all Harvey had done was enter her. 
 
    Harvey held still above her, bracing himself on his thick arms. She spread her legs wide until her joints ached, feeling his threatening weight against her. He didn’t move. Slowly, her stretched pussy adjusted itself to his size, and she didn’t even try to stop herself from moaning loudly as her pleasure grew. Her pussy was spasming as though she was already in the throes of orgasm, and her arched back lifted her off the bed, towards him, an open flower straining towards the sun that filled it with light.  
 
    And then Harvey began to move. Emma sobbed with bliss as that thick cock of his began to slide slowly in and out, in and out. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her curled toes waved in the air above Harvey’s head as she rocked to the increasing rhythm of his thrusts. It almost felt wrong to feel so good, to experience a pleasure that seemed almost otherworldly. In the shattered fragments of what was left of her mind, Emma caught herself thinking that if she had known adultery could feel so good, she would have tried it a long time ago. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Her loud cries rang in the air as the walls soaked up her shrieks of ecstasy. Harvey was moaning too, his cock raging inside her as her pussy gripped it tightly, barely able to spew her hot juices out over his plunging shaft as he fucked her. Voices rose from the phone beside the bed, the voices of Nicole and Anton, but Emma barely heard them. Over the pounding percussion of her own blood, she could hardly hear herself. Her ecstatic screams sounded like the voice of another, the howling of some unnamed animal that was experiencing a bliss more pure than anything mere mortals had a right to know.  
 
    And Emma came. The world dropped away from her, and her stomach fell as though she were falling. While her body thrashed and trembled in ecstasy, everything behind her eyes went still and silent. White light seemed to fill her, overwhelming her with pleasure and making time stand still. Seconds melted into years until it seemed she would never return, and she didn’t care. She was no longer Emma, no longer a conscious being. Just a vehicle of light, lost in a timeless bliss that seemed to go on and on without end.  
 
    Harvey hovered above her. Emma’s eyes opened on his as she slowly returned to herself, settling back into her tired body as though returning from a great distance. Her throat was raw and ragged, and she felt as though she could still hear her won cries vibrating in the air. Tremors shook her body, her muscles spasming outside of her control. Her breath came in deep gasps as she sucked in air greedily. 
 
    Harvey smiled down at her. There was no need to say anything. They both knew what had just happened. They had both felt it. Harvey’s giant cock had been buried deep inside her while she had the most powerful orgasm of her young life. 
 
    And over on the bedside table, Nicole and Anton had seen it too.  
 
   


  
 
    
            
                
            
        



 
    12. Watching Her 
 
    In the dense silence of Nicole’s bedroom, the air was heavy and still. Nicole lay sprawled on her bed, her legs hanging down off the edge of the mattress, slackly spread. Her leather boots shone darkly in the overhead light. Inside her lacy black bra, the creamy mounds of her breasts rose and fell, seeming to swell with every breath she took as she stared at the screen of her phone.  
 
    On the floor at her feet, Anton was also breathing heavily. Stunned into silence, he kneeled on the floor unmoving. His earlier struggles against the rope Nicole had tied around his wrists had only made the knots grow tighter. As the two of them watched the wild scene taking place on the screen of Anton’s phone, watching his girlfriend Emma get comprehensively fucked by her handsome boss’s big cock, Anton had slowly stopped struggling, realizing the futility of fighting the inevitable. Now, only his cock seemed to still have any fight left in it. Nicole watched the light shining on the plastic surface of his chastity device as his trapped manhood throbbed stubbornly. She could only imagine the discomfort he must be feeling as the cruel device held him tightly, preventing him from getting fully hard. Nicole couldn’t release him, even if she wanted to. The only key still hung from a chain around Emma’s neck, and she was hundreds of miles away. 
 
    Besides, as Nicole watched Anton’s lean chest rise and fall with his labored breathing, his wide eyes staring at the screen, there was no part of her that wanted to let him out. She was no stranger to kinky sex, but she had never realized just how submissive a man could get, once his orgasms depended on his obedience. It was fascinating and wonderful to watch the way Anton submitted to Emma’s control. She was younger and far more inexperienced than her boyfriend, and yet she had him thoroughly pussy-whipped. The dark parts of Nicole’s soul thrilled to watch their relationship develop. 
 
    Of course, that didn’t mean she didn’t have needs of her own. Needs she would need to get creative in order to fulfill.  
 
    On the phone’s screen, Emma was mewing with the aftershocks of pleasure. Harvey’s cock was still buried deep inside her. He was as hard and horny as ever. But he knew what he was doing. He was giving her space, allowing her time to recover from the overwhelming orgasm he had given her before he went in search of his own pleasure. Nicole could tell from the angle of their joined bodies that he was still buried inside her, his hips pressed against hers, and her own pussy spasmed as she thought about what her friend must be feeling in that moment. Emma didn’t have Nicole’s sexual experience. Even so, Nicole wasn’t sure she had ever been with anyone as large as Harvey was. Her pussy twitched at the thought, the delicious fullness of being with a well-endowed man tugging at the raw edges of her memory. Yep. Nicole needed to cum, and she needed it badly.  
 
    Anton’s eyes rose towards her as she shifted her weight on the bed. The drawer of her bedside table rasped open. Even Emma watched from the screen as Nicole reached into the darkness of the drawer and produced a bullet vibrator. Emma’s face lit up in a smile beneath her pleasure-glazed eyes as she saw what her friend held in her hand. 
 
    And Anton watched too. The same expression of helpless lust with which he had watched Emma get fucked still showed on his face as Nicole turned the vibrator on and held it between her legs. Only now, it was her body his eyes danced over, her moans of pleasure that made him wince as his cock throbbed inside its tiny plastic prison. Nicole met his eyes boldly as her pleasure swelled, her nerves sparking with delight as she moved the vibrator over herself. The buzzing bullet slid up and down her wet lips, gliding easily over the sensitive skin, and Nicole made no effort to hide what she was doing. She wanted Anton to watch. She needed it. The high heels of her boots caught in her bed sheets as she spread her legs and lay back on a pile of pillows, exposing herself to both Anton and the camera of his watching phone.  
 
    “Look.” Emma’s voice rose from the phone as Harvey turned his head towards the camera. “I think she’s enjoying the show.” 
 
    “Fucking right I am.” Nicole’s words merged with a moan that was torn from her throat as Harvey watched her. A man she had never met, watching her masturbate while his cock was still buried inside her roommate - this was a new and thrilling experience for Nicole. She raised her knees, feeling her body flex as her pleasure grew and she expertly pleasured herself with the vibrator. 
 
    But it still wasn’t enough. 
 
    Removing the buzzing toy from her pussy for a moment, Nicole sat up. Hurriedly, she reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra before hurling it unceremoniously to the floor. Her breasts sprang free, her nipples hard and pink and swollen as they jutted from her chest. Harvey’s blue eyes shone, and Nicole’s stomach convulsed as she felt him looking at her from the phone’s screen. Nicole had never been one to let an opportunity pass, especially one as deliciously depraved as this. Sinking back down on the pillows behind her, she reached out with her left hand and gripped the back of Anton’s neck. 
 
    “Get over here, bitch,” she snarled as she pulled him towards herself. Her other hand picked up the buzzing bullet again, and she moaned louder than ever as she reapplied it to her pulsing pussy lips. “Your cock might be useless, but you can still use your mouth.” Nicole moaned again in pleasure as Anton shuffled forward on his knees. He bowed his head towards her and she felt the sudden electricity as his lips brushed against her nipples. His tongue slid slickly over her puckered flesh, making her squirm in bliss at the multiple sensations that were taking over her body. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s it,” she growled, arching her back as she pressed her boobs up towards Anton’s eager mouth. “Suck my tits, slave.” 
 
    Laughter rose from the phone. Deep, masculine laughter. Nicole felt Anton wince as he heard Harvey laughing at him. His cheeks reddened, but Nicole’s grip on his neck kept his head in place as he sucked and licked her nipple. 
 
    “She’s really mean to your boyfriend, huh?” Harvey asked, turning his attention to Emma’s smiling face. Emma was still purring with pleasure, her whole face lit up by the physical bliss she was still feeling with Harvey’s cock buried inside her. 
 
    “It’s ok,” Emma sighed, her eyelashes fluttering as she gazed up at her new lover. “He likes it. Besides, that’s what men with inferior cocks deserve.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Nicole thrust her head back on the pillows as her body convulsed. Having the phone on was like having Emma and Harvey in the room with them, and the kinky situation was driving her mad with desire as the vibrator did its job. Anton was utterly humiliated, reduced to a frustrated sexual object whose pleasure mattered no more than that of the vibrator Nicole was using on herself. Nicole had never realized just what a sexy thought that was. But there she was, sprawled on her bed with a vibrator between her legs and her roommate’s boyfriend’s mouth on her tits, and she felt fantastic. The fact that she was being watched from Harvey’s hotel room was just a bonus.  
 
    “I don’t get it,” Harvey said to Emma, still smiling his gorgeous smile. “I don’t think I’d ever let a woman do that to me.” 
 
    “I’d never try,” Emma said. Over her own breathless gasps, Nicole could detect the change in her friend’s voice, the rising note of lust that came down the line from Las Vegas. Exhausted as she had to be from a truly earth-shattering orgasm, Emma as getting hot again. Having Harvey’s mighty cock still hard and ready inside her couldn’t help but have that effect. “A cock like yours is too beautiful to lock up,” Emma went on, gazing up into Harvey’s eyes while Anton moaned against Nicole’s breasts. “No one ever fucked me like that. I’d never try to lock you up like my worthless boyfriend.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Nicole gasped in pleasure. Emma’s eyes flickered towards the screen, and she smiled evilly as Anton moaned in abject lust. The cruelty of the women infected them both, and Nicole felt her own sadistic desires welling up inside her like a black tide as she squeezed the back of Anton’s neck in her hand. 
 
    “Keep sucking, bitch,” she snarled, as though he had ever stopped. Hot red wires of pleasure crawled through her veins as he redoubled his efforts, lightly pinching her nipple between his tongue and the back of his teeth. Nicole was beginning to feel the insistent buzzing of the vibrator at the back of her skull, and she clenched her teeth as her legs thrashed in the sheets.  
 
    In the hotel room far away, Harvey smiled. The muscles of his back bunched under his skin as he began to move again. And Emma sobbed with delight as she gripped his shoulders, hooking her arms under his and moving with him as he began to slide his cock in and out of her dripping pussy again. Her dark hair spilled like oil across the pillow beneath her hair as she writhed and moaned, holding nothing back as she opened herself up to pleasure again. 
 
    Nicole watched Anton’s eyes. They moved frantically between her and the screen of his phone. Like a moth drawn towards the light that will annihilate it, he couldn’t seem to keep himself from watching Emma betray and humiliate him as she moaned with pleasure underneath another man. The air in Nicole’s bedroom crackled with dark desire as female moans echoed one another via the phone line.  
 
