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What He Waited For

I shifted my weight on top of Jacob. I could feel his chest rising and falling underneath me as he breathed. I slipped my thumbs under the waistband of my panties, pulling them down just a little, and he almost moaned through his parted lips as he watched my pubic hair come into view.

I was so wet, a whole day of teasing him at the office, dressed up all sexy and provocative, contributing to this wild desire I could feel now. And his wild desire too, of course, the desire I had not allowed him to give full release to, and he insisted he hadn’t. I still wasn’t sure I fully believed that. But just the thought of it turned me on so much.

I leaned over onto one knee, and I swung my leg off Jacob. He looked almost disappointed, but he wouldn’t have been if he knew what I had in mind. Kneeling beside him now, I wiggled my way out of the underwear. He watched, seeming breathless with unspeakable lust, arms straining uselessly against the scarves I had used to tie him to my bed.

I pulled my panties all the way down. I could feel the air of the bedroom cool against my skin, a testament to my obvious wetness. A single drop of my juices hung on my inner thigh, waiting for gravity to take hold, and I felt like I had never been this wet, this excited, this turned on. This naked man was tied to my bed, ready and willing to be used, desperate for it, in fact. He was mine completely, to do whatever I wanted with. And the more demanding and dominant and selfish I was, I knew, the more he would love me for it.

I had never set on a man’s face before. Usually, in the past, when guys went down on me, I was lying on my back with them on top of me. Usually, it was just a prelude to the penetration they really wanted, and they went about it with more or less enthusiasm, depending on the guy. Some, of course, refused to do it at all.

But Jacob had no choice. And I didn’t doubt that he wanted to anyway, but that wasn’t the point. The point was that I was going to make him. The point was that I wasn’t going to give him a choice. He was there for my pleasure, and this was what I wanted, to get off without going all the way, without letting him inside me just yet. Another expression of my power, my selfishness, my ability to get whatever I wanted.

I climbed back on top of him. I straddled his chest and inched forward on my knees, spreading my legs wide and pinning his arms down even more as I did it. He stared up at me with a wild look in his eyes, my pussy now hovering above his mouth, leaving him in no doubt about what was on my mind, what I planned to do. Now, he knew exactly what he was there for.

“Lick it, simp,” I ordered, pointing at my pussy as I spoke. As if he needed the instruction. And Jacob raised his head from the pillow, almost lunging forward, pressing his mouth against my sex and licking it with a passion unlike anything I had experienced before.

He ate my pussy like his life depended on it. He worshipped my body like he was in love with it. He kissed my swollen lips and ran his tongue up between them, eager to taste every drop of me, every morsel of my excitement.

I moaned as pleasure flowed through me. Not just the pleasure of the act itself, but of what it represented. My selfishness, my power. My desire for him, and my intention to use him in whatever way I chose.

It was such an incredible feeling to be sitting there on top of him, to have a guy worshiping my pussy like it was what he was born for. I could hardly believe it was happening, even as it happened. And I felt like an absolute queen as I sat on top of him, tied to the bed, grinding my pussy against his face and forgetting everything except my own pleasure.

Usually, when guys went down on me, I felt self-conscious more than anything else. Worried about how I looked, what kind of sounds I was making, how I tasted. Sometimes, if a guy was committed to giving pleasure, I could get there in the end. But often, it was more just something I allowed to happen, knowing it was something they wanted to do or felt they had to do before moving on to the main event.

This wasn’t like that at all.

With Jacob tied down underneath me, it felt like he was a toy for me to use. From time to time, he stared up at me as he licked me, but other times, his eyes were half closed, focused completely on his task. And enthusiasm counts for a lot. His lips and his tongue were all over me, moving rhythmically but with growing passion, and it was getting me there.

It wasn’t long before I had to acknowledge the truth: that this was the best oral sex I had ever received in my life. And I smiled a little as I wondered what the women in the office would think about that, Victoria especially. Awkward, nerdy Jacob, this guy who had seemed so desperate for female contact, asking out anything in a skirt, turning out to be a talented cunnilinguist.

Maybe it’s true what they say, and you have to beware of the quiet ones. Or maybe it was just because he really wanted this. Because I was deep inside his head now, driving him wild with desire, and he had been fantasizing all day about what he would do to me when he got the chance, and now, he was desperate to please me. Because now, only I got to decide when and if and how he got to cum, and that feeling gave me such a rush of power, I cried out as I thought about it, closing my eyes and gripping the headboard he was tied to.

Jacob felt my climax coming. As I pushed my pussy hard against his mouth, as I gripped the headboard, he went on licking. He kept the same rhythm going, pushing his tongue between the wet folds of my body, keeping that pleasure rising inside me. Keeping me on fire with orgasm as a cry of passion was torn from my throat.

I came. I came all over his face, for the first time in my life, coating a man’s face with my juices as I sat above him with his tongue buried inside me. Underneath me, I heard him gulp and gasp, but he never stopped. Not for a minute. His hands hung from the scarves I had used to tie him up, useless now, and beneath me, his head moved as he continued to lick, drinking the hot cum that poured out of me.

My breasts rose and fell, straining against the lingerie that hardly contained them. My whole body shivered, not just with the pleasure he was giving me, but with the outrageousness of it all. The sheer kinkiness. He was my little sex toy, my willing simp, and I was his powerful, sexy mistress who demanded her own pleasure first, who refused to give him anything until he did what I wanted.

Gasping, I climbed off his face. I slumped down on the mattress beside him, panting for air, my legs trembling with the force of the orgasm he had given me. I looked at him to see him looking at me, his face shining with my juices, and there was such a look of desperate desire on his face, it made my stomach flip. It made my heart contract, and all the while, my pussy was still pulsing and spasming from what he had done, the pleasure he had given me still echoing in every nerve.

