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Victoria’s Package

Darren had arranged for a minibus at the airport, and we all piled in. I sat next to Jacob, just as I had on the plane, feeling, as usual, that delicious tension between us whenever we were together. If anyone in the office didn’t already know that we were together, I was sure they would after this trip, but that didn’t matter. I wasn’t going to hide what we were to each other while we were on this once-in-a-lifetime adventure.

It took a long time to get into the city, the bus absolutely crawling through insane traffic. Jacob did his best to chat along with the rest of us, but I could tell he was distracted. Of course he was. Probably he could still taste my pussy in his mouth, and certainly, I knew he would be thinking about what lay ahead. The chastity device that waited for him at the hotel. His return to captivity after a freedom that wasn’t really free at all. He would be straight back in our power, and we all knew that was what he wanted, but I knew it made him nervous, too.

And it excited me just to think about it.

Eventually, we reached the city. The hotel was in what I think they call Midtown, not far from Times Square. Victoria handled everything at the front desk while Darren joked around with the rest of us. Booking the hotel and everything that went along with it had been her job. And probably that was for the best.

I wondered if anyone but me noticed as the front desk clerk handed her a small package along with the keys to our rooms. Jacob did, most probably, I thought with another warm flash of excitement. It had arrived so quickly, beating us to the hotel even though she had only ordered it that morning. But things work differently in a city like this, I guess. And I wasn’t going to complain. The thought of having my boyfriend safely locked up in chastity again excited me more than anything.

Victoria put the package into her bag, then turned to the rest of us. In the lobby, she distributed the key card to our rooms, holding on to her own for the room I was going to share with her. We all went our separate ways, agreeing to meet for dinner in the hotel restaurant later.

Jacob looked almost forlorn as he headed with Darren to the room they were going to share, glancing back over his shoulder at me. I just smiled and waved goodbye to him, following Victoria to my own room. I knew I didn’t have to say anything. I knew that he would be along just as soon as he could.

Victoria had given him the room number, announcing it to everyone in the lobby as she went through the stack of key cards. It seemed very casual, not thought through at all, but I was getting to know this woman and her devious brain. It wouldn’t surprise me in the least to find that she had absolutely done it deliberately, to make sure he knew where to go to find us. Because we both knew that he would. Even if a part of him wanted to resist, wanted to stay free from the chastity that gave me and Victoria so much power. He wasn’t going to fight it, I was sure. He never did.

Meanwhile, I followed Victoria to our room.

She led me down the corridor, pulling her bag behind her, and I couldn’t help thinking about what lay hidden inside it. I was almost breathless with excitement as she pushed open the door to our shared room and stepped inside. The room was small, but clean and modern, with two large beds occupying its centre.

Victoria moved toward the bed nearest the window that looked down on the busy street below, skyscrapers visible through the glass against a dull grey sky. With a grunt, she heaved her bag up onto the bed, and even as I did the same with my own bag, I watched in anticipation as she reached inside.

She pulled out the package before anything else. Just like always, she smiled as she ripped it open, sliding a small box out of the envelope it had been mailed in. I watched as she opened the box, carefully extracting the new chastity device, holding it in her palm as she turned toward me.

“I went with a metal one this time,” she said, somewhat redundantly, since I could see it for myself. “Seemed more secure. More modern. More New York. Although I do kind of like the humiliation of the pink one. You know in some prisons, they make male inmates wear pink underwear?”

I didn’t know where she got the information from, and I didn’t ask. I was too busy staring at the device in her hand, my head spinning with the thought of everything it represented. I had known this was coming for hours now, and she had been playing with us like this for months. But it still didn’t stop it from being completely outrageous. It still didn’t stop my head from spinning when I thought about it, my breath catching in my throat as my heart pounded in my chest.

To see her standing there holding that device and know what it was for, that it was destined for my boyfriend’s cock, to make him our prisoner again, to make him do whatever we wanted. It was just as thrilling as it had always been, just as exciting as I hoped it always would be. Some things, you don’t want to get used to.

Victoria took out the keys it came with. Two of them, on a single ring. Her nimble fingers parted the ring and slid one of the keys off, and with a grin, she tossed it across the room to me. I almost fumbled it, but managed to catch it, while she slipped the other one into her purse that sat on the bed beside her bag.

“One for each of us,” she said. “If we had had more time, I could have got it engraved. But we should get a tag for it next time we’re out.”

I shook my head slowly. Not disagreeing with her; not at all. Just blown away, like always, by her creativity, her kinkiness, and her total lack of restraint or shame or doubt about any of this.

Even after months of playing with Jacob like this, I still had doubts and fears. As if a part of me was still waiting for the day he finally refused, the day he came to his senses and told me to stop. Victoria didn’t seem to have any thoughts along those lines. She acted as if this was only natural, as if it was absolutely our right to boss around and bully him like this. I knew that made the game better, made it easier for him as well as for us to pretend that this was the natural order of things, as if he had no choice but to obey. After months of trying, I was still convinced that I couldn’t pull that trick off as well as she could.

Not that I was exactly bad at it, either.

Still, I was glad she was there with us. Things were always more fun with her around. And Jacob knew just as well as I did that having the older woman around encouraged my own dominant and sadistic tendencies. I always wanted to impress her, wanted to show off my power over him. And her lack of inhibitions, her naturally dominant attitude, had a way of making even the craziest ideas seem like good ones. No matter what happened, I knew that Jacob was in for a very difficult few days in our clutches. And I knew that thought would be exciting him just as it excited me. Just like, presumably, it excited Victoria, too.

“What should we do with him?”

It wasn’t like her to show any doubt or hesitation, or to ask for my opinion, for that matter. But Jacob wasn’t there, and so we didn’t need to play the role of the confident dominatrixes who always know exactly what they wanted. The truth was, despite how many intimate moments I had spent with Victoria over the past few months since this adventure began, there weren’t too many times we got to speak candidly one-on-one. Either we were at the office, surrounded by coworkers, or Jacob was there, hanging on her every word, forcing us to behave a certain way. Now, I realized, we could be totally open and honest with each other in a way we didn’t often get to be, while we waited for our slave to voluntarily put himself back in our power.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I mean, the usual stuff, I guess.”

Victoria’s smile deepened at that. I didn’t have to explain what I meant. She had played with us often enough to have a pretty good idea of the direction things usually took.

“Nothing wrong with the classics, I guess,” she said. “You’re lucky. You can actually play with him properly. Being married, I have to be a bit more careful. Can’t have your little simp licking my pussy, even if it does seem like it might be nice from time to time.”

I gasped in shock at her words, but as usual, Victoria didn’t even blink. She said these things like there was nothing more normal, nothing more obvious, and even though I was the one who had an actual male slave in chastity day and night, she still shocked me with the way she spoke. Maybe I should have been used to it, but maybe it was another thing I didn’t particularly want to get used to.

“So your husband still won’t go for it?”

“No,” Victoria said, the smile on her face looking a little indulgent now. “He’s way too vanilla. Not that he’s boring in bed, by any means. God, the things that man can do to me… But submissive is one thing he’s not. Which again, I’m not saying is a bad thing. Not at all. Sometimes it’s nice in the bedroom to just be taken, you know?”

Then her face darkened momentarily.

“Sorry, Emily. I didn’t mean…”

“That’s okay,” I quickly said. “I know what you mean. But don’t get it twisted. Jacob can be pretty forceful when he gets the chance. When I let him.”

Victoria laughed at that, and after a moment, so did I. It was true what I said, but I knew what she meant. There’s all the difference in the world between being given power for a little while and just seizing it for yourself.

I didn’t miss my old sex life, didn’t regret a single thing I did with Jacob or want to be with anyone else. Nor did I want him to be any way other than the way he was, sweetly submissive, kinky, and so willing to surrender power to me. But in the end, Victoria wasn’t wrong. There is something undeniably sexy about a man who can take charge, who knows exactly what he wants, and intends to take it. Jacob was capable of being that way, but only when I allowed it, and that wasn’t very often. After all, I had my status as a mistress to preserve.

“I’ve got an idea.”

Victoria’s eyes sparkled as she spoke. Her words didn’t surprise me, not at all. She was never short of ideas. But like always, it excited me to guess what lines she was thinking about, to ponder what wild thought might have occurred to her now. My heart thumped steadily in my chest as I waited to see what she had in mind.

“Since he has two key holders now, what if he needs both our permission to be released? At least for these few days.”

“You mean… I wouldn’t be able to have sex with him unless you agree I can?”

“Mmmm. That actually hadn’t occurred to me. But, when you put it like that… Well, it might be kind of fun for you to have to practice a little bit of restraint, too.”

I stared at her open-mouthed, my head spinning at the naughtiness of her words. For all the kinky ways we had played together, we had never played like that. When we were together, all our attention was focused on him. Our little boy toy, ready and desperate to be used. We collaborated to make him submit to us, but we didn’t do anything with each other. Neither of us were wired that way.

And that wasn’t what she was suggesting now, not exactly. Still, the thought of her exercising this control over the sex I had with Jacob was wild. Unlike my boyfriend, I’m not a masochist. I don’t get off on being dominated, controlled, told what to do. But he does, and I knew that ceding more control to her would be a massive turn on for him. While to me, it just sounded very… interesting.

Not that I didn’t have my doubts. Dominating Jacob always got me so turned on. And I knew there were a variety of different ways I could make him please me without giving him sex, skills he had developed a lot over the past few months of servitude. Still, there’s always a place for the classics. Sometimes — often — I just wanted him inside me. Especially when our games got really hot, and my own self-control faltered. It’s so much fun to tease him, but it also feels amazing, eventually, to give him what he wants.

And yet, Victoria’s idea raised an interesting point, and touched a nerve I had touched on in the past. I loved to tease Jacob, but doing it also meant teasing myself. I always held out as long as I could, trying to ramp up the sexual tension as high as it would go, but I have my limits. Sooner or later, I always gave in. And I’m not going to say I regretted it. Sex with him was always satisfying. But there had been the odd time where, once the deed was done, I found myself wishing I displayed a little more resilience. A little more self-control.

The hardest thing about being Mistress Emily, I had long ago observed, was always having to be the one in charge. Always having to decide what happened, and when, and how. I loved it, of course, loved the control and the power it gave me. But the responsibility that comes with that can start to weigh heavily.

Having her involved in this way presented a chance to get away from that. And I didn’t doubt that there would be times when it was hard, that I might regret my choice. But I had learned long ago to follow my instincts when it came to this stuff.

“Sounds pretty crazy.”

“It is,” Victoria smiled. “And imagine how crazy it’s going to drive him.”

She wasn’t wrong about that, of course. I could already picture the look on Jacob’s face when we told him this new rule that would put him even more firmly in the power of his sexy boss. Just thinking about it was a wild turn-on, and part of me couldn’t wait to savour that reaction I knew he would have.

I almost jumped at the knock on our door. And when I turned to Victoria, seeing the smile spread across her face, I knew that, just like me, she knew exactly who it was. There was no one else it could be, really. Jacob had come to surrender his freedom to us again, and even though we both knew he would, that his obedience was practically a foregone conclusion, it still sent a wild thrill of desire racing through my whole body.

“I need to get into character,” she said, her voice a kind of stage whisper. And I giggled as she theatrically composed her breathing, drawing her hands down over her head like some kind of meditative ritual. I knew what she meant, though. For all the practice I had had at this, it’s not always easy to switch from your everyday mindset into that of a dominant mistress. But I had to trust to my experience and instincts as I headed toward the door to let Jacob in.

There he was, standing right in front of me. That look of uncertainty and expectation on his face, as always, that echo of long-established desire in his eyes as he looked at me. He knew exactly what was coming, and here he was, meekly surrendering himself again, another reminder that this was, after all, exactly what he wanted. Exactly what he needed.

“Come in,” I said, and without a word, he followed me into the hotel room. Victoria was grinning as she stood by the bed where she had been previously, her hands on her hips, those tall boots she was wearing reinforcing the dominatrix vibe she gave off.