    The hotel bed bounced. Emma squealed as Harvey moved, a long moan of desire pouring from between her trembling lips as he slowly withdrew from her. His cock shone with Emma’s juices as it slipped slowly out of her stretched sex, and Nicole bit her lower lip as she watched his glistening weapon move on the screen of Anton’s phone. Harvey’s toned arms bulged with strength, and Emma seemed as weightless as a doll as he easily rolled her over. With a starry-eyed expression of rapture on her face, Emma followed her older lover’s direction, rolling over onto hands and knees, facing the phone she had propped up on the table beside the bed. Closer to the camera now, her face and body filled the frame. Behind her, Harvey’s head was invisible. Nicole watched his cock disappear behind her friend as he got into position.  
 
    “Watch,” Nicole growled. Her grip on the back of Anton’s neck tightened as she forcibly turned his head towards the screen. The light of the hotel room cast mobile shadows across the deep ridges of Harvey’s muscled stomach and sculpted chest as he held Emma by her hips. Emma’s eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth opening in a perfect round O that revealed the warm darkness of the cavern underneath as Harvey slipped his cock inside. Nicole could feel Anton trembling in her grip as he watched. But he didn’t even try to look away. What was happening on the screen in front of him had him completely enraptured. Jealousy buzzed through Nicole’s body, merging with the insistent buzz of the vibrator she held against her spasming pussy as she watched. Where do you find a man like that, that actually wants you to fuck other men? Sometimes, Nicole wondered if Emma knew just how fortunate she was. 
 
    “Oh fuck, that cock feels so good,” Emma moaned. Her eyes glinted like sharp weapons as she stared at the screen. The phone’s camera picked up every bead of sweat on her furrowed brow, every quiver of her pink lips as she rocked back and forth to Harvey’s thrusts. Her voice trembled with bliss as she spoke, and her words seemed to pierce Anton like arrows as she taunted him. “Oh God, Harvey, fuck me. Fuck me in front of my boyfriend. That’s right. That’s it.” The silver key of Anton’s chastity device swayed from Emma’s necklace as she rocked back and forth. Nicole saw Anton shudder as Emma grabbed the chain and dangled the key in front of the camera. 
 
    “Look at that, baby,” Emma gasped. “The key to your poor little cock.” Her soft lips momentarily enveloped the small key as she kissed it. “How badly do you need to cum, baby?” 
 
    “So badly,” Anton gasped. “Please, I - I need it so bad!” 
 
    “Oh, poor baby,” Emma pouted. Dark strands of her hair clung to her damp forehead now, her eyes shining with bliss as Harvey fucked her harder. “You know I can’t do that. I’m all the way in Vegas, remember? You’re not getting out until I come home. And even then, it’s only if I decide to let you.” 
 
    “Please!” The desperation in Anton’s voice made Nicole dry out as her pussy spasmed. Emma seemed drunk with cruelty, and it was feeding the devilish fires in Nicole’s own soul as she watched Anton’s humiliation. The buzzing vibrator slid over her clitoris, drawing a cacophony of shrieks and yells from her spasming body as her orgasm approached.  
 
    “Please let me cum!” Anton moaned. Kneeling on the floor at Nicole’s feet and gazing up at the phone that showed the image of Emma getting fucked to his moist eyes, he made a pathetic sight. His whole body, so lean and slender compared to Harvey’s muscular physique, trembled with desire. 
 
    “Well, that depends.” Emma was panting rapidly now. The smile that spread across her face shone like the sun, and she briefly turned to peer at Harvey over her shoulder, gasping with pleasure while she tried to compose herself. Her makeup was blurred around her moist eyes as she turned back to the camera.  
 
    “That depends,” she panted again, “on what Nicole says. Mistress Nicole. If she says - you’ve been good - I might - let you cum. But you better - do what - she says.” 
 
    “I will,” Anton gasped, utterly defeated, “I will!” 
 
    Nicole’s leg trembled as she raised a boot from the bed. Her heel dug into the skin between Anton’s shoulder blades as she pressed her foot against him. When she spoke, her voice was thick with the pleasure that was spreading its wings over her, making her whole body throb with desperate need.  
 
    “Tell her you like watching her get fucked.” Anton’s head snapped towards her, swiveling on his taut neck as he peered at Nicole over his shoulder. Nicole grinned wickedly as Emma sobbed with pleasure. 
 
    “You heard her,”Nicole panted, the words sounding as though they were torn from her as she moved the vibrator over her pulsing pussy. “You better do what I say if you ever want to fuck her again. Say it.” Anton’s skin sank a little under her bootheel as she pressed harder. She felt the air escape him in a big sigh as he turned his face back towards the phone. 
 
    “I like…watching you get fucked,” he stammered. 
 
    “Louder!” Emma laughed giddily as Nicole poked her heel deeper into Anton’s skin. 
 
    “I like watching you get fucked!” Anton yelled. Emma shrieked with laughter. Even Harvey chuckled breathlessly as he continued to pump his fat cock in and out of Anton’s girlfriend’s pussy.  
 
    “Beg her to do it again.” Nicole’s voice trembled as she spoke. And under her heel, she could feel Anton trembling too. But his will was broken. The two women had complete control of him now. Besides, Nicole was rapidly learning how easy it is to make a submissive man do what he secretly longs to do anyway. 
 
    “Please,” Anton gasped, “please, Emma, please….please fuck your boss again!” 
 
    “Oh my God!” Emma’s eyes tightened as she screwed them shut. Veins stood out on her neck as she raised her head, her teeth showing between her lips as she clenched her jaw. Her hands gripped the bed sheets in tight fists while the whole bed rocked to the rhythm of Harvey’s thrusts. Anton stared fixedly at the screen as he watched his girlfriend cum for the second time that night around another man’s cock. 
 
    And like some ingrained physical response, some primal instinct left in her brain from a million years ago, watching Emma in the throes of bliss pushed Nicole over the edge. The tireless buzzing of the vibrator did its job at last, and she squeezed her thighs together around her hand while her feet scrabbled in the sheets. A sudden flood of her juices poured out of her to soak the sheets beneath her as she howled at the ceiling, and the two women moaned together until neither one of them could be sure any longer where her own cries ended and her friend’s began.  
 
    Nicole’s body trembled uncontrollably as she slowly relaxed. Her limbs felt tired and weak, as though she had just climbed the sheer face of a mountain to reach her solitary pleasure. For a moment, Emma’s eyes met hers, and the two women shared a shy smile. Sisters in bliss, their mutual pleasure had brought them together in a moment of deep intimacy that neither was likely to forget. Her body still rocking to Harvey’s deep thrusts, Emma was the first to look away. 
 
    Nicole turned her attention to Anton. He still kneeled on the floor, staring up at the screen that showed him what his girlfriend was up to in her boss’s hotel room. They watched together as Emma, exhausted with pleasure, sank slowly down onto the mattress, her jelly-like limbs no longer able to keep her upright. Harvey’s toned body towered over her, his cock still buried inside her as he fucked her from behind. Hunger growled inside Nicole as she watched the older man’s stomach muscles contract, his thick arms like marble pillars as he held himself effortlessly above Emma’s vanquished body.  
 
    Nicole swung her shaking legs over the edge of the bed. With great effort, she stood. Her head was spinning with lust and pleasure as she lurched forward in her heeled boots. Anton turned his head and stared up at her as she approached, made clumsy with fatigue. But Nicole knew exactly what she wanted, and she was in no mood to be denied. Grabbing hold of a fistful of Anton’s short dark hair, she pulled him towards her. Unbalanced, he fell, and she descended upon him as he sank to the floor. His bound hands were trapped beneath his back as she pressed him downwards until he lay flat on the floor, his feet towards the propped-up phone. Emma’s glassy eyes watched curiously as Nicole positioned herself on top of Anton, her dripping pussy directly above his face. While the bullet vibrator continued to buzz and hum in her hand, her other gripped Emma’s boyfriend by the throat. She didn’t need to see his face to know that she had his undivided attention now. 
 
    “You know what to do, cuntlicker,” she snarled. “I’m going to cum all over your face while I watch your girl get fucked. And you better swallow every drop, too.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Nic-” Anton’s words were muffled as Nicole lowered herself onto his mouth. She moaned as she felt his tongue pressing itself eagerly between her slick lips, sliding inside her while Emma continued to moan in rhythm with Harvey’s tireless thrusts. Nicole could feel Anton’s nose pressed between the round cheeks of her ass as she sat on his face, his lower lip tickling her engorged clit as she rode his busy mouth.  
 
    Nicole’s boobs hung heavily from her slender frame as she leaned forward. Emma’s glittering eyes watched from the screen as Nicole took Anton’s caged cock in her hand. The plastic tube was warm and smooth in her hand, and she felt Anton moan between her legs as she held it. Nicole smiled as she turned Anton’s caged cock this way and that, admiring the appearance of his tender flesh pressed against the unyielding plastic. You had to admire Emma’s creativity, she thought to herself. And you couldn’t argue with the results. Below the small cage, Anton’s balls hung, heavy with the cum he had been denied. Nicole’s pussy pulsed as she noticed the stubble growing back on his scrotum from when she had shaved it all off. It would soon be time to do it again, she thought to herself, and the knowledge that he would do nothing to stop her made dark flames rise up around her savage heart. 
 
    Nicole rocked her pussy back and forth on top of Anton’s trapped face, moaning steadily as he serviced her. She matched her movements to those she saw Harvey making on the screen, her own moans once again matching Emma’s. Nicole closed her eyes for a moment, indulging herself in the fantasy that it was her that handsome Harvey was fucking, her pussy that he was filling up with his unconquerable cock, her body that was convulsing to the beat of his pleasure. Then she opened her eyes again. Balancing herself on knees and elbows, she held Anton’s caged cock in one hand while the vibrator buzzed in the other. Emma’s giddy smile deepened as Nicole pressed the vibrating bullet against Anton’s cage. 
 
    “Hmmmm!” Nicole shrieked in delight as his muffled moan rose from between her dripping thighs. The vibrations of his voice rippled along her jangling nerves, adding to the already powerful sensations she was feeling as he lapped at her pussy. She pressed the vibrator against his cock again, and laughed out loud as he groaned again. Playing him like an instrument, she experimented with different areas, different pressures, teasing the poor boy to the brink of madness as she toyed with him while his girlfriend watched. And all the while, her own pleasure grew. Nicole was delighted to see the clear fluid of Anton’s arousal dripping from the small hole at the end of his chastity device as he writhed on the floor beneath her. The hornier she made him, the more desperately he licked her pussy, his torture increasing her pleasure in a symbiotic dance of cruelty and desire. On the phone screen, Emma’s eyes were wide as she watched, her teeth showing in an infectious smile as she gasped and moaned. 
 
