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Punished By Their Boss

I could hardly contain myself. Finally, there was no one around except me, Jacob, and Victoria. No one to watch us, no one to keep an eye on what happened between us. We had this empty office to ourselves, and whatever happened here, I knew, would stay here. None of us had any incentive to share it, and Victoria had more at risk than any of us.

Still, it felt strange. In all my sexual encounters up to that point, it had just been me and the guy. Even the kinky stuff I had done recently with Jacob still followed that model. And Victoria was part of our sex life, yes. How could she not be, when she was the one who had put Jacob in chastity and given me the key? Her creativity and her experienced dominance were part of the engine that drove this whole thing, and I knew I wouldn’t be in the same position of power over him as I was without her.

Still, she was my boss. And after all, as close as I felt to her now, we hadn’t known each other that long. Maybe it wouldn’t have made any difference if we did. I wasn’t sure. But what I could be sure of, what I knew better than anything else in that moment, was the wild flame of desire inside me, that I had been feeling all morning and for days before that, too. After all, that was what this game was all about. About not getting what we wanted, at least not right away. About holding back desire until it became irresistible, until it swamped everything else, including our reason.

That was where I was now. And poor Jacob, of course, had been there for a very long time. Caged and frustrated by endless teasing from me and from Victoria, he was an absolute mess. Kneeling on the floor, licking his boss’s shoes, apologizing for even thinking about having sex with her, when everything we did and everything we wore was designed with exactly that goal in mind. It was so deliciously unfair, and it felt good to be so mean, to know we had the power to get away with it, because his desire gave us that.

But I needed something. I needed to cum. That was the unavoidable truth, and part of me wished I were stronger, wished I was better able to hold out, like Victoria seemed to be. She was excited, I could tell, but she had her rules. They were a bit of a mystery to me, and I didn’t ask. Ultimately, it didn’t seem like any of my business. I believed her when she said she was never going to have sex with Jacob, and honestly, I felt relieved when she said it. Whatever he was to me, I wasn’t especially eager to share that part of what we had. But this? This was amazing. Sharing this with her, our dominant energy feeding off each other, was the wildest thrill imaginable. And sexual inspiration was flowing through me, doing what it always did. Making the outrageous seem desirable, making the impossible seem normal.

I stepped toward Jacob where he groveled on the floor in front of Victoria. I saw him lift his eyes toward me. I stood close in front of him, my boots shining right in front of his face. I didn’t say anything. I felt like I didn’t need to. And as he glanced up at me, I knew that I was right.

Without even saying a word, he moved his mouth toward me. I chuckled to myself as I felt his lips and tongue through the leather of my boots, caressing my toes, worshiping my feet, this man locked in his chastity device actually groveling at my feet, worshiping me like some kind of goddess.

It wasn’t the first time I had him in that position. But we never did this without me feeling a surge of desire, a thrill of pleasure, my ego and sadism growing by the minute, with every lick and kiss. He was mine, completely, and it couldn’t be more obvious. He couldn’t be more at my mercy, more humbled and disgraced, more completely owned by me and by her.

“He’s learning, I’ll give him that,” Victoria said critically as she looked at me. “But he still has a long way to go. I guess all men do. They’re easy to train, up to a point, but there are some habits that are almost impossible to break.”

“Well, it’s not like he can act on his dirty little desires, is it?”

While Jacob continued to lavish affection on one foot, I lifted the other, sliding it underneath his bowing form and tapping the toe of my foot against his cage. He grunted and squirmed, as if I was hurting him, but I knew that any pain he might be feeling was from the tightness of the cage against his cock trying to surge and harden. And that turned me on so much, to feel his tamed manhood against my foot, reduced to an object, a little toy for me and Victoria to use or not, as we saw fit.

I felt like I needed it, though. As much fun as it was to tease him, to deny him, to torture him with what he couldn’t have, I couldn’t get away from my own lust, my own needs. I knew how easily I could make him satisfy me without having sex with him, but there was still a part of me that wanted to be filled.

And the part of me that pleaded caution, that reminded me that Victoria was standing right there, my boss in the room with me, was vanishing by the second. After all, why else had she brought us here, to this abandoned office? Why else had she insisted on bringing us to a place where no one could see us, where we could have some privacy in the middle of the day? I felt like I already knew the answer to that. And it was wild and strange and barely believable, but what wasn’t, these days? Everything about what we were doing was so far outside everything I had known up to that point. What was one more transgression?

Jacob lifted his head as I stepped away from him abruptly. I could feel Victoria’s eyes on me, too, as I moved across the abandoned office, the heels of my boots making a faint echo that bounced back from the bare blank walls. There was a swivel chair left close to a desk, and I quickly brushed the dust off it before rolling it across the room, toward where my boy toy continued to kneel. I sat down in front of him, my legs crossed at the ankle, my knees together, and he instantly returned to the boots, with even more desperate passion this time.

But I wanted more from him.

For now, I didn’t look at Victoria. Like I was trying to forget she was even there, even though I knew that was impossible. And now, in the state of your desire I was in, a state of kinky desperation, it even felt a little bit good to have an audience. But I tried to focus only on my simp, tried to act like I did when the two of us were alone together.

I uncrossed my feet, and Jacob’s head moved, following the movement of my boots as he continued to lick and kiss. But my legs were parted now, and I knew he had noticed. He noticed everything. Especially when it had to do with my body.

Jacob kissed his way up my boot. And as he did, I spread my legs a little wider, my skirt sliding up my thighs and exposing more of my body to his desperate little glances that he couldn’t hide. As he reached the top of my boot, his nose grazing the inside of my knee, I smiled down at him, my thighs apart. And I could feel the dampness that had soaked into my panties, my own arousal just as pressing and urgent now as his.

Still ignoring Victoria, I reached for my skirt. I pulled it up slowly, teasingly, with Jacob on his knees at my feet, watching the whole time. Watching every movement, every gesture, barely daring to breathe with uncertainty and hope.

A blush on my cheeks, I pushed my skirt higher and reached for my panties. I peeled them off, sliding them down my legs. But as they reached my knees, I stopped. I still had that urge to impress, that desire to show off what I could do, what I could make him do.

“Take my panties off, loser.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Of course, Jake didn’t hesitate, not even for a moment. He leaned forward, closing his teeth gently around the fabric of my underwear and pulling it down over my knees. The panties slid easily off my boots, dropping to the floor, and as I lifted my feet, Jacob used his mouth to remove my underwear completely. He looked comical as he kneeled at my feet, my wet panties hanging from his mouth, and I laughed out loud at the sight. Stretching out a foot, I tapped my boot against his caged cock again, making him moan.

“You can drop them, simp,” I said softly, knowing he hung on my every word. “I have other uses for that slutty mouth of yours.”

Beside me, Victoria let out a burst of laughter, and even as I blushed, I felt gratified. That desire to impress her was almost nothing compared to my desire to cum, but it was still part of the whole wild scene. My panties fell to the floor from Jacob’s mouth, and as I spread my legs even wider, he shuffled forward, ready and eager to serve.

I groaned as I felt his hungry mouth against my pussy. His tongue ran over the sensitive folds of my pussy, sparking pleasure wherever it went. His lips caressed my sex, his face buried between my thighs like there was nowhere else he could ever want to be.

I let out another moan, his efforts and the situation we found ourselves in quickly getting to me, driving me rapidly towards that wild peak of pleasure I was chasing.

Beside me, Victoria moved. She stepped behind kneeling Jacob again, and I watched through half-closed eyes as she unbuckled the thin belt around her skinny waist. She leaned over him, and his licking stopped for just a second as he felt her wrap the belt around his neck, pulling it tight to make a kind of leash.

“Keep going, simp,” she ordered, her voice a near-growl of kinky desire. And right away, Jacob did as she said. He began licking me again, with even more passion this time, on his knees and leashed and completely under our control. And while he serviced me, Victoria smiled down at him, holding the leash and lifting one foot to jab at his ass with the thin heel of her shoe. He grunted and groaned as she raked it over his skin, and every time he did, I felt the vibration of his voice against my most sensitive spot, and I moaned and squirmed in the office chair, breathless with desire, panting with desperate lust.

It was incredible. It was such a wild spectacle, such a ritual of total humiliation, of unrivaled power. It felt like I had been denied orgasm forever, even though it had only been a few hours since my last one, and now the next was rising fast inside me, and already, I could feel its power.

I was going to cum. I was going to cum right there in front of my boss, and I wanted nothing more. I surrendered to it totally, letting the pulsations of my dripping pussy spread throughout my body, letting my cries of bliss pour out of my throat and echo in the spartan surroundings of the abandoned office. I gripped the arms of the chair I sat in, my fingernails catching in the fabric, the heels of my boots scraping on the floor as I squirmed with a pleasure almost too intense to bear.

But it peaked, and passed. I slumped back in the chair, panting and gasping, letting humiliated Jacob lap up the residue of my orgasm from my shaking thighs.

Now that the moment had passed, now that my orgasm had come and gone, I felt even more deeply the shame of what we had done. Victoria was still standing there in front of me, and my cheeks burned at the knowledge that she had seen my orgasm. But she was still smiling, still holding the end of her belt that was wrapped around Jacob’s neck, and she looked so dominant and powerful like that. As wild as it was, something about it just seemed right. Her, fully clothed in her professional yet provocative dress, standing tall in her high heels and holding her belt in one hand. And him, bound and naked, cock caged, face shining with the juices of my orgasm. Just a toy to be used. Right where we wanted him.

Victoria tugged gently on the leash. Stricken with shame and doubt, Jacob turned to look up at her over his shoulder, and she smiled down at him. Again, she pulled on the leash, and I had to bite my lip to keep myself from laughing as she pulled him toward her. He had no choice but to follow, shuffling along on his knees while she led him across the small room. I turned in my chair, my leg still spread, still trembling slightly from the force of my orgasm, knowing I no longer had anything to hide. Victoria had seen everything, and if anything, it seemed to excite her even more.

And Jacob was going to be the tool she used to explore that. I wasn’t going to stop her. Sitting back in the chair, ravished and overcome, I didn’t feel like I could. I didn’t feel like I wanted to. Now, sated and overcome, basking in the afterglow of pleasure, all I wanted to do was see where things went next.

She pulled him toward a desk. She ordered him to kneel with his back against the short end of it, and he did what she said, watching over his shoulder as she tied the end of the makeshift leash to a handle of a drawer behind his head. Then, with him tied to the desk, she stepped away. I watched her stride confidently across the empty office, grab another swivel chair, and push it back to where she held him prisoner.

She positioned the chair carefully. Stepping around it, she sat down slowly, her dress riding higher up her thighs. I rolled my own chair a little closer, not wanting to miss a moment.

Slowly, Victoria spread her legs. And Jacob’s eyes instantly dropped between her thighs, going wide with excitement as he looked up her dress. I felt a spike of jealousy inside me, but it was nothing compared to the arousal I felt. This was so wild, so kinky, and this, crazy as it was, was exactly what I wanted. This desire, this wildness, this barely believable thrill of doing such dark things behind closed doors while the regular world went on its way outside.

“Come and get it, simp,” Victoria said, in a voice that dripped with mockery and scorn. And I just sat there, astonished, as Jacob glanced toward me, just for a second. Almost as if he was asking my permission, although he didn’t say a word. And neither did I. I didn’t even nod. I just smiled at him, meeting his eyes, letting him know that I was watching every moment of this latest humiliation.

He turned back to Victoria. I could see the lust in his eyes as they dropped once again between her legs. And he shuffled forward on his knees, the leash around his neck almost immediately growing tight as he pulled against the drawer.

Victoria pushed her chair back. Just a little, digging her high heels into the floor and pushing herself away from him. Staying just out of reach.

Jacob groaned with frustration, his head between her knees, the belt growing tighter and tighter. I couldn’t help bursting out laughing, and I didn’t try. I knew it would only make the whole scene even hotter.