And there on the bed in front of her was the chastity device. Its steel surface gleamed under the hotel lights, brand-new, ready for service. As I led Jacob into the room, I saw his eyes find it, and his lips parted as if he was about to say something, but he didn’t. This wasn’t a surprise; he had known it was coming. But I knew from my own experience that it’s different when the thing you are expecting is finally made real. That was his situation now, the full reality of his sexual slavery crashing over him again, and I never got tired of seeing it. Just like always, I felt that inner thrill to know what was coming, to know that he saw it coming and could do absolutely nothing about it. He just wanted us too badly.

“There’s our little simp,” Victoria gloated. I always loved it when she used that term, the mocking name I had given Jacob almost from the very moment we started seeing each other. It was almost like another name for him at this point, a secret name we only used at times like this, that helped to get him in the mindset he needed to be in to serve us the way we demanded. He barely even flinched anymore when we said it, because just like us, he knew the truth of it.

“Strip,” I ordered, wanting, as always, to flaunt my control of him in front of Victoria. And Jacob, well-trained by months of this kind of treatment, didn’t hesitate. Even though his boss was there in the room with us, he began removing his clothes immediately. She and I both watched, enjoying the show as he revealed his body to us, a piece of meat for us to enjoy however we wanted while we remained fully clothed, at least for now.

“Oh look, he’s hard,” Victoria said with a laugh as Jacob pulled down his pants and his underwear. And I loved the blush that I saw rise to his cheeks at her observation, because of course, it was true. He had no way to hide his state of desperate arousal from us, standing there naked now in our hotel room with his clothes in a pile at his feet. His cock stood out from his body, hard and ready, like it had learned nothing from the long months of servitude to us. Like that part of his body, at least, never seemed to give up hope, no matter how unlikely a release for him might be. I loved that. After all, we all knew that, too, was a huge part of the power we had over him.

“Of course he is,” I giggled. “He’s been thinking about this for hours, haven’t you, simp? Thinking about how it’s going to feel to be locked up by us again, to spend this whole trip being our little chastity bitch. You know it turns this little pervert on.”

I stepped toward Jacob as I spoke, smiling at him while I berated him in front of her. He trembled as I reached out and took his cock in my hand, just gently, stroking it softly to tease him. To keep him excited and desperate, keep him as weak for us as desire invariably made him. He trembled to my touch, the shockwaves of desire rippling through him again, every second I spent playing with him making him weaker and easier to control. Making him more willing to go along with this crazy game and do as he was told by his two teasing mistresses.

“That could be a bit of a problem, though,” Victoria said, frowning momentarily. Leaning over the bed, she picked up the steel cage, sliding a finger inside so that she could wave it at us, almost like a finger puppet. “I don’t think that’s going to fit in here.”

“No, probably not,” I admitted.

After all, this was an issue I had encountered before. Jacob looked from Victoria to me and back again, not saying a word. Not daring to speak. But I could guess what was going through his mind.

“Usually, I lock him up once I’m done using that thing,” I said, turning back to Victoria again. Trying to keep my voice level and calm, as if we were just discussing the weather or something equally mundane, instead of my boyfriend’s desperate and yearning sexuality.

I didn’t look at Jacob as I spoke. But I could almost feel the excitement coming off him, the hope that maybe this trip was going to start with some action, whatever form that might take. But the smile on Victoria’s face was almost chilling, even to me, let alone to him. Straightaway, I could see that she wasn’t going to make things that easy for him, and the thought of it made my heart beat faster in my chest, the excitement forever growing as we flaunted our power over this poor submissive boy.

“I have a better idea.”

She reached into the envelope the chastity device had come in, and as she took her hand back out, I saw that the cage wasn’t the only thing she had ordered. There was also a pair of steel handcuffs inside, sealed into a transparent plastic bag, and just as she had with the key, she tossed the cuffs across the room to me. I caught them, almost as clumsily as I had caught the key.

“Put those on him,” she said. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She strode across the room, the heels of her boots thumping on the floor, and as she went, she grabbed the ice bucket from where it sat on the hotel room TV console. Then she walked right out of the room, leaving Jacob and I alone together for the first time since the airplane bathroom.

I smiled at him. What I hoped was an encouraging smile. I knew how hard these moments could be for him, even though they were exactly what he wanted. He always had that bit of doubt, a bit of hesitation at surrendering again, and it was hardly a surprise that he did, given the things Victoria and I often put them through.

And we were going to do it again.

I walked toward him, taking the handcuffs out of the plastic bag. I circled around behind him, my eyes travelling up and down his body, taking it all in like I had so many times before. All mine, to do whatever I want to do. To tease and play with, to use. Though not, this time, in whatever way I wanted. Once that device went on, Victoria would have as much power over my boyfriend as I did, and that gave her a certain amount of power over my sexuality too. I felt the danger of it, the thrill, the threat, and it only made me more excited as I stood behind Jacob, ready to tie his hands.

Without a word, he put his hands behind his back. He knew what I wanted from him. His obedience, his servitude, and his helplessness.

I locked the cuffs around his wrists. First one, then the other. The locks clicked together, binding his hands so quickly, so easily, putting him firmly in my power. Not that he wasn’t already, of course. That cock throbbing between his legs gave me all the power I would ever need.

With his hands tied, I circled around in front of him again. I glanced toward the door, but Victoria still had not returned. Not that it mattered; I could do what I wanted anyway, I reminded myself. And again, I wrapped my hands around his cock, slowly stroking, making him groan again with frustrated desire, making him mine all over again.

Then, the hotel room door clicked open. Victoria stepped inside, one arm wrapped around the ice bucket. Putting it down on the dresser, she grabbed a plastic cup and scooped up a bunch of ice cubes.

I stepped away as she moved toward Jacob. He groaned again, but not in pleasure this time, as she pressed the cupful of ice against his cock. I stared at her, watching wide-eyed, barely believing what I was seeing. Like always, Victoria seemed to know exactly what she was doing.

A free hand held Jacob by his upper arm, keeping him in place in case he tried to get away. But he didn’t. Resigned to his fate, I guess, knowing there was no escape. With him tied up and the two of us in the room, we could overpower him physically if we had to, but we all knew it wouldn’t come to that. He was already helplessly ours, and we all knew it.

And it worked. Little by little, the ice did what it was meant to do, the cold making it shrivel and soften before our eyes. Victoria smiled with a happy look of triumph on her face as she got him back down to size.

“Want to do the honours, Mistress Emily?” she said, smiling at me over her shoulder.

“I do.”

I did. In that moment, there were only a few things I wanted more, but I knew that this was the right way to go. I stepped toward the bed, picking up the chastity cage Victoria had ordered, using the key she had tossed me to open it. Then, I stood in front of Jacob.

Victoria took the cup of ice away, and I slid the steel device onto him. Carefully, I fed his sensitive balls through the base ring, then guided his cold cock into the steel tube. It all clicked together with a satisfying sound, and my boyfriend was once again in my power. As if he had ever really left it.


Big City Tease

Jacob stared down at his imprisoned cock as if he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Even though he spent most days in chastity now, his manhood firmly under my control, kept under lock and key. The chastity device was new, but his position was familiar. And yet, he was staring at the device as though he had never seen such a thing before, as if he couldn’t believe what we had done to him. Even though we had told him exactly what we had in mind.

And as always, I felt that wild surge of power. That pure delight to know that I was completely in charge, that whatever happened next was up to me. And Victoria, of course. I couldn’t forget her, standing there beside my caged boyfriend with a grin of pure delight on her face.

“That’s better,” she said. Stepping forward, she tapped one fingernail on the steel cage, making it chime, and Jacob grunted as he shifted his weight on his feet. “Are you going to be a good boy for us?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

It was so hot to hear him say that, so sexy to see him submit to another woman. I still had no jealousy when it came to that. In some ways, watching him with her was like watching him with me. It gave me the necessary distance to see just how sexy his submission was, like I was watching a dirty movie that I could get involved with any time I chose. She just bossed him around so easily, and he took it, giving into her just as unquestioningly as he did to me. It reminded me how much he loved this, how desperately he needed exactly this kind of dominance and humiliation.

“I hope so. I don’t want to have to punish you, but I brought some belts that are more than equal to the task if it comes to that.”

I grinned as she turned and stalked back toward her own bed where her suitcase lay. We all remembered, of course, how she had used a belt to beat Jacob’s ass in the abandoned office months before. Since then, she hadn’t seemed to feel a need to punish him in that way again, and neither did I. After all, he was, in general, a very obedient simp for us. Besides, inflicting pain isn’t really my favourite thing to do, not compared to the thrill of humiliating and bullying him like I usually do.

But the threat was there. And coming from Victoria, we both knew it was very real, and that was what gave it its power. Both Jacob and I watched her sit down on the edge of the bed, the leather of her tall boots creaking as she crossed her legs, smiling all the while. She looked so sexy, so unapproachable, so in control, and it made me wonder if I looked the same way when I acted like this, and that thought turned me on. Not that I needed the help, with my boyfriend naked and caged and handcuffed in a hotel room with the two of us, completely at our mercy.

“Come here.”

Victoria spoke softly, pointing to the floor at her feet. Jacob glanced at me, but he already knew what to do. He already knew that an order from her was like an order from me, and he was powerless to resist either of us, unable to say no to any game or humiliation we decided to inflict on him.

He walked across the room, his new cage shining in the light, hanging between his legs with the weight of our authority over him. I watched him sink to his knees in front of our office manager, her smile only growing wider as he gave in to her, debasing himself again for our amusement. And something about it looked so right, so correct, as if this was his natural place. Like he belonged here, kneeling in front of beautiful women, surrendering his dignity as he had surrendered his manhood. Though really, we hadn’t given him a lot of choice in that.

“You see this key?”

Victoria reached into her purse, taking out one of the keys to his chastity and holding it in front of Jacob. He stared at it open-mouthed, knowing exactly what it was for, knowing she was deliberately teasing him, but still affected by it anyway. How could he not be? There was this woman flaunting her control over his cock, reminding him that it was no longer his, but ours. I could only imagine the mindfuck that was, and I knew that, as he recovered from the ice she had used on him, his cock would soon be straining against the inside of the cage all over again at the thrill of being controlled like this. If it wasn’t already.

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“I’m going to keep this with me for the whole company retreat. Honestly, your chances of getting out aren’t great. If you’re a really, really good boy and do everything me and Mistress Emily say, we might let you have a release. But let’s face it, probably not. It’s too much fun keeping boys like you locked up.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

Jacob knew his place. After months of this sort of treatment, he had to. He knew that compliance was the only thing she wanted to hear, and he knew what was at stake. He would know Victoria was every bit as unlikely to give him a release as she claimed to be, but I also knew that he never stopped hoping, no matter how impossible an orgasm seemed. Part of the magic of the game, part of how it all worked, for all of us.

“The rule is, both me and Mistress Emily have to agree to unlock you. What do you think the chances are of that?”

“Not great, Mistress Victoria.”

Victoria laughed, a cruel and mocking sound that bubbled out of her as she sat on the bed above my captured boyfriend.

“No, they’re not great. And you’re going to have to work very hard to please us. You can start by thanking me for looking up your pathetic cock. And you can lick my boots clean while you do it.”

I bit my lip as I listened and watched, seeing the way power seemed to radiate off her, the joy that seemed to glow inside her with every teasing command she gave. And Jacob knew better than to try to resist.

“Thank you, Mistress Victoria.”

Shuffling back a little on his knees, he bent at the waist, his tongue sliding over the toe of Victoria’s boot, making it shine. She beamed down at him as he cleaned the shoes she had been wearing all day, an act of total degradation that he had done before, but that never lost its erotic and symbolic power.

“For what?”

“For locking my pathetic cock away.”