    Nicole’s thighs shuddered on either side of Anton’s head. Another orgasm was coming, quicker yet more powerful than the last. Anton’s tongue forced the lips of her pussy apart, probing deep inside her as he slurped up the juices that ran freely from her twitching sex. From time to time, his wet tongue slid out and found her clitoris, making her shiver with desire every time while she crouched above him. Finding a rhythm that made her moan deeper than before, Anton stuck to it, and soon Nicole’s eyes were closing while she surrendered herself to pleasure. With a loud scream, she finally came, her pussy pouring out juices which Anton dutifully licked from her pulsating lips, swallowing frantically as though he was dying of thirst and her cum was the nectar of heaven. Nicole slumped forward, her head resting on Anton’s thigh while powerful contractions made her body rock. 
 
    Nicole’s hair clung to her face as she lifted her head to the screen. Emma’s cries all ran together now like one long wail, her gasps and shrieks loud enough to cause distortion in the phone’s speakers as she screamed. Her face was blurred with motion as Harvey pounded her into the mattress, her small body bouncing wildly underneath him while he fucked her mercilessly. Nicole stared up open-mouthed at the erotic display. Emma was gone, her eyes tightly shut again, her face contorted in an expression you might mistake for pain if you didn’t know what was really happening. But Nicole knew. She knew only too well the sensations that her friend was feeling as Harvey fucked her aggressively, making the bed rock crazily beneath the two of them. The same sensations still danced along the red wires of Nicole’s own body as she watched, her blood slowly cooling while her sex slave lay helplessly beneath her.  
 
    Harvey’s body stiffened. Emma’s eyes opened wide. In the expression on her friend’s face, Nicole could see the exact moment when Harvey finally came. Emma’s eyes stared sightlessly, her gaze turned inward as she luxuriated in the soft internal explosion as Harvey pumped his cum into her. The look on Emma’s face seemed to say it all. There could be no going back from this. The experience they had shared had bonded them together, all four of them, in a complex arrangement of power and desire and submission.  
 
    Harvey sighed and withdrew. Emma shook and trembled as her body slowly relaxed, but she managed to summon the strength to roll over onto her back. Nicole rolled off of Anton, too, and Anton raised his head to peer at the screen just in time to see Harvey press his lips to Emma’s in a passionate kiss. He moaned softly as the two of them embraced, sharing a moment of bliss-soaked tenderness as though they were in love. 
 
    The phone moved. Emma picked it up from the bedside and held it above her. Her sweat-soaked face filled the screen now, her skin glowing with pleasure and her eyes shining. 
 
    “Fuck, that was amazing,” she sighed. “I’ve never been fucked like that in my life. I hope you enjoyed it too.” 
 
    “I know I did,” Nicole chuckled. Emma smiled. 
 
    “I’ll call you tomorrow,” she said. “Maybe we can have some more fun then.” 
 
   


  
 
    
            
                
            
        



 
    13. A Domme Comes Home 
 
      
 
    “Was it everything you hoped?” 
 
    In the soft light, mobile shadows danced across Anton’s face as Emma peered up at him. His eyes were glowing, faint veins of gold appearing as radial spokes in his brown irises while he held her gaze. In the bedroom air, everything was warm and soft and yielding, the two of them melting together on top of her bed, his hot breath curling around her face, her lips trembling below his, his arms around her, her heart beating against his. It was a moment of unbelievable tenderness, and at the center of it allow as the memory of what had happened on her business trip like a jagged boulder breaking the surface of a warm and inviting sea.  
 
    Emma was tired. But there was no getting around what had happened. On the flight home, slumped in her comfortable seat beside Harvey, her mind had buzzed with the most delicious excitement. She felt as though she was glowing with the secrets she concealed like light showing through glass, and she wondered if people could tell. She was fucking her boss, the boss all the girls in the office wanted, and the idea that it was the oldest cliche in the book did nothing to lessen the deep thrill it gave her. It was all so adult, so deviant, so naughty. For a girl who had been technically a virgin only a few months previously, it was barely possible to believe. Just thinking about how far she had come made her head spin. She had never even known such a world existed, and now here she was, living it.  
 
    But with every mile closer to home she got, her nervousness increased. The butterflies in her stomach went to war, their flapping wings strengthened by constant exercise. This had been Anton’s idea. It would never have occurred to her. Emma had always thought of herself as a one-man girl. But once he had raised the specter of infidelity, she had run with it. And the wild adventure she had indulged in, the outrageous scenario that had taken place in Harvey’s hotel room, with Nicole and Anton watching via cellphone, was beyond anything either of them had imagined. 
 
    Anton was normally willing to go along with anything she came up with. But what if she had gone a step too far? As much as she longed to see her boyfriend again, to wrap her arms around him and press her lips to his, she was scared. Scared that something might have changed between them, that something ineffable might have been lost. Their relationship was still young, and they had placed it under one of the greatest strains possible. Had they gone too far? 
 
    Emma needn’t have worried. As soon as she got to the door of her apartment, Anton was there to greet her. The look of joy on his face as she stepped through the door made her own heart swell with joy. He grabbed her, lifting her feet from the floor as he embraced her, and she shrieked with laughter as he pressed his face against her neck, inhaling the smell of her hair like a man who had been denied oxygen. As tired as she was from the journey and from the long nights she had spent with Harvey, Emma felt her body respond to her boyfriend’s unabashed desire for her. Swept up in the heat of the moment and the deep call of Anton’s obvious need, Emma kissed her boyfriend passionately and giggled as he half-carried, half-dragged her towards her bedroom. Emma lay back on the bed while he quickly undressed her. His trembling hands roamed over her body, chasing her heat like a man in danger of starving to death. It took only the slightest effort from her to get him to shed his own clothes, and soon he was as naked as she was as he lay on top of her.  
 
    Well, almost as naked. There was the small matter of the hard plastic chastity device on his cock that she could feel pressing against her leg. And the key to it that she wore on a thin chain around her neck. It sparkled in the light as she breathed, the key to the orgasm he clearly so desperately needed. Emma marveled at her boyfriend’s self-control. She saw his eyes lock onto the key, widening slightly as they did. But he didn’t reach for it. He didn’t try to snatch it from her and free himself, even though he easily could have. He waited. He lay above her and pressed his caged cock against her thigh, moving his hips almost involuntarily, a prisoner of the rampant lust he felt. But he didn’t try to free himself by force. And Emma’s heart flamed at the thought that, for reasons that remained murky to her, he didn’t want to be free. Or rather, he did. He desperately wanted it, needed it, to feel the physical release he had been denied for the entire time she was away. But he didn’t want to seize it for himself. He needed her to give it to him.  
 
    “Was it everything you hoped?” Her eyes flickered over his face as she spoke, studying his reaction. There was no name in English for the expression on his face. Hope and joy and despair and desire all merged together as his eyes stared into hers. He was so different from Harvey, Emma found herself thinking, and the thought made excitement bloom on some devious depth of her stomach. Her new lover. God, it felt so wrong and so exciting at the same time. That she could be so desired by two men had never occurred to her in the long nights of her solitary youth.  
 
    “Yes,” Anton finally croaked. His eyes moved, his gaze shifting for a moment to one side as he considered his words. “It was hard,” he admitted. “It was really intense. And Nicole…it was crazy. I still can’t believe we did that.” 
 
    “Me neither.” Anton smiled as Emma raised a hand to his face, running her fingers through the softness of his short hair. “That was so crazy. I can’t believe…but it was hot. Right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anton nodded, his teeth showing in a goofy grin as he smiled down at her. “It was really hot.” 
 
    Emma’s hand kept moving. Her fingers traced the shape of his shoulder, the muscle of his arm, the faint shape of his ribs expanding and contracting in his side. She saw his pupils dilate as her hand found the slick warm plastic that encased his cock, the alien device so different in feel to the rest of his body. Her heart thrilled as she wrapped her hand around it, feeling the faint throb of his desire constrained by the cruel device. The source of all her power, she thought as her smile deepened. Control the cock, and you control the man.  
 
    “Did it hurt?” Emma’s voice was little more than a whisper now as she spoke, but she knew Anton heard every word she said. His chest swelled as his breathing changed, growing faster as his excitement bloomed. “Did your little cock try to get hard while you were watching me get fucked?” She almost spat out the last word, making it sound like the curse it was, and Anton blinked rapidly. 
 
    “Yes,” he panted, in the deep groan of abject lust she had come to recognize, come to love as a marker of his mindstate when he submitted to her. “You looked so sexy.” 
 
    “Good,” Emma purred, her head sinking deeper into the pillow as she toyed idly with Anton’s caged cock. “Because it was amazing for me. Harvey really knows how to make a girl cum. I really want to do that again.” 
 
    “Ok,” Anton panted, nodding his head frantically up and down. “Ok.” Emma forced a frown she didn’t really feel onto her face, and Anton grunted as she tugged a little harder on the chastity device. 
 
    “I wasn’t asking permission,” she scowled. “I can do what I like. I can fuck whoever I like.” 
 
    “Yes,” Anton gasped, nodding his head frantically above her, “yes. You can fuck whoever you like.” Emma couldn’t stop the smile from spreading across her face as he spoke the words. Her heart soared as though trying to lift her off the bed underneath him. A sense of irresistible power filled her until she felt as though she was glowing with it, every cell of her body expanding in the light that radiated through her. She couldn’t believe her luck. How many women get an opportunity like this, to have their cake and eat it too? She felt like a queen as Anton stared down at her, gasping with a desire only she could alleviate. 
 
    “Do you want to cum now?” Emma asked. As though she didn’t know the answer. 
 
    “Yes! Oh please, yes!” Anton babbled. Emma didn’t even try to stop herself d=from giggling at his desperation as he shamelessly begged. 
 
    “I’ll think about it,” she said. “But you’re going to have to earn it.” She pressed a hand to his shoulder, and Anton knew at once what she was indicating. His caged cock slid over her thigh as he sank to the floor beside the bed, kneeling before her like a humble supplicant. Emma sat up, shifting her position on the bed so that she was sitting on the edge, her bent knees hooked over the side of the mattress and her weight supported on her arms. Between her spread legs, her pussy glistened with the moisture that had been steadily building since she walked through the door of her apartment to find him waiting on the other side. 
 
    Anton’s hands slid along her trembling thighs. He gazed at her womanhood with a predatory hunger that made her heart shiver. Kneeling between her feet, he reached forward, his fingertips drifting through her trimmed hair as the sought the treasure between her legs. His lips followed, depositing kisses in a rising wave along the inside of her thigh. She could feel each one fading slowly as the next one blossomed, as though he was leaving an invisible trail on her skin as his mouth rose towards her. His warm breath cooled the moisture on the quivering lips of her sex as he paused, his mouth mere inches above it. Emma sighed quietly as his finger ran down over her, gently tracing the shape of her sensitive flesh. She choked back a moan of desire and despair as his mouth found her other thigh and began kissing her there, receding again from her pussy.  
 