“Oh my God,” I said. And Jacob grinned, seemingly happy with a job well done.

“You’re good at that. Maybe you need to do it more often.”

“Any time, Mistress.”

I laughed as Jacob spoke, and he laughed too. We both knew he meant it, his enthusiasm clear as he lay there tied up, waiting to see what I would do with him next.

“Oh yeah?” I said coolly. “I might hold you to that. Maybe I should keep you under my desk at work, like my own little stress release.”

Jacob actually groaned at that.

“Oh my God, that sounds so hot.”

“It does, doesn’t it?” I grinned. “I kind of get why the sexy secretary is a fantasy now. I wouldn’t mind having you all dolled up in something slutty, ready to drop to your knees under my desk and serve me any time I wanted.”

“Oh my God, yes, Mistress Emily,” Jacob panted. He wasn’t smiling anymore. Instead, he seemed almost overcome by his own desire, a panting, quivering mess with my cum shining on his face, more desperate for me than ever. Which after the fun we had had in the past, was saying quite a lot.

And I knew that only gave me more power. The more he wanted me, the more I could get away with. And even though I had just had a very satisfying orgasm, even though the afterglow of pleasure was still coursing through my body, I felt this desire for more. This desire I had had before when I played with him, to take things all the way to the limit, to see just how far we could go.

“God, you’re so submissive,” I chuckled, shaking my head. “You’ll just do anything to get some from me, won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Under the circumstances, there was nothing else he could say. Under the circumstances, there was nothing else I wanted to hear from him. That was all I needed, that admission of his desire and his desperation, his inadequacy and inferiority. And though I knew it would never happen, the little fantasy we had just conjured up, of him serving me at work, was doing plenty to keep me energized, to keep me turned on and alive with desire.

And of course, he was still desperately turned on. His cock rose above his body as he lay on his back, rising up into the air, visibly throbbing with his desire. As I sat beside him, I looked down at it with a smile, thinking about what I could do with it. Thinking about how it gave me such total control over him.

I rolled over onto my side, my head close to his. I placed one hand on his chest, and I lifted my leg. Jacob groaned as I ran the toe of one of the patent leather high-heeled pumps I had worn to work up and down the underside of his cock, making it bounce. I giggled to myself again while he squirmed, enjoying what I was doing to him but desperate for more at the same time. Desperate for that touch that would take him over the edge. But I didn’t want to give him that, not yet. Those sadistic desires were rising inside me once again, and I didn’t even try to resist them.

“So you like these shoes?”

“Yes, Mistress. They’re very sexy.”

“They are, aren’t they? I never used to wear them, because really, when would I wear something like this? But they got quite a reaction today. I mean, they’re not the most comfortable things in the world, but they certainly got you going.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It was almost like he was in a trance, like every word I said put him deeper in it. Like he actually couldn’t resist me, like he couldn’t even think straight enough to even consider it. Staring at him, I found myself wondering what was going on in his head, what this must be like for him. Was it everything he had hoped for, all those lonely nights when he was looking at dominant women online? I hoped so. And judging by the look on his face and how easily he had fallen under my spell, I felt confident that it was.

“Maybe I should wear them to work more often.”

“I hope you wear what you wore today every day.”

“Yeah, I bet you do, you little perv,” I giggled.

And then, seized by another idea, I shifted on the bed. I turned around, swinging my legs over him so that I was lying down with my head toward his feet and my feet toward his head. I lifted my legs, resting them on his chest, my slender high heels pointing at the headboard of the bed, hovering above his face.

“Kiss them.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Kiss them. Show my shoes some love if you want to see me wearing them again. I mean really, as my simp, you should be groveling at my feet anyway.”

Jacob hesitated. Honestly, part of me hoped he would. The truth was, I wanted there to be some difficulty, some doubt about what he was doing. For some reason, that made things sexier to me. If he agreed to everything with a smile on his face, I couldn’t help feeling, I was making things too easy on him. Not pushing him hard enough.

Clearly, that wasn’t a problem now. He lay underneath me filled with doubt, but unable to object. Not daring to. And what if he said no? I asked myself that question, with no clear answer in my mind. What if he refused? What if I had found his limits, taking him too far. Would I make him do it? And if so, how?

But in the end, it didn’t come to that. Jacob hesitated, but he knew the truth just as well as I did. He still wanted me so badly, wanted what only I could give him. And that meant he had to obey.

I watched, doing my best not to shriek with pure delight as he raised his head from the pillow. He pressed his lips against the heel of one of my shoes, visibly cringing as he did it, the humiliation seeming to flow through him along with disbelief at what I had made him do. But for me, of course, that was the thrill of it, the wild excitement. To make him debase himself just because he wanted me so badly, just because it was the only way for him to get what he wanted.

“And the other one,” I said, letting him hear the smile in my voice. I wanted him to know I was enjoying this. I wanted him to think about how cruel I was being, how totally unfair, and how he could do absolutely nothing about it. I shifted my legs, still resting them on his chest, so that he could reach my other shoe. And he kissed that, too, that same look of cringing shame on his face, that same resistance that made me feel like an absolute goddess to know that I had broken through.

His lips left tiny moist marks on the shiny black patent leather as he showered my feet with kisses. The more he did it, the more his embarrassment seemed to subside. Or, more likely, the more turned on he got, feeling just like I did that power desire has to corrode inhibitions. Every kiss was a little more enthusiastic than the last, each a little more desperate, and he still lay underneath me with his cock rockhard, of course, his desire the same potent force it had always been, allowing me to get away with just about anything.