Victoria laughed, and I suppressed a groan of desire. It was always so sexy hearing him talk like this. Seeing him broken down so quickly and so easily, rejecting all traces of pride or self-respect just to make us happy. Just in the remote hope that we might take pity on him and let him have an orgasm.

I was glad I hadn’t let him cum on the plane. I was glad I had made him go down on me. It only enhanced his desire, pushing him deeper into submission, and now, he was as completely ours as ever. Kneeling on the floor of the hotel room, licking Victoria’s boots like a dog, locked up in chastity and unable to escape, unable to feel the pleasure all three of us wanted.

But I could. If I wanted to. And in that moment, standing in the hotel room watching him grovel at her feet, I knew I did. As he continued to lick, continuing to mumble pathetic thanks for what she had done to him, Victoria raised her eyes and smiled at me across the room. And I felt my heart quicken at the sight of that wicked grin that seemed to say that anything was permitted, as long as it was fun. As long as it turned us on.

I stepped across the room. Jacob probably knew I was coming, but he carried on doing what he had been told to do, licking our office manager’s boots in humble submission, knowing there was nothing he could do to change what happened next. Bending over him, I reached out and grabbed a handful of his hair, pulling his head up toward me. Then, without saying a word, I carried on walking across the room, pulling him by the hair as he shuffled as quickly as he could on his knees after me.

Victoria laughed out loud as she watched me drag him toward the corner of the room, near the window. There was a chair there, and I sat down in it, positioning Jacob so that he was kneeling on the floor in front of me just like he had been for her a moment ago.

“Don’t forget about me,” I said.

Jacob looked up at me with that expression of desire and wonder on his face that I had gotten so familiar with. But, unusually for him, I thought perhaps I detected just the faintest trace of a smile, too. Maybe I just imagined it.

But either way, he seemed eager to do as I said. I sat with my legs crossed, and he lowered his face to the boot that hovered above the floor, and I grinned as I felt his tongue moving over my toes through the supple leather. It didn’t matter how many times I made him bow down to me like this. It never got old. I never got past the thrill of having a guy literally groveling at my feet, licking my boots and practically begging me to let him cum, even though he knew I wouldn’t.

That wild desire was rising inside me, just like always. Filling me with excitement that needed an outlet, my desire climbing by the second and with every stroke of his tongue and his lips over the leather that covered my feet. Victoria was right there, turning on the bed to watch us, a happy smile on her pretty face, enjoying this display of dominance just as I had enjoyed watching her boss Jacob around. But I wanted more. I wanted to cum, despite my relatively recent orgasm on the plane. And I was of the opinion, especially these days, that a Mistress like me should never have to wait long for an orgasm.

“Take my boots off, simp.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Jacob, of course, did as he was told. He knew the drill by now. Carefully, he took the zipper of my boot between his teeth and pulled it down, the warm leather parting as he did. When he had pulled the zipper all the way down to my foot, he took the high heel carefully between his lips and pulled my boot off completely, letting it fall to the floor with a heavy sound. I recrossed my legs, raising my eyebrows at him in an unspoken demand, and of course, he followed my command, spoken or not. He unzipped that boot too, pulling it off and dropping it to the floor next to the other one.

Putting my feet on the floor, I stood up. I towered over him as I reached for the top of my latex leggings. He stared at me hungrily, his mouth open, his eyes flickering down toward my mound, visible through the clinging fabric. And I glanced over at Victoria, but the look on her face only encouraged me. There were lines she wouldn’t cross, faithful to her vanilla husband, in her own way. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy the spectacle of me getting exactly what I wanted.

I pulled down my pants, and with them, the tiny thong I wore underneath. I peeled off the latex leggings, the fabric clinging as I pushed it down to my feet and stepped out of it. As I straightened up, my pussy was right in front of Jacob, and he stared at it like it was the key to all his future happiness, like the answer to every question he had ever had lay between my thighs.

I sat down in the chair again, not bothering to take off my top.

“Lick it.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

And now, he really was smiling. Smiling through the pain of his cock no doubt pressing against the inside of the unyielding steel cage, the constriction of his desire radiating out from between his legs. It was like he forgot all of that in his desire to please me, as if licking my pussy was the only thing he wanted in the world, as it was more important to him than his own pleasure. Maybe, by now, it was. After months of training, maybe he was finally starting to see things that way. Or maybe he had just learned that was how he had to act to get what he wanted. But he wanted me badly, and he wanted to please me, and as he lowered his head between my legs, that’s exactly what he did.

His tongue slid over my pussy, tasting again my ready wetness that had not diminished ever since the adventure in the airplane. I sank back in the chair, letting out a little groan of pleasure. Through the window, the blank-eyed skyscrapers of New York watched, and for a moment, I wondered if anyone out there was looking through the window, seeing what was happening here. Just the thought of it added another delicious little thrill to the pleasure I was experiencing, the pure naughtiness of it all filling my brain and making me feel like the dominant goddess I longed to be. The same dominant goddess I knew my boyfriend longed for me to be.

I had closed my eyes for a moment, savoring the pleasure he was giving me, but at the sound of a zipper, I opened them again. I looked over on the bed where Victoria sat and saw that she was removing her own boots, unzipping the zippers on the side and sliding them off her legs one by one. She was still smiling, still watching me and Jacob, taking in the whole show. But she wasn’t idle. She unfastened her jeans and peeled them off, sliding the skintight denim over her legs until she could kick her way out of it. With no more shame than I had, she pulled down her panties and let them fall to the floor. Then, she moved on the bed, pushing herself back on the mattress to sit against the headboard.

She spread her legs. Her teeth showed in that same smile as she bit her lip, and her hand moved over her pussy. Gently, teasingly, at first. Watching me and my boyfriend the whole time.

And I watched her. Even though I had no interest in women, not even one as undeniably sexy as her. There was something so incredibly erotic about watching her play with herself, seeing her so turned on by what we were doing that she couldn’t resist.

I moaned, at the sight of her and at the feelings that Jacob was stirring between my legs. And after a while, she moaned too, the scene in front of her getting to her as she slid her fingers deeper.

It was intoxicating. It was like some wild magic spell, some crazy impulse we were both riding. And we were turning each other on. Even though neither of us was interested in the other like that, even though normally, everything we did was to tease him and turn him on. This was too, of course, but for the moment, it didn’t feel that way. I watched her and she watched me, and he was basically just a tool for our pleasure, almost ignored while I watched her play with herself and she watched him lick me.

I came first. Jacob knew exactly what he was doing between my legs, his mouth trained by months of regular oral service. He could push my buttons in no time at all, and the pure erotic potential of the situation we found ourselves in only made things more exciting, making orgasm even easier to achieve for me. For a woman who had never had group sex before in her life, who had never been watched or even thought about it, it was amazing how quickly I came. But when you have a submissve caged slave doing his best to please you, maybe it wasn’t all that surprising.

I held nothing back, filling the hotel room with my blissful moaning, letting all of New York hear me if it wanted to. Letting Jacob, most of all, hear me, letting my extravagant cries of ecstasy bounce back from the walls, letting him know what he had done to me and letting him know just how good it felt to deny him pleasure of his own. To drive home, all over again, exactly what he was missing out on, exactly what his cruel mistresses were not going to allow him.

But Victoria heard too. She heard it all, the shortness of my breath, the catch in my voice as I surrendered myself to this evil pleasure. She watched me gasp and flail, watched me squirm in wild delight in the hotel room chair, knowing exactly what Jacob was doing to me. Knowing, from her own experience, just how good it feels to be in control.

And my peak slowly subsided, Jacob backing off a little once my orgasm came. I sat back in the armchair, gasping with pleasure, my whole body glowing with that delicious post-sex feeling of contentment, that blissful fatigue that comes after you’re fully satisfied.

Jacob, of course, was not. That was what made this so much fun. He kneeled obediently at my feet, a well-trained pet whose only role in life was to bring me pleasure, and though that was what he wanted, it wasn’t everything he wanted. His cock, I knew, was absolutely raging in the steel cage Victoria had bought by now, and eating me out with our sexy office manager watching would only have pushed him even deeper into longing and despair.

I looked at him, then glanced over at Victoria. She was still watching us, but her eyes were half closed now, her mouth open, echoing with steady moans of ecstasy. Looking back at Jacob, I smiled, and nodded toward her. Again, I didn’t say a word. I didn’t need to. We were all thinking the same things, riding the same wave of kinky pleasure, sex on all our minds to the exclusion of everything else.

Jacob turned to watch, open-mouthed, as Victoria fingered herself. It wasn’t the first time he had watched our office manager masturbate, but it had the same effect on him now as it did then. He stared as if it was the most erotic thing he had ever seen, as if it was driving him crazy to look at her, but at the same time, he couldn’t look away.

Neither could I. His reaction turned me on so much, another demonstration of our feminine power, our ability to make this man suffer and desire to suffer more for us.

An idea grabbed me. I find they often do, at times like this. Even though I had just cum, even though I could still feel the warmth of pleasure vibrating in my veins, I saw a way to take things to the next level. And I knew that was what I wanted.

I stood up. My legs trembled with the force of pleasure as I stepped across the hotel room. Pulling open my bag, I rummaged inside. Victoria watched me, still with her eyes half-closed, still with moans of pleasure rising from her mouth. I could see her knuckles moving rhythmically, the back of her hand showing what her fingers were doing between her legs, never stopping, never asking, putting on a show for us and at the same time bringing herself to an orgasm of her own.

Inside my suitcase, I found what I was looking for. A belt. I pulled it out of the case and carried it back across the room, back toward Jacob, and he managed to tear his wide eyes away from our sexy boss to look at me with astonishment and a noticeable expression of fear as I walked confidently toward him.

Standing in front of him, I made a loop with the belt and draped it over his head. Then I pulled it tight, not choking him, but leaving no doubt who was in charge. A leash, like something you would use to walk a dog, and he was absolutely my pet, my property, my helpless little simp.

“Come,” I ordered briskly, tugging on the belt. “Come with me, simp. But stay on your knees.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

His voice was a little hoarse as he spoke, the way it often was at times like this. I loved it. I loved all of it, every little reminder he gave me of how much this turned him on, of how desperately he wanted me, of how completely in my power he was. Obedient as ever, he crawled along behind me, on the end of my leash, unable and unwilling to resist in even the smallest way.

Victoria watched me drag him across the room, her hand never stopping its rhythmic movements between her legs. She had such incredible confidence, to touch herself like that in front of us, to show absolutely no sign of any hint of self-consciousness or self-doubt. But that was what made her so sexy, after all. That was what made her so amazing, what made me admire her so much. In its own way, it was part of what inspired me to walk this path in the first place, to be the dominatrix my boyfriend wanted me to be, to explore for myself the erotic thrill of power.

“Up on the bed.”

Again, I punctuated my command with a pull on the leash. Jacob hesitated for only the briefest of moments, just a split second, before he stood up, and climbed awkwardly onto the bed, his hands cuffed behind his back making the task difficult. Victoria still said nothing, still watching, still touching herself, as I guided my boyfriend up the mattress toward her, between her spread legs.

“Down,” I ordered, grabbing the belt close to where it was tied around his neck and pulling him downward. Again, Jacob bent at the waist, lowering his face down to the mattress between Victoria’s thighs. And she smiled down at him, moaning in pleasure the whole time, still touching herself, still playing with herself.

I wondered what each of them was thinking. Jacob’s face was just inches from her streaming pussy, and I knew he could still taste me in his mouth, and I wondered if he thought he was about to taste her, too.

I didn’t doubt that he wanted exactly that, that even the idea of it would make his cock strain painfully against the steel chastity device we had locked him in. And I wondered if she thought the same thing. Married Victoria had her lines, the things she wouldn’t do with Jacob or with us, no matter how horny she got. But I knew myself how desire has a way of eroding your inhibitions, of making the most outrageous ideas seem desirable. She wanted sex in that moment, wanted the release I had just had and that she hovered on the edge of, and we both knew Jacob could give it to her. We both knew he would jump at the opportunity, that he would beg for such an honour and thank us when it was over, always so eager to please.