    He was teasing her. Through the fog in her brain brought on by her lust, Emma knew that. And she let him. It wasn’t often that Anton got to exert any control over her. But she had learned in Harvey’s bed the joy of not always having to decide what was going to happen, of simply relaxing into the sensations of her body. So she let Anton tease her. She watched from beneath half-closed eyelids as his trail of kisses reached almost to her knee before climbing back up again, making her heart pound like a fist in her chest as his lips rose back towards hers. She gasped gratefully as two fingers slipped inside her, easily parting her wet lips. After her nights with Harvey, Emma was sore, and perhaps Anton intuited that, because he moved slowly. Emma groaned with pleasure as she felt his fingers curl inside her, her pussy producing a fresh stream of juices as he sought out her G spot. Her nerves flared into excited life as he stimulated her just where she needed it, his busy fingers working inside her to draw a symphony of ecstatic moans and cries from her throat.  
 
    Anton bent his head over her. Emma gasped again as she felt his warm slick tongue against her skin, sliding over the swollen lips of her pussy around his own probing fingers. Her legs trembled on either side of his head as he lapped up the juices that ran freely from her dripping sex to pool on the mattress below her. His tongue seemed to draw trails of fire over her sensitive skin as he licked and kissed, worshiping her womanhood as his pulsating fingers brought her joy. Emma was starting to pant with pleasure as Anton raised his head and ran his tongue over her swollen clitoris.  
 
    “Oh fuck!” Emma screwed her eyes shut as a wave of pleasure rolled over her. Wild electricity seemed to crackle and burst in her inflamed nerves, and she screwed her eyes shut as pleasure erupted in her brain. All her soreness, all her tiredness melted away, pushed rudely aside by the desire that was overtaking her, and her body cried out for me as though she had been the one who had been denied physical pleasure for so long, not him. Between her legs, Anton was working diligently to please her as though nothing mattered but her, as though his only concern in the world was to get her off with his fingers and his mouth. And it was working.  
 
    “Oh, that feels so good,” Emma cooed, her eyes still tightly closed. “That’s right. Lick that pussy that Harvey fucked.” Emma felt the vibrations of Anton’s moan in her most tender flesh as he licked and lapped at her with renewed effort. She shrieked with pleasure as he wrapped his lips around her swollen clit and sucked on the nub of flesh. His curled fingers matched the rhythm of his mouth as they rocked inside her, and Emma’s feet scrabbled on the floor as she gasped and writhed. 
 
    “He fucked me so good,” she panted between her shrieks of pleasure. “He’s so fucking sexy. God, I want him so bad. I let him do anything he wants to me. I love his cock.” Anton groaned again, and Emma’s pussy spasmed with powerful contractions as she basked in the sensations he was giving her. The muscles in Emma’s neck contracted as she threw back her head, screaming at the ceiling. Anton’s lips held her clit tightly, his tongue flickering over it as his fingers massaged her G spot, and Emma couldn’t hold back anymore. Her orgasm erupted in a sudden flood to coat Anton’s face and fingers as he licked and lapped and worshiped her pussy, gulping down her fluids as though he was dying of thirst.  
 
    Emma slumped back onto the bed behind her. She was getting used to the feeling she had now, a strange mix of exhaustion and delight. After the chaos of the last few days, there was a large part of her that wanted nothing more than to relax. To drift off to sleep in Anton’s arms and sink into a dreamless slumber, letting her tired body regenerate. 
 
    But there was that other part of herself, the part that seemed to be getting stronger by the day. The part that wanted more, the part that no amount of orgasmic pleasure seemed able to placate. A saw-toothed hunger buzzed within her as she stared down at her boyfriend, his glowing brown eyes staring hopefully up at her while his face glistened with her cum. 
 
    Emma smiled. There was Anton to think of, too. Being a keyholder wasn’t all bitchy selfishness, even if it sometimes seemed that way. Anton had earned his release. The unstoppable tremors of her body proved that. 
 
    Emma rolled over onto her side. Her outstretched arm picked up her phone from the bedside table where she had set it down. Her bare breasts bounced as she sat up, still panting from the orgasm Anton had given her. His eyes followed her free hand as it reached for the key around her neck. 
 
    “Alright,” Emma smirked. “Good boy. You’ve earned a treat.” 
 
    “Thank you! Thank you!” It was almost touching, the way he babbled in delight, as keen as a dog that knows a trip to the park is coming. But Emma’s brain was bubbling with dark thoughts. After all that had happened in the last few days, she couldn’t simply release him and let him fuck her, as tempting as the idea might be. No, there was more delicious humiliation to be wrung out of this scene. 
 
    “If I let you out, how long do you think you’ll last?” A shiver raced through Anton’s kneeling body as Emma extended a foot and tapped her toes against the chastity device. His cock was pressed up against the transparent device on all sides, the tiny prison bouncing to the pulse of his heartbeat as he stared up at her in abject lust. His hands gripped his thighs as he kneeled, every line of his lean body radiating need and desire.  
 
    “Not - not long,” he mumbled. His cheeks reddened as he spoke, and his eyes dropped to the floor. Emma giggled at his shame-faced honesty. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she smiled. “You’re a little too quick on the draw. Not like Harvey. Now that’s a guy who knows how to hold back so a woman can really enjoy herself.” Emma watched as Anton’s eyes flickered, just for a moment, up towards her from under his lowered brows before dropping back to the floor at her feet. It was amazing, the effect the mere mention of her boss’s name had on her boyfriend. Not to mention the effect it had on her. Emma’s dripping pussy spasmed as she held up her phone. 
 
    “Here’s what we’re going to do,” she said. “I’m going to unlock you, and you’re going to get yourself off. Right there, kneeling at my feet. I want to watch. Before you cum, you need to ask my permission. And if you cum without it, I’m going to lock you back up right away and not let you out for a long, long time.” Emma had Anton’s full attention now as she crossed her bare legs, depriving him of the sight of the pussy he had just brought to orgasm. Emma squeezed her thighs together in delight as Anton stared up at her in anguished lust, as though stunned into silence by her raw sexual power. 
 
    “But if you can do as you’re told, not only will I let you cum,” Emma grinned. “Once you’re done, I’ll let you fuck me.” 
 
    “Really?” Emma shrieked with laughter at the look of utter joy on Anton’s face. How many women get to see that, she wondered? How many women are so desired by their man that the idea of having sex with her seems to him too good to be true? She felt like the luckiest girl in the world as she unfastened the necklace that held his key. 
 
    “Stand up,” she smiled. Anton sprang to his feet, his caged cock bouncing with the speed of his movements as he stood before her. Emma leaned forward, setting aside her phone for a moment as she took Anton’s chastity device in her hand. The key slipped easily into the lock on top of the device. She smiled up at Anton, pausing for a moment and enjoying the total power she had as she stared down at her, his chest swelling as he panted with desire. 
 
    She turned the key. The lock clicked open. 
 
    Anton’s cock surged forward as Emma pulled the clear plastic tube away. It reminded her of a time-lapse video, the way it sprang out and swelled towards her like a plant seeking the sun. His flesh with dark with blood, almost as though it was bruised from its long captivity, and Anton gasped as his erection finally burst free. His cock swayed and throbbed in front of Emma’s face, pulsing with desire. A long hiss escaped his lips as she delicately drew a single finger over it, tracing the shape of his bursting veins.  
 
    “Has it gotten smaller from being in there?” she smirked, while Anton gasped, unable to answer. “Maybe it’s just me. Guess I’m used to something bigger now.” Anton moaned again as she giggled girlishly. The poor boy’s emotions were just to easy to toy with, his male pride so vulnerable and exposed that she couldn’t help hurting it. Even if she had wanted to. Anton’s eyes were too deep dark storms as he stared down at her, and she pointed to the floor at her feet. 
 
    “Down,” she ordered, “Down on your knees, where you belong.” For a moment, Anton stood still. His cock throbbed in front of her face like a weapon. He loomed over her with a wild look in his eyes, and for a moment, Emma wondered if he was about to disobey her. Her pussy spasmed as she imagined him grabbing her, throwing her down on the bed, ignoring her commands as he lost control and took her. She asked herself how she would respond if he did, and no answer came back. Only the deep throb of her sex between her crossed legs as she pictured it. 
 
    But Anton did no such thing. Instead, he sighed, and his hard cock swayed as he bent his knees and lowered himself to the floor as she had commanded. His erection pointed up at her as though saluting while he kneeled, and her stomach clenched as she watched hi wrap his fingers around his shaft. She raised a single finger, and Anton paused as she dialed a number on her phone. Putting it on speaker, she laid the phone on the mattress beside her and let the ringing noise fill the room. Anton’s eyes blazed as a man’s voice answered. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Harvey.” Emma smiled as she purred her boss’s name, her eyes locked on Anton’s as she spoke. Even just hearing his voice was enough to make her nipples rise and harden on her breasts, and she hoped Anton noticed as he kneeled at her feet. Her smile deepened as she saw her boyfriend’s hand begin to slide up and down his shaft, the tendons visible in his forearm as he masturbated at her feet. 
 
    “Hi, Emma,” Harvey chuckled down the line in a voice as deep and rich as an oak barrel. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” Emma said. “I was just thinking of you.” 
 
    “Thinking of me? I just saw you.” Emma could hear the smile in Harvey’s words as he spoke, and she hoped Anton could too. His eyes darted over her body as he pleasured himself, the angry-looking movements of his fist getting faster and faster as he tried to suppress his own desperate moans. 
 
    “I know. But I miss you. When will I see you again?” Anton’s lips trembled, his eyes closing momentarily. His hand was a blur on his cock as he stroked it frantically. 
 
    “I’ll see you at work tomorrow.” 
 
    “I don’t mean like that,” Emma pouted. “I mean outside of work.” There was a pause. 
 
    “You mean, like, a date?” 
 
    “Sure. Like a date,” Emma smiled. “If you want. Or we could just go somewhere and you could fuck my brains out like you did in Vegas.” Harvey’s laughter filled the room as it rose from the phone’s speaker. Anton winced, his body vibrating with a heady mix of pleasure and shame. 
 
    “Please,” Anton mumbled in a hoarse whisper, “please can I cum?” 
 
    “Not yet,” Emma said. 
 
    “What was that?” Harvey asked. 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” Emma smiled. “Just my boyfriend.” Anton’ face turned a deep crimson as he stared up at her in disbelief. Emma smiled wickedly down at him, her body shaking with laughter that she did her best to control. Anton’s hand stopped moving on his cock, just for a second. But then it began to pump away again with renewed activity. 
 
    “Your boyfriend’s there?” Harvey asked. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s here,” she said, as though there was nothing more normal in the world. “I think that’s what made me think of you. I saw his cock, and it reminded me how much better yours is.” While Harvey laughed down the phone, Anton winced. His arms and legs were trembling, his whole body twitching with need. 
 
    “Please,” Anton whispered. 
 
    “No,” Emma shot back. 
 
    “You guys are crazy,” Harvey chuckled. 
 
    “Crazy? No, I’m just a girl who knows what she likes. What she needs.” 
 
    “I’m not doing anything on Saturday.” 
 
    “Saturday sounds perfect,” Emma smiled. “I’m going to be thinking about it all week. I can’t wait to see you tomorrow, boss.” Harvey chuckled again. 
 
    “Alright,” he said. “Get some sleep. See you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Bye.”  
 
    Emma sighed as she put the phone down. Anton was panting, red-faced and desperate. 
 