I let him go on worshiping me for a while. Just the sound of our breathing in the bedroom, and the sound of his lips moving over the leather. If nothing else, it gave me some more time to recover from my own orgasm, to think about what came next. If there was ever really any doubt about that. I had this cute naked guy tied up in my bed, and there was nothing, really, I wanted to do more than to fuck him. It was only a question of when.

And as he went on worshiping my shoes, my desire was only growing. All those naughty thoughts galloping through my mind had to find an outlet somehow. Finally swinging my feet away from his face, I pivoted again on the bed, rising up on my knees to loom over him.

He looked up at me with that mingled look of desire and expectation on his face, that I was getting to know so well. That I was getting to love so much. Like everything in his life depended only on me, and only I could give him the ecstasy he craved.

Which, for that moment at least, was completely true.

I reached out toward him and wrapped my hand around his cock, and he let out a pleasing groan as I slowly stroked him. He squirmed on the bed, once again seemingly trying to break free of the bondage he was in, but it didn’t work. Maybe he didn’t really want it to. I certainly didn’t. I wanted him just like this, my captive, my sex slave, desperate to say or do whatever I told him for a taste of my body.

I climbed on top of him. I straddled him again, lower down this time, my legs on either side of his hips. As I settled down, I felt his cock pressing against my pussy as I trapped the shaft underneath me, pushing it back onto his stomach. He groaned as I moved on top of it, rubbing my pussy up and down, and I groaned too, my pleasure growing all the time. I might’ve just received the best oral of my life, but that only made me want more from him. It only made me more excited for what was to come, more hungry for all the possibilities of pleasure that opened out in front of us.

“You really didn’t come earlier?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Even though you really wanted to?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. I like when you’re a good boy for me. I like when you do what you’re told. But now, I’m a little worried that you might cum too quick. I mean, look how turned on you are.”

I giggled as I spoke, more deliberately this time, intending to tease him. And it worked. He groaned again, in a potent mixture of desire and humiliation, as I toyed with him. His body, and his mind, too. All of it there for me to use however I wanted, all of it mine to enjoy.

“I won’t, Mistress Emily, I promise.”

“Oh, simp. I don’t think you can promise that. I don’t think you have that kind of control of yourself. If you did, you wouldn’t be here, tied up naked in my bed, would you? But don’t worry. I know how we can deal with it.”

Jacob let out a long cry as I began to stroke him faster. I felt his cock pulse in my hand, felt him squirm underneath me again, and it encouraged me. I shifted on the bed, thrusting my chest toward him, my boobs almost engulfing his face while he strained to reach them with his mouth. And all the while, I kept on stroking, faster and faster, manipulating his cock until he was gasping with pleasure.

He squirmed and thrashed as much as the bondage would allow, but he couldn’t get away. The pleasure I was giving him looked almost painful, judging by the expression on his face, but I knew the truth. I was driving him wild, giving him intense pleasure, and all he could do was lie there and take it.

His cock exploded in my hand. I felt it thicken, felt his shaft expanding even more in my grip, his orgasm swelling out of him. Even though I knew it was coming, I laughed out loud in surprise as I saw him spurt his cum into the air, his hot white fluid splashing down on his stomach and legs. He groaned and gasped underneath me, his eyes wild, his face flushed, his whole body contorting with the orgasm I had given him. Without even asking. Because it was up to me, not him. His body was my toy to play with, to give or deny pleasure as I saw fit. It was so hot, I could barely stand it.

I stroked his cock more slowly as his orgasm faded. I milked it gently, squeezing out the last few drops of cum while he lay there panting beneath me. Then I sat up, smiling down at him, sweeping a stray hair back from my face while he stared up at me in astonishment.

“Oh my God.”

“That’s not even the best part, simp.”

He let out another moan, quieter and softer now, as I placed one finger on his softened shaft. It was shining with his cum, and he trembled as he watched me scoop up a little bit of his juices and suck it right off my finger, right in front of him. Teasing him even more, loving this power, loving having his eyes locked on me like this, as if he never wanted to look away. He didn’t, I knew. It felt like I could leave him there forever, keep him as my own personal property, and not only would he not complain, but he would thank me for my kindness.

When really, all I was doing was exactly what I wanted.

“The best part is, you’re going to stay right here until that cock gets hard again. You’re going to stay here until you’re ready to be used by me, your mistress. And you’re going to thank me for it.”

“Thank you, Mistress Emily.”

I burst out laughing at his words. I mean, he didn’t even hesitate, barely even paused for breath. He was right there with it, ready to give himself over totally, ready to abandon all sense of restraint and self-respect, just to get what he wanted. And even though I had just given him an orgasm, it didn’t seem like his desire for me, or the power it gave me, had diminished even a little bit.

I snuggled up closer to him, draping my leg over his lap, over his drained cock. I giggled as he finally pressed his mouth against my boobs, showering my cleavage with kisses while I pushed it forward so he could reach more easily. At the same time, I ran my fingers through his hair, affectionately stroking him while he continued to worship my body.

“This is so much fun,” I said softly. “I’d love to have you as my personal little pussy licker at the office. Or even my little shoe boy. Imagine that. Imagine if I made you bow down at my feet and grovel in front of all the women there. In front of Victoria. Imagine what she would say if she saw you licking my sexy high heels clean every time I snapped my fingers.”

“Oh my God,” Jacob moaned, his voice muffled against my breasts. I laughed again.

“Yeah, it would be quite something, wouldn’t it? But you do it. I’d make you. You know how?”

Jacob paused, just for a moment. I could feel his breath against my skin, his mouth just millimetres away from my boobs.

“How, Mistress Emily?”