If I ordered him to do it, to go down on her, would she stop him?

I didn’t know, and I wasn’t going to find out. She wasn’t the only one who had rules to this game.

“You can look, but you can’t touch,” I said, standing close to the edge of the bed and still holding onto the belt around my boyfriend’s neck. “Just watch. Just watch how a real woman makes herself cum.”

Victoria closed her eyes, letting out a long and passionate moan at my words, and I smiled to myself. I always envied her creativity, her sheer kinkiness, the deviant ideas she came up with. But this one had impressed her, and that was exactly what I wanted. And she kept her eyes closed as she moved her fingers faster, driving them inside herself, parting her wet lips right in front of my boyfriend’s shocked face.

She came. Just as I knew she would. Her legs trembled, her whole body squirming against the hotel room headboard, and her pleasure poured out of her in a hot, wet flood. I could smell her arousal in the air, and I knew Jacob would be smelling it even more potently, almost but not quite close enough to touch what he wanted. As Victoria sighed happily, she opened her eyes, those dimples showing in her cheeks as she grinned at me. Not the slightest bit of shame. Not an ounce of regret. Just pure, radiant joy at what she had done, at what the two of us had made him witness.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” she said in a low voice. I smiled at her, leaning over the bed and looking down at my boyfriend who still sat on his knees with his head between her thighs, gazing in desperate desire at her pussy.

“Looks like Mistress Victoria left a bit of a mess on the bed sheets there,” I said, looking at the dark stain on the fabric in front of his face. “Want our simp to lick it up for you?”

“Oh my God, yes,” Victoria giggled, her eyes flashing with excitement. And I grinned back at her, thrilled with how this trip had gone already.

“Get to work then, bitch boy,” I ordered, tugging again on the belt around Jacob’s neck. “This might be the closest you ever get to tasting Victoria’s pussy.”

She laughed out loud at that, and I chuckled to myself. But Jacob didn’t laugh. As always, he took it all so seriously. Lowering his head down to the mattress, he stuck out his tongue, and we both watched, grinning at each other, drunk with our own sense of power, as he licked and sucked her juices out of the hotel sheets.
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We didn’t let Jacob cum. No matter how uncomfortable he looked with his new captivity, no matter how desperate he appeared. Denying him was way too much fun. And after we had used and humiliated him, after we had made him lick up Victoria’s juices, we were done with him, for the time being. The women had had their fun, and that was all that mattered, and Jacob’s role, as he knew only too well, was simply to wait until we decided we wanted to use in again. Nothing he could say or do was going to have any effect on that, and as always, it made me feel so powerful to think of that, to know that his sexual release was complete in my hands. And Victoria’s, too.

And I had seen the fire in her eyes, the wild excitement that shone in her beautiful face as she played with us both. Frankly, I didn’t like Jacob’s chances of getting unlocked for the whole weekend. And when I thought of that, I felt conflicted. Part of me, a huge part, wanted him, wanted to have sex with him, the way I always did when these games reached their peak of excitement and I couldn’t hold back any more. But Victoria was feeding that other part of me, the part that loved this sense of power and control more than anything. That wild, sadistic part that wanted more and more all the time, that only got stronger the more I indulged it. The part of me, I sometimes thought, that Jacob probably loved the most.

We sent him back to his room to change for dinner. And after he was gone, slinking away like a beaten dog back to the room he shared with Darren, I looked over at Victoria, pulling her pants back up. She looked at me. For a moment, neither of us said anything.

Then, as if on cue, we both burst out laughing.

I couldn’t help it. In many ways, this game we were playing with him seemed so serious, so intense, so dark and erotic and wicked. But you couldn’t deny the fact that sometimes, it was outright funny. The way he just did whatever we said, the way he gave in to us completely. How he kneeled at our feet and groveled and begged for scraps, how he let us do this to him and needed it so badly.

Victoria had had a kinky partner before; he knew how these games worked, better than I did. But we were going to ever greater extremes, and I wondered if she had ever gone this far, with anyone. And if she hadn’t? Well, that gave me a weird feeling of something close to pride. After all, I still envied this woman. I envied her poise, her confidence, her undeniable sexual power. Part of me, perhaps a bigger part than I wanted to admit, wanted to be like Victoria. The idea that we were showing her something new, that Jacob and I, perhaps, had something to teach even her, was an amazing thrill.

One more amazing thrill, I suppose, in a trip that seemed destined to be full of them. The few days of this company retreat stretched out ahead of us like an undiscovered ocean with endless possibilities for kinky pleasure. Yes, we were there to work, and we would have to spend our days on teambuilding exercises and listening to speakers and whatever else you do on a company retreat. After all, it was my first one, and I only had a vague idea of what to expect. But honestly, I was barely even thinking about the work side of things. All I cared about was the evenings, the downtime, when I would get to play these games with Jacob in a whole new environment, the novelty of it all adding to the thrill I always felt whenever I made him bow down to me.

“Well, that was fun,” Victoria said, rising from the bed that still showed the stain of her juices and moving toward her suitcase that still lay on the corner of the bed.

“You can say that again.”

I couldn’t keep the smile off my face, and I didn’t particularly try. These days, we all had such wild memories of what we had done together, and they had a way of seeming to glow between us whenever we thought of everything that had happened. I could hardly look at Victoria anymore without thinking of how she looked when she came, or what happened when she got that look in her eyes when she was dominating my boyfriend. These thoughts were a thousand miles away from what I would normally think about my boss, but Victoria, of course, was much more than that to me. A kind of mentor, a cool older sister, and a partner in crime. Sometimes, I felt almost as lucky to have found as I was to have found Jacob.

She was going through her bag, starting to unpack as I headed to the bathroom. I’ve never been the type of person who completely unpacks on a vacation, content usually to just live out of a suitcase. Then again, it’s not as if I’d really been on enough vacations to know exactly how I behave on them.

I stepped into the shower, my head still buzzing with everything that had happened. My body felt sticky from where Jacob had been worshiping me, and even though I loved the feeling, I was eager to get cleaned up. But as I stood under the warm water, predictably, all my thoughts were still of him. And of her, that strange and exciting goddess I was sharing a hotel room with, the woman I was sharing the keys to my boyfriend’s cock with. The new realities of my life were almost scary in their implications, but that didn’t mean I wanted anything else but this. I had tons of memories and fantasies, and even after everything that had happened, still a few doubts and fears as well, but I didn’t have any regrets. To me, it felt like everything had happened just the way it had to happen to get us to where we were now. And where we were now was exactly where I wanted to be.

I stepped out of the shower, drying off with a luxurious towel the hotel provided. I pulled on the underwear I had brought into the bathroom with me. After everything we had done together, I knew I shouldn’t care anymore about what Victoria saw, that she had seen the most sensitive and intimate parts of me already, and that mere nudity would mean nothing to her. But I don’t know. It still felt weird. I still felt the need to preserve some semblance of modesty, even though I knew my sexy boss had seen me cum multiple times. I wrapped myself in a hotel robe before leaving the bathroom.

Once I stepped into the hotel room we shared, Victoria’s appearance took me aback. She was standing there in a black sequined minidress. A little short, some might have said, for a woman of her age, but only if they hadn’t seen her in it. She looked fantastic; she always did. And I watched as she posed in front of the mirror, playing with her hair, holding the dense blond curls back behind her head for a moment before letting them cascade freely over her shoulders as she tried out different looks. I knew, or at least thought I knew, what she was up to. What she was wearing wasn’t all that crazy, but it was definitely a little much for a casual dinner with her coworkers. But she wanted to look sexy for Jacob. To tease him and to taunt him and to flaunt what he couldn’t have right in front of him. And looking at her, I knew straight away that it was going to work. That was never really in any sort of doubt.

“Wow, you look great,” I said. And Victoria turned that beaming megawatt smile on me, the one that lit up her whole face, the one that can set any heart fluttering, male or female.

“Thank you,” she said.

“I didn’t bring anything that fancy.”

“This isn’t fancy, not really. It’s just, I don’t often get the chance to wear things like this, so I thought this could be an opportunity.”

“Your husband doesn’t take you out?”

“No, he does. Maybe not as often as I would like, or necessarily to the kind of places I would like. But he tries.”

She smiled indulgently as she spoke, as if lingering over a favourite memory of him. Frankly, I had questions about him, about the two of them. I wondered about their relationship. After all, Victoria had remained faithful to him, in her way, despite all the temptation and opportunity a woman could possibly need. Jacob would give just about anything to sleep with her, I knew, and after everything I had allowed to happen between them, I wasn’t too sure I would even stop it if things went that way. But Victoria had drawn her line in the sand, and so far, she had stuck to it.

But what was it like being as kinky as she was with a partner who had no interest in these games of power exchange? Until I met Jacob, all my relationships except one had been strictly vanilla, and I had been fine with that. But now, after having experienced what I had with him and with her, the idea of going back seemed unappealing, to say the least. Once you had done the things we had done, was it even possible to go back? Could you ever again be truly happy just lying there and taking it? Or would there always be some part of you that missed the dark fire, the inexplicable thrill of playing the way we did?

I didn’t know, and honestly, I hoped I would never find out. Jacob and I didn’t talk about the future, didn’t even really think about it. Neither of us were using words like forever. We were too young, and our relationship was way too new for that. But still, if I was being honest with myself, I would have to say that I didn’t want things to change. I wanted things to stay the way they were, the two of us discovering more and more exciting kinks, new sides of ourselves, like an endlessly unfolding puzzle. It didn’t feel like I could ever get bored of something like that. And as for him, he was completely sold. I knew that just from the look on his face, just from the way he behaved when he was around us, when we were dominating him. He couldn’t get enough, and he couldn’t even think of doing things any other way.

While Victoria searched for shoes to match her outfit, I turned doubtfully to my own suitcase. I had high hopes for the things we could get up to on this company retreat, and so I had bought some interesting underwear, but that was almost it. For my first trip to New York, I had been aware of the possibility that we might go out, so I brought a couple of dresses too, but nothing on quite the level that Victoria was operating on. But again, just like I did in the office, I felt this urge to compete with her, to look just as sexy and desirable as she did, especially in front of my frustrated boyfriend. And of course, just like always, I knew that looking good was the key to being in charge, too.

So I took out one of the dresses I had packed. A red and white pattern in a wraparound style, casual enough to wear just about anywhere but also capable of being dressed up if it had to be. Victoria didn’t even look at me as I slipped off the hotel robe and pulled the dress on, instead sitting on her bed where she had so recently tormented my boyfriend and sliding her high-heeled shoes on one after another. I had some red high heel pumps to go with my dress, so I put those on, regretting already having to use probably my dressiest outfit of the trip, but feeling like I had no choice, with what Victoria was wearing.

She went to the bathroom to do her makeup, and I did my own, consulting the mirror on the door of the hotel room closet. I had to work with what I had, and this being a work function, I didn’t want to go too crazy, but I was also conscious of what Victoria might do, feeling as always that need to compete or at least compare with her.

When she came back out of the bathroom, I saw that she hadn’t gone too extreme with her look. She was wearing her hair down, her lips an eye-catching pink colour that contrasted beautifully with the dark dress, the glittering powder on her eyelids matching the sequins. She looked great, almost intimidatingly so, but as I looked at her, I couldn’t help but picture Jacob’s reaction when he saw her. I couldn’t help thinking of his cock aching and swelling inside the chastity device she had ordered for it, and it made me smile to acknowledge this mistress standing in front of me, that dark and devious mind hiding just behind that showstopping smile.

“You look amazing,” she said, looking me up and down.

“I wish I looked as good as you do.”

“You do,” Victoria said, pausing in front of the mirror on the closet to check herself out one last time, smoothing the dress over her hips. “We’re going to blow that little simp’s mind.”