“Come on, simp, you can reach,” Victoria said. “You’re almost there. Show me how bad you want it.”

Jacob groaned, a low growl of frustration and desire, as if he wanted to talk back, but knew it was a bad idea. Instead, he struggled further forward, his face reddening at the belt tightened even more around his neck. His breath was starting to rattle, starting to come in ragged gasps as he struggled against the belt, and Victoria just watched, smiling down at him, enjoying the degrading show.

Then, before he could choke himself out, she lifted a foot from the floor. The slender high heel of her shoe sank into his shoulder as she pushed him gently but firmly back. She slid a little forward in her chair as she did, resting her foot on his shoulder, and he stared at her as she leaned forward to loosen the belt around his neck, just a little, so that he could breathe more easily.

Then she sat back again. And I watched just like he watched as Victoria placed one hand between her thighs, under her dress, and started to touch herself.

She sighed with pleasure, at first. But then, those sighs gradually turned to moans and groans. Soon, the abandoned office filled with the sound of her pleasure, just the way it had been with mine moments before. She masturbated right in front of him, one foot up on his shoulder to show him everything she was doing, to give him the front row seats to her selfish pleasure. He squirmed and groaned on his knees, but he didn’t turn his eyes away. Not even to look at me. He seemed completely bewitched by it, worshiping her body with his eyes, and I thought to myself that there could hardly be a better demonstration of what was going on here and the power we had over him. He was staring right at what he couldn’t have, his face frozen in an expression of total desire and total despair, and she was getting off on it, rubbing her pussy as she masturbated over the power she had.

Out of nowhere, it occurred to me that she must not have been wearing any panties. I felt another blush rising to my cheeks at that thought, her putting on her dress this morning without any underwear, perhaps knowing she was going to do exactly this. Or something like it, anyway. That thought was so crazy, so erotic, that it only added to my breathlessness. Even with my orgasm still glowing inside me, I was feeling excitement rising again. It felt like this could go on forever, the three of us locked in the vibrating space of this deserted office, forgetting everything except sex.

Victoria’s body stiffened in her chair. For a moment, she was silent, her breath seemingly frozen in her throat. Then, she let out the breath she held in a wild yell of passion. Her body seemed to soften, her foot sliding from Jacob’s shoulder, the sharp heel leaving a bright red line on his skin as it scraped over him. She let her foot fall to the floor, her legs still lewdly spread, the shape of her breasts visible in the front of her dress as they rose and fell while she breathed.

And Jacob looked hardly any less breathless than she was. He stayed on his knees, still staring at her and at me with a wild expression on his face, unable to believe what he had just witnessed. So was I. But I smiled at him all the same, letting him know I wasn’t mad. That if this counted as cheating, I was okay with it. More than okay with it, in fact. It was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen, something I had never even imagined witnessing, and now that I had, I knew I was never going to forget it.

Victoria sat up, the abandoned office chair creaking to the movement of her body. She seemed to have recovered, her eyes glowing with malicious excitement as she looked at me, just for a moment, then at him.

She stood up. Her dress fell back down over her thighs as she walked toward him, and he turned his head to watch as she stepped past him, untying the belt from the handle of the drawer. Holding it close to his neck, she pulled on it again.

“Get up.”

And he did. He rose to her feet, and she used her grip on the belt to direct him where she wanted him to go. She pulled him toward her, then stepped toward the desk he had been tied to, standing beside it as she pulled down on the belt. Jacob looked even more nervous as he did what she wanted, bending forward over the edge of the desk. As he leaned over, she placed her free hand on the back of his neck, pushing his head further down. She didn’t stop until he was bent over the end of the desk, his chest touching the wood, his legs spread to reveal the pink chastity cage locked onto his cock as it pressed against the side of the furniture.

“Stay,” she ordered.

She unfastened the belt and slid it off his neck, then stepped around behind him. I watched with growing uncertainty as she folded the belt in half, holding it by the buckle and the other end, a thin black loop hanging from her fist. I guessed what was coming, but part of me didn’t believe it. Even after everything that had happened, I didn’t imagine she had this depth of cruelty in her.

But she did. She raised the belt, and I gasped, and the leather whistled through the air as she brought it down with a sharp crack against Jacob’s ass. He yelped and jumped a little on the desk, caught by surprise and pain, but she quickly raised the belt and struck him again. And again. The belt left red marks wherever it touched Jacob’s ass, and he squirmed and writhed on the desk as if trying to wriggle away from the pain, but he didn’t stand up. He didn’t try to stop her. Maybe he knew he couldn’t.

“That’s right, loser,” Victoria sneered, slightly breathless from her efforts as she stopped whipping him after six hard strokes. “That’s what you get for having dirty thoughts about your boss. In fact, it’s what you get for being such a pathetic simp in the first place. You know you deserve it. And now, when you go back to work, you’re going to have to sit on your sore little tush and think about what a pathetic loser you are.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” Jacob groaned, his voice thick with pain and desire. Unable to help myself, I laughed again. It was just too wild, too crazy, too exciting. I had no idea how to react.

Grinning, Victoria stepped back. I watched her wrap the belt around her waist again, buckling it into place over her dress. Then, without a word, she walked across the office, heading toward the bathroom in the back wall.

As the door closed behind her, I stood from my chair. I walked over to where Jacob was still bent over the desk, his ass a bright red throb of pain, his caged cock still pressing against the wood. He jumped, just a little, as I placed a gentle hand on his shoulder.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

I smiled at his words. He was still in character, if I could put it like that, still as submissive as ever. Despite what she had just put him through, he still wanted to carry on, and that sent a wild jolt of excitement through me. I felt the warmth of his skin as I trailed my fingers over his shoulder, down his back, feeling even more heat as I pressed a hand against his beaten ass. He winced as I dug my fingernails into the bruised skin, just a little, and I laughed again.

“She really put you in your place, didn’t she?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

“I’m glad. Now you know what happens when you’re not a good boy for us.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He seemed completely overwhelmed now, completely defeated, humiliated and punished and put firmly in his place. But he seemed to love it. I could see it in his glassy eyes, and his flushed and breathless face, his desperation matching his deviant pleasure as he lay there right where our boss had left him, like it didn’t even occur to him to move.

The bathroom door opened, and Victoria stepped out. She looked a little more put together now as she walked across the room, back to the old office manager. But none of us, I knew, were ever going to forget what had just happened. Her cruelty and dominance, her unrivaled power, and the pure joy she took in making our simp grovel and beg.

“It’s late. You should get back to work,” she said, addressing us both. I squirmed in delight at the thought. That we were just going to leave him so frustrated, so turned on, used for our sadistic pleasure and then abandoned, like his own feelings didn’t matter. It was so hot, and again, I thought of that key tucked inside my boot, controlling Jacob’s cock, and I wanted this. I wanted more, more cruelty, more power, more debauchery. It was like Victoria was holding open a door to this exciting new world, and all I had to do was follow her lead and step through it, and all three of us would be caught up in something more powerful than we had ever imagined.

“You’re right,” I said. Leaning over Jacob, I untied the belt around his wrists and dropped it onto the desk in front of him. He stood up, looking at both of us with that same expression of disbelief on his face, as if he couldn’t get his head around the idea that we would be so cruel. But he ought to have known better. After everything we had done to him, he should have known exactly who he was dealing with.

“Get dressed, simp,” I ordered. “Do as Mistress Victoria says.”


Cooking Class

Another wild day at work. Another unforgettable experience of power and domination, knowing the truth of what was going on, that lay hidden just below the surface. As always, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. As always, it seemed to always push everything else out of my mind, this obsession with dark sex transforming everything in its own deviant light.

Jacob was sitting behind me, at his desk, as always. And as always, I did my best not to turn around and look at him, no matter how much I wanted to. All part of the game. But I felt sure I could hear him shifting uncomfortably in his seat back there, trying to adjust to the pain in his ass that Victoria had given him. And every time he did, or I thought he did, it sent another jolt of arousal racing through me.

He had just taken his punishment, as if it was something he deserved. As if it was only right and natural. It was part of the game, of course, for us to pretend that it was, as if there was nothing more obvious than this. But in reality, I knew it was crazy. And there was that part of me that was probably never going to get past that, that I didn’t really want to get past that. I still enjoyed the dark thrill of this, the excitement of stepping so far outside the normal rules of human relationships. It was so exciting to know he wanted this, that he couldn’t resist. That he would put up with any amount of pain to keep playing like that.

Although I knew that wasn’t exactly right either. The pain wasn’t something he put up with so much as it was part of the game. I didn’t think he was into pain for pain’s sake, like some of those men I had encountered online or in movies, the standard image of the Hollywood masochist. Instead, I suspected that just as it was with me, it was the power that got him off. The idea that we could and would inflict pain on him anytime we felt like, for any reason we decided, knowing there would be nothing he could do about it. I found that exciting, too. But I wasn’t the one who had just taken a beating.

For the rest of the day, Victoria left us alone, more or less. But even so, her presence was unmistakable, unignorable. As she sauntered around the office, doing her thing, I felt like I could find her even with my eyes closed. And her outfit and her body commanded attention wherever she went, of course, but really, as I knew very well by now, it was her confidence that made her most attractive. She was a woman you wanted to be around, even if you weren’t physically turned on by her appearance. But Jacob, of course, was. And I wasn’t the least bit jealous, not even a tiny bit concerned. I knew what their relationship was. And I knew that the way he felt about her and the way she treated him was all part of my own kinky new sex life. Just by being herself, she made all these outrageous acts seem normal, seem desirable, the things we both wanted made more attainable by her support.

And the day went on. The long descent from lunchtime towards the end of the day, when we could finally call it quits. When I could get on with my real life, the deviant sex I found so thrilling, so energizing. As always, these days, I felt like I couldn’t wait.

But for a while, I had to. The hours could drag by as slow as they wanted, but wishing them away wasn’t going to change anything. I just had to be patient; never my strong suit. Especially when what I was waiting for was as exciting as this.

Finally, the hour came. The office started emptying out, my coworkers eager to get home too, though not nearly, I suspected, as eager as I was. But as always, I had to wait a little while longer. Wanting to talk to Jacob to make our plans for the night with no one else hearing us. And as often happened, after a while, there was no one left in the office except me, him, and her. Victoria, sitting at her desk, smiling happily as she looked over at us.

We had nothing to hide from her, of course.

“My place tonight?”

Jacob nodded immediately, not hesitating for even a second. And I smiled, but I was hardly surprised. Why would he hesitate? If anything, he wanted this even more than I did.

“Have fun, you guys,” Victoria said with that wicked smile she had perfected so well. And both Jacob and I watched her walk out of the office, always with that same confidence, that poise, the woman who had steered our discovery of these kinky desires acting like it was just another day at the office. And really, for her, it was.

Once she was gone, I turned to Jacob with a smile. And he smiled back at me, with that pale ghostly smile he had at moments like this, that did nothing to disguise the bright glow of lust in his eyes. He wanted me bad, wanted me more the meaner I was to him, and that excited me more than I could even believe.

The last ones to leave the office, we all but raced to our cars. As he had so often before, he followed me home, every mile we traveled getting us more and more excited for the sex we both knew lay ahead. I met him outside my apartment and led him upstairs, and before we even got through the door, his hands were on me, running over my body in the tight clothes I was wearing, embracing every curve. Without permission, I might add.

It was exactly what I wanted. But there was no need to let him know that.

“Get off me,” I ordered as I pushed the apartment door shut behind us. I could see how reluctant he was to do as he was told, but he did it all the same. Just like always. Bowing to my desires like he had no will of his own, knowing that the only way to get what he wanted was through sheer obedience. After all, the key to his chastity was still tucked into my boot. He wasn’t getting out until I was completely satisfied with his behaviour.

“Kneel.”

I pointed to the floor at my feet, and without hesitation, Jacob dropped to the floor. I stood above him, my hands on my hips, grinning down at him and enjoying the increasingly familiar sight of him at my mercy.

“Clothes off. All of them.”