“Oh, it would be very easy, simp,” I said. “I’d simply tell you that you’re not allowed to cum until you do as you’re told. How long do you think you would resist? How long do you think you could hold out, before you were begging to kiss my feet in public? Especially if I was dressing all sexy, like what I wore today. I’d be wearing short skirts and high heels to the office every day, and you’ll just be drooling, unable to do anything about it except look at me and fantasize about what you can’t have. You’d fold in no time at all.”

I felt Jacob sigh as he leaned forward, kissing my breasts again.

“You’re right, Mistress Emily.”

“Of course I’m right. I’m always right. You’ll learn that about me. Mistress is always right. Say it, simp.”

“Mistress is always right.”

“Good boy.”

With a happy sigh, I lay my head on the pillow next to his. But under the leg I had draped across his lap, I could already feel the effects of my words and the teasing I was putting him through. I could feel his cock pressing against me, swelling and fattening, trying to rise against my thigh. And I smiled with a grin of triumph, feeling like the sexiest woman in the world with how easily I could manipulate this man’s body. He really was like my personal toy, my property, there for me to use anytime I wanted.

I sat up. Jacob’s eyes followed me as I moved, my boobs bouncing in the bustier I still wore, the rest of me completely exposed. Seeing his cock was already halfway hard, I reached down and took it in my hand again, stroking it back to full hardness. He moaned and groaned, thrashing again against the scarves that held him, but again, he was unable to free himself. I had tied my knots too well.

And so, I stroked him until he was ready for me. And then I climbed on top of him, spreading my legs as I straddled him. Holding his cock by the base, I positioned it so that the head was pressing against the wet entrance of my pussy. And with my other hand, I parted my lips and slid down on top of it, groaning softly as I took him inside.

He groaned too, a long, loud groan that only reinforced what I already knew, that he had been waiting for this all day. So had I. Touching myself in the office bathroom was no substitute for this, and I almost sobbed with pleasure as I impaled myself on his cock, spreading my legs so I could sink further down until he was all the way inside me. Our bodies joined in the middle, almost melted together, that moment of bliss we had both been waiting for so long finally here.

I leaned forward, my hands on his chest. I moved my hips up and down, slowly at first, but soon gathering speed. And as he moaned and squirmed beneath me, as our mutual pleasure grew, I fucked my simp until he barely knew his own name anymore.


Bossy Girl

When I woke up the next morning, I was almost surprised momentarily to find Jacob in the bed beside me. But a grin spread across my face as it all came rushing back to me.

The sex was electric. There was no denying that. I’m not trying to sound mean or anything, but you wouldn’t look at Jacob and think that he would be a guy who would be amazing in the sack. We all know what they say about judging books by covers, but after all, there’s a reason books have covers in the first place. And yet, this slightly shy and kind of nerdy guy was giving me the ride of my life.

But of course, it wasn’t just about him. It was me, too. I didn’t know where this was coming from, but his submissive nature had tapped into some side of myself I had never guessed before. I had dominated Devin in the bedroom a little bit, but already, it felt like I had gone far further with Jacob than I ever did with any previous boyfriend.

And I knew we were only just getting started.

I rolled over to look at him, and he stirred. I watched him wake up, and the first thing he saw was me smiling at him, and as he did, a smile broke across his face, too. I knew just looking at him that he, like me, was reliving the memories of what had happened last night. The scarves I had used to tie him down were still hanging from my headboard, as if we were in any danger of forgetting what we had done. As if we needed a reminder. And he wrapped an arm around me and pulled me close, kissing me deeply, heedless of morning breath while I giggled against his lips.

“Good morning,” I said.

Under the blanket, I could feel his cock pressing against me, rockhard and ready, and I was ready for it, too. But I glanced at the time and knew we couldn’t indulge in what we wanted. We both had to get to work.

Jacob clung on to me like he was reluctant to let me go, but I squirmed free of his grasp and climbed out of bed. I was naked, and I smiled to see my clothes strewn across the bedroom floor from the previous night, the high heels I had worn to work tumbled haphazardly next to the bed where I had kicked them off after wearing them during sex. There was just no way, with the two of us in that room, not to think about what we could d and what a wild thrill it would be. And I could feel Jacob’s eyes on me as I headed to the bathroom to take a shower and get ready for the day.

When I returned to the bedroom, he was sitting up on the edge of the bed. He had his pants on, his shirt beside him on the mattress. I, on the other hand, was still naked from the shower, and I felt him watching me as I moved toward my drawers and chose my underwear for the day. In bra and panties, I stepped a little closer to the bed, and he reached out toward me, grabbing me and pulling me toward him. I giggled and pushed him away.

“Not now,” I said. “I just got clean, and we need to get to work.”

But I was flattered, of course, to know how badly he wanted me. And truthfully, it wasn’t easy for me to turn him down. Despite being the voice of reason in that moment, I knew I was just as turned on as he was, just as excited, just as obsessed with the idea of the fun the two of us could have together if we wanted.

I don’t think I had ever been more tempted to show up for work late, or maybe not show up at all. We could call in sick and spend the whole day in bed together, shutting out the rest of the world and doing what we both wanted so badly.

But we didn’t. Instead, I turned toward my closet, my mind already busy as I pondered what I would wear today. Yesterday’s outfit had been a huge success, keeping my little simp so turned on, so desperately aroused for me, and I knew that that was a big part of why the sex, when we finally got to have it, had been so good. I wasn’t necessarily looking for a repeat performance of that, but at the same time, I liked the idea of teasing Jacob through the day with what I wore.

In the end, I settled on something a lot more casual than the previous day’s outfit. I grabbed a short-sleeved button-down shirt and a pair of jeans. But the jeans were incredibly tight, and I felt Jacob’s eyes dancing over my body as he watched me jump into them to pull them on, the denim stretching almost grudgingly over the curves of my hips and my thighs, flaunting what he made no secret of wanting so badly.