She turned that smile on me as she spoke her final words, and I smiled back. After all, I knew she was right. Frankly, it didn’t take much, but whatever effort we put in was always rewarded. Our little boy toy craved us, I knew. Every glimpse of skin we gave him, every smile, every suggestive look, helped to drive him further and further into submission, and of course, that only turned us on more. Already, I could feel that excitement growing as Victoria walked across the room to her suitcase for one last item. In a pocket in the bag, she found a necklace, and I almost gasped as I watched her thread the key to Jacob’s chastity device onto it.

“Here, let me.”

I stepped toward her, standing behind her and taking the ends of the fine necklace in my hand. Smiling, she lifted her hair out of the way, and I connected the tiny clasp so that the chain hung around her neck. There was the key to Jacob’s cock, one of them, hanging from her neck, above the tempting cleavage that the dress bared. I knew he would see it. And maybe he wasn’t the only one. But he was the only one besides us who would know what it meant, and that thought made my heart beat fast in my chest. Again, I felt that perennial envy I had of her, that desire to be as dominant and impressive as she was.

“That’s going to drive him crazy,” I said, and Victoria grinned as she ran her fingertips over the key.

“That’s the idea,” she said. “Plus, anyone else in the restaurant who plays these kinds of games will know straightaway.”

“You think that’s likely?”

Victoria shrugged, the key rising and falling with her movement.

“You never know,” she said. “This is New York. Just about every type of person who exists in the world is here.”

I bit my lip with growing excitement. I had never thought about that. And I had never thought of myself as any kind of exhibitionist, wanting to keep what I did behind closed doors private. But that was before Victoria came along. That was before I realized that having her involved made everything so much more kinky, so much more humiliating for my simp, and so much more thrilling, all at the same time. Not that I had any intention of letting anyone else know our secret, or of disgracing Jacob in front of our coworkers. That, I suspected, would be a line he wouldn’t want to cross.

But playing right up against the lines, I had learned long ago, was the best way to have fun.

Stepping away from Victoria, I moved toward my own case. Just like with my clothes, I had been very conservative with my jewelry, not feeling the need to make a big splash. But I had a necklace I knew would work. She smiled approvingly as she watched me thread my own key to Jacob’s cock onto the necklace, and without a word, she stepped closer to me, already reaching for the chain. She stood in front of me, joining the clasp together and then sliding the chain around my neck so that it was hidden by my hair. There was something strangely intimate in the gesture, the touch of her hand against my skin, and even though I knew after what we had shared together, I shouldn’t be surprised by that, it still added a strange little thrill to the excitement we both felt.

“What will we say if anyone asks about them?”

“We’ll just play it by ear, I guess,” Victoria said, a confident smile almost making me believe it, making my doubts melt away. “We’ll come up with something. Ready to go?”

“Yeah.”

Together, we stepped out of our hotel room, heading toward the elevator.

We made a splash as we walked into the restaurant. We were running a little late, and all of our coworkers were there, already occupying the biggest table in the place. And heads turned toward us as we entered, not just those of our colleagues but of others, too.

Victoria just strode through it all with that smile on her face, paying no attention. Probably she had had a lifetime to get used to men staring at her. And to be honest, I’ve had my share of that too. But never like this. I felt the key to Jacob’s cock like a great weight around my neck, and I felt like everyone could see it and somehow know exactly what it meant, even though, as Victoria had pointed out, if they recognized what it meant, they would have to be at least a little bit familiar with this particular kink themselves. I wasn’t used to this, showing off in public with a secret that burned so bright inside me, it seemed impossible that it wasn’t visible to others. I couldn’t deny that it excited me. But it was making it hard to think of anything else.

I can only hope I looked even half as confident as Victoria as she moved through the room, ignoring the hungry stares that came her way as she approached the table with our coworkers. I saw the way the other women looked at her, and at me, but she was as oblivious to that she was to everything else. They were used to this, of course, having seen the way she and I dressed at work, competing to see who could be more provocative and still maintain at least some veneer of professionalism. Like me, the rest of them had come with casual clothes for the most part, not trying to be a knockout the way Victoria was. Not that they could realistically compete with her anyway.

“Wow, you look great,” Darren said with his usual boyish enthusiasm, his notable lack of concern about how it came across. But of course, he had worked with her for a long time.

“You too, Emily,” he added, and I thanked him with a smile as Victoria took a seat beside Darren.

The seat beside Jacob was empty, and I wondered if he had saved it for me, or if people had just assumed that was where I would naturally go. I sat down beside him, flashing him a smile, resisting the urge to kiss him there and then, knowing it wasn’t really appropriate. But I could feel his eyes on me, watching me, following my every move, and it made me feel fantastic. Under the table, I reached for his leg and gave it an affectionate squeeze, and it was then that his eyes went wide, finding the key on its chain around my neck and knowing exactly what it was for.

I smiled to myself, turning my attention back to the rest of the table. No work talk, that was the rule. And so we chatted about this and that, Darren and Victoria mostly directing the conversation, but others chiming in with their own stories and jokes. I didn’t say much, and Jacob said almost nothing. Both our minds were racing with the reality of what we knew, the secret we had from them all except Victoria, and it made it hard to concentrate on what anyone was saying. It made it hard to pay attention to the food, too. Even though it was very obviously good. I couldn’t pronounce half the things on the menu, and I mostly bluffed my way through, but the seafood I ended up with was incredible. And yet it still wasn’t enough to steal my focus.

Dinner went on for a long time. And all the while, the tension never abated. I could feel it in every cell of my body as I waited for the opportunity to get Jacob alone. Because already, I knew that was what I wanted. And I knew the fact that Victoria shared a room with me made it possible. Once dinner was over, I felt like we could play again. And maybe she would consent to let him out of chastity, but somehow, I doubted it. And in a way, that made things easier for me. It wasn’t up to me anymore. I could be as cruel and demanding and selfish as I wanted, and if she didn’t consent to let him go, well, that was out of my hands, wasn’t it?

Throughout dinner, I caught Victoria looking over at me, that constant smile on her face. And every time she did, I smiled back at her, feeling myself blush slightly. She knew what I was thinking, as if she could read my mind. But knowing what she knew, it didn’t take a genius. My thoughts were all about sex, of course, and I knew that so were Jacob’s as he sat beside me, close enough to touch, trying to act like normal people, like coworkers, when all the while, we knew that he was just longing to fall at my feet again.

Darren paid the bill on the company credit card when it came. People were starting to make their excuses to head back to their own rooms or do whatever they wanted to do in New York while they had the chance. Victoria looked over at me again, her eyes flashing for a moment, and then she laid her hand on Darren’s arm.

“Come for a walk with me,” she said. A hint of surprise showed on his face as he looked at her.

“Where to?”

“Nowhere in particular,” she smiled. “It’s New York. I want to enjoy it. It’s a lovely night. But I don’t want to go by myself.”

“Okay,” Darren said with a shrug. She rose to her feet, smoothing out her dress, and as he stood beside her, she smiled again at me. I mouthed a silent thank you at her, knowing she had done it for my benefit. That she was giving me a chance to spend some time alone with my boyfriend.

“I just need to go to the bathroom first,” she said, and again she looked at me, more meaningfully this time. My heart fluttered in my chest as I took her meaning.

“Me too,” I said, to no one in particular, but mostly to Jacob who was sitting beside me, almost buzzing with expectation. Victoria walked across the restaurant, drawing attention the way she always did, and I followed along behind her.

Bending a little to look under the doors of the stalls, she made sure we were alone. Then, moving quickly, she turned to me, holding out her hand.

“Give me your key.”

“What? Why?”

Her smile took on a wicked appearance.

“I told you the rules. We both have to agree to unlock him. And I don’t agree. But I’m not sure I trust you alone with that key. You’re too generous with him. You’ll let him out.”

“No I won’t,” I said. But I smiled as I said it. It really was as if she could see through me, and she knew it.

“No, you want. Because you won’t be able to. Come on, hand it over.”

I hesitated. Of course, she had no right to demand this. We were supposed to be equals in this game we played; Jacob was the inferior one. But ultimately, she knew as well as I did that part of me, at least, wanted to do what she said. Wanted to play along. Again, I thought of how her part in this game let me off the hook, in a way, helped me avoid giving in to my softer part that wanted to make Jacob happy just as much as I wanted to tease and torture him. She was too good at this. And too dominant and too sexy to refuse.

Still smiling, I reached for the chain around my neck, unfastening it. And it coiled into her cupped palm as I lowered it, key first, into her hand.

“That’s better,” she said with a smug little smile, slipping the key on its chain into her purse. “Okay, have fun tonight. I know you will.”

With that, she turned away from me, her high heels echoing on the tile floor as she moved toward the door. I watched her go with a dull kind of astonishment, amazed as always at the woman she had turned out to be, at the way she had injected herself into our sex life and transformed everything. I knew we would never have gone this far without her, and when I considered how far we might go in the future, it almost made me breathless with excitement and disbelief.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped back out into the restaurant. Victoria and Darren were already headed for the door, most of my coworkers either gone or saying their goodbyes around the table where Jacob still sat.

He looked so alone in that moment, so isolated, trapped in this secret that we had from the world, that seemed to set him apart. But not for long. Soon, he would be together with me, and if he wasn’t going to get exactly what he wanted, I knew I definitely was.


Bound and Teased in NYC

Jacob and I rode the elevator together, not saying much. I was still buzzing with excitement, my head still spinning with everything that had happened. Somewhere out there, Victoria was walking the streets of New York on Darren’s arm, dressed to kill, with the key to my boyfriend’s cock around her neck and the other in her purse. Now, she had total control over our sexuality, and again, I reflected on the fact I was getting a little glimpse into Jacob’s fetish myself. After all, I had given up control too, in a way, and I didn’t put up much more fight than he had.

I wondered if he had noticed yet that I was no longer wearing his key. He had definitely noticed it when I walked into the restaurant and sat down beside him at the table. But if he had, he didn’t say anything about it. He didn’t say anything about anything at all. He didn’t even ask to come to my room, he just assumed, and he was right about that. Maybe he, too, had seen through Victoria’s little scheme, her plan to give us some time alone. Or maybe he just didn’t care about the hows and whys of it. Maybe he was running purely on instinct, the desire to be near me sweeping away everything else.

We walked down the hallway together, and I slipped the key card into the lock, leading him into my room and closing the door behind us with a click. Then I walked over to the bed, my dress brushing against my thighs with every step. I turned to face him, one hand on my hip, looking him up and down.

“Clothes off, simp.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

He didn’t hesitate. Not for a moment. By now, I guess he was used to this, or as used to this as you could ever get. It was still thrilling to order him around, still such a wild rush to know that he would do whatever I said. But it was becoming more normal every time we did it.

He kicked off his shoes, pulling down his jeans and his underwear, stripping off his shirt. Shedding everything to reveal to me again the brand-new steel chastity device we had locked him up in. His cock looked so painfully swollen as it pressed through every little gap of the device, almost like liquid, trying to force its way out and claim what it wanted. Me, standing right in front of him in the best dress I had brought on this trip, absolutely loving being the centre of attention but feeling, as I looked at his caged member, a twinge of regret that I had given his key up so easily. But there was nothing I can do about it now. And as I was sure Jacob could sympathize with more than perhaps anyone else, there was a kind of freedom in that surrender. Whatever happened next, it wouldn’t involve unlocking him, and that wasn’t up to me anymore. That was up to Victoria.

“Wondering where my key went?”

As I spoke, I trailed one finger along the plunging neckline of my dress, drawing his attention to the bare skin of my chest. And the way his eyes went wide as he looked at me told me that he hadn’t noticed the key was gone until I drew his attention to it. Probably too distracted looking at my legs, my ass, my face, I thought with another smile. Too distracted by how badly he wanted me to even notice as I gave his freedom away.

“Where – where is it?”