Again, there was no hesitation on his part. He stripped down immediately, sliding his clothes off his body while remaining on his knees, a task he was getting more and more practice at. In no time at all, he was naked in front of me, just that chastity device hanging between his legs, his humiliating pink prison a testament to the unrivaled power I had over him. And again, I thought of that key and of how I could release him, and what he would do to me if I did. But I wanted to stretch things out even longer. I wanted to drive him crazy with lust the way I always did, to make him desire me so badly that his whole world shrank down to nothing but me and my body and his throbbing, aching cock.

I took a step backward, my heels echoing on the kitchen floor.

“Turn around. Face the wall.”

Jacob looked uncertain, not knowing what I was up to. But he knew better than to question me. He shuffled around on his knees to face the wall, and I grinned at the sight of his bruised ass. The marks of Victoria’s belt had darkened through the day, the angry red stripes slowly turning to bruises. Part of me felt as if I should feel sorry for him. He was my boyfriend, after all, or whatever he was. We had never actually discussed terms. But he was the guy I was currently in a sexual relationship with, and in my experience, that usually meant a boyfriend. I should care for him, and I did, in my own way. But it felt so good to see him beaten like that, to see him made to suffer by a sexy woman I knew he wanted and knew he was never going to have. Just the thought of it made me tremble, just a little, standing there in my boots with his key hidden inside.

“Bend over. Let me see that ass.”

Jacob did it. Of course he did. He shuffled backward on his knees to make enough space so that he could lean forward, and while he did, I grabbed my phone and stepped closer toward him. He had his face bowed down to the floor, his hands on the tiles on either side of his head, his ass the highest point on his body. He grunted as I placed my foot on his bruised flesh, not pressing down hard, but just posing possessively above him while my skirt slid a little higher up my thighs. Pointing my phone, I took a picture of his prostrated body in front of me, my foot on him, and, not giving myself time to question what I was doing, I sent it to Victoria.

Then I stepped away, pulling my skirt back down and setting my phone down on the kitchen table. I pulled out a chair and sat down, crossing my legs and just looking at him for a while. Letting the tension build. In me, as much is in him. It was all fueling my own desire, this crazy game of delay and denial. It was a struggle with myself far more than it was a struggle with him. By now, he knew his place. He gave in easily, ready to surrender every last scrap of dignity for the chance to have sex with me again. Dominating him was nothing compared to controlling myself.

“You really are the office simp now, aren’t you, loser? Humiliated and beaten by your boss, with your little cock all locked away as company property. And you love it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

He mumbled the words into the tiles of the floor, but they were no less powerful for that. I felt a rising heat and wetness between my legs as I squeezed my thighs together, watching him grovel and debase himself for just that faint promise I held out. I could make him do anything. He was my sex slave, my property, and the key in my boots made him even more completely mine than his desperate desire would have anyway.

“Good. You’re learning your place. You know what you’re going to do now?”

There was a pause before Jacob answered. I watched his ribs rise and fall under his skin as he took a deep breath and let it out.

“Whatever you say, Mistress Emily.”

I laughed at his words. I wasn’t sure what I had expected, beyond his obedience. But it always thrilled me to hear him talk like that, to hear him surrender so totally.

“Well, yes, obviously,” I said, my fingers trailing over my bare thigh underneath my tight skirt, invisible to him for now. “And I think I’m going to have you… Make me dinner. Can you cook, simp?”

“A little, Mistress.”

“A little? Well, we’ll see about that. There’s more than one way to please a woman, you know. Maybe I’ll make you take some cooking classes so you can make nice things for me.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

The tone of his voice made it all abundantly clear. He would do it, if that was what I decided. He would do whatever I decided, do whatever he was told, desperate beyond words to be dominated and controlled by me, be transformed into an object that existed to make me happy. My hand slipped a little higher on my thigh, my legs squeezed together a little tighter, and I wasn’t going to do anything about the pleasure and lust that burned deep inside me, not just yet. But it was tempting.

“Okay, well you’d better get to work. Go to the kitchen and see what you can put together.”

Jacob rose from the floor. As he stood, he looked over at me, and I smiled a wicked smile at him, hoping it was even close to as enticing and exciting as Victoria’s trademark smile was. For a second, he looked me up and down, as if he was taking another sip of the potion, another shot of the intoxication my appearance so clearly had on him. And I looked him over, too, as he moved toward my kitchen cabinets. I watched the way his ass moved with every step, watched the bruised and aching skin moving, feeling such an incredible thrill at what I had reduced him to.

While he rummaged in the cupboards, I watched his chastity device hanging down between his legs, bouncing with his movements, the mocking tag Victoria had made hanging from it. Do not open. Except I could open it, was the only one who could open it, possessing a total authority over the most intimate part of his body that he himself didn’t have. It never got old. I never got tired of it. It was far too thrilling for that.

“I could make you some pasta, Mistress Emily?”

My kitchen wasn’t especially well stocked. It wasn’t like I had had a lot of time for grocery shopping. These days, all I did was work and dominate him, and all he did was serve me, and the mundane details of everyday life were falling by the wayside, and neither of us really cared. He was making the best of what he found, and I nodded slowly, giving my assent.

“Go ahead, simp.”

He turned toward the stove, turning it on and then looking through my drawers for a suitable pot to boil water. While he gathered the necessary ingredients, I watched in silence. He seemed to at least somewhat know what he was doing. He was no professional chef, but I didn’t need him to be. The point was for him to serve, and to get used to serving me in nonsexual ways. For him to accept that this was his role now, his job, his whole life. That not everything I made him do would be something he secretly wanted to do. That sometimes, his role in my life really would be more like that of a servant than a boyfriend.

Gradually, the kitchen filled with the smells of cooking, and Jacob continued with his task, moving from pot to pan and back again, his naked body totally vulnerable and on display for my viewing pleasure. Slowly, I uncrossed my legs and stood up. Jacob turned to look at me over his shoulder as I walked toward him, and I could see the hope rising in his eyes. He knew how unpredictable I could be, that he couldn’t assume anything. But I knew what he wanted. I wasn’t going to give it to him, not yet.

Instead, I reached past him to a container on my counter that held my kitchen utensils. I pulled out a wooden spoon, hefting its weight in my hand. Then, stepping back behind him, I raised it and swung it toward him backhand, the flat head smacking against his bruised ass.

He yelped. I didn’t hit him all that hard, but after what Victoria had done to him with the belt, just about any contact on that ass had to be painful. But even though he yelped, even though he jumped, he didn’t try to protect himself. He didn’t try to stop me. He just looked at me with this pathetic look of surprise on his face, and it made me laugh out loud. It made me want to hurt him more.

“Hurry up, loser,” I said, using my very best dominatrix sneer. “I’m hungry. And every minute you spend making me dinner makes me feel a little bit less like unlocking you.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” he babbled, knowing there was nothing else he could say. Knowing there was no point complaining about the unfairness of it all, that there really was nothing he could do about how long it takes to make food. He didn’t dare argue with me, even when I was being a complete bitch. Especially then.

The spoon in my hand, I paced up and down behind him. He had his back to me, focused on the food, but somehow, I knew that every cell of his body was trained on me. I knew he could hear the heels of my boots clicking on the tile floor in the kitchen as I walked up and down, and I knew he hadn’t forgotten, not even for a moment, that key in my boot that was the only thing that could set him free.

I smacked his ass with the spoon again, and again, more or less at random. Not even saying anything now as I did it, not even trying to give a reason for this punishment. He didn’t ask. He just accepted it, knowing that I was going to do whatever I wanted with his body, and that deep down, that was what he wanted from me, too.

When the pasta was ready, I stepped back, giving him room to drain it down the sink. Boiling water and a naked man are a dangerous combination, after all, and no part of me wanted to hurt him that much. I watched, still holding the spoon, as he added the pasta to the rich sauce he had simmering in a pan, stirring it all together as the steam rose around him, making his face shine.

“I think it’s ready, Mistress Emily.”

“Good.”

I swung the spoon at his ass again, enjoying the satisfying sound it made as it struck him. Then, I tossed it carelessly down on the kitchen countertop. I stepped toward the table, sitting back down in my chair and clearing space from all the letters and other ephemera that had piled up there.

“You may serve me now.”

I sounded slightly ridiculous in my own ears, but he didn’t seem to feel the same way. He just nodded, and I watched him finding a plate, serving up the food he had made and carrying it over to me along with a fork and a spoon. He set it down in front of me, a nervous expression on his face, and I looked up at him.

“Down.”

As he kneeled on the floor beside my chair, I thought I detected just the faintest flash of something on his face. Disappointment, maybe, or surprise. Probably he thought we would be eating together. He had made enough food for both of us. But that wouldn’t be very dominant of me, would it?

I ate slowly, feeling him watching my every move from where he kneeled at my feet. For a while, I didn’t look at him. The meal was good, but I knew better than to praise him for it. After all, he was just a simp and a slave, doing his duty.

Lifting my fork from my plate, I had another idea. Tilting the fork, I let a piece of pasta covered in sauce fall to the floor, hitting one of my boots on the way.

“Oh dear. Clean that up. Now.”

Jacob’s lip trembled as he looked at me. He knew exactly what I wanted. More humiliation, more degradation. The same things he wanted, whether he liked to confront that fact or not.

Placing his hands on the kitchen floor, he leaned forward. I laughed out loud as he ran his tongue over the shaft of my boot, licking up the tomato sauce he had made. I carried on eating while he debased himself, feeling like an absolute queen, like there was nothing I couldn’t get away with.

“And that,” I said, pointing with my now-empty fork at the piece of pasta on the floor. Jacob hesitated, but not for long. He bowed his head all the way down and ate off my kitchen floor. I sat above him, vibrating with sadistic pleasure, barely believing what I had to turn him into.

“Go get yourself a plate. Bring it back here.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled, almost springing into action. He turned to the kitchen countertop and got himself a plate, then brought it back to me. I didn’t even need to say anything. I just raised my eyebrows, and he dropped back onto his knees, setting his plate on the floor at my feet. Grinning evilly at him, I raised one foot and pressed it down into the food, twisting my boots slightly as I squashed his dinner. Then I recrossed my legs, my dirty boot hovering right in front of him.

“Clean.”

And he did. Immediately, he began licking the sole of my boot covered in squashed food, and I tried to stay calm, but inside, I was a bubbling mess of sadistic bliss. Such humiliation, such servitude. I had been walking around in those boots all day, and now he was eating off them, degrading himself even more while I sat above him, enjoying the meal he had cooked.

It took him a long time to get all the remnants of food out of the treads of my boots. By the time he was done, I had pushed my own plate away. Satisfied by the meal but still burning with a very different and far more intense hunger, I pushed my chair back from the table and stood.

“Take this chair and follow me.”

I didn’t wait to see if he would. By now, I didn’t doubt his obedience. I just turned away from him, striding across my apartment in my freshly cleaned boots, and I heard him take up the chair I had just been sitting in and follow.

“Put it down there. Sit in it,” I said, pointing to the floor beside my sofa. Jacob, without understanding, did as I said. While he sat in the kitchen chair, I went to my bedroom, heading straight to the closet and taking out two belts. Returning to the living room, I had him place his arms straight down on either side of the chair to wrap the belts around his wrists, binding him in place.

As always, he didn’t resist. As always, he didn’t put up even the beginnings of a fight. He just let me do it, watching me with those big wide puppy dog eyes, silently begging for what he didn’t dare ask for vocally, knowing that I would only give him release when I decided I wanted to.

Once he was tied to the chair, I stood in front of him. My skirt slid high up my thighs as I raised one foot, planting it on his thigh. The toe of my boot was right next to his caged cock, and he whimpered just a little as I tapped my boot against it, chuckling to myself. Then I leaned forward, running both hands up and down the shining shaft as I gloated over him.

“It’s in there. The key to your little cock,” I said, continuing to caress the leather. “It’s so close, isn’t it? But so far away. What do you think, simp? Do you think you’ve been obedient enough today to get a release?”