To ramp up the sex appeal a bit, I completed my outfit with a pair of knee-high boots. My jeans, I knew, were tight enough that I could pull my boots on over them, but as I carried my shoes toward the bed to sit down, I got another idea. I looked at Jacob, still sitting there with no shirt on, still eyeing me hungrily, as if he still thought there might be a chance that I would change my mind and have sex with him before work. And of course, I liked having him like that. I wanted him hungry for me, horny for me, and obedient as that invariably made him. Smiling what I hoped was a mischievous smile, I stood above him and held the boots out to him.

He took them from me slowly, not seeming to fully understand. And I kept that smile on my face as I looked at him expectantly, almost daring him to defy me.

“Put them on me,” I said.

And without waiting for him to respond, I turned and sat down on the mattress, right next to where he was sitting. The tight jeans grew even tighter around me, the denim stretching over my body, and he looked at me with a kind of astonishment as he sat there with my boots in his hands.

I waited. It was one of those moments that felt significant, that felt charged with potential, both good and bad. Again, I found myself wondering if he was going to defy me, and what I would do if he did. Even though I had made more outrageous demands of him before, and he had complied with them. There was still always that doubt, that nervousness about ordering him around like this, wondering if he would actually do what I said.

He did. It took an effort for me not to laugh out loud with giddy excitement as my simp once again bent to my will. I squeezed my thighs together with pleasure as he slid off the mattress, onto the floor, kneeling at my feet with my leather boots in his hands. And of course, I felt again that delicious surge of power, that sensational feeling of total control as he bowed down at my feet, ready and willing to serve me again.

I lifted one foot from the floor, and he took it gently in his hands. Unzipping my boot, he slid it on, and the leather creaked as it stretched over my leg while I moved my foot a little inside it. When Jacob pulled the zipper, I noticed with pure joy that his hands seemed to be trembling. Good. I wanted to make this boy shake. I wanted to make it so he could think of nothing else but me, so that his desire for me wouldn’t give him a moment’s rest. It was so hot to think like that, to enjoy that, to know it for the reality it was. It almost made me breathless as I set my foot down on the floor and lifted the other so he could put my other shoe on.

It was so much fun to watch him work. He looked so submissive and humble down there, fixing my shoes for me like some lowly servant. It was impossible not to feel a surge of wild power, not to feel like a total goddess who could get away with just about anything.

And I had learned, in my brief time with Jacob, that pushing the boundaries was almost always a good idea.

“Do you like my boots, simp boy?”

Jacob couldn’t miss the mockery in my voice and in my words as he lifted his head to look up at me with eyes filled with obvious desire.

“They’re very sexy.”

“Good. I hope they keep your cock hard all day at work while you sit behind me, staring at me like the obsessed little simp you are. In fact, why don’t you kiss them? Go on, kiss my feet. Show me you know how superior I am to you.”

I hardly knew where this stuff came from. In reality, I didn’t actually consider myself superior to Jacob, or to anybody else. But this role I played, that he loved so much, demanded that kind of attitude. When you have a horny man kneeling at your feet, it’s not the time to be modest. It’s the time to be cruel and commanding and mocking and mean, and make him love being talked to like some pathetic peon.

He hesitated again. Looking up at me with those puppy dog eyes, almost making me feel sorry for him. Almost. But Mistress Emily, I knew, was immune to pity for a simp like him. Mistress Emily uses men like him as her own personal play toys.

“What’s the matter?” I prompted him. “Too humiliating?”

“Kind of,” Jacob said, with a slight rueful smile on his boyish face. I swept my hair back from my face as I leaned forward, fixing my eyes on his.

“Didn’t stop you kissing my feet last night, did it?” I said. “You’d have done anything to cum then, wouldn’t you? Well, let me make things a little easier for you. If you don’t do as you’re told, it might be a very long time before I even think of having sex with you again.”

I kept smiling as I spoke, but at the same time, I held his gaze. I wanted him to understand that I meant what I said. Would I actually be able to go through with it, if it came to that? I had no idea. I was just as horny as he was, in my own way, and even fresh from the shower, I could already feel the first beginnings of wetness at this little drama playing out between us. I could resist for the morning, needing to get to work. But how long could I actually deny this guy as a punishment? I would be punishing myself, too.

But luckily, it didn’t come to that. Jacob still hesitated, but I could see his resistance evaporating. Cringing with shame, he placed his hands on the floor, lowered his face to my feet, and kissed the toes of each of my boots. I laughed triumphantly as I felt his lips through the leather. As if his kisses sealed my power over him. As if there was really any doubt.

“Good boy,” I purred as Jacob lifted his head. Leaning further forward, I gripped his chin in one hand, tilting his face up to me. There was a look of desperation in his eyes as they found mine, a look of utter desire that seemed almost despairing. And it turned me on so much, it took a huge effort not to give in to temptation and let him get what he wanted right there, to let him take off my clothes and throw me down on the bed and fuck me like the bad girl I was being.

I squeezed his cheeks, just a little, then let go. I sat up straight on the bed, feeling him looking at me with an expression close to wonder on his face. Wondering how he got to this submissive position, maybe. Wondering how it happened that he had ended up so completely under my spell.

“Well, we better get to work, simp,” I said brightly as I stood. And Jacob stood too, a little more slowly. A little more reluctantly. He really had been hoping something would happen between us, and it seemed like he was only now accepting that it wouldn’t. Not yet, anyway. Not this morning. But I was already so excited, and I knew I had a long day of teasing him ahead, and I was going to want a repeat of last night sooner rather than later.