“Victoria took it,” I said, smiling as I spoke. “You heard what she said. That now, you need permission from both of us to cum. She didn’t trust me not to unlock you while she was away, and who knows? Maybe she was right about that. I mean, I am feeling very horny…”

Jacob groaned at that, and I giggled. It was too easy to drive him crazy, too easy to tease him so that he couldn’t think straight. So easy that I could never resist. I sat down on my bed, crossing my legs so that my dress slid a little higher up my thighs, Jacob watching my every move, waiting to see what came next. Waiting to see how I planned to use him without freeing him. Not objecting; he never did. As if he couldn’t. Or didn’t dare. Either way was fine with me.

“What do you plan to do about that, simp?”

“Whatever you want me to do, Mistress Emily.”

He looked right into my eyes as he spoke, and as weird as it was, I was almost touched. After all, he really meant it. That was obvious. I could see it in every line of his face, as if that desire radiated out from every line of his body. He meant it. And he was going to do it. He was going to do exactly as I told him, just like he always did, and he was going to love every minute of it, even as I did my best to talk to him for the crime of wanting me so badly.

“That’s what I like to hear. Come here. Take my shoes off.”

Jacob stepped forward. Instantly, he dropped to his knees, his hands taking careful hold of the shoe on my right foot and sliding it off. He was so gentle, so careful, as if he thought he might damage me if he moved too quickly. And I felt his eyes on me as I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, offering him the other foot to take that shoe off too. He set them down on the floor at my feet, gazing at me expectantly, and I saw just the pink tip of his tongue flicker for a moment between his lips, his desire so obvious, so powerful, so irresistible.

“Now my panties.”

I spoke softly, knowing that my words would reverberate in his head either way. Knowing that he hung on every syllable, as if he was incapable of ignoring a single command or desire of mine. But of course, I knew this was also what he wanted. And his hands almost trembled as he reached for me, his fingers sliding over my thighs as I uncrossed my legs again. He reached up under my dress, pushing it higher with his thumbs, and I smiled down at him as I let him, like I was giving him the biggest treat of his life.

Jacob pulled my panties down. I felt the warm air of the hotel room on the wetness between my legs, my excitement running high all through dinner, and higher now that the moment of completion was so near. I couldn’t make him cum, but he could make me, and that delicious imbalance between us got me so excited.

He slid my underwear off my feet, staying on his knees the whole time. He had to know what was coming next. He looked excited for it. But I let him continue to wait in suspense, just for a moment. Just smiling down at him, letting him wait, letting him wonder if he was actually going to get what he wanted.

Then, like the kind and merciful mistress he knows I’m capable of being, I gave it to him.

“Make me cum, simp,” I said with a sneer, opening my legs and pulling my dress up higher.

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” came the inevitable reply.

He shuffled forward on his knees, already desperate and avid to give me what I wanted. I sat back, supporting myself on my hands on the mattress of the hotel bed, watching him through half-closed eyes. His tongue slid over my pussy, sparking that pleasure he knew so well how to give, and I let out a happy sigh. This was becoming such a familiar position for us, part of our normal routine, but it never got boring. If anything, it seemed to get more exciting the more we did it, as if this was our natural position, the roles we were born for. Him, down on his knees, desperately worshiping and trying to please. And me, sitting there like a queen on a throne, enjoying the adoration of her humble servant.

Jacob knew exactly what to do. He knew exactly how I liked it, and he put forth all his skills and knowledge, moving his head up and down and sliding his tongue over my vibrating lips. As my clit started to swell, he rubbed his nose against it, the rhythmic vibrations changing my sighs to gasps and groans. And then, he wrapped his lips around it, sucking gently on that tight-packed bundle of nerves until I was practically squealing with delight.

He was always good at eating pussy, but he had only gotten better over the long months of captivity. It had become almost a ritual between us, and he treated it like the act of worship it was, devoting himself completely to making me happy. Reaching forward, I ran a hand through his short hair, affectionately at first, but with growing aggression as my pleasure overtook me. He was like a living toy for my use, never more present than when he was between my legs, giving everything he had to make me cum while his own desires were completely ignored. His cock throbbed in its little cage, and it turned me on so much to know that no matter how he pleased me, he wasn’t getting out. And still, he tried to please me so much.

My orgasm washed over me. It crashed over me like a wave, making me close my eyes and yell my passion at the walls of the hotel room. His tongue was buried inside me now, and my pussy spasmed around it as it had done so many times before, clamping down hard as if it never wanted to let go. He gulped and slurped the juices that poured out of me, drinking them down like it was his one true calling in life, and I squirmed and panted on the bed, my pleasure only enhanced by the knowledge that it was so one-sided.

Roughly, I pushed his head away. My climax faded slowly, but already, I was planning my next move. It was like a warm-up orgasm, a concept I never even thought of until Jacob came along. But now, one was never enough. And I was guaranteed multiple orgasms every time we played together. After all, the game didn’t stop until I said it did, and I could use him in any way and for as long as I liked until I was completely satisfied.

Somewhere out there on the streets of New York, Victoria was walking around in her sexy dress, holding both the keys to my boyfriend’s cock, and again, I felt that desire to be more like her. With more urgency to it now, more aggression, that sadism rising inside me all the time, making the unthinkable seem like the best idea I had ever had.

I stood up, my dress falling back down around my thighs as I moved. No longer smiling, I held Jacob’s eyes with my own as I pointed to the bed.

“Get up there.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Not a moment of hesitation from him, not a shred of doubt. Not even the shadow of a choice. He was just there to do what I wanted.

He climbed up onto the bed, and I moved toward my suitcase. Again, I cursed my lack of foresight for not bringing more, forgetting as I did that I had worried about what would show up on the airport security scans. A case full of whips and chains would have been every bit as embarrassing as Jacob being caught wearing a chastity device, after all. But now, I didn’t care about that. All I cared about was what I could do to him, and I found myself wishing I had brought some handcuffs or something, some restraints to put him in his place.

I had to work with what I had. I had brought a pair of stretchy leggings, something comfortable to wear in case I was just sitting around the hotel room, and now I squatted at the side of the bed, tying one leg to the frame. Then I reached up, taking one of Jacob’s hands. I tied the other leg around his wrist, and he just lay there, watching me do it, one hand still free. He could free himself if he wanted, now that he saw what was coming. Now he knew I was going to tie him down. But he didn’t. He just watched as I returned to my suitcase, looking for something else.

A belt. That would work. Circling around the other side of the bed, I took his hand and tied the belt around his wrist, then pulled his arm all the way out, tying the end of the belt to the other side of the bed frame. He lay there in the middle of the bed, his arms spread out as if ready for an embrace, helpless and staring at me with unmasked desire.

I circled around to the foot of the bed. Now that he was immobilized, my movements were slow and careful, designed to be teasing. Not that it mattered. Tied up or not, he was completely mind to use as I saw fit, too afraid of me to do anything without my say-so. But there was always something even more powerfully erotic about having him tied up like that. Knowing that I was in complete control, that no matter what I decided to do next, he was just going to have to accept it.

I untied and unwrapped my dress, letting it fall to the floor. I took off my bra too, standing in front of him completely naked. Letting him look me up and down, letting him take it all in. The body he wanted so badly, craved so much, the beauty he could never ignore. As always, I felt like an absolute goddess to have him watching me like this, helpless, practically drooling at the sight of me with the taste of my pussy still in his mouth.

I climbed onto the bed. I smiled wolfishly at him as I crawled toward him on all fours, my boobs hanging down from my chest, my hair hanging down around my face. He was getting an absolute eyeful as he watched me approach, squirming on the bed as if trying to free himself, but halfheartedly. After all, he knew there was no escape. And even if he wasn’t tied up, even I couldn’t uncage that cock that shone in its tight steel prison in front of me, so desperate and so helpless, so tamed and under control.

As I crawled up the bed, I paused close to his hips. He lay with his legs together, and I climbed on top of him, straddling him. He let out a desperate groan of desire as I took his caged cock and his balls in one hand, shaking the cage slightly before running my thumb over the swollen flesh that swelled out between the tube that encased his cock and the steel bar around his balls. He squirmed and moaned, the improvised bondage I had put him in stretching and straining with his movements, and I giggled as I rode on top of him, knowing I was torturing him and getting wet at the thought of it.

“This poor thing, all locked up in here,” I giggled, as if I wasn’t the one who, most of the time, kept him locked away. “You want to fuck me so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes, please, Mistress Emily.”

His voice had that delicious strain in it, that delicious edge he got when he was so turned on, he could hardly stand it. It turned me on so much, and so did the way his eyes clung to me, the way his face looked as he stared at me, every cell in him straining toward me as if he would die without my touch. And yet, he couldn’t have it. Not in the way he wanted it, anyway. And that was the most thrilling thing of all.

“You know you can’t, silly simp,” I said condescendingly while he groaned again. “I don’t even have your key, remember? Mistress Victoria does. In her purse. Maybe it’s a good thing Darren went out with her. Imagine if she got mugged? Imagine if someone snatched her purse, and your key was gone forever?”

He groaned again. Of course I didn’t want such a thing to happen, but I was having so much fun teasing him with the idea, it felt like it should be illegal. I bit my lip, my pussy screaming with excitement where I sat on his thighs, his aching imprisoned cock in my hand.

“Can you think about anything except sex when you’re locked in there?”

“Not really, Mistress Emily. Not for long, anyway.”

“And yet that’s the one thing you can’t have. Funny, isn’t it?”

He didn’t reply, and I didn’t need him to. Instead, I released my hold on his manhood and climbed a little further up his body. Now I straddled his hips, and his caged cock pressed against the wet entrance to my pussy, and it felt so good, but he was the one groaning. At least, until I started rocking back and forth. Slowly at first, teasing myself with it, grinding against the hard steel tube as it slipped between my wet lips. And steadily, I picked up the pace, letting out little moans and groans of my own while he squirmed underneath me, fighting uselessly against the bondage.

“You’re wishing you were free right now, aren’t you?” I laughed in his face.

“Yes, of course, Mistress!”

“Too bad, so sad. Sucks to be you.”

His head flopped back on the pillow as he let out another groan, and I laughed again. It was too funny. So mean and cruel, but so exciting at the same time. And, yes, comical too. That, in a way, was part of it. That he would let me do this and only want me more for it, that he would allow me to torture him with desire and fall for it every single time, because ultimately, this was exactly where he wanted to be.

Again, pleasure was growling inside me. Tied up like he was, there was really only one way he could give me release. And so I crawled over him, climbing higher on the bed, moving steadily toward his face. I straddled him, my hands on the headboard that was bolted to the wall, my pussy hovering above his mouth. He lifted his head from the pillow, sticking out his tongue, straining to reach it, and I moved carefully, lowering it down so it was just within reach of the tip of his tongue, but no more than that. As he licked me, a shiver went through my body, pure desire lighting me up with the power of a thousand suns.

“You want that? You want to lick this pussy?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily, more than anything!”

His voice was little more than an animalistic growl as he spoke, his desire robbing him of reason. Just like I wanted it to.

“Then beg for it, simp,” I said. “This is what you want so much, isn’t it? This is what you wanted from the moment we met. This is what you’ll do anything for. So beg. Make me really believe that you want it. Make me believe it’s the only thing you’ve ever wanted in the whole world.”

“Please, Mistress Emily, please let me lick your beautiful pussy,” he said, and I bit my lip again, trying to throttle a near sob of excitement that threatened to burst out of me at any moment. “Please, you’re so sexy, especially when you cum. I want to see it again, I want to taste it again. I want to make you happy. I know I’m just your simp, your slave. I just want to serve you. I want to make you cum again, please, beautiful Mistress.”

It was almost too much. Even though I knew how he felt about me, hearing the words swept me away in a wave of desire and excitement. But it wasn’t just the words, of course. It was the way he said them. The desperate desire in his voice and in his face, in every line of his body as he struggled against the bondage, trying to reach what he couldn’t have, even if I had untied him. All he could do was please me, and he was begging for the opportunity, something I had never imagined I could make any man do. It really did sound like that was all he wanted, and it made me feel so powerful, so sexy, with him between my legs, flattering me and begging for what I wanted, more than anything, to give him.