“Oh my God, yes, Mistress Emily!”

The desperation in his voice made me laugh.

“Yeah, I bet you do. Just remember this, simp. Just remember that the more you do what you’re told, the more likely you are to get what you want. And I’m going to be telling you to do things you don’t want to do more and more, but you know the reward is worth it. Unzip.”

As I spoke, I leaned forward, putting a little more weight on my foot, my heel digging into his thigh. Jacob leaned forward, carefully lifting the zipper of my boot with his tongue and taking it between his teeth. He lowered his head as far as he was able, pulling the zipper down, and I lifted my foot so that he could take it off completely. By now, my tight skirt was up around my hips, and I knew he could see my panties, and I wondered if he could see the wet spot I could feel between my legs, the excitement of what we were doing obvious now.

Balancing carefully, I pulled off my boot and turned it upside down, holding out my other hand so that the key fell into it. He stared at me with desperate desire as I let my boot fall to the floor, then bent forward and unzipped and removed the other one. Only then, once I was barefoot but otherwise still in my office clothes, did I move toward him.

I straddled him. I sat down in his lap, facing him, his caged cock between my thighs, almost but not quite close enough to touch. I stared into his eyes as my fingers fumbled down toward his manhood, sliding the key into the lock. I turned it, detaching the pink plastic tube that had kept his cock imprisoned all day, and his shaft surged visibly against my hand.

Jacob groaned as I wrapped my fingers around it. His eyelids fluttered, his face an absolute picture of desperate desire, of pure sexual frustration. It turned me on so much to have him habitually in my hand like this, completely under my control, underneath me and unable, still, to take what he so clearly, badly wanted.

“I don’t know,” I said softly. And he groaned again as I ran my hand up and down his shaft, toying with him. “I just don’t think I’m ready to let you cum yet.”

“Please, Mistress Emily!”

The intensity in his voice sent another wave of ecstasy crashing over me, my thighs gripping his sides as I sat in his lap, his straining cock in my hand, his heart, it felt, in my teeth.

“Please, I’ll do anything you say, I promise!”

“I know you will,” I chuckled.

And then, he groaned again as I let go.

I stepped away from him, dismounting him and instead sitting down on the sofa next to the chair he was tied to. Leaning back, I raised my feet, placing them in his lap and crossing them at the ankle. Using him as a foot rest as I reached for the remote control for my TV.

“And for now, I want you to be quiet and just sit there. Mistress needs to relax.”


Watching The Show

It was hardly the first time it struck me that torturing Jacob, as fun as it undoubtedly was, was also a form of torturing myself. I was reminded of that every day. Every morning that I woke up beside him with his cock under lock and key, accessible only to me and no one else in the world, not even him.

He was an attractive guy. Sure, I hadn’t been blown away by his looks when I first met him, though there was something cute in his vague air of nerdiness. But now, my attraction for him was as potent as it had ever been to any man.

Because I knew how he wanted me. I knew how he made me feel. It was incredible, and to me, it made him about the sexiest man on the planet. The way he submitted. The way he kneeled for me. The way he would grovel at my feet anytime I snapped my fingers, the way he called me Mistress Emily and never questioned my authority to make him do whatever I wanted.

It was hot in a way I had never previously known something could be, hot like nothing else had ever been in my life.

The self-control it took to not jump on top of him at those moments was something I had never had to exercise before, and something I might not have believed I had. But of course, this whole adventure had proven that I was full of surprises for myself. That there were sides to me that I once would never have imagined, that nobody who knew me in the past might have even believed.

And although I didn’t think of him so often these days, not nearly as often as I had at the start of this relationship with Jacob, I thought for a moment of Devin. Until Jacob came along, no one had ever desired me like that, worshiped me like that. And I couldn’t help wondering what he would think if he could see me now. This, I knew now, was what he had always wanted to be, the submissive slave of a dominant goddess who acted, at least, like she didn’t care if he got any pleasure out of the arrangement at all.

That wasn’t true. I did care. I wanted him to enjoy this, and it turned me on so much to know that he did. And maybe that was why it never quite clicked with Devin, because I never quite understood why he wanted to play these games. Now, I got it a lot better.

I had never gone this far with Devin. If he had ever asked me to keep his cock locked up in a tiny pink plastic cage, I don’t know how I would have reacted, but it probably wouldn’t have been positive. Then again, maybe the same would have been true even if Jacob had asked. The point was, he didn’t. Victoria just made it happen, and now here we were, right in the thick of it. Me, drunk with power over him, and him, lost in total submission to me, ready to give away everything for the promise of sex.

And still, I was determined not to give it to him.

He sat there in his kitchen chair, facing me, his hands tied to the frame with my belts. And I ignored him for the moment, switching on the TV, turning on a show I didn’t care all that much about. It was never about that. It was about the spectacle, about the indifference I was displaying. Acting as if his desire meant nothing to me, and the fact that I had him bound here naked and rockhard was perfectly meaningless.

But it wasn’t. And if he had enough capacity in his lust-addled brain, he might have guessed that from the way my feet moved in his lap. I made it look like idle fidgeting, but every time my bare toes brushed his throbbing cock, I felt another jolt of desire. I was driving him crazy, and that felt amazing, but I was driving myself crazy, too. It was turning me on so much, this wild sense of power I had, this pure thrill of being in charge. The way I could drive him crazy with the slightest move of my foot, not even looking at him as I did it. His whole world was centred on me, and I was acting like I had forgotten him completely.

But as he groaned again at another touch of my foot, I tore my eyes away from the TV and looked at him. An arrogant, dismissive look, or so I hoped, sizing him up as if he was something I had just stepped in.

“Did I say you could speak?”

“No, Mistress Emily.”

Jacob looked so overwhelmed by my dominant power, as if he really accepted my authority to decide when or how or if he could say a word. Maybe he did. It didn’t really matter, when the result was the same in the end. He wouldn’t dare do anything to piss me off, now that his cock was finally uncaged.

I swung my feet out of his lap, shifting on the sofa as I did. He watched my every move, that desperate desire shining in his eyes like it always did, lingering on every curve of my body, every movement I made. And of course, what I was doing was designed to drive him crazy.

I pulled my tight skirt high on my hips, then pulled my panties down. He watched, looking as if he was about to start whimpering as I slid the warm fabric down over my legs, pulling it off. Then, I stood up, pulling my skirt back down as I held my underwear in one hand. I stepped toward him, leaning forward, my hair falling down around his face as I gripped his chin with my free hand.

“Open your mouth, simp.”

He did. Once again without hesitation, without a moment’s thought, Jacob did as I ordered. He opened his mouth, and his eyes went wide as I stuffed my panties between his lips. I use my fingers to pack them in there, a tight little wad soaked in the juices of my arousal that had been pouring out of me all day, especially over the last half hour or so. I knew he could taste my pussy on the fabric, and he groaned again, just a little, as my juices leaked out of my underwear to tease him even further.

Then, I slapped him. Not really hard, but enough to focus his attention back on me. He stared up at me with his mouth full of my underwear, his eyes absolutely burning with lust, and I smiled down at him. It was such an amazing scene, I couldn’t resist. I stepped away from him, walking quickly across my apartment to my phone that I had left on the kitchen table. Turning the camera in his direction.

“Look at me.”

He didn’t want to. I could see it on his face, could see it in the slump of his shoulders. I could see it in the way his cheeks turned red with shame and embarrassment. But he knew I wasn’t asking. I wasn’t giving him a choice. He was going to do it one way or another, and the closest thing he had to a choice was the decision whether to do it now, the easy way, or risk the pleasure he so desperately craved by defying me in this meaningless little way.

He chose to give in. Just like he always did. Just like I fully expected him to as I stood in front of him, my feet apart, my skirt pulled tight around my thighs as I waited. He looked up at me, up at the camera, and I took his photo, a grin spreading across my face as I sent that, too, to Victoria. She still hadn’t replied to my first text, and it looked like she hadn’t seen it yet. There was still time to delete it, if I wanted to. But why would I do that?

As I tossed my phone carelessly onto the sofa, I stepped closer to Jacob again. I thought of my boss, at home with her non-kinky husband, happy with him and yet carrying at least some frustration over the naughty things she wanted to do but couldn’t, with him. The things she had started to do with Jacob, instead. The things he willingly let her do, entranced by her beauty just like he was my mind, unable to say no to anyone with the right curves.

Again, I leaned over him, sweeping my hair back behind my ears as I spoke.

“I wonder what Victoria is going to think of that?”

He groaned again, and again, I slapped the same cheek I had earlier.

“I told you to shut up, simp.”

And I straightened up, stepping away from him and sitting back down on the sofa. I resumed my earlier position, my feet in his lap, my bare toes teasing his straining cock while I watched TV. And he seemed so close, this burning ball of desire, squirming uncomfortably on the ass Victoria had beaten that afternoon, tied to a hard kitchen chair and unable even to beg for the kindness he knew he was never going to receive from me anyway.

I was staring right through the TV, not even noticing what was happening. My mind was totally and completely occupied by this latest version of the drama playing out between us, more thrilling than any fictional narrative could ever be.

I had to do something about it. And soon. But I was still enjoying this wild power, this cruel tease. So I concocted a way to have both.

Smiling at my own deviousness, I changed to another TV show. One with a sexy lead actor I had had more than a few naughty thoughts about in the past. A trash show, really, but it knew what it was doing. Porn for women, maybe, this handsome, brooding hunk falling deeply in love with the heroine and spending most of the show’s running time with his shirt off, having passionate sex with the audience stand-in.

“He’s so fucking hot,” I said slowly, staring at the screen as I spoke, almost as if I had forgotten that Jacob was even there. I didn’t look at him, but from the corner of my eye, I sensed him turning toward the screen, just for a moment, before turning back to me. After all, there was nothing going on on the TV that could hold his attention the way I could.

“The things I’d do to him…” I said.

And then, with an evil little smile, I turned to face Jacob at last.

“Don’t you think he’s hot, simp?”

Jacob, my panties stuffed into his mouth, shook his head.

My grin got wider.

“No? You don’t think so? You don’t like guys, and you’re too insecure to even admit that one is sexy? I have no problem admitting Victoria is sexy.”

Jacob just stared at me, unable to speak, denied that permission by me. While I could say whatever I wanted to. His cheeks were flushed, his breathing rapid, and his cock never stopped surging.

“Aww, what’s the matter? Is simp boy a little jealous?”

Still, he said nothing, just staring at me with that same fire in his eyes, that same lust burning him to a husk from the inside. But by now, I was saying the things I was saying as much for me as for him. I had caught the tail of another wild idea, and that same impulse toward experimentation told me to pursue it.

“Not to be mean, but you probably should be,” I said, keeping that grin on my face as I spoke. “I mean, look at him. His body is perfect. He doesn’t look like the kind of man who would let a woman tie him up, either. Not that I’d want to. There are cocks that belong in cages, and cocks that don’t. His definitely doesn’t. Yours, on the other hand…”

I laughed, and laughed even more when I saw the way his cheeks glowed an even deeper shade of red. It was getting to him. I knew that. Jacob was smart enough to know that I was saying the things I was saying for effect, to tease him even further, to add a new psychological edge to his torment. But his emotions were too raw and powerful to ignore it. He was still getting caught up in it, even knowing it was a game. Of course, that was always the case, for us.

“Stay there,” I said softly, as if he had any choice at all in the matter.

I got off the couch, circling around the chair he was tied to and heading to my bedroom. His eyes followed me the whole way, his head turning to keep me in his line of sight until I stepped away from the doorway.

I took off my clothes. I wiggled my way out of the tight skirt, shrugged off my top, unfastened my bra so that I was completely naked. Then, I turned to my bedside table. In the drawer, I found the little bullet vibrator that had been such a reliable companion during my single days. Holding it in my fist, I headed back to the living room.