Jacob put on the rest of his clothes, and I looked him up and down. But with everything that had been going through my mind, it was only then that I really realized that he would have to go to work in the same clothes he had worn yesterday.

I smiled at the thought of it. A little walk of shame for him. And I was in no hurry to let our coworkers know that we were in a relationship, but it wasn’t like some big secret either. In fact, the more time we spent together and the more fun we had, the more I could see this lasting, and the more willing I was to let people know. If anything, I found it kind of funny to think the people at work might guess he had been out getting laid, but would never guess exactly what that looked like.

We left my apartment together. On the street, I turned to kiss him before heading to my car, and he kissed me back. As we embraced, I was sure I could feel his erection pressing against me through the tight jeans I wore, and that only made me smile more. The heels of my boots echoed on the concrete as I headed to my car and drove to work.

I arrived first. I walked into the office, saying hello to everyone, noticing with a smile how the reactions I got were different from the ones from yesterday, when I had been in my full sexy secretary outfit. And I hadn’t even had time to get settled at my desk when Jacob arrived. He made his way through the office toward his own desk, greeting everyone, including me. Trying to pretend, maybe, that it was the first time he had seen me that day. I played along. After all, we haven’t talked about when or if we would out our relationship in the office, and it wasn’t like there was any pressing need to do it anyway.

So the day went on, like normal. As normal as the days could ever be now, I suppose. Because Jacob sat at the desk behind me, and all day long, I felt those eyes on me. I felt him watching me, and a few times when I turned my head or got up to get coffee, I saw him looking at me. Every time, I flashed him a smile, to let him know I knew what he was thinking. And I did. I didn’t doubt that for a second. He was thinking of fucking me, and thinking, maybe, about what he would do to have me. Wondering, maybe, what I might do to him, the moment I got the chance. The excitement was almost ridiculous, the thrill of it all almost too intense.

And it was just a normal day at work.

At one point, Jacob got up from his desk and headed to the breakroom to get himself a drink. I didn’t turn to watch him go, but it was like I could feel him moving through the office, like I was somehow always conscious of where he was. Honestly, he made the hairs on the back of my neck prickle a little, this intensity we shared, the secret we had, so unbelievably potent. I liked to think about him being obsessed with me, liked to taunt him with that, but in my own way, it was like I was obsessed with him. Or obsessed with what we had become, the things we did together, the pure thrill that life had become since I met him.

I saw Victoria walking toward my desk. Her blond curls bounced with her steps, that ever-present smile on her face as she approached me. I smiled back at her, trying to be friendly. Today, she was wearing a simple T-shirt and a loose floral print skirt, combined with some black knee-high boots with a block heel and laces that went up the front. She looked casual, effortless, but with just a bit of edge, and even though I knew there was nothing effortless about the way she looked, I admired it. She had great fashion sense, there was no denying that.

“I love those boots,” I said sincerely as Victoria stood in front of my desk. Her smile deepened.

“Thanks, I’ve had them for ages,” he said, looking down at her legs for a moment before her eyes flickered to mine. “I like yours, too.”

“Thanks.”

I smiled and faltered, but for a moment she didn’t say anything, and I sat there expectantly, waiting to see what was on her mind. Then, her eyes flickered toward the breakroom, where Jacob currently was, and I felt my heart stutter, just a little.

“Quite a change from yesterday’s outfit, but you look great,” she said. “I’m sure he appreciates it.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, pretending to be fussing with some papers on the desk in front of me and hoping she couldn’t see the heat I could feel burning my cheeks. It had been a fun idea, to think about people seeing Jacob in yesterday’s clothes and knowing the truth of what had happened. But now that I was actually confronted with it, part of me wondered what I had ever been thinking.

“Oh, please,” Victoria said, not buying it for a minute. “He’s wearing the same thing he was wearing yesterday. And the way you guys keep smiling at each other, I know it wasn’t some other girl he hooked up with.”

I hesitated for a minute before answering. But there was no way to deny the truth. It didn’t take a genius, after all. Besides, I was warming to Victoria seemingly by the day. She was so cool, so confident, such a boss, that I couldn’t help but admire her. And somehow, given the talks we had had so far, I got the feeling that she was a long way from being a prude. I didn’t know exactly what reaction I could expect, but somehow, she seemed safe to confide in, at least a little.

Or maybe I just wanted to show off.

“Yeah, well,” I said coyly. “It was… A fun night.”

Victoria’s eyes widened, and she opened her mouth wide too, an expression of shock that wasn’t entirely genuine, given that she had already clearly guessed what had happened. She pressed both hands to her open mouth, her eyes smiling over her fingers as she looked at me.

“Well, well,” she said, shaking her head. “I knew it. How was he?”

Now it was my turn to look shocked as I glanced around the office. No one could hear us, but it still seemed a strange place to be discussing intimate details of my sex life. But Victoria just had that way about her, that made you feel like this kind of thing with normal, like it was all okay.

“No complaints,” I said, blushing again as I spoke.

“Good. Glad to hear it. It’s funny. Who would’ve thought he had it in him?”

“Oh, you’d be surprised,” I said, watching her smile widen even more.

Behind me, I could hear Jacob returning from the breakroom, and I turned in my chair to look at him. He looked at me, then at Victoria, who was looking at him too, and there was a look of uncertainty on his face. I wondered if he could tell that we had just been talking about him, wondered if he was speculating on what might have been said. And I couldn’t keep the smile off my face, feeling again that strange urge to show off, to flaunt what a bad girl I could be in front of my cool new boss.

“Go get me a coffee,” I said. I held Jacob’s eyes as I said it, but I could feel Victoria stiffen slightly as she stood next to my desk. She had caught my tone. She had noticed that I wasn’t asking a question. And so, of course, did Jacob.