    “Please!” he sobbed, his hand still pumping away as his cock leaped in his fist. “Please let me cum!” 
 
    “God, I love to hear you beg,” Emma smiled. “OK, slave boy. You can have your little cum. Go on, get it all out.” 
 
    The words had barely left her lips when Anton cried out. His whole body went as taut and tense as a steel wire as he abandoned himself to pleasure. His cock twitched, and it was all Emma could do not to shriek in delight as she watched him cum. Hot semen jetted out of his twitching cock, splattering all over the bottom of her mattress as he moaned and groaned. A deep pool of cum formed on the floor at her feet as he emptied himself, groaning and shaking as he finally released the orgasm he had been taunted with for days on end. As the spasm finally passed, he opened his glassy eyes to look at her, his cheeks flushed with pleasure and shame. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Now hopefully you’ll last longer than two minutes.” Anton’s eyes watched her every movement as she uncrossed her legs, swinging one foot over his head. She lay back on the bed, her legs brazenly parted, as Anton rose to his feet. That predatory look was back in his eyes, and a shiver raced through her as she stared up at him. Despite his orgasm, his cock was as hard as it had been when she took off his chastity device, and her pussy spasmed with lust as she smiled. 
 
    “Alright,” she beamed. “Show me why I keep you around.” Emma cried out in delight as Anton lurched forward, falling on top of her. The head of his cock pressed against the entrance to her pussy, and they moaned together as he pushed his way inside. There was no foreplay, no kissing, no sensuous build-up. There was no need. They were both ready and more than ready, and as Anton began to pound her like an animal, Emma shrieked in absolute bliss. Already, she could feel another orgasm rising up inside her. Already, she could feel her pussy spewing her hot juices all over his invading cock. Emma closed her eyes as the sensations of pleasure overwhelmed her again, and for the hundredth time, thanked her lucky stars that she and Anton had met. 
 
   


  
 
    
            
                
            
        



 
    14. A Date With The Boss 
 
      
 
    Water dripped slowly from the faucet. Each drop shone in the damp air as it fell, the perfect crystalline spheres raising a tiny tower of water like a glittering needle as it merged with the contents of the tub. Each drop vanishing as though it had never been, so that it would be completely impossible to separate the constituent molecules of what had once been a cohesive whole from the rest of the water it had merged itself with. Steam rose in languid clouds from the surface of the water, streaked with the remains of once-proud bubbles. It coated the tiled walls with a slick skin of moisture, making the glossy ceramic even more reflective than it usually was. Between the mirror on one wall, fogged at its edges now from the heat of the tub, and the tiles all around, a hundred ghostly reflections seemed to watch. But that was alright. Emma was starting to like the feeling of being watched. 
 
    The bathroom of the apartment she shared with Nicole was nothing special. Emma couldn’t keep herself from a stab of envy whenever she watched one of those TV shows where some excited young couple set about buying a house. Some of them had such gorgeous bathrooms, like shining pleasure palaces of marble and chrome, dual sinks and clawfoot tubs or jacuzzis big enough to share. This wasn’t that. There was a tub, though, and Anton had done his best to clean it ready for her use. Of course, Anton always did his best. Especially these days. 
 
    Emma smiled as she laid her head back against the white tub, her dark hair falling in loose wet strands across her neck. She closed her eyes, savoring the myriad sensations she was feeling as the warm water made her tingle. She was usually more of a shower person - who has the time for baths? But she was enjoying her soak as she let the water work its magic on her muscles. She was getting good at learning to enjoy a whole range of new experiences. 
 
    And this definitely qualified as that. 
 
    The razor scraped quietly over her skin. Emma resisted the temptation to watch, to worry, to flinch. Anton was as careful as a surgeon as he slowly and deliberately shaved her pubic hair. Meticulously, he dragged her razor over her skin, shedding the fine hair into the water before returning for another pass. He had his instructions. A neat landing strip of hair should remain, with all the rest scraped away. His hands were steady as he went about his task, his concentration fierce as he frowned down at her exposed sex in the water. Unable to help herself, Emma felt her pussy bloom with delight under his attention. 
 
    “All done?” Emma opened her eyes as the razor lifted away from her skin. Anton set the tool aside as he nodded. 
 
    “All done,” he said. 
 
    “How does it look?” she asked. She peered down the length of her body, but the swell of her bare breasts floating in the water blocked most of her view. “Does it look fuckable?” 
 
    “Yes,” Anton croaked. The slight catch in his voice as he spoke made Emma’s heart contract like a fist as she smiled. 
 
    “Well, you would say that,” she smiled, her eyes meeting her boyfriend’s over her naked body stretched out in the warm water. “You always want to fuck me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Anton said again. It was no more than a statement of fact, Emma knew that. But somehow, she never tired of hearing it. She knew how blessed she was, to have a constant reminder of her boyfriend’s deep and unignorable desire for her. And the crueler she was to him, the more she made him serve her and grovel at her feet, the deeper his desire grew. It was like some kind of dark magic. She had never imagined, in the solitary fantasies of sex and domination that filled her nighttime reveries before she had ever been with a man, that things could work out so perfectly. That cruelty could merge so completely with love. That desire could be used as a weapon that didn’t wound but instead healed. If you didn’t know Anton, you might not take the look on his face, the deep concentration of submission that both warred with and fed his desire, for happiness. Emma had struggled to believe it herself, at first. But for all that he struggled with it, this was what Anton wanted. He wanted to want her, to be tormented with desire for her, and to never know if he would be allowed to attain that desire. It filled Emma with utter joy to find that their kinks dovetailed so perfectly. 
 
    “Show me,” she said. She raised her eyes towards the sink, where she knew a hand mirror sat. Taking her meaning, Anton held the mirror by its handle and brought it down between her legs. Emma raised her head to study his handiwork, casting a critical eye over the neat brown strip of her pubic hair. Her pussy glistened as she raised her hips from the water, beads of moisture rolling down her slick skin while Anton’s tongue showed between his dry lips. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. Her straying fingers showed in the mirror as her right hand crept s=along her thigh. Anton gulped as she ran the tip of one finger along her lips, feeling the electric crackle of desire as she teased herself and him simultaneously. Her cheeks prickled with heat that had nothing to do with the warm water she wallowed in. It might feel like an eternity sometimes, as though she and Anton had been together forever. But it was less than six months since she had lost her virginity to him. Far less than that since the idea of touching herself while a man watched would have seemed impossibly deviant. How quickly things change. Emma didn’t know where the ideas came to her from, or what was driving this wildness in her that cried out always for more, more pleasure, more sex, more kinkiness. All she knew was that it made her happy. Her and Anton both. 
 
    “Hmmm,” she purred, feeling her lips swell under her careful fingers. “I hope he likes it. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” Anton answered noncommittally. His reluctance only made Emma’s smile deeper. She knew, maybe better than he did, that she could get him to say anything she wanted. She could have him beg to suck Harvey’s cock if that was what she wanted to hear. And sometimes, it was. Thanks to the small plastic device that kept Anton’s cock safely locked away, Emma had all the leverage she needed.  
 
    “God, I can’t wait,” Emma grinned, her fingers applying more pressure now as they slid up and down her wet sex. “Sometimes a girl just needs a good hard fuck, you know? I mean, don’t get me wrong. I know you do what you can. But a woman needs a real man to have a real orgasm.” Anton said nothing. His eyes were locked between her legs now, studying the movement of her hand as though trying to memorize it. She watched his throat swell as he gulped, and her smile grew. 
 
    “I wonder what he’s going to do to me,” she smiled coyly. “You know I let him do anything he wants. I can’t help it. I see that big thick cock of his, and it just turns my head. You know, it hurts sometimes, when he fucks me. But it hurts so fucking good. And you’ll be there to look after me once he’s finished, won’t you? You’ll be here, in my apartment, waiting for your slut of a girlfriend to come home to you with my pussy full of his cum.” 
 
    Anton’s brown eyes peered at hers down the length of her shining body. His dry lips opened and closed, but no sound came out. That was alright, Emma thought. He didn’t need to say anything. The expression of tormented lust on his face said it all. 
 
    “Come on,” she said. The water swirled around her as she sat up in the tub, holding her hands out towards Anton. “Help me up. Don’t want to keep him waiting.” Anton stood, and under the water, Emma felt her womanhood clench in desire as she watched the bathroom light bounce off the device that imprisoned his cock. The source of all her power, bobbing and swaying in front of her eyes as a reminder she didn’t need of the control she had. She could do anything she wanted. Emma was almost scared of the power that little plastic tube gave her. 
 
    Anton had never bathed anyone before. And Emma was new to the concept herself. She did her best to act calm and composed and in control, as though there was nothing more normal than having her boyfriend wash and shave her body. And for his part, Anton did his best to please. He snatched a clean white towel from the rack on the wall and used it to dry her off, his hands trembling now that he no longer wielded the razor against her skin. She used another towel to wrap herself in. After all, Nicole was home. It seemed silly. She had nothing left to hide from her roommate; how could she? It was Nicole walking in on one of her and Anton’s kinky sex sessions that had kicked off this whole bizarre journey they were on. And once two women have watched each other cum, it seems strange to worry about mere nudity. But long habit made Emma cover up anyway as she opened the bathroom door and stepped out into the apartment in a rolling cloud of steam. Of course, Anton was provided with no such cover. His cock pressed visibly against the inside of his chastity device as he followed her across the apartment, his blushing face down and his eyes on the floor. Nicole sat on the sofa, her eyes reflecting the blue glow of the TV. She smiled at Emma as the couple passed, and Emma’s stomach flipped as she smiled back. Nicole was good at acting like nothing out of the ordinary was going on. But they had planned this night between the two of them. Nicole knew her role, and she looked forward to it as eagerly as Emma did. 
 
    Anton closed the door behind him as he followed Emma into the bedroom. Perhaps he was relieved to be away from Nicole’s smiling eyes. For all the good the brief reprieve would do him. Emma smiled as she shed her towel onto the bed, basking in the hungry look with which Anton studied her naked body. The poor boy never seemed to get enough. If she commanded him to drop to his knees and eat her out there and then, Emma knew, Anton would happily comply. Knowing it made her pussy throb again as she stood in front of him, and she almost caved to the temptation to allow herself that pleasure. But in her own strange way, Emma was trying to save herself. As her chaste boyfriend could attest, pleasure can be made all the greater by being delayed. He hadn’t cum since the day she got back from her business trip earlier in the week. While she had enjoyed multiple orgasms via his fingers and talented mouth, indulging herself every day at his expense. Inside the cruel chastity device, his cock ached for her. That was exactly how Emma liked it.  
 
    “Dress me.” The sound of her own voice issuing these imperious commands had not yet ceased to surprise Emma. But Anton sprang into life like an automaton at her words. He knew what she wanted to wear. Her outfit was entirely new, each piece bought for this occasion. It had been partly his reactions that had steered her clothing choices. After all, who better to know what clothes turned a man on than another man? But Anton hadn’t seen her wear any of it yet. The thought that he was about to filled Emma with malicious glee.  
 