Again, Jacob turned his head to follow me, but I didn’t sit down straightaway. Instead, I walked toward the kitchen and the front door of the apartment. I picked up the shirt he had worn to work, smelling the scent of his body on it as I carried it back to the living room. I spread it out on the sofa and sat down on it, completely naked, spreading my legs as I slouched forward and placed one foot in his lap again.

“Let me find a hot scene,” I said, feeling him struggling not to moan and groan as I tickled the underside of his shaft with my toes again. And I picked up the TV remote, scrolling through the episode and finding one of the many sex scenes. They came along with a predictable regularity, the narrative mostly just a way to get from one to the next. For now, that was exactly what I wanted.

I pressed play, and there was our breathy heroine, having her dress pulled off by the strong hands of the hunk. Smiling again at Jacob, I opened my hand and turned the vibrator on, letting him hear the insistent buzz, letting him know what I was up to.

Then, with my foot still in his lap, I pressed the vibrator against myself. Straightaway, the powerful vibration spread out from between my legs, and I let out a long moan that was maybe a little exaggerated, but still unquestionably real. The vibe was doing its job, and besides, I was so worked up by the events of the day, even the slightest touch felt like heaven.

I slid even further forward on the couch, spreading my legs wider, pressing the vibrator against myself a little bit harder. It felt like the vibrations were travelling through my whole body, lighting up every cell. I could feel my orgasm coming, rising inside me like a volcano building up pressure, and it was exactly what I wanted. To cum in front of him, to show him what he had been dreaming of all day and was still being denied. It was so sexy, so thrilling, the thought alone was enough to make me breathless, but it was those insistent vibrations travelling up from between my legs that really made me dizzy.

On the screen, our heroine was lying on the bed, her legs wrapped around his waist, his muscular torso catching the light artfully as he loomed above her, strong and powerful yet protective and desirable, everything a woman could want. Though maybe not this woman. With everything that was going on, I barely even looked at the TV. What was happening in my living room was far hotter than any fake sex scene, no matter how sexy the actor taking part in it.

I closed my eyes as that great wave of orgasm washed over me. I howled in pleasure, my ecstasy ringing out loudly in the living room, leaving Jacob no room to doubt what I had done to myself. My legs trembled with the force of my passion, and despite my instructions, he moaned against the wet panties that filled his mouth as my foot flailed in his lap, teasing his cock again.

He squirmed and moaned against the bondage I had put him in, as if he was trying to free himself. But there was no chance of that. I was getting way too good at doing this to him, way too experienced at tying him up. And this was a new experience, but as I basked in the afterglow of a powerful orgasm, I didn’t regret a thing. Once again, my instincts had turned out to be right. And I had a feeling that putting on a show like this might well become a regular part of my repertoire of moves I used to dominate and disgrace my poor simp.

He was watching every moment, of course. Unable to tear himself away, to even close his eyes on the sight in front of him. I saw that when I opened my own eyes, turning my flushed and grinning face to him. Letting him see it all, every ounce of his humiliation. Letting him see the pleasure glowing in my eyes, the wetness of my lips, the hardness of my nipples as they rose and fell on my boobs while I panted with bliss.

He was staring at me like I was a work of art, like my body contained the secrets of the universe. And despite my own satisfaction, I knew the adventure was far from over. I was having way too much fun for that.

“That’s better,” I said. “I love being able to cum whenever I want.”

There wasn’t even a pretense that that comment wasn’t aimed at him, wasn’t a direct jab at his helplessness. But as Mistress Emily, I didn’t need to pretend. And more and more these days, I wondered how much this was still an act, and how much this persona was taking over my life. Not that I minded if it did. Not when it made us both feel so good. Still, it was a strange feeling to know that something was changing inside me, that these dark games were transforming me in some way. And every outrageous scene I created just seemed to make the next even easier.

I turned toward him. I sat up, rising from the sofa. Chuckling to myself, I picked up his shirt that I had sat on, holding it out in front of him so he could see the wet patch I had left behind.

“Look at that, simp,” I giggled. “Look how hard I came thinking about another man.”

He trembled in his chair, struggling again against the belts that still held him. I tossed his shirt aside and stepped closer to him, sitting down in his lap once again. I reached down between my legs, my hand brushing his cock, and he moaned again against the panties in his mouth, unable to stop himself no matter what instructions I had given him. But I wasn’t going to feed that throbbing length into me, not yet.

Instead, I ran my hand over my still-trembling pussy, scooping up some of my own juices. With his eyes watching me almost feverishly, I smeared some on each of my engorged nipples, the sensitive skin shining with my moisture. Then, I reached into his mouth. He opened wide, letting me pull the soaked panties out.

“Lick,” I ordered, thrusting my chest forward.

He almost lunged toward my boobs, his mouth open and ready, his tongue already extended. I laughed at his desperate eagerness, but that laughter soon turned to a groan of pleasure as he wrapped his lips around my nipple, sucking it into his mouth while his tongue continued to play on it. More jolts of pleasure spread through my body, more ecstatic trembling, more waves of desperate desire as he licked my cum from my boob.

And then, when he had licked up every trace, I shifted just a little in his lap, feeding him my other breast so that he could lick and suck that one clean, too.

He did it. Of course he did. Desperate for any contact with my body, he did whatever I asked him to, drunk on the juices of my orgasm that he had watched, but not been part of.

With my breasts shining with his saliva, I sat back a little, taking them just out of his reach. He gazed at me with astonishment, his face showing that shock I had seen on it before, that expression of disbelief that I was capable of doing this to him, or that he enjoyed it as much as he did. I didn’t believe it either. There was always that sense of wonder, that surprise that we were here, doing this together, taking things this far and loving every moment of it.

And we were both still far from done.

Reaching down again, I took hold of his cock this time, stroking it slowly. He squirmed and grunted in the seat, and I rode the movements of his body as I sat on top of him, my thighs gripping his sides once again.

“You can moan now, if you want.”

And he did. I laughed as he did, wild laughter bursting out of me at the sounds of his desperate arousal, his helpless lust. There was nothing he could do except take it, just sit there and allow me to play with him however I wanted, taking him past the edge of sanity, making him more completely mine with every moment that passed.

I wanted more. More sex, more pleasure, more power. But in that moment, what I most wanted was more of this. More of his desperate groans, more of his pleasure, more of his desire. The dominatrix in me might argue, but there was no way he hadn’t earned it. He had put up with more in just that day than most men ever would in a lifetime, all for the promise of sex, and after all, it wasn’t like I didn’t want the same thing.

But still, not quite yet.

I backed off. I squirmed my way out of his lap, putting my feet on the floor and standing up. As always, his eyes stayed stuck on me, the whole world vanishing except what was right in front of him. On the TV, the show had moved on, the hero and heroine back on their journey to go somewhere and achieve something that was bound to lead to another hot sex scene before the episode ended. But neither of us paid any attention to that.

Smiling a naughty little smile at Jacob, I grabbed a cushion from the couch. I dropped it to the floor at his feet, and then kneeled in front of him. He gasped as I pulled my hair back from my face, reading my intentions but barely even daring to believe that this was really going to happen.

But it was.

Leaning forward, I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock. I stroked it slowly, but he was already as hard as he could possibly be, his manhood like granite in my hand after all that teasing. So I opened my mouth, leaning forward so that I could run my tongue along the underside of his straining shaft.

Jacob let out a moan that was almost a howl. It felt almost cruel to be doing this to him, but at the same time, I knew that I was giving him incredible pleasure. Pleasure that was almost too intense for him to take, that seemed to fill his body completely and burst out of him in this wild cry of abandon. Exactly what I wanted.

Leaning further forward, I took him into my mouth. I wrapped my lips around his hot shaft, sucking gently as my tongue continued to tease his sensitive head. I moved my mouth up and down, up and down, gazing up at him the whole time. Judging his reactions. Savouring them. It was so hot to see the way I could reduce him to this, just a quivering ball of lust and need.

I could already taste his pre-cum, the warm fluid that leaked out of him as if he was melting. And I knew he wasn’t going to last long. After the day he had had, he was primed and ready to explode. He groaned again as I lifted my mouth away, sweeping my hair back from my face again.

“You’re about to cum, aren’t you, simp?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

He didn’t hesitate, didn’t try to deny it. It was like he couldn’t even think. Like his brain was too full of lust to even contemplate hiding anything from me. It felt like I could see right through him in that moment, like he was a puppet I could control not just physically, but mentally, too. The thrill of power was unbelievably intense.

“I’m going to give you a choice. I can make you cum right here, with my mouth. But then, you go right back in the cage, and I don’t want to hear any begging from you. You’ll have had your orgasm for tonight. And if I decide to use your mouth to have some more of my own, you will consider that a privilege and an honour.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

His voice was a mere whisper now, his desire almost robbing him of speech. Again, I ran a hand up and down his throbbing meat, making him groan with a sound that echoed despair as much as it did pleasure.

“Or. We can stop for a moment. You can try and calm yourself down. And then, I’ll take you into the bedroom and fuck your brains out.”

I giggled at the look in his eyes. He stared at me like I was every dream he had ever had coming true at once, like nothing had ever mattered more than this.

“Yes, please, Mistress Emily! That one!”

I didn’t try to stop myself from bursting out laughing as he spoke.

“Good boy, simp. I was hoping you would choose that one.”


Using Him Again

I couldn’t keep myself from smiling, and I didn’t try to. Everything was working out just the way I had hoped it would, and even though that wasn’t a particularly rare occurrence when it came to these games between me and Jacob, it still excited me. It made me feel sexy and powerful, just like always, and I wanted to bask in those feelings at least a little while longer. Even though I, too, was aching for sex, even after the orgasm I had just given myself.

I could only imagine how it felt for Jacob. I didn’t keep him locked up for particularly long stretches, but I certainly did my best to make those stretches feel like they lasted forever. The constant teasing, the provocative outfits at work, the things I said and did to him, the things I made him do. All of it designed to drive him crazy, to make him more or less incapable of thinking about anything that wasn’t me. Or Victoria.

So I let the moment last a while longer. And I had told Jacob to calm down, but I knew there wasn’t much chance of that. How could he, sitting there tied up, looking at me sitting naked on the couch next to him, still glowing with orgasm? It wasn’t really fair, but I was never trying to be fair. The whole thrill of the game was to not be fair at all.

I let myself calm down, too. Again, as much as I was able to, which wasn’t much. I watched a little more of the TV show, already lost but knowing that the plot wasn’t really the point anyway. We both sat there in silence for at least five minutes, the air crackling between us with sexual energy the way it always did, both of us incapable of thinking of anything else.

Then I decided it was time. I got up from the sofa, walking toward Jacob, smiling down at my captive as he gazed up at me with that familiar look of desire and despair and wild lust on his face. There was never any doubt that he wanted me, but it was never more obvious than at times like this, and it made me feel so alive to stand in front of him, teasing him with my body, totally naked and knowing how badly he wanted me, knowing he couldn’t have me until I decided to let him.

I circled around behind his chair, and I unfastened the belts that held his wrists to its sides. As the belts fell away, he lifted his hands, shrugging the stiffness out of the shoulders as he adjusted to his new freedom. I circled around to stand in front of his chair again. He looked at me, and I looked at him. For the first time in what felt like a very long time, he was totally free. Not in a chastity cage, not with his hands tied; actually free the way he was when we first met. Given everything we had been doing in the last little while, everything that passed between us, that seemingly perfectly normal situation felt as kinky as anything else.

Jacob stood up. He moved easily, quickly, and I felt a thrill of something racing through me as he rose to his feet. Not fear, exactly. But not a million miles away from that, either. It was almost the first time since we had met that I didn’t have some physical advantage over him, and it felt deliciously vulnerable in a way I hadn’t for a long time.

Jacob seemed to feel it too. This strange pulse of erotic energy in the air, this faint thrill of danger, when really we both knew everything was perfectly safe. This shy, nerdy, submissive guy had been pushed to his limits, beyond what anyone should be asked to take, and now we were both naked and unrestrained, just a man and a woman who wanted each other, with nothing else getting in the way.