So I did. Adjusting my position, I spread my legs a little wider, lowering my pussy down to his face. And he stuck his tongue inside as if he was starving, and this was the only thing he wanted to eat. He was absolutely gasping for my body, desperate to give me more of the pleasure he had only just given me, and his whole world shrank down to just that sensitive area between my thighs, his entire existence devoted to making me cum.

I cried out as I leaned against the wall, driving my hips forward. Crushing his face underneath me, not caring anymore about his comfort or even his ability to breathe. And he didn’t seem to care either. He ate my pussy like a man possessed, the fluids pouring out of me with even more force this time, my pleasure even greater as I roared toward it, this next orgasm even more powerful than the last.

I moaned in passion as I came, my juices pouring all over his face again while he slurped them down, and for a while, I sat on top of him, trembling in ecstasy while he tenderly kissed my pussy. Then, worn out by pleasure, I dismounted. I turned away from him, crawling across the bed, lying down on the mattress next to his legs. Lifting one leg, I placed it over his lap, my knee pressing against the steel chastity cage, and he groaned at my touch, and I laughed at his groan.

“Good boy,” I said with a sigh. “You’ve been a very good boy. But you know I can’t let you out. So just lie there and be quiet while Mistress relaxes.”

Shifting on the bed, I reached for the TV remote and turned it on. As my eyes caught sight of Victoria’s suitcase, another wild idea gripped me. I climbed off the bed on shaking legs and found Victoria’s discarded clothes from earlier. On the floor, still tangled up in her jeans, with the panties she had worn all day on the flight. I pulled them out, the green fabric soft in my hands as I walked alongside my own bed, toward Jacob’s head.

He stared at me uncertainly, his arms still spread, tied to the bed frame. Carefully, I draped Victoria’s panties over his face, positioning them so that the fabric that would have covered her pussy was right over his nose and mouth.

“Can you smell her? Can you smell Victoria’s pussy?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” Jacob panted, taking a deep breath through his nose.

“Dirty little pervert,” I said, playfully slapping his chest but leaving the underwear in place. “You want her so much, don’t you?”

“Not as much as I want you, Mistress Emily.”

“Well, that’s sweet. I’ll be sure to tell her that when she gets back.”

I climbed back onto the bed, lying down beside him, facing the other way again. I lay on my stomach, and as I moved, every now and then, my foot brushed against his cock, and every time he let out a long moan, and every time, I felt a thrill of excitement travel through me.

But I didn’t say anything. Not for a while. I flicked through TV channels, finding a film to watch, not really paying attention. Just relaxing, feeling myself slowly descending from that huge peak of orgasm. And all the while, of course, teasing my helpless boy toy where he lay tied to the bed, tasting my pussy and smelling her, his cock aching in cruel captivity, his own orgasm never further away than at that point.

That was how Victoria found us shortly after. I heard the lock on the door beep in recognition of her key card, and I heard her step inside, and I made no move to cover myself or him. She stepped into the room, still dressed in her stunning dress, and her eyes danced over me and over him, over the scene in front of her, that smile spreading as always across her face. She burst out laughing, and I laughed with her, knowing the impression we made and loving it.

“He’s still here, I see. And what’s that on his face?”

Without waiting for an answer, she strode forward, her sparkling dress sliding over her thighs with every step. I rolled over onto my side to get a better view, using my bare foot to tease his caged cock while he stared up at her. She hooked her panties with a single finger, lifting them off his face, inspecting them.

“These are mine, you little loser,” she said, shaking her head. “Were you having a good sniff of Mistress’s pussy while I was gone?”

Jacob looked at her, and at me, and back at her. As if he didn’t know what to say. It wasn’t his fault, of course, but he knew the rules as well as we did. It was always his fault, no matter what we made him do. He was always in trouble, always worthy of being punished, if that was how we wanted to use him. There was no point arguing.

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Such a little loser,” she said, shaking her head as she turned toward me. I shrugged, as if it hadn’t been entirely my idea. And she grinned as she turned back to him.

“Well, if you like them so much, open up,” she said. And without waiting for a reply from him, she stuffed her used panties into his mouth. He gulped and gasped, but couldn’t fight her even if he wanted to. And I laughed at the sight as she gagged him with her underwear, looking so beautiful and elegant and yet so cruel and dominant at the same time.

“It’s great to be in New York,” she said, turning to me. “I’ve had a fun night. But not as much fun as yours, I can see now.”

“Well, it’s not over yet,” I said.


A Toy For Two Women

Victoria grinned at me, her face lit up with excitement. And I felt the same way. I couldn’t stop smiling as I looked at her, barely able to believe what we were doing and loving every minute of it. Everything that had been happening over the past few weeks had been leading to this, and I had no real idea where to go from here, but I never doubted it was going to be fun.

“That’s true,” she said, with that devilish smile on her face. “Actually, I had a few ideas about that while I was out.”

Stepping away from the bed where Jacob lay helplessly tied up and gagged, she moved back toward the door of our hotel room. When she came in, she had been carrying a shopping bag, setting it down just inside the door as she entered. Now, she picked the bag up and carried it back into the room, setting it down on the second bed, the one Jacob wasn’t tied to. She reached inside and pulled out a long box, holding it in both hands as she turned and presented it to me as if it were the prize on some game show. I looked at it in astonishment, my mouth opening, my eyes wide. Just when you thought you had a handle on Victoria, had some idea of how far she might go, she would find a way to surprise you even more.

The picture on the front of the box left no doubt about what was inside. A dildo, bright pink, with a rounded tip and swooping curves on the shaft. Once she knew I had got a good look, Victoria opened the box, taking it out. I watched in disbelief as she opened the hatch in the bottom and installed the batteries it came with.

“You bought that while you were out just now? With Darren?”

“Yeah,” Victoria smiled, as if the answer was obvious. Only her smile suggested that she knew just how outrageous this behaviour was.

“He saw you? He didn’t say anything?”

“We’ve worked together for a long time. He knows what I’m like,” Victoria said with a shrug. “I just told him that I was missing my husband.”

“What did he say?”

“He just laughed. I told you, he knows what I’m like.”

“Have the two of you never…?”

It wasn’t the first time the thought entered my mind, but it was the first time I had thought to ask. Darren and Victoria got on so well at the office, but I know that doesn’t mean anything by itself. Still, I had noticed before that there was something more than mere familiarity about the way they interacted with each other. Almost like a ghost of old intimacy between them. Victoria, of course, was happily married, hitting the jackpot with her second husband, even if he wasn’t kinky like her first, like Jacob, like me, apparently. But even though she and Darren were always appropriate at work – almost always, anyway – I doubted I was the only one who had wondered if the two of them had a past.

Still holding the dildo in her hand, the batteries loaded now, Victoria looked at me for a moment without saying anything. For a second, I wondered if the question had been indiscreet, but then I reminded myself of the things we had said and done together, and told myself that compared to that, a question like this hardly ranked. Yes, it was personal. But my boyfriend was currently tied up on the bed in the room with us with his mouth stuffed with Victoria’s panties, and I was naked and uncovered in front of her. It would be a very strange time for either of us to start being coy.

“Once, after my divorce,” Victoria said at last, shrugging as she said it, as if it were no big deal. Still, I stared at her open-mouthed, even though I wasn’t exactly shocked. He was a handsome guy, and she was a gorgeous woman, and neither of them were particularly prudish when it came to sex. And yet, there was still something outrageous about the thought of it, the two of them still working together so happily after all these years with this exciting history between them.

“How was it?”

Victoria’s smile took on an almost wistful look, and she stared off into space for a moment, as if summoning the memories back to her mind.

“Yeah, it was good,” she finally said. “But it ended quickly. I think we both knew it wasn’t something we were going to do again. We both knew how dangerous it can be to get involved with someone in the workplace, and I don’t think either of us wanted to go down that road. It was just something that was fun at the time, and then it’s over. No regrets, though.”

I shook my head slowly, a smile on my face. Even if the news wasn’t exactly shocking, it still somehow took me by surprise. Now that I had learned this about them, I thought for a moment that it might change how I felt about them in the workplace. But then I thought about all the things I had done with Victoria in the last little while, and I realized how silly that was. Everything had changed already. Everything was different now. Compared to what was going on between me and her and Jacob, the thought of her having a one night stand with our boss was almost pedestrian.

Still, I couldn’t seem to keep myself from thinking about it, even in the crazy situation we found ourselves.

“Did you tie him up, too?”

I grinned as I said it, and Victoria laughed.

“Darren? No. It was just a one-time thing, and I don’t think he’s wired that way. Although you never know. I’ve learned not to judge a book by its cover when it comes to that. You’d be surprised at the guys who want to be treated like slaves, and the ones who are more comfortable being in control. They didn’t seem to be much logic to it. I mean, some guys are shy and timid on the outside, like this simp here, and you can kind of guess. I wasn’t exactly surprised when he turned out to be the submissive loser he is.”

She smiled an evil little smile as she turned her head toward Jacob, lying tied up in silence on the bed. And as I often did at moments like this, I felt a little pang of sympathy for him, even if it was dwarfed by the stab of arousal I felt at hearing her talk about him that way. I knew he loved this, knew he wanted it. Knew there was no point pretending he wanted to be anywhere in that moment other than exactly where he was, with us, being mocked and dismissed and taunted and toyed with.

Victoria and I could sit there making small talk for as long as we wanted, but all the while, my brain was buzzing with the possibilities in front of us, the excitement of what was coming. And that was its own power move, in a way. Reminding our captive that he had to wait for us, that he wouldn’t get anything, either pleasure or pain, until we ladies decided to give it to him. Just one more expression of the power imbalance that underpinned these games, that made it just feel so good to be in charge. Even though a huge part of me wanted orgasm more than anything, there was also that part that got so much pleasure out of making him wait.

That was a part that Jacob, I knew, really loved.

“Though I will admit, that’s not the worst idea in the world,” Victoria said, that look of mischief shining in her eyes again. “It would be kind of fun dominating the boss, wouldn’t it? Showing him who’s really in charge.”

I bit my lip as I smiled back at her. It wasn’t something I had given much thought to, up to that point. I mean, Darren had been very complimentary about my outfits over the last little while, but had never gone any further than that. And yes, he was a good-looking guy, but I had never even considered doing anything with him, and especially not anything like what I did with Jacob.

But Jacob was there, as always, tied up and gagged and unable to do anything except listen to us as we chatted. And I knew that he was hanging on every word. That the things we said would echo in his brain and fuel his desire, and therefore our power over him, even more.

“Yeah, that would be kind of fun,” I giggled.

Again, Victoria turned her grin toward Jacob, lying helplessly on the bed beside us. She was so good at this, so good at seeming so calm and in control, being in charge seeming to come completely naturally to her. If it was in fact an act, it was a very good one. Far better, I couldn’t help thinking, than my own attempts at being a bossy mistress, as effective as those had unquestionably turned out to be.

The vibrator clicked, and its buzzing sound filled the silence of the hotel room, and Jacob’s eyes looked from Victoria to me and back again in something that looked almost like panic. But it wasn’t that, I knew. Instead, it was a desire and a lust we both knew he could do absolutely nothing about, forced once again to wait on our pleasure and see what we decided to do with him.

“He’s lucky I didn’t tell Darren what this was really for,” Victoria said.

Her dress shimmered around her incredible body again as she stood up and stepped toward Jacob. His eyes were locked on her now as she loomed over him, and her dress slid up her smooth thighs as she climbed onto the mattress, her knees sinking a little into the padded surface as she shuffled closer. With the vibrator buzzing in her hand, she reached between Jacob’s legs, and he looked up at her with that familiar look of desperation on his face, that naked need that I saw so often these days and yet could never seem to get enough of.