    Anton fished the bra out of the crackling square bag that sat on top of her dresser. Quickly, he removed the tags and approached her with the lacy garment in both his hands. The bra was the same midnight blue as the panties that went with it, a delicately engineered item that hid its technical prowess under a lot of pretty lace. Emma stood in the center of her bedroom floor while Anton wrapped the bra around her torso. She could feel the tension in his hands as he gently lifted her breasts from behind, and her nipples swelled to his touch as he fitted the bra to her body. It was strapless, and as Anton closed the bra behind her, Emma admired the lift it gave to her boobs. What looked like acres of soft flesh rose before her, the twin mounds rising and falling with her breath. Anton licked his lips with the tip of his tongue as he stood in front of her again, his eyes ineluctably drawn towards her chest by her deep and inviting cleavage.  
 
    “Panties,” she said softly. As though her voice pulled him out of some deep dream, Anton stepped over to the dresser and reached into the bag again. The panties looked minuscule in his hands as he brought them to her. She smiled as she placed a hand on his shoulder, pushing gently down until he sank to his knees. His face was level with her pussy now, and she felt a delicious thrill as his eyes stared between her legs. He held out the panties, and she balanced herself with a hand on his shoulder as she lifted a leg and stepped into the outstretched underwear. Slowly, reluctantly, Anton pulled her panties up her thighs. Carefully, he adjusted the tiny G string, fitting it to her body with a series of minute movements. Emma found herself wondering if it was really necessary for him to grip the cheeks of her ass the way he did as he dressed her, or whether he needed to move his hands over her already swollen lips quite as much as he did. But she told herself it was all part of the game as her body glowed with pleasure. At this point, he was teasing himself, and she could only imagine what he was feeling as his cock pressed itself remorselessly against its cage trying to get hard. The sexual tension in the humming air was almost more than she could stand herself, and she had the luxury of knowing that she would get an orgasm before the night was out. Probably lots of them, if her previous experience with Harvey was anything to go by. The thought deepened the smile on her face as she grinned down at Anton. 
 
    “Now my shoes,” she said. “Go on.” But as Anton began to stand, her voice stopped him. “No. Crawl over there and get them. On your hands and knees.” Anton did as he was told. Emma folded her arms under her breasts, giving them a slight lift in the push-up bra as she watched her boyfriend. From behind, she could see the gleam of his chastity device as it swung between his legs, his balls heavy and full of cum that he was not permitted to unload. It made her pussy throb with need as she watched the humiliated man obey her every whim. The tiny panties she wore were already damp with arousal as Anton fished her shoes out of the closet and crawled back to her feet.  
 
    She raised one foot, then the other, letting him slide the nude pumps onto her feet. The stiletto heel and platform sole added inches to her height, and she towered over her boyfriend as he kneeled at her feet. In lingerie and high heels, she felt like an absolute sex bomb as she stepped past him and made her strutting way towards the dresser. 
 
    “Come,” she ordered, pointing at the floor beside her without so much as turning around to look at Anton. “Crawl over here.” Emma smiled at herself in the mirror above her dresser as she listened to him approach. Anton lacked the skills to apply her makeup for her, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t be part of the process. Barking a series of terse instructions at him, she had her boyfriend on his hands and knees in front of the dresser. Then she took a seat on his back, using him as a stool while she beautified herself. 
 
    She took her time. Emma normally never went this heavy with makeup, but this was an occasion. By the time she finished, she barely recognized herself. Her bright blue eyes glittered under a complementary coat of glittering eyeshadow, framed by thick dark lashes. Her bright red lips glittered too, shining like ripe fruit as she pouted in front of the glass. Her stomach fluttered nervously as she looked at herself in the mirror. She looked like the slut she wanted to look like, and she hoped Harvey would like what he saw.  
 
    “Ok,” Emma said, once she was satisfied with her hair and makeup. There was no doubt in her mind that Anton could feel the faint patch of dampness left on his skin from where she had been sitting as she stood. The thought delighted her. Knowing she was turned on would only turn him on all the more, and that made her pussy spasm with fresh arousal in a kind of erotic feedback loop. Once again, the idea of having Anton service her orally rose up in her mind, and once again she dispelled it. She had a schedule to keep, after all. Her sharp heels thumped softly on the carpeted floor of her bedroom as she made her way back towards the bed. 
 
    “My dress is in the closet,” she said. “Get it for me.” 
 
    Without a word, Anton rose to his feet. He knew the dress she meant. And as he approached with the item in his hands, the nervous fluttering in Emma’s stomach increased. It was an outfit totally unlike her, even with her recent turn towards wearing more feminine garments at work. I had taken every ounce of confidence she had even to try it on in the store, and although she had liked what she saw in the change room mirror, she still questioned whether she had the guts to wear it out in public. But she had allowed herself no choice. As firm with herself as she was with her boyfriend, she steeled herself and raised her arms so that he could pull the dress on over her head. The tight spandex stretched around her as Anton pulled it down, the peach-colored fabric conforming to every curve of her body. Emma had to admit as the dress wrapped itself around her, the tight fabric helped her figure, pulling her stomach in as it stretched. The hem reached only to mid-thigh as it squeezed her legs together. Her deep cleavage showed in the dress’s plunging neckline. The look on Anton’s face as he stepped back to admire her said it all. Emma felt her body humming with lust as she posed and preened. She looked good. Anton didn’t need to say a word. 
 
    “Now for the piece de resistance,” Emma smirked. She sat carefully on the edge of the bed, adjusting herself to the dress’s unfamiliar tightness. The high hem rose up several inches more as she crossed her legs, exposing a vast expanse of her thigh that Anton’s eyes couldn’t help but be drawn to. She smiled up at him as he watched her. 
 
    “In my jewelry box, you’ll see a small chain,” she said. “You’ll know it when you see it.” Anton nodded and turned. She heard the rattle of metal against wood as he rummaged in the small box on her dresser that held her small collection of jewelry. She knew he had found what she wanted when he stopped.  
 
    “Bring it here,” she said softly. Anton turned. A short silver chain hung from one hand, and the key to his chastity device was attached to it. 
 
    The tension in the air was almost unbearable now. Emma’s breasts rose and fell in her slutty dress as she breathed, trying to quiet the chaos swirling inside her. Anton stood in front of her, naked and aroused, with the key to his chastity in his own hand. There was nothing to stop him from freeing himself and having his way with her. Nothing but his desire to please her, and his deep-seated need to continue playing these excruciating games. Emma’s heart beat slowly, the seconds stretching into hours as she waited. When she had planned out the night, this was the part that made her most nervous. And now that it had arrived, so hardly knew what to think. All she knew was that, if they were to continue down this strange road, it had to be his choice. He had to agree. She had to know he wanted her to do this, without coercion, without threats or promises. And so she waited, her heart thumping slowly as she stared at her boyfriend.  
 
    And Anton caved. Something in him folded, barely perceptibly. But Emma saw it. Emma saw it, and her heart soared as he stepped forward, the key to what he so desperately wanted hanging from the chain in his hand as he approached her. The moment was practically solemn as she wordlessly raised her foot, the heel of her glossy pump pointing at his caged cock. Bending at the waist, he fastened the thin chain around her ankle. Emma smiled happily as she studied the way it shone in the light, a little reminder of how badly her boyfriend needed her that she could carry with her into a wild and crazy night.  
 
    “Good boy,” she purred. Anton groaned as she leaned forward, and the lock rattled against the plastic tube of his chastity device as she took it in her hand. “Now, I’m sure Nicole has lots of tasks for you to do while I’m gone.But I’ll be thinking of you. While Harvey fucks my brains out.” Anton winced at her words. Emma plucked at the hem of her dress as she stood, giving herself one last look in the mirror. She looked good. And it wasn’t just the new dress, the shoes, the makeup that she wore. Those were only the outward signs of the inner confidence she felt that welled up inside her like a pool of light. It glowed out of her every pore. How can you fail to be confident, when you have a man at home ready to quite literally worship the ground you walk on? Emma couldn’t keep the smile off her face as she turned back to Anton. 
 
    “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    “Ready,” Anton nodded. Taking his hand in hers, Emma breathed a deep sigh that made her boobs bounce inside the tight dress. Then she opened the door of her bedroom and stepped out, with Anton following at her heels. 
 
    “Holy shit, Emma.” Nicole sat up straighter on the sofa as the couple emerged from the bedroom. Her eyes traveled along Emma’s body, taking in every curve of her feminine figure from head to toe and back again. She whistled appreciatively through her teeth, and Emma smiled as she felt a faint blush rise to her powdered cheeks. “You look amazing,” Nicole said. 
 
    “Thanks. You think he’ll like it?” 
 
    “Like it? He’ll love it. He’s going to fuck you senseless, you lucky bitch.” 
 
    “God, I hope so,” Emma giggled. “You hear that, babe? He’s going to fuck me senseless.” Anton nodded silently, his eyes darted from Emma to Nicole and back again. He was nervous. As well he might be, Emma thought to herself. She was often shocked at her own cruelty towards Anton, but deep down, she felt enormous affection for him. But to Nicole, he was nothing more than a sex slave. Not a boyfriend, not even really a friend. Just an object to be used for her own pleasure. And use him she did. Emma blinked away the memories of the things she had seen Nicole do to her boyfriend as they began to rise up around her. No need to take a trip down memory lane now. There’d be plenty more memories to add to the collection soon. 
 
    “Alright, I better go,” Emma sighed. “You be good for Mistress Nicole, ok?” Unwilling to smear her carefully applied lipstick, she kissed the air in front of Anton’s face. Then, turning on her tall heels, she swayed her way over to the door of the apartment.  
 
    In silence, Nicole and Anton both watched her go. The door clicked shut behind her. The dim growl of the elevator could be heard as it rose to their floor. She was gone.  
 
    “Well,” said Nicole finally, her eyes glittering like shards of glass as she turned her attention to Anton. The naked man seemed to shrink under her gaze, a curious mixture of lust and fear showing in his eyes as he looked at her. Nicole’s lips spread in a predatory smile as she grinned at her roommate’s submissive boyfriend. The sofa groaned underneath her as she uncoiled her body from it, and her bare feet were silent on the floor as she slowly padded towards Anton. 
 
    “She’s gonna have one hell of a night,” Nicole said. Her voice was barely more than a whisper as she circled Anton where he stood. His eyes were on the floor now, unwilling to meet her bright gaze in the depths of his humiliation. His cock cage rattled as Nicole took it in her hand and shook it, and Anton’s hands twitched, as though he was about to defend himself before reconsidering his position and dropping them to his sides again.   
 
    “So I guess the question is now, what to do with you?” Nicole said. Her breath was hot against his ear as she stood on her tiptoes, her lips almost touching his skin. “I’m not gonna fuck you, we know that much,” Nicole smiled. “But let’s see if we can’t find some other way for you t be useful.” 
 