He grabbed me. He reached out and grabbed my arm, and he didn’t squeeze tight. Still, I felt the strength of his grasp as he pulled me toward him. His other arm grabbed me too, holding the back of my neck and pulling me against him. He pressed his lips against mine, and I whimpered a little as he shoved his tongue into my mouth. Not that it didn’t feel good. It did. But I could feel the aggression in his movements, and the wetness between my legs was as obvious as ever as I felt his cock pressing hard against my body.

He kissed me, I kissed him back, and all the time, I felt like I was melting in his arms. The role reversal from our usual positions was delicious. I loved being a dominatrix, loved bossing him around and making him do whatever I wanted. But there was a thrill to this too, an old, primal excitement in giving myself to him, letting him take me. That, I knew, was what I wanted in that moment. And if being a dominant mistress is all about getting what you want, then in a weird sort of way, this was just part of that too.

Or maybe I was telling myself that. But it didn’t matter. What mattered was the excitement we could both feel, the promise of pleasure that hovered in front of us like a mirage on the horizon. Except this was real. I knew it, and so did he. Maybe the realest thing in both our lives.

It wouldn’t be accurate to say dragged me to the bedroom. After all, it wasn’t like I didn’t want to go. It wasn’t like he gave me much choice, either. Using his grip on my arm, he pulled me along with him, and I followed his lead for once, letting him take charge in a way he never normally did.

It felt good to give up control. It felt good to just relax, to not have to think about what came next. Again, I was getting a glimpse into what Jacob loved about this, what he wanted from me. A vacation from the stresses and strains of normal life. A way to give up control and still be safe.

But it wasn’t the time for intellectualizing. Jacob pulled me toward the bed and threw me down on top of the mattress, and I smiled as I lay back, inviting him in. He didn’t hesitate. He was bold, he was aggressive, and he knew exactly what he wanted. All those long days of teasing and humiliation were now finding an outlet in this new sense of freedom he had, and he seemed determined to use it. He was looking at me like I was a piece of meat, something predatory in his glare, and it turned me on. Not that that was a difficult task, at that moment.

He climbed on top of me. Kneeling, he positioned himself between my legs. He hooked his arms under my thighs and pulled me toward him, my body sliding along the mattress as if I weighed nothing while he pushed my legs back, and I lifted them over his shoulders. I could feel the swollen head of his cock pressing against the wet entrance of my pussy, and it was almost enough to make me moan by itself.

He didn’t wait. He didn’t need to. I was so ready for this, as if the whole week had been foreplay, and my body was already primed by the orgasm I had given myself in the living room. He thrust his hips forward, and his cock slid inside me, roughly pushing aside my wet and swollen lips, and this time, I did moan. I let out a long, trembling moan, and he growled like a tiger, the noises I was making clearly encouraging him in what he was doing. Not that he needed it.

His hands tightened around my thighs, holding me even closer against him, as if he wanted our bodies to merge even more than they already had. And he thrust his hips back and forth, his cock sliding in and out of me, the muscles on his stomach showing as they tensed and flexed. I gripped the sheets I lay on, squirming as powerful sensations of bliss soared inside me. The vibrator was great, but this was something else. Sometimes, a girl just wants to get fucked, and that was exactly what was happening, and I absolutely loved it.

Every thrust of his sent another wave of ecstasy washing over me, my moans soon turning to cries and filling the bedroom as he fucked me faster and faster, with more and more passion, more and more aggression, his cock seeming to swell inside me and fill me completely as my pussy clenched and spasmed around it.

It was amazing. My eyes rolled back in my head, my breasts bouncing to the rhythm of his thrusts. And I knew, after everything I had done to him, he probably wouldn’t last long. He had already been basically on the brink of orgasm when we went to bed, after all. And frankly, he had earned this. Besides, I had already had my own selfish pleasure with the vibrator. If all that happened was him using my body to get off, I was fine with that.

But he didn’t cum as quick as I thought he would. And my own desire was almost as powerful as his. And soon, as he continued to pound me into the mattress, I felt again that delicious, blissful swelling inside me. I felt another orgasm coming, and I moaned and yelled, hearing him grunt and growl as my pussy tightened around him again. It was happening. I squeezed my eyes tight shut, gripped the sheet underneath me, squirmed and thrashed as much as I could in the tight grip he had my legs in. And I came, my juices pouring out of me, soaking him and his cock and his thighs and the mattress I lay on, that hot flood washing over me and him and making the moment unforgettable.

Maybe he had been holding out for exactly that. Or maybe it was just that the rhythmic contractions of my pussy finally tipped him over the edge. But Jacob came at almost the same moment I did, a long and quavering groan escaping from between his lips as he finally released. I gasped and squirmed again as I felt what seemed like a gallon of cum pumped into me, filling me up. All that teasing, all that frustration, all that humiliation we had put him through, all for this. This hot, sticky, messy explosion, this melting together of our bodies, this mind-blowing, toe-curling orgasm that I had just experienced with him, and the neurochemical flood it triggered.

Groaning, I slid my legs off his shoulders. He groaned too as he leaned back, his cock sliding easily out of me. My body bounced a little as he flopped down on the mattress beside me, both of us soaked in sweat, both of us glowing with orgasm. Hungrily, I turned my face toward him, kissing him passionately. And he kissed me back. I felt a great wave of affection for him now, post orgasm, and in that moment, there was nowhere else I wanted to be. No one else I wanted to be with.

We kissed for a while, making out on the soaked bedsheets, both of us naked and satisfied and feeling like we had never been closer than we were at that moment. Then, I lay back on my pillow, and he lay back on his, his breath warm against my skin, his hand on my arm. I faced him too, one hand on his chest, feeling the steady drumming of his heart through the skin. For a while, it was like I couldn’t even think. Like the force of orgasm silenced the constant chatter in my head, so that there was nothing real except the moment. Slowly, my senses returned as my blood cooled, and I smiled as I looked at him, and he smiled back.

“That was amazing,” I said, and I meant it. After all the crazy, kinky things we had done, things I don’t think either of us had ever imagined doing, this more traditional sex we had just had turned out to be some of the best ever. Just because it was so passionate, so wild, both of us feeling that we needed exactly this.

“Yeah, it was,” Jacob said, a goofy grin plastered on his face. “We should do that more often.”

“We already do it pretty often,” I said, playfully digging my fingernails into the skin of his chest until he winced. But he laughed as I did it, both of us so happy, so content in our shared ecstasy.

“Not often enough for me,” he said, and I smiled. After all, it was pretty obviously true. His desire and inability to just take what he wanted was the engine that fuelled our kinky fun.

“Yeah, well, that’s the point, isn’t it? You have to earn sex with Mistress Emily.”

Still smiling, Jacob leaned forward and nuzzled his face against my neck, and again, I felt myself melting at his touch in a very un-dominant way.

“I guess so,” he mumbled before kissing my skin. I had just had such powerful orgasms, and I needed a break, but at the same time, all this talk was getting me going. All this skin to skin contact, all this luxuriating in what we had just done. It was a potent cocktail, and honestly, no matter what I said, it did make a nice change from our usual relations, where he was the lowly slave and I was the dominant mistress using him for pleasure. Still, just talking about that, just thinking about it, was getting me going again.

“I love this,” I said softly. “Whatever this is that we’re doing, it’s awesome. I love how you submit to me, how you worship me. And it’s so hot, being so mean to you.”

Jacob lifted his face from my neck, looking me in the eyes. His eyes travelled over my face, just a little, our faces almost close enough to touch.

“Me too,” he said gently. “You’re so hot, and you drive me fucking crazy. You and Victoria both. But it’s amazing. It’s so sexy when you talk like you do. Sometimes, it scares me. I wonder what I’m getting into, and if maybe we’re going too far. Maybe I’m giving you too much power. But I can’t stop. It’s like an addiction. And if we ever did stop, I know how much I would miss it.”

I chuckled softly at his words. Although we were approaching our dynamic from different ends, I couldn’t have agreed more with what he was saying. It made perfect sense to me, all that desire mixed with that little bit of fear, the not knowing if what we were doing was right, knowing only that it was what we both wanted. Besides, it always made me smile to be reminded that he wanted this.

Because sometimes, especially when I got carried away in my sadistic self, I wondered if I was going too far. Sometimes, I would reflect on the things I had done later, in a more rational frame of mind, and it seems like I had crossed the line. But clearly, he didn’t feel that way. He wanted me to be the way I was, cruel and wicked and dominant, and to hear him confirm that was like hearing my deepest wish be granted.

“I just want to do this forever,” I said, my hand moving over his chest again.

“Who said we have to stop?”

“So what are we? Do I call you my boyfriend now, or what?”

“Sure,” Jacob smiled. “You’ve called me a lot worse things than that.”

I laughed, knowing exactly what he meant. All the dirty talk, the outrageous things I said to him, and the things I made him say. They were all there, prickling at the back of my mind whenever I looked at him, and clearly they were doing the same to him. Probably there was never going to be any getting away from the true nature of our relationship, and neither of us wanted that anyway. It added such delicious spice to our everyday existence. And it was undeniably sex that had brought us together. Hot, kinky, passionate sex. But lying there together talking like this, it was starting to feel like more than that. It was starting to feel like I was falling for him. And I knew that really great sex can be confusing, can make you think you’re feeling things that aren’t really there. God knows I’ve done that in the past. But with Jacob, maybe, I had something real. Only time would tell. The one thing neither of us could deny was that the sex was on fire.

I moved toward him, even closer than we had been. And I rose up on the mattress, climbing on top of him. He smiled, looking a little confused but welcoming whatever I had in mind. Tired as I was, I couldn’t resist. He just looked so cute, lying there, talking this way. Reminding me that everything we did was everything he wanted. It just made me want him more.

So I straddled him. He put his hands on my hips, holding me, and I reached down to hold his cock. He was soft now, sated by everything we had done. But it was almost like I could feel the life in his member, warmth like a fire not quite extinguished, that just needs a little more oxygen to bloom back into life.

I stroked him, feeling the mess of our mingled juices lubricating my hand. And he stared at me, half astonished, half excited, and out of nowhere, I wondered if any girl had ever been like this with him. This horny, this insatiable, this aggressive. I knew for a fact no one had ever dominated him like I did, putting him through sexual torture for my own twisted amusement. When I thought about it like that, no wonder he was so into me.

“You’d better get this thing hard,” I said softly, my hair hanging down around my face as I leaned over him. “I want to use my toy, and it needs to be ready.”

“It’s not going to take long,” he said with a grin.

And I could tell he was right. Already, I could feel his cock fattening to my touch, his skin steadily growing tighter, the whole thing thickening and lengthening as I continued to tease it. It was so hot, raising this thing back to life, exerting this control over his body without any problems, toys, or restraints. Just us, our bodies, and that wild connection between us, that excitement that came from pleasing each other, from knowing how badly we both wanted each other.

“Good. Now, tell me whose cock this is.”

I felt self-conscious saying it, bringing that kinky stuff back into what, up to this point, had been, for us, very traditional sex. And Jacob hesitated for a moment, and my heart filled with doubt. Maybe he wasn’t in the mood for this now. Maybe, having had me the way a guy and a girl normally have each other, he had lost his taste for the dark side?

But I shouldn’t have worried. He let out a sigh, and with it, any resistance he might’ve had seemed to simply drain away. He couldn’t say no. He couldn’t reject this. Not when it was everything he wanted.

“Yours, Mistress Emily.”

“That’s right. And once I’m done using it, you know what happens, don’t you?”

“What, Mistress Emily?”

I grinned down at him. Maybe, in the distracted frame of mind he was in, he really didn’t know what I was getting at. Or maybe he just wanted to hear me say it. Either way, it was fine by me. I could feel my dominatrix role closing around me like a suit of armour again, my inhibitions melting away as we both got back into character, as the kinkiness overcame us again. It was like magic, and so far, it had never failed us.