He looked at me, his mouth slightly open, his surprise showing on his face. And I smiled just a little, holding his eyes, trying to let him know without saying a word that I wasn’t joking. But I wanted to flaunt this power I had over him in front of our boss, just a little. Just to tease him a bit more.

“Do you want one too?”

I turned to Victoria, enjoying the look of shock and delight on her face.

“Yeah, okay.”

Smiling smugly, I turned back to my simp.

“Two coffees, then.”

I almost said ‘please’ out of habit, but was able to stop myself in time. Carefully, Jacob set his own coffee down on his desk. Then, while my stomach fluttered nervously and my mind vibrated with disbelief, he turned and headed back to the breakroom, mutely doing what he was told like a little errand boy.

“Wow. One night, and you have him whipped already?”

“You know how it is,” I grinned. “Some boys just need a woman who knows how to take charge.”

Victoria nodded slowly, her blond curls bouncing slightly as her head moved. She was looking at me with what seemed like a newfound respect, like she was seeing a new side of me that she hadn’t expected existed. And I tried to stay as cool and confident as she was, but inside, I was a trembling ball of nerves. I couldn’t believe what I had just done, how flagrantly I had just exposed our little secret, and part of me was nervous about how Jacob would respond. Then again, I told myself, if it was really a problem, he didn’t have to do what he was told in front of Victoria. He chose to do it, so really, he only had himself to blame.

Both my eyes and Victoria’s followed him as he reemerged from the breakroom, a cup of coffee in each hand. He handed one to Victoria, and while she thanked him, he set the other one down on my desk. I looked him up and down, as if sizing him up, and he stood there in front of me, looking nervous and fearful but also kind of hopeful. And that gave me hope, too. I hoped that he saw it for what it was, a kind of extension of the kinky game we were playing, the wild stuff we did in the bedroom made even hotter by being brought out, just a little, into the light of day. It was certainly getting me going. Sitting there in my chair with my boss standing close by, I could feel myself getting wet inside my jeans, my desire climbing steadily at the thought of what I was doing and the show we were putting on.

“Okay, you can go back to work now,” I said, adopting a condescending tone as I spoke to my simp. And he looked like he was about to say something, about to protest, but then changed his mind. Again without saying a word, he did what he was told, turning and heading back to his desk with slumped shoulders, looking totally defeated.

It was such a wild thrill. It took real effort not to burst out laughing, not to kick my feet and clap my hands in triumph. I tried and failed to keep a straight face as I looked at Victoria, and she looked at me, her eyebrows climbing her forehead as she stared down at me in total surprise.

“I could stand to learn a thing or two from you, I think,” she said. “What are you having for lunch today?”

“I forgot to bring a lunch. I might go to the sandwich door store later.”

“Forget that. I’m going to take you out to lunch.”

“Really? That’s so generous of you!”

“Call it a kind of evaluation of your performance so far,” Victoria said with a smile. “I like to see how new hires are settling in, and even though I think I know in your case, it’ll be nice to get out of the office and discuss things.”

As she spoke, her eyes flickered for just a moment toward Jacob. I didn’t turn to look at him and see if he noticed. Even though I wanted to, I kept my eyes on her instead, and she soon turned her gaze back to me.

“I’ll see you at noon?”

“Okay,” I smiled.

I watched Victoria walk away, the chunky heels of her leather boots thumping slightly on the floor of the office, her skirt swishing around her legs. It’s almost a little embarrassing to admit, but the thought that I had in any way impressed a woman like her made me feel less like a silly girl playing silly games, and more likely the confident, powerful, sexy woman I wanted to be. The kind of woman she clearly was. The kind of woman a guy like Jacob couldn’t resist.

Turning in my chair, I faced my simp. He was staring at me, of course. Like he couldn’t look away, and maybe he couldn’t.

I stood up and walked toward him. I smiled as I approached, but he didn’t smile back. Still, that didn’t worry me too much. It was often that way when we played our little games.

“Well, that’s an interesting development, isn’t it?”

“What did you tell her?”

“Nothing,” I said with a smile. “I mean, nothing she didn’t figure out for herself. She knows you were with me last night, but that’s about it. Why? Got anything you’re embarrassed about?”

“So much,” Jacob said, shaking his head. And I giggled, trying at the same time to resist the urge to reach out and run my fingers through his hair. He was so damn cute, but I knew I had to maintain some semblance of professionalism, at least.

“I guess that’s true,” I said. “But me? I’m not embarrassed about a single thing we’ve done.”


Sharing A Secret With Her Manager

“Ready to go?”

“Yeah, I’m ready.”

I didn’t need a lot. I stood up from my desk with Victoria standing in front of it, smiling down at me. As I stepped toward her, I could imagine all too easily Jacob watching me, his eyes on my body, taking in every curve of my tight jeans as I walked away from him. Good, I thought to myself. Let him look at my ass. Let him keep looking, feeding his own desire, adding to his own torment.

These sadistic feelings were new to me, but not as new as they had been a week or two earlier. And they were exciting. That was undeniable. If anything, as I walked with my boss toward the office door, I felt even more sadistic with her around.

She didn’t really know anything, I reminded myself. She had only the most basic ideas of what I had been doing with Jacob, along with whatever she might decide to imagine for herself. But there was no denying that there was an extra little thrill to this, an extra bit of spice that came from the mere idea that anyone even guessed we had this side to our relationship.

The heels of our boots thumped on the floor of the office as we headed for the parking lot. I just kind of assumed that Victoria was driving, and she seemed to think the same, heading for her car. It was an understated, elegant beast, a dark blue sedan with classic lines and a long hood that seemed to hint at hidden power. I don’t know anything about cars, but as I climbed into the passenger seat of Victoria’s vehicle, I felt like it suited her.