    Anton shivered. Already, his mind was following Emma through the building, through the lobby, her tight dress and gorgeous figure drawing every eye as she climbed into the taxi that would take her to Harvey. His cock throbbed stupidly in the chastity device, aching dully as it always did. For the millionth time, he questioned how it was that he had found himself in such a deeply fucked-up situation. 
 
    And as always, the answer came back to him at once. Because it’s hot, the voice whispered. Because this is what Emma wants. Because as badly as she hurts you, this is what you want. 
 
   


  
 
    
            
                
            
        



 
    15. Kinky Competition 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    Nicole’s eyes were closed, her pretty face screwed up with an expression that, in another context, might be taken for pain. Her head was thrown back against the arm of the couch, her features blurred in a cloud of sweat and the clinging tendrils of her blonde-streaked hair. Her body, taut as a violin string just a moment before, collapsed slackly into the cushions as powerful tremors raced through her. Her cries seemed to still hover in the air, the sound waves they had created still bouncing back from the walls of the apartment. Slowly, the furrows in her brow smoothed. Slowly, a sly smile crept across her pink lips. Her eyes opened, glittering like ice under her fluttering lids as she grinned at Anton. She was back. 
 
    Anton was hardly unaware of the strange contradictions of his new sex life. It had occurred to him a while back that he had probably never been responsible for more female orgasms at any point in his life than he had been over the past few weeks. Hardly a day went by that he wasn’t bringing Emma to climax using his hands or his mouth, and that didn’t include the times Nicole demanded pleasure from him, which were getting increasingly frequent. As she smiled down at him, he turned off the buzzing toy he held in his hand, the silicone gadget coated in the moisture of her sex. Nicole was the kind of woman who knew exactly what she wanted and was completely unafraid to ask for it. Demand it. No one asked Anton for anything anymore.  
 
    He was older than both of these women and certainly more sexually experienced than Emma, if not Nicole. But he had never known experiences like these. He had never been with more than one woman at a time. He had never been humiliated like this, never been used and objectified and made to serve. He had never imagined, not even in his wildest dreams, that one day a woman would control him so completely that he would be completely unable to cum without her direct permission. And if he had been able to imagine such a thing, he certainly never would have thought he would get so much enjoyment from it.  
 
    Nicole’s breasts rose and fell in the bra she wore. She had stripped down once Emma had left, flaunting her body in front of Anton. Discarding T-shirt and sweatpants, she had put on a push-up bra and her favorite tall leather boots. It was working. Anton’s cock throbbed in his cage with a familiar dull ache as it tried uselessly to harden in the confines of the plastic chastity cage. His eyes drifted over the inviting curves of Nicole’s body as she lay on the sofa, basking in post-orgasmic bliss. Emma’s roommate was a beauty; Anton had seen that from the moment they met. So different to Emma. Nicole had an unignorable sexual vibe about her, a kind of confidence and comfort with her own body that Emma had yet to develop, for all her wild ideas. Nicole gave the impression of a girl who’d been around the block, with wicked ideas flashing behind her pretty blue eyes. Emma, for all her hidden kinkiness and dominance, looked innocent. Nicole looked anything but. But both women were deeply sexy in their divergent ways, and that wasn’t just the chastity talking. He had been attracted to his girlfriend’s roommate right away. But he had never thought that he would get the chance to act on it. And with Emma’s blessing, too. Up to a point, anyway. 
 
    Nicole’s boots shone as she shifted her legs from the couch. Her bright eyes drifted down Anton’s body. A familiar ripple of shame swept over his heart as he watched her grin widen when she looked at his locked cock. It was impossible to forget the position he was in, the small plastic cage a constant source of frustration and humiliation, and a reminder of the control his girlfriend had over him. Even when she wasn’t around. And as he thought of Emma, another spike of rage and despair pierced his tormented heart. 
 
    “You know, I’m really getting into this chastity stuff,” Nicole said in a low voice. “At first, I thought it was kind of weird. I mean, what’s the point of having a boyfriend if he can’t use his cock? But lately, I’m starting to see it. Especially now Emma’s found a way to get her pleasure without you. I have to admit, actually owning a guy’s cock is fucking hot.” 
 
    Anton gulped. He kneeled on the floor, looking up at Nicole as she leaned towards him now, her elbows on her knees. Between her shamelessly parted legs, dark shadows hid her pussy from his view. But his cock never stopped pulsing painfully in his cage as he stared at her. She was sexy, and she knew it. And most of all, she knew the power that her sex appeal gave her.  
 
    “Besides, having your cock locked means you can focus on really pleasing a woman,” Nicole went on. “Which is how it should be. I’m starting to wonder if I should get a chastity slave of my own. I mean, look how happy it makes Emma.” Still, Anton said nothing. Nicola was goading him, teasing him, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. Emma would be furious if Nicole gave a bad report of his behavior to her, and Anton knew he couldn’t risk that. Better to say as little as possible, to avoid antagonizing Nicole as much as he could and hope she would take his silence for submission. Nicole had a way of looking at him as though she saw right through him. Anton’s stomach fluttered nervously as she sized him up. 
 
    “It’s almost like you’re castrated,” she smirked. Her heel dragged across the floor as she moved one foot towards him. Anton winced as her heel pressed into his thigh, and the sole of her leather boot tapped against his caged cock, making it twitch frantically in the forlorn hope of breaking free and touching her. “Except it’s even better, because your cock is still there if she ever wants to use it. Still, now that she has Harvey, why would she want to? I get the feeling you’re going to be going longer and longer without release.” Nicole giggled at the look on Anton’s face as he raised his burning eyes to hers. Whether she knew it or not, she had put her finger on one of his biggest fears, the one that turned his blood to rivers of fire and kept him awake in the long nights as he lay beside Emma.  
 
    “It’s probably just as well,” Nicole smirked, her blue eyes boring into his as she spoke. “I think I like your tongue better than your cock anyway.” 
 
    Anton almost jumped at the sudden ringing of Nicole’s phone. She held his gaze as she slowly reached for it, scooping the device off the end table beside the sofa. Her eyes flickered towards the screen, reflecting its blue light as her smile deepened. 
 
    “It’s your girlfriend,” she said in a sing-song voice. Tapping the screen, she held the phone out in front of her. 
 
    “Hey, slut,” Nicole grinned. Anton could tell from the expression on her face that it was a video call, and even as his heart sank, he wasn’t surprised. Nicole tossed her hair and raised her chin and pouted and preened for the camera, and Anton felt another stab of jealousy. It wasn’t just Emma then. It seemed like every woman wanted to look her best for fucking Harvey. 
 
    “Hey.” Anton heard the smile in Emma’s voice. “How’s it going over there?” 
 
    “Oh, not bad,” Nicole sighed. “You’re little chastity boy’s looking at me like I’m a sixteen-ounce steak and he hasn’t eaten in a month. But that’s nothing new.” Emma spluttered with laughter over the phone while Nicole smiled. 
 
    “well, I just wanted to check in,” Emma said. “I’ve been telling Harvey about some of the stuff we get up to, and he wanted to say hi.” 
 
    “Hi, Harvey!” Nicole waved at the phone, her face all smiles now. 
 
    “Hey, Nicole.” Anton cringed at the deep sound of his girlfriend’s lover’s voice. “I have to say, you and your friend here have got to be the wildest girls I’ve ever met.” 
 
    “I’ll take that as a compliment,” Nicole grinned. 
 
    “It is,” Harvey replied. 
 
    “See? Isn’t she pretty?” That was Emma’s vice, slightly quieter now that she was away from the microphone. 
 
    “She is,” Harvey agreed. “She’s beautiful.” A faint blush rose to Nicole’s cheeks as Anton watched in sullen silence.  
 
    “Me and Harvey were talking.” Emma’s voice was louder now, and Anton assumed she had taken her phone back from Harvey. “and we were thinking…well…I’ve never had a threeway. And I’ve always wanted to try.” 
 
    “You little slut!” Nicole shrieked. “Are you asking me to have a threeway with you?” 
 
    “Maybe.” Anton didn’t need to see Emma’s face to hear the coy smile in her voice. “I thought of a little game we could try.” 
 
    “I’m listening.” Nicole’s eyes flickered briefly to where Anton kneeled on the floor in front of her before returning to the screen. 
 
    “We have a competition,” Emma explained. “Harvey vs Anton. Whichever guy makes the girl he’s with cum more in an hour gets to have a threeway with both of us. The loser has to watch. Harvey’s in.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Nicole gasped. “Your mind is as filthy as mine, Emma!” 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” Emma chuckled. “What do you say?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t really see how I can pass up a chance like that,” Nicole smiled. “Seems like a win-win for me either way. What do you say, slave boy? Your mouth vs Harvey’s cock. You think you’re up to it?” 
 
    Still smiling, Nicole turned the phone towards Anton. His heart spasmed as he saw his girlfriend smiling at him. The skintight dress he had put on her earlier was gone. Her cheeks were flushed pink. His captive cock throbbed as he saw, beyond any doubt, that Harvey had already fucked her. Hate and lust gripped him, squeezing his heart like ivy strangling a tree. And even in the ridiculous position he found himself, his ego rebelled. It wasn’t just the thought of a threeway with Emma and Nicole that flooded his mind, as intoxicating as such a thought was. No, it was the opportunity to beat Harvey that most occupied his mind at that moment. The chance to prove his worth to Nicole, and more importantly to Emma. He might not have Harvey’s money, or his good looks, or his oversized cock. But Anton had been training night and day in how to satisfy his two mistresses. And even Harvey must have a refractory period. Anton knew he could win this. And he couldn’t resist the challenge. 
 
    “Ok,” he said. “I’m in.” The women shrieked with laughter on either end of the phone. 
 
    “Oh my God babe, thank you so much!” Emma beamed at him from the screen of Nicole’s phone, and Anton managed to offer a pale smile back at her. She looked so beautiful, flushed with orgasm and pride and desire, half-naked in another man’s bed. He couldn’t let her down. He would show her what he could do, what she was missing.  
 
    “Ok,” said Nicole. Her bare pussy rose into view as she stood, making Anton’s cock throb with desire at the sight. She propped her phone up on the coffee table, supporting it with a stack of magazines to make sure it was at the optimal angle to capture as much of the room as possible. Emma’s smiling face peered at Anton from the screen. In the background, he could see Harvey moving, the tight muscles of his stomach showed below the twin slabs of pectoral muscle. His face was hidden from view. While Nicole hurried out of the room for a moment, Emma grinned at Anton. 
 
    “You think you can win this, babe?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anton panted. “I do.” 
 
    “Good for you,” Emma smiled. “just imagine it. Me and Nicole both. Our hands and our mouths all over your body. Fighting for your cock. Sucking you, fucking you, doing whatever you want us to do. Sounds like fun, right?” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Anton panted. His head was spinning as she conjured up wild images in his mind, his stomach aching with desire as his cock dully throbbed. 
 