“I’m going to lock it back up,” I said, as if it was obvious. “You said it yourself. This cock belongs to me now. And I don’t let anyone else play with my things.”

Jacob let out a sigh through trembling lips, and by now, his cock was halfway back to full erection. I continued stroking it, smiling down at him all the while, asserting my authority while my own excitement rose by the second. It was so much fun. It was so hot. It was enough to make my head spin with pure pleasure as I so easily controlled this poor, desperate, submissive boy.

“Take your hands off me. You don’t get to touch. Grab the headboard.”

Jacob groaned, but he did as he was told. Taking his hands of my hips, he reached above his head and grabbed the headboard of my bed. And I looked down at him, still stroking, still nurturing his cock back to hardness, considering my next move.

“Can I trust you to keep your hands there while I use you however I want?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

But of course, he would say that, wouldn’t he?

Letting go of his manhood, I climbed off him. He watched me, keeping his hands where I had told him to, as I moved toward the closet. I found a scarf and brought it over to the bed, and when Jacob saw it, he knew exactly what was coming. As usual, he didn’t try to resist. He just let it all happen, let me take control again, let me tie the scarf around his wrists and bind his hands to my headboard, making it so easy for me to be the Mistress he wanted so badly.

Once I had him tied up, I climbed back onto the bed. I lay down beside him, but the opposite way, my feet toward the headboard and my head toward the foot of the bed. Taking hold of his cock again, I stroked slowly, and at the same time, pressed my foot against his face.

“Kiss,” I ordered, and of course, he did. His lips and tongue tickled my toes, and I giggled as I played with him. He was fully erect now, his cock back to full hardness, the bondage, perhaps, getting him where I needed him to be. That was a sexy thought, too. I lay like that for a while, idly toying with his manhood, letting him worship both my feet, enjoying the spectacle. It was so easy to get him under my control, I almost wondered why no woman had done this to him before. But I was glad they had. By the time we had met, he was ready for me, ready for the Mistress I didn’t know I wanted to be, like he was born to serve.

But as fun as it was, I couldn’t stay like that forever. Moving on the bed, I climbed on top of him again. I took his cock in my hand, and he stared up at me with a look of joyous expectation, wanting me as badly as ever now that I was back in charge.

Spreading my knees apart, I guided his cock inside me. Again, we both moaned at the wave of pleasure that followed, the complimentary feelings filling us both. Slowly, at first, I rocked up and down on top of him, taking him deeper and deeper inside me. In control again, setting the pace and rhythm and depth, riding his cock like it really was my toy, my personal property, a tool for me to use.

My hands on his chest, I leaned forward, staring down at him while my hips bounced on top of him. The bed was creaking underneath me, matching the rhythm of my body, and my breath was getting faster, coming in ragged gasps as my pleasure grew.

“Maybe you’ll last a little longer this time, simp,” I sneered, even though I had zero complaints about how long he had lasted before. It never hurt, I knew, to put him in his place, to remind him of his inferiority every opportunity I got.

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” he panted, accepting my scorn like it was exactly what he deserved. Sometimes, at times like this, it felt that way. When the roles we played swept us up completely, when it all started to seem less a game and more like the basic truth of our life together.

All the time, that pleasure was growing inside me. All the time, my movements were getting faster and more urgent, the juices pouring out of my body more freely, the pleasure growing constantly. And as it did, my sadism grew with it, the thoughts of the future that lay ahead of us turning darker by the minute. He was my boyfriend now, but he was right. I had far worse names for him than that. My simp. My slave. My little chastity toy, aching and leaking for me in his cage day after day as he sat at the desk behind mine, staring at the body he wanted so much, that I only occasionally let him have. The thrill was incredible, the excitement almost unbearable, and I rode that cock harder and faster as I thought about how completely mine he was.

I cried out, my pussy spasming in a little micro-explosion as I continue to ride him. Taking my hands off his chest, I leaned back, grabbing my own ankles. My boobs bounced as I moved on top of him more wildly, and I could see him watching, could hear him groaning with pleasure, could see his useless hands tied to my bed, not allowing him to touch. Not allowing him to go anywhere, as if he wanted to. He was going to stay right there until I was done.

“Don’t cum,” I ordered breathlessly. “Don’t cum until I say you can.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” he said, just as breathless as I was, and his words made me let out another long groan of pure bliss.

He was mine. We both knew it. And he would be even more mine once we both came again and I locked him back up in that little pink prison, until the next time I wanted to use this cock. And that was the thought that tipped me over the edge, making me moan in pleasure as another orgasm made me tremble on top of my simp.


The Company Trip

Jacob sat beside me in the break room. It wasn’t something we decided; he just did it. And our relationship still wasn’t exactly out at the office; as far as I knew, it was still only Victoria who knew about us. But there seemed less reason to hide it now. We were official, in a way. He was my boyfriend, officially, as childish as that sounded, especially when set against the reality of the kinky stuff we did together. I didn’t see any need to announce that fact to my coworkers, but I didn’t see any real reason to hide it from them either.

Victoria, meanwhile, sat at another table. It was the end of the day, and we were all in the breakroom, the whole staff gathered together. We didn’t have a meeting room, and this was the only room in the office beside the main office itself that could hold all of us. Darren had told us earlier that day to gather in the breakroom at the end of the day for an announcement, and now we were all patiently waiting for him.

Victoria looked incredible, as always. Even though she was dressed down a bit today, at least compared to the outfits she had been wearing recently. Maybe she had known this meeting was coming, and didn’t want to be wearing anything too provocative. Maybe it was just the way she was feeling.

But she still looked sexy, wearing black leggings tucked into knee-high leather boots with a chunky heel. She wore a long shirt that just about covered her ass; otherwise, I knew that those leggings would reveal every curve of her backside. I thought about Jacob, and I wondered what he thought of the way she looked, but really, I already knew. She looked sexy like she always did, and the attraction to her he had probably had forever was so much stronger now that she was, in her own way, part of our sex life. The marks from the whipping she had given him were still visible on his ass, though faded now, and as I thought about that, I shifted a little in my seat, squeezing my thighs together just a bit and keeping a hand on my skirt so it didn’t ride up any higher than it already had.

I was in full sexy secretary mode, once again in a tight black skirt and high heeled pumps and a shirt my boobs strained against in the push-up bra I was wearing. It was starting to become normal, in a way. Certainly, the other women in the office seemed to have accepted it. I didn’t know what they might say behind my back, but by now, it was kind of a given that I was going to look hot at work.

I loved it. Not just because of how it teased Jacob, although that was obviously the biggest part of it. It was just so good for my confidence. It made me feel so desirable, so naughty, so powerful, despite how restrictive the outfits could sometimes be.

And truthfully, I didn’t hate the reactions from Darren either.

The general chatter in the breakroom subsided as he walked through the door. Manoeuvring between the tables, he stood in front of us all, a slight smile on his boyishly handsome face.

“Ok, this won’t take long. We all have better places to be,” he said, to a faint ripple of laughter from the audience. “I just wanted to say that thanks to all of your hard work, we’ve been growing steadily for the past few months. We’ve smashed most of our targets for the quarter, and next quarter looks like it could be even better. So I wanted to say, I’ve booked a company retreat. It’s a few months from now, and I hope you can all make it.”

“Where?” one of my coworkers said.

“New York,” Darren replied, to a murmur of approval from the staff. “There’s going to be guest speakers, coaching sessions, all that good stuff. But there’ll be time to enjoy the city, too, of course. I know you all have families to think about and arrangements to make, but for booking purposes, I will need to know if you can attend by next week.”

“Well, I’m going,” Victoria said, smiling that beaming smile of hers that lit up any room she was in. “I’m not missing out on a free trip. My husband can take care of himself.”

There was more laughter at that.

“Me too,” I said, raising my hand. “I’m in.”

“And me,” Jacob said, just a moment behind me.

I turned my head to smile at him, raising my eyebrows. It didn’t surprise me. As the youngest members of staff, it was easy for us, with no kids or spouses to worry about. But already, the thought was crossing my mind of what it would be like to go on a trip with him. Our first trip together as a couple, I thought to myself, paid for by the company. I had never been to New York, but I could imagine it was the sort of place where we could have a lot of fun together. Even if we never left the bed.

“Awesome,” Darren said. “The rest of you, let me know in the next few days, and I’ll get everything booked. All right, that’s all. Let’s get out of here.”

“New York?” I said, turning toward Jacob as Darren walked out of the breakroom, the rest of the staff gathering their things and starting to follow him. “That’ll be fun.”

“Yeah, it should be,” he said. But the blush in his cheeks told me that he was thinking the same thing I was. Who cares about guest speakers and workshops? I was thinking about kinky sex in a new location, and I knew he was too.

I stood up, tugging my tight skirt down again, noticing as I always did the way Jacob’s eyes moved over my body, just like they always did.

“Want to come to my place tonight?” I said, my voice low enough that nobody else in the nearly empty breakroom would hear.

“Yeah,” he said with a grin. He never had any other answer than that.

*****

Jacob stayed at my place on the night of the trip, too. But he didn’t get a release that night, or for several nights before that, either.

I did. I ordered Jacob to go down on me multiple times, then use the vibrator on me, knowing all the while that I was driving him absolutely crazy and taking so much joy in that fact.

The truth was, I wanted him horny for our trip. I knew from experience that the more he desired me, the easier he was to control. And although I didn’t know exactly what I intended to get up to with him in New York, or how many opportunities we would have to play together, I wanted to make the most of this opportunity. Our first trip together as a couple, and I wanted him absolutely desperate for me. I wanted him craving me as much as ever, hungry for me in that way I knew I could make him.

Luckily, I knew exactly how to achieve that.

But when the morning of the trip came and we got up bright and early to meet our coworkers at the airport, Jacob presented me with a problem that neither of us had thought of up until that point.

“I can’t go through security like this.”

He stood naked in front of me except for the humiliating pink chastity device, and just that sight by itself was enough to get my motor running more often than not. But we didn’t have time to play around, and with a growing sense of horror, I realized he was right. The device was plastic, but the locks that held it together were steel, and it would set off any airport metal detector.

“Oh shit.”

I could take it off, put it in my bag, and put it back on him once we arrived. But that idea didn’t appeal to me either. What if security asked what it was? That wasn’t a conversation I was ready to have with anyone.

While Jacob stood there in front of me, my devious plans crumbled in front of my eyes. It wasn’t going to work. I couldn’t have my boy toy locked in his cage in New York, not without one of us having an extremely awkward conversation with airport security. I was going to have to free him.

“Fuck,” I said.

And, conscious of time ticking rapidly away, I fetched his key and unlocked him.

As I took the cage off, his cock swelled predictably in front of me. And annoyed as I was, I couldn’t help smiling at that, the symbol of my control over him, the acknowledgement of my sexual power. But there was no time to do anything with it. And now, for the first time in months, Jacob’s cock was going to be free.

The sense of loss I felt at that surprised me. I had never gotten used to having him caged in the sense that it got boring, or stopped being a wild and kinky thrill. But I guess I got used to it in the sense of coming to rely on it, thinking of it at various times throughout the day and always experiencing a little boost, a little thrill to know the power I had. The idea that I wouldn’t have that, even for a few days, was more distressing to me than it probably should have been, much as I tried to hide it from my boyfriend. After all, we could still have fun. Just not in quite the same way as I was used to having it.

“All right, put that thing away and get dressed,” I said, setting his cage down on my dresser. “I guess you just got yourself a few days of freedom, but don’t get used to it. When we get back, you’re going straight back into that thing.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

But Jacob didn’t try to hide the grin on his face. In some weird way, it was like he had won. If there was any power struggle between us, I was used to being victorious. Normally, he was completely outgunned. I begrudged him even this tiny victory, resenting the reality that forced my hand.