Victoria clambered over him, straddling one of his spread legs as she held the dildo against his chastity device. I heard how the noise it made changed, how it seemed to vibrate with even greater urgency as it touched the metal, and Jacob let out this unbelievable whimper that soon turned into a desperate groan. Victoria, it seemed, was playing his body like an instrument, using the dildo like a conductor’s wand to create a symphony of both pleasure and denial, and watching from the other bed, I couldn’t get enough of it.

Watching her play with him was an unbelievably erotic sight. She looked so beautiful, so powerful and in control, as she kneeled above him, toying with him like this. And he looked so helpless, so desperate and submissive, as he squirmed and thrashed on the bed, really struggling now against the bondage I had put him in, but unable to escape.

And if he had broken free, what would he have done? That thought sent a little tremor of lust through my body. Jacob, clearly, was as submissive as they come, but did even he have his limits? Was there a point beyond which no man could be pushed without losing control? And if so, where exactly was it for him? And if he, the man I was getting more and more comfortable with thinking of as my boyfriend, was given his choice, would he go for me, or for her?

In the end, I knew that these were nothing more than mental games. Empty questions I would probably never get answers to, not sure if I even wanted to know and increasingly sure that I didn’t want to give him the freedom I would have to give him to find out. Still, as I had learned long ago, the mental games are all part of it. As much as this was about sex, about desire, about the physical, it was just as much about the mind games behind it, the weird psychology, the questioning, the waiting, the wondering. That beautiful anticipation of wondering what came next, of knowing just how much we could get away with, of being completely in control. It was still a thrill unlike anything I had ever known, a rush like nothing else, and I still felt almost like I was discovering this for the first time, the novelty of it all still as potent and powerful as ever.

If you didn’t know any better, you would think Jacob was in pain. The way he thrashed about on the bed, as if trying to get away from the mad buzzing of the vibrating dildo between his legs. The way he struggled against his bondage, making the bed creak with the force of his movements. The way he panted, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he sucked down air, like he was running a marathon. But of course, I did know better. I knew he was deep in the paradoxical paradise of pleasure, tormented by his desire, yes, but loving every minute of it.

Victoria’s eyes were glowing as she looked down at him lying on the bed beneath her. It was like he was her science project, something she was inspecting to take to its limits. And from the way he was panting and moaning, it was clear that that was exactly what she was doing. His cock was leaping in the chastity cage, pressing itself painfully against the relentless steel, but he couldn’t get out. He couldn’t get hard, and from the way he was moaning and groaning, it looked like he couldn’t cum. It made me almost breathless with excitement to think about that, to know just what a state he was in.

I wasn’t the only one. The expression on Victoria’s face was unforgettable as she looked down at him. It was like she wanted to devour him. And I could see her movements on top of him, much more subtle than his own thrashing, but still recognizably there. She was turned on. That wasn’t a surprise to me, of course. It was the whole point of what we were doing. Still, it was inarguably sexy to see how she got caught up in her role, how she embodied it so perfectly, how the tension of desire animated all of us, even me, sitting there on the bed beside them, just an audience to what was going on for now.

Jacob’s skin shone with a light sheen of sweat, as if he had been working hard, when really all he had been doing was lying on the bed being tortured. With nothing more than a few inches of vibrating silicone, Victoria seemed to have broken him completely, and she knew it. But just like me, she was still unsatisfied. Just like me, she still wanted to take things further.

Jacob stared up at her as she removed the dildo from his cage. Sprawled on the bed, his chest rising and falling, his mouth still full of her underwear, he waited to see what she was up to. Victoria, still smiling that seductive smile, inched up the mattress on her knees, climbing over his helpless body, moving toward his head.

She straddled him, sitting on his chest, her knees on either side of his head. I sat up to get a better look, my heart beating steadily with excitement while I, like him, waited to see what she would do next.

She slid her shimmering dress up her legs, pulling it up around her waist, exposing her pussy in front of him. It wasn’t the first time he had seen it, but he stared at her with naked desire, and she reversed her grip on the dildo, turning it in her hand so that its head was pointed straight at her.

“Watch this,” she said, her voice soft, a near-whisper that nevertheless dripped with excitement and pleasure and the sadistic thrill of what she was doing. Her words were unnecessary, of course. Of course he was watching. He couldn’t do anything else. Tied up and gagged, unable even to beg for mercy, he could only watch as we tormented him just the way we wanted to.

The dildo was still buzzing, and as she pressed it against her pussy, Victoria let out a long moan. For a while, she held it there, letting the vibrations travel through her body, letting them do their work.

Then, just inches from Jacob’s haunted face, she slid the toy inside herself.

Her moans got even louder, and I bit my lip again as I imagined what she was feeling at the moment, the pleasure and passion that must be burning inside her as that vibrating toy lit her up. She spread her knees a little further, rising up a little more above him, changing the angle slightly as she slipped the toy in and out of her pussy.

The sounds she was making were incredible. Every bit as desperate and urgent as his had been moments before, her own desire just as intense, just as powerful, just as impossible to ignore. The difference was, she wasn’t locked in a cage. She could get what she wanted anytime she wanted it, and as she rocked back and forth on her knees, shifting her weight, it seemed clear to me that that was exactly what she was going to do.

For a while, it was like I wasn’t even there. The two of them were locked into this drama, his eyes fixed on her, unable to look away, unable to even think of anything that wasn’t his sexy boss teasing him with everything he couldn’t have. And weirdly, that was fine with me. For now, the show was enough. Even though it was driving me crazy with desire of my own, even though it was making my body vibrate, my pussy leaking the juices of my arousal as I watched this live sex show. I had known from the moment this trip was announced that it was going to be one of the most incredible experiences of my life, and now it was proving to be exactly that, and I knew I was never going to forget what had happened in this hotel room for the rest of my life.

Victoria’s cries reached a new level of pleasure, filling the hotel room as she moaned in ecstasy. Completely uninhibited, completely confident, she let out a wild shriek of pleasure, announcing her orgasm with her desperate cry. Her body shivered and shook, the dress she still wore shimmering in the light, her eyes closed now, the devilish smile finally gone from her face and replaced by a look of pure bliss. From the other bed in the hotel room, I watched her cum right in front of my boyfriend’s face, and watched him watch her do it, groaning just a little into her panties at the teasing spectacle of the pleasure he couldn’t have, would never have. After all, she had been firm on that. Happily married, to her, my boyfriend was just a toy. A way to get out the sadistic urges she kept inside, as though saving them for moments like this.

Still gasping, she slid the toy out of herself. When she switched it off, the room seemed to grow quiet. Not just because the buzzing had stopped, but also because she was no longer screaming and moaning, no longer convulsing in pleasure above him.

But she was still enjoying herself. Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, but the wicked smile returned to her face as she looked down at Jacob, meeting his desperate eyes as they looked up at her.

“Did you like that, simp? Did you like watching me cum?”

Jacob moaned into her panties and nodded his head frantically, and Victoria laughed. I laughed too. It was impossible not to. The spectacle of it all was just too outrageous, just too wild, and truthfully, Jacob really did look pathetic as he lay there underneath her, desperately horny but still caged and under our control.

“Well, that’s all you get,” she said with a smirk. And she swung her legs over his head, turning on the mattress and moving away from him. Her dress fell back down around her as she swung her legs over the side of the bed, sitting facing me, that bright smile directed my way now.

But I was boiling over with desire of my own. As hot as it had been to be the audience to the spectacle, I had bigger goals now. Desire was vibrating inside me as powerfully as ever, and I knew I was going to have to get a release. Even better, I knew I could do it any time and in any way I felt like.

I stood up and walked toward the bed Jacob was tied to. Stepping past Victoria, I climbed onto the mattress and crawled on top of Jacob. His chest rose and fell as he took a deep breath, his eyes turning from her to me and fixing me with that same unignorable look of hunger and lust. I plucked Victoria’s panties from his open mouth, dropping them on the bed beside us.

I didn’t care that my boss was watching. I didn’t care that I was basically naked. This was no time to be coy or shy, not after everything we had done and how far we had come. I sat on Jacob’s face, pressing my pussy against his mouth, and Victoria’s eyes flashed with amusement and delight as she watched him start licking me straight away.

He knew what to do. I had already used his mouth well that night, but he licked me as if it was the first time he was ever getting to touch me, as if nothing mattered more than pleasuring me. And maybe, to him in that moment, it didn’t. After all, he knew the rules of the game. He knew by now that the only chance he had of getting unlocked was to make me and Victoria happy in whatever selfish way we demanded. But also, he wanted this. He craved my body, like he always had, and whatever he could get of me, he would happily take. It was such an amazing feeling to sit on him like his face was my throne, to occupy this position of insane power and know that I could make him do whatever I said.

“That’s right, lick it,” I growled, my instructions redundant in the end. He was already doing exactly that. But it felt so good to tell him what to do, to boss him around, and as he licked me with desperate passion, I felt my desire rising all the time.

That kind of desire makes anything acceptable. It makes anything permissible. It makes me tap into some dark part of myself, pushes aside all my inhibitions and doubts, makes me feel nothing but selfish desire and the need to push him to his limits. Of course, it helps that I know he loves it too. That he can’t resist these moments any more than I can, that he simply loves being of service to me and to sexy Victoria.

I was already gasping and moaning in pleasure when a new idea hit me.

I could feel Victoria still watching me as I lifted myself off Jacob’s face, swinging my legs over him one at a time as I shifted my position. Now I faced the foot of the bed, my ass above his face, and as I spread my legs again, leaning forward, I felt his tongue slide between my dripping lips, felt him spreading the wet walls of my pussy apart as he thrust his tongue inside, his nose buried in the cleft of my ass, my femininity pressing down on him and pinning him to the bed as I used him as a toy for my own pleasure.

And there was that other toy in the bed, too. The vibrating dildo Victoria had used on him and on herself, now abandoned on the mattress beside my boyfriend. I reached out for it, taking it in my hand, finding the on switch that made it jump into life. I didn’t care that it was still soaked in her juices. I didn’t care that it was slippery with her pleasure. All I cared about was more of this intoxicating game, and as I pressed the buzzing toy against Jacob’s caged cock again, he let out a long groan of pleasure that vibrated deep inside my body, his tongue buzzing inside me almost like the dildo was buzzing in my hand.

Beside me, Victoria laughed, watching the show like I had been moments before. But I could feel my pleasure rising, could feel that great wave of orgasm swelling inside me. I was driving Jacob crazy, his cock aching and throbbing inside the chastity device as I ran the dripping dildo up and down it, and he channeled that frustration into the desperate way he was licking and kissing my sex, worshiping it as the juices poured out of me to anoint his face with the residue of my pleasure.

I came. I came quick and hard, my pussy almost exploding as I poured myself all over him, screaming and yelling as I did, holding nothing back. Jacob gasped and spluttered underneath me, and I leaned forward, grinding my pussy against his face as I wrote the last throb of orgasm.

Then, dripping and satiated and suddenly exhausted, I crawled off him. I pushed myself up right on the mattress, my breasts rising and falling as I struggled to regain my breath. I reached for the belt that tied his arm to the bed and unfastened it, then untied the leggings that bound him too. He just watched, his eyes moving uncertainly from me to her and back again, and I could feel Victoria watching me, wondering what I was going to do next.

“Okay, we’re done with you,” I said, savoring my cruelty and the look of despair on his face while I tried without success to suppress my smile. “Go to your own room. I need some sleep.”

Victoria laughed again, pressing both hands to her mouth in a mixture of shock and delight. And Jacob opened his mouth, as if he was about to complain, to protest, to argue that he had put up with so much, and the least he deserved for it was an orgasm. Probably he was right about that. But as tempting as that was, I was having way too much fun being cruel instead.

And so he did what I said. He pulled his clothes on, and I stretched out on the bed, smiling as I watched him. Once he was dressed, he looked from Victoria to me, and opened his mouth again as if to say something, and decided not to.

“Good night, simp,” I called after him as he headed to the door. And as the door swung shut behind him, both me and Victoria burst out laughing again.
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