    “Here, I’m going to help you out,” Emma grinned. “Watch this.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” This time, Anton’s shout was one of shock rather than desire. On the screen, Harvey stepped forward. His head was still hidden from view, but now his cock loomed in front of Emma’s face. Anton shuddered, wracked with an almost unendurable shame, as he watched his girlfriend open her mouth. Her eyes peered at him as she wrapped her lips around her boss’s thick cock. Harvey’s big hand gripped the back of her head, guiding her up and down while her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him off. Anton whimpered and writhed in disgrace. And yet he couldn’t seem to look away. His cock buzzed helplessly in its plastic prison, and he was forced to admit to himself that watching Emma suck another man’s cock was one of the most painfully erotic sights he had ever seen. 
 
    Nicole returned from her bedroom with a set of cuffs in her hand. Seeing the action on screen, she stopped momentarily. 
 
    “You guys started already? No fair,” she said. “I’m gonna make this a little more challenging for your boyfriend, Em. Give me your hands.” There was no fight left in Anton. Still watching the screen that revealed the depths of his degradation, he let Nicole cuff his hands behind his back. He barely noticed the restraints going on. He had eyes only for his girlfriend as she winked at him, her mouth full of Harvey and her eyes shining with joy.  
 
    Once the cuffs were on and Anton’s hands were safely locked behind his back, Nicole straightened up. Her boots thumped on the carpet as she approached a seldom-used armchair. Grabbing it by its arms, she turned it slightly so that it was side-on to the coffee table where the phone rested. Then she stepped back towards Anton and grabbed him by the hair. Wincing, he shuffled after her on his knees as she dragged him to the chair. While he kneeled, Nicole sat down and spread her legs. Anton didn’t even wait for her order. Desperate to make her cum and win the contest, he dived right in. 
 
    Harvey’s cock slid out of Emma’s mouth. She stared up at him hungrily, her eyes shining as she bit her lower lip. Lying back, she positioned herself on the bed as Harvey sank down on top of her. She moaned deep in her throat as she felt his hard cock pressing against the dripping entrance of her pussy. Sucking Harvey’s cock while her boyfriend watched had caused some powerful sensations to awaken in Emma’s body, and as her boss climbed onto the bed above her, Emma tingled with excitement. She was almost ready to cum already, and the thought that doing so might end in even greater torment and humiliation for her chaste boyfriend only made her desire to cum stronger. Harvey gripped her by the shoulders, pinning her down to the bed as he pressed harder against her. Emma screamed, her mind exploding with delight as his thick manhood forced its way inside. Knowing what to expect this time did nothing to diminish the experience of taking a cock the size of Harvey’s. Emma puffed and panted and screamed as pain blurred into pleasure, feeling at once as though she was being stretched past her breaking point, yet wanting it to go on. 
 
    And it did. Harvey slowly fed his cock inside her, grunting at the tightness of her filled pussy as it clung to his shaft. Emma gasped and spluttered and writhed on the bed underneath him, her mouth wide open and her eyes screwed shut, her face a mask of tormented lust as Harvey filled her like no other man ever had. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Emma gasped, and her hands made tight fists as she gripped the sheets beneath her. “Oh my God! Oh fuck, Harvey, that feels so good! Oh, fuck me, Harvey! Fuck me!” 
 
    Between Nicole’s legs, Anton winced. No matter how often he heard it, it never ceased to make him bristle with furious desire when he heard Emma scream another man’s name. Nicole had positioned the chair she sat in so that he could see the screen simply by moving his eyes, without taking his mouth away from her pussy. And the same went for Nicole. All she had to do was turn her head, and she could watch her friend getting fucked by her new lover while Anton ate her out.  
 
    This was no time for subtlety. This was not the night for a slow build-up. Over the course of their relationship, Anton had learned the sounds that Emma made as her pleasure overwhelmed her, and he knew he didn’t have much time. From the moisture he could already feel beneath his tongue and lips, Nicole was most definitely turned on by the whole situation. And the orgasm he had given her earlier with the vibrator helped. Mad with lust, Anton was glad to press his mouth against her pussy, to taste the female pleasure he so craved, even if it made his cock throb painfully inside the plastic prison. But he missed the useful toy. He missed the use of his hands. Harvey didn’t seem to need anything besides his oversized cock to make Emma howl in pleasure, but he had the option if he needed it. All Anton had was his mouth. The only advantage he had, Anton knew, was the skills he had learned over the course of his submission to the girls. Licking Nicole’s pussy was as familiar to him now as Emma’s was. And as he ran his tongue in long firm strokes along Nicole’s quivering lips, he was gratified to hear her moan.  
 
    A shriek from the phone made Anton turn his eyes towards the screen. Beads of sweat were forming on Emma’s creased brow. Her dark hair clung to her face as she thrashed her head from side to side, her breasts bouncing on her chest as her body rocked to Harvey’s thrusts and her own irresistible convulsions. The bed swayed beneath the two of them as though it was about to collapse. She looked so small beneath his hard body, so vulnerable, so overwhelmed with the sensation she was feeling as he pounded her. Anton winced again as Emma arched her back, lifting her hips from the bed and pushing them towards Harvey as though to take his mammoth cock even deeper. Her toes curled, her legs wrapped around his back, and Emma sobbed in total bliss as she came. 
 
    “One,” she managed to pant in a voice that cracked with strain. 
 
    “Already?” Nicole, too, was short of breath. Her chest heaved above Anton as she gripped the back of his head, holding him in place as she rubbed her pussy all over his face and he did his best to catch her flowing juices in his mouth. “That cock must really be something. Can’t wait to try it. Oh, fuck!” Nicole swore as Anton plunged his tongue between her trembling lips. He bobbed his head up and down frantically, the tip of his nose rubbing against the swollen bud of her clit as he licked up the never-ending flood of her juices. Nicole gripped his head in both hands now, her thighs trembling against his ears as she pushed her wet sex into his face. A series of moans rose from her throat, matching the rhythm of Anton’s passionate licks, and he felt unadulterated joy as she exploded into his mouth. Anton gulped down his girlfriend’s roommate’s juices like the champagne of victory, his heart pounding in his ears as he licked and kissed. He was still in the race. Nicole’s body quivered above him, hungry for more, and as he licked the flowing juices from the inside of her thighs, he circled and teased the nub of her clitoris, first with his nose, then with his tongue. Nicole was writhing and panting and gasping now, desperate for more, and Anton did his best to ignore the constant ache of his throbbing cock while he moved in closer. 
 
    “Oh my God! Oh my God!” A series of high-pitched squeals from the phone broke Anton’s concentration. All through Emma’s powerful orgasm, Harvey had barely broken stride. He was pumping away now as aggressively as ever, and Emma’s body bounced like a ragdoll underneath him as she shivered and spasmed. Her pussy gripped his thick cock tightly, seized by a series of uncontrollable convulsions, and Anton moaned into Nicole’s wet sex as he watched his girlfriend cum again. 
 
    “Two!” Emma screamed. “That’s two!” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Nicole groaned. Her words degenerated into high pitched moans as Anton ran his tongue over her clit. He flicked the sensitive flesh with his tongue, making Nicole’s body rock to the rhythm of his movements while he listened to her pant and moan. He didn’t want to rush her. She had to get there in her own time, he knew that. But time was passing. From the sounds Emma was making as Harvey continued to fuck her, Anton knew he had cause for worry. His cheeks burned as he admitted to himself that there was no way he wouldn’t have cum by now if he was in the other man’s position. But Harvey’s stamina was terrifying. And Emma was loving it. Nicole shrieked in delight as Anton wrapped his lips around her clit and began to suck it while he teased it with his tongue. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Nicole panted, rising slightly in her chair as she pressed herself against Anton’s mouth. “oh fuck, that’s it. Suck that clit, you little bitch. Yes. Yes!” Anton’s heart soared as Nicole’s pleasure mounted. But a high yell from the phone on the table cut his joy down again. 
 
    “Three!” Emma wailed in a voice splintered with bliss. “Oh my God, three!” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Nicole cried. Her half-closed eyes peered not at Anton between her legs but at the screen beside her, and it was as though Emma’s orgasm set off her own. 
 
    “That’s two,” Nicole panted as she sank back into the chair, running her fingers through Anton’s short hair. “Time’s ticking, slave. Better speed things up.” 
 
    And Anton did. He ignored the fatigue at the root of his tongue, ignored the ever-present ache of his caged cock, ignored the rage and shame that filled his heart as he watched his girlfriend get fucked. But he couldn’t catch up. The more Emma’s pussy quivered in orgasm around her boss’s thick cock, the quicker the next orgasm seemed to arrive. Lick and kiss and suck on Nicole’s pussy as much as he wanted, but he couldn’t overcome the other man’s lead. And, as the minutes wore on, Harvey increased it. Nicole shrieked with laughter as she listened to her friend count off four, five, six orgasms. And while her own body spent the entire hour dancing on the brink of bliss, Anton never managed to get her past four. 
 
    “That’s it,” Emma panted at last, “that’s enough. That’s an hour.” Anton groaned in despair as Nicole roughly pushed his head away from between her wet thighs. Her blue eyes glowed with malice as she peered down at him, a sadistic smile on her pretty face. Anton had never seen a woman so happy to have achieved less orgasms.  
 
    “Uh oh,” Nicole mocked, her breasts rising and falling as she sucked in air. “Only four. Not even close, bitch boy.” From the phone, Emma shrieked in laughter. She was giddy with pleasure, cock-drunk in a way Anton had never seen before. She couldn’t keep the glassy-eyed smile off her face, couldn’t stop herself from giggling uncontrollably. As Anton slumped to the floor at Nicole’s feet in utter despair, Emma groaned while Harvey slowly withdrew his cock from her glistening pussy. 
 
    “Too bad, babe,” Emma said as she sat up with an effort, perching herself on the side of the bed so that her face filled the screen. “I guess you need more practice on your oral skills. They’re very important, you know.” 
 
    Anton gulped as Harvey’s cock filled the frame, looming menacingly in front of Emma’s face as it shone with several coats of her cum. Emma smiled as she took him in her hand and slowly slid her fingers up and down her boss’s dripping shaft.  
 
    “Get used to seeing lots of this,” Emma smirked at the camera. 
 
    “No,” Anton moaned dully. But there was nothing he could do. Emma opened her mouth as wide as she could, and sank down onto Harvey’s cock. Her hair shone in the light as she moved her head back and forth, her eyes flitting from Anton to Harvey and back again. While her disgraced boyfriend watched, she pulled her head back and began to lick and kiss Harvey’s cock hungrily, slurping her own juices from his throbbing shaft. 
 
    Harvey grunted. His cock twitched. Emma blinked rapidly as an enormous loud of cum erupted from the tip of his cock and splashed all over her face. It seemed to go on and on as he emptied his balls all over Anton’s girlfriend, splattering his seed across her cheeks and chin and forehead, his semen glistening on her red lips as she opened her mouth to catch what drops she could. 
 
    Grinning, Emma turned her shining face to the camera. Anton watched another man’s cum slowly dripping from her face as she addressed him. 
 
    “That’s what real men get,” she smirked. “They get to cum. And little bitch boys like you, honey? You get to watch.” 
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