I had planned to tease him on the plane. I had bought a new outfit for the trip, both comfortable and sexy. Some black leggings that looked like latex, that clung to my every curve, hiding very little, combined with my favourite knee-high boots. That, and a shirt with a low neckline that laced up the front, exposing plenty of cleavage in a push-up bra. I didn’t want to cause a scene at the airport, but I wanted him to want me, and the thought of him sitting and aching in his cage on the plane the whole time had turned me on so much. Well, it was too late to change now. And I could still tease him, even if it wouldn’t be quite the same.

Meanwhile, Jacob got dressed in a pair of jeans and T-shirts. He had packed his bags and brought them over to mine the night before so that we could go to the airport together. He dressed quickly, and off we went, taking my car and parking it there, then heading to the departures hall to meet up with the rest of the team.

Nearly everyone had come. Only a couple of my coworkers had declined to go on the retreat, citing family commitments. As Jacob and I walked into the airport, I saw that we were some of the last to arrive, thanks in part to our issue with the chastity device.

There was Darren, dressed down in jeans and a sweatshirt. There were the women I worked with, looking almost like different people in their casual clothes. And there was Victoria, that trademark beaming smile of hers greeting us as we stepped through the sliding doors and found the group near the airline baggage drop.

She had her blond curls tied back behind her head, and was wearing the glasses that she rarely wore at work. She was wearing jeans, too, but they were so tight, it looked like she had been partially melted and poured into them. They clung to her hips, her thighs, and I could imagine how they would cling to her ass too. And over them, she wore a pair of black leather thigh boots. They only had a low heel, but still, knowing what I knew about her, there was no missing the dominant edge of her outfit. And I knew that Jacob would notice it too.

Plus, maybe most thrillingly of all, I knew that she had worn them for his benefit, at least in part. She liked to show off, just like I did. She liked to flaunt what he couldn’t have in front of him, to remind him of his position in our lives. It was still so hot, even after months of playing like this. And again, I felt that stab of regret at having to leave the chastity cage behind.

“Hi,” Victoria said as she stepped toward us. “I’m so glad you guys could make it. You got your boarding passes?”

I nodded. Victoria, ever the organized manager, had emailed them to us the night before, and we were already checked in.

“I think I told you about the rooms,” she went on. “We’re sharing to keep costs down. Jacob, that means you’ll be with Darren, since you two are the only boys. Emily, you’re with me.”

“Oh really? Cool,” I said, and Victoria’s eyes sparkled.

“Yay, roomies,” she giggled.

She had organized it that way herself. I was glad. I got on okay with the rest of the women I worked with, but I wouldn’t call any of them a friend. Victoria was, if only because of the strange intimacy we shared. If I had to share a room with anyone other than Jacob, she was who I would’ve chosen. And I knew it wouldn’t be appropriate for me and my boyfriend to have a room together. Still, it presented yet another challenge for me. We hadn’t even got on the plane yet, and already, it felt like this trip was not going at all the way I planned.

“Okay, let’s go,” Victoria said, as much to the group as to us personally.

We all headed to security, taking laptops out of bags. Both me and Victoria had to take our boots off to go through security, and I sat beside her on the bench on the other side as we put our footwear back on. Jacob hovered nearby, and I knew he was watching us. I knew he was thinking naughty thoughts, wild memories of the things we had done together floating in his mind just like they did in mine. I was thinking of making him get on his knees right there and then and putting my boots on for me. And maybe hers, too. I wasn’t going to do it, of course. But just the idea sent a little thrill of excitement racing through me.

“Want to grab a coffee?” Victoria said as she zipped up her long boots and stood.

“Yeah, sure,” I said with a shrug. The workgroup was fragmenting a little, people going off in different directions to do their own thing while we waited for our plane to board. So me, Jacob, and Victoria headed to a coffee shop, finding an empty table amid the constant clamor and buzz of the airport.

She sat down facing us, her smile fading now, but still there, like it was permanently etched on her beautiful face.

“This is going to be so much fun,” she said after taking a sip of her coffee. “Especially with you two. Just think of the fun we can have in a place like New York.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said. I glanced at Jacob, just for a minute, then looked surreptitiously around the coffee shop to make sure no one could hear us. It seemed unlikely, but even so, I lowered my voice and leaned across the table toward Victoria to say what was on my mind.

“I had to leave the cage at home though,” I said. “We couldn’t get through security otherwise.”

Victoria frowned. It wasn’t something I saw often. Her eyes moved behind the lenses of her glasses from me to Jacob and back again.

“You mean he’s just… free?”

She said it as if it was the craziest thing she had ever heard, as if I had just told her that the sky was green.

“Yeah,” I said. “I thought about bringing it in my bag, but then I thought, I don’t want anyone seeing it.”

“Well, this won’t do at all.”

I wondered if she was joking, but she seemed deadly serious. I wasn’t exactly thrilled about Jacob being free, but I hadn’t expected her to take it this hard. Still frowning slightly, she reached into her bag and pulled out her phone. I looked at him while she tapped her screen, ignoring us for the time being. I shrugged, and he blinked at me, neither of us saying it, but both of us caught by surprise. He looked uncertain, like he often did. After all, he never really knew what we might do next. Normally, I loved that, but this time, I was as uncertain and doubtful as him.

Victoria set her phone down, and then, the smile returned to her face.

“There, all sorted,” she said.

I blinked at her.

“What’s sorted?”

“His cock,” Victoria said, as if there was nothing more obvious. And she didn’t even try to moderate her tone or lower her voice, just saying it like she was discussing the coffee we were having. “I just ordered a new cage that will be delivered to the hotel.”

I gasped in surprise, and I felt Jacob bristle slightly beside me. She always was a take-charge type, and that was how my boyfriend had ended up in chastity in the first place. Still, I hadn’t expected this. And at the same time, I wondered why I hadn’t thought of it myself. There was still that slight envy I had of the older woman, impressive as she was. As much as I had learned about being a dominatrix, as much as I had come to love being in charge, she just seemed more natural at it than I was. More confident, more comfortable, and better at improvising.

Still, as a smile spread across my face to match hers, I had to admit that I was glad she had had her idea. The trip I had been planning, full of teasing and denial for my poor submissive boyfriend, was back on.

“You can just order them online?”

Victoria snorted.

“They sell them on Amazon,” she said. “You’d be amazed how many women like to keep their men locked up these days. Although not enough, in my opinion.”

As she sipped her coffee again, she looked Jacob up and down, and I knew the kind of dirty thoughts she was having. I knew the kind of thoughts he would be having too, his cock, free for now, probably already throbbing in his jeans. Yes, it was shaping up to be a very interesting trip again, thanks to my dominant boss.

“Once we arrive, you can come to our room, and we’ll get you locked right away,” Victoria went on, all business, as if it never occurred to her that anyone else might have any say in what she had planned. “I mean, we can’t have you running around a city like New York completely at liberty.”

“No, definitely not,” I said, smiling at Jacob.

He didn’t smile back. He just looked shocked, totally overwhelmed by it all as he sat there with that deer-in-the-headlights look, not knowing what to say or what to think, his long weekend of relative sexual freedom evaporating before his eyes, thanks to this unstoppable dominatrix.

But of course, he was never really free. And now, thanks to her, he was going to be our sexual prisoner again.

Together, we boarded the flight, me sitting next to Jacob and one of our coworkers in a row of three. That limited our opportunities to talk honestly about what was coming. But maybe that was good too, in a way. I didn’t need to hear his whining or his pleading, and the silence gave me time to think.

Except inevitably, my thoughts were of the kinky variety. As I sat there in my seat, trying to watch TV on the back of the seat in front of me, I could feel the dampness between my thighs. Looking over at Jacob, I wasn’t sure from the way his jeans folded as he sat whether he was hard or not. But knowing what I knew about him, and after all the teasing I had put him through over the last few days, I couldn’t imagine that he wouldn’t be. There we were, boyfriend and girlfriend, sitting together with our heads full of thoughts and desire for one another, and nothing we could do about it.

Unless…

About halfway through the flight, I glanced over at Tracy, the woman sitting in the window seat next to Jacob. She had her eyes closed, her head leaning against the window. Some people just automatically go to sleep on a flight no matter what time it’s at, and it seemed like she was one of them. Smiling, I nudged Jacob, and he turned his head toward me, pulling his earpod out of one ear.

I squeezed his arm as I leaned against him, almost pressing my lips against his ear.

“Come meet me in the bathroom.”

His eyes went wide, his jaw dropping as he stared at me. And I grinned at him and winked. Then, not waiting for an answer, I stood and walked toward the bathroom of the plane. All the way, my stomach fluttered, my heart pounding in my chest, as if all the people in the seats knew exactly what I was up to, as impossible as that was. I could hardly believe I was going through it myself, and Jacob’s surprised face only mirrored my own disbelief. But I had learned over the past few months never to pass up an opportunity to do something kinky, and never to question my desires. So far, it all worked out, and it sometimes felt like the crazier the idea, the bigger the thrill in making it happen. This was something I had never done, but it seemed like the ideal start to our trip.

So I pushed aside the bathroom door and stepped inside, folding it shut behind me.

I didn’t wait long. Almost immediately, someone pushed the door, and I unlocked it, desperately hoping it wasn’t some innocent civilian just happening to want to use the toilet at that time. But it was Jacob. It was Jacob, looking nervous and excited, and with a quick glance to make sure no one saw us, I reached out, grabbed the front of his shirt, and pulled him inside.

“Shut the door,” I whispered. He did, and I slid the bolt home, marking the toilet as occupied. The space in there was absolutely tiny, and we were standing almost nose to nose. Difficult to imagine how we could make it happen in there, but I was determined to find a way.

I stepped back, bending over slightly under the low ceiling, and lifted one foot from the floor, placing it on the edge of the toilet. Then, without any buildup, I pull down both my leggings and my panties. The fabric stretched between my legs, pulled tight by my posture, and Jacob’s eyes dropped at once to my exposed pussy, guided by my finger as I pointed to my sex.

“Make me come, simp. Mistress is horny.”

Jacob looked at me, and I smiled at him. As much as this was a new experience for both of us, that didn’t mean the rules had changed. I didn’t doubt that he was going to do what I said. That was the whole basis of our relationship, after all. And after only a moment of hesitation, he did.

Jacob kneeled on the floor of the airplane bathroom, his hands on my boots as he leaned his face between my legs. And I sighed happily as I felt him lick me, his tongue moving over my lips, already swollen and swelling more by the minute at the naughtiness of what we were doing. He kissed my pussy tenderly, the way he often did, genuinely worshiping it. And as my excitement grew, he started licking, at first sliding his tongue over the sensitive folds, then gently parting them. He moved his tongue up to my clit, and I bit my lip, trying to stifle a moan of pleasure as that dense bundle of nerves sparked to his touch.

I didn’t want anyone to hear, but I wanted exactly that pleasure, the kind that makes you want to scream out loud, the kind that makes you moan and gasp and pant, that makes it impossible to stay quiet. Jacob, I knew from experience, was more than capable of giving me that.

And that was exactly what he did.

He licked and kissed and slobbered over my pussy, and soon, I was pressing my hands against the close bathroom walls, trying to keep my balance as I posed on top of the toilet. I seized a handful of his hair, holding his head in place, thrusting my hips forward, making him pleasure me. Making him worship me, as if he needed the encouragement. And he licked me to orgasm right there, slurping up my juices while I whimpered and groaned, fighting with everything I had to stay quiet as that great wave of pleasure surged inside me.

As my peak passed, I opened my eyes. As usual, Jacob was staring up at me with an almost ecstatic look on his face, a look of hope and desire and excitement. But, well-trained by months of servitude, he stayed on his knees, asking for nothing. Awaiting further instruction. And I felt like the baddest bitch in the world as I lifted my foot off the toilet and put it down on the floor, pulling my underwear and my pants back up and adjusting them as they hugged my hips and cradled my ass.

“Good boy,” I said, using that term I knew he loved to hear from me. “Now, go back and sit in your seat, tasting my pussy for the rest of the flight, you little bitch.”
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