“Where are we going?” I asked as my boss started the engine and pulled out of her parking space. Her eyes gleamed as she looked at the road in front of her.

“There’s a restaurant just around the corner where I like to do stuff like this,” she said. “They have a pretty diverse menu, so most people can find something there.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said. “I’m easy, really.”

Victoria glanced at me, her brown eyes catching the light reflected from the road outside.

“Not too easy, I hope,” she said.

I let out a bark of laughter at her words. It was just a joke, but for my boss, it seemed totally on brand. In the short time I had known her, I already knew that she pushed the envelope in the office, at least a little bit. And now that we were outside the office, on our own time, I wondered if I was going to see more of that side of her.

Honestly, I kind of hoped so.

“So, you and Jacob, huh?”

I knew it was coming. What else were we going to talk about?

I suppose she could have asked me how I was finding the job so far, how I was settling in. But we worked in the same office together day after day. We spoke with each other basically every day, and I suspected she knew just how things were going.

Besides, we both knew that wasn’t as interesting as what was going on in my love life. And with another woman, it might have seemed like too much, too intrusive, to be sharing any information with someone I knew so little about. But Victoria just had that way of making this kind of thing seem normal, as if we were old friends.

Plus, of course, there was that strange urge I had to tell someone, without fully understanding why. Maybe some secrets are just too much to carry by ourselves. Maybe some secrets are too juicy, some tea demanding to be spilled.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said. “I mean, it’s like, super, super early. Nothing serious. We’re just seeing how it goes.”

“That’s how it starts,” Victoria smiled. “And then you end up married with kids and fifteen years behind you.”

“Are you married?”

I had already noticed the flash of the ring on her finger, but I figured it’s always more polite to ask them to assume.

“Twice,” Victoria said with a smile. “The first one didn’t take, but the current one is still going pretty strong.”

“That’s awesome,” I said, not really knowing what else to say.

The workplace is funny that way. You find yourself being friends, or at least friendly, with people at a completely different stage of life from you, people much older than your normal circle of friends. But I guess that’s good. If I had learned anything at all over the last little while, it was not to underestimate the power of new experiences.

“Sometimes,” Victoria said. “I mean, I’m sure I don’t need to tell you relationships aren’t always easy. I wasn’t much older than you when I married my first husband, actually.”

She paused for a moment then, her eyes scanning the road in front of her. And again, she glanced toward me.

“Oh, I didn’t mean it like that,” she said. “I’m not trying to say…”

“It’s okay,” I said, laughing it off. I knew there was no malice at all in her words.

“We got married too young,” she said. “That was part of the problem, but definitely not all of it. Maybe the least of it, in a way. I have friends who married their high school sweethearts, and are still in love with them. If the person’s right, they’re right. And if they’re wrong, they’re wrong, and I don’t think age has all that much to do with that.”

“Yeah, well. Like I say, it’s super early with me and Jacob. We’re just having fun.”

“It sounds like it. It sounds like you are having a lot of fun.”

I tried not to blush as I sat beside her in the passenger seat. After all, it was true. And really, I had brought this on myself. I had followed that urge to bring her into this, and now I could hardly complain when she wanted to know more. I still felt that excitement about it all that had motivated me in the first place, that had made me want to tell her. But I did feel a little bit guilty, too, when I thought of Jacob. Even though he didn’t really seem to mind all that much. Even though I had a sneaking suspicion that this might actually be part of the turn-on for him.

“Yeah, it’s… It’s pretty good.”

“Pretty good?”

Again, Victoria flicked those eyes toward me before returning them to the road in front of her. “Please. I’ve seen the way he looks at you. And the way you look at him. I’ve seen how he does whatever you say. You must be absolutely melting his brain in bed. Come on, girl. Don’t hold out on me. Mom needs details.”

It was hard to believe what I was hearing from her. But it was impossible to deny the excitement her words sparked in me. This was so exciting, sharing this little secret with my boss. And just speaking to her helped me to relive it, the wild memories of what had happened flashing through my mind, and I could feel my excitement growing as we sped along the quiet street, sharing the weird intimacy that comes between a passenger and a driver when you can’t really look each other in the eye.

“Well… I don’t know how much I should be telling you.”

“Whatever you like. It goes no further than this, I promise you that. And I can also say that I’m not a prude. People’s kinks fascinate me, but I’m not judgemental about it. Whatever floats your boat, I say. Life is too short for boring sex. And I’ve done my share of naughty things in the past. Hopefully some more in the future, too.”

“Ever tied a guy up?”

This time, Victoria didn’t turn her head to look at me. But I looked at her, and I saw her smile deepen as she watched the road.

“Oh yeah,” she nodded emphatically. “Plenty of times. My current husband wouldn’t be into that kind of thing at all, but my last one? Big old masochist.”

“Seriously?”

Honestly, sitting there beside her, it wasn’t hard to believe that Victoria could dominate a man. She certainly had the confidence, the sexiness, the swagger. But even though I knew this kind of thing was common, it still felt like I was being inducted into some kind of mystery. Or maybe like a club, a secret life running along parallel to this one, as if all I needed to do was scratch the surface, and I would find some leather boots and a whip not far beneath.

“Yeah, he loved all that stuff. It was fun, too. I mean, at first I didn’t really get it, but after a while, you see it’s not that complicated. Some guys just want to give up control. I get that. I’m sure you do too.”

I did. Of course I did. There are always those times, aren’t there, when you want to be taken? When you want to be used for somebody else’s pleasure. It might not be politically correct to say it, and it might feel weird to give in to those impulses. But I knew exactly what Victoria was talking about. The deep-seated desire to surrender.

And maybe more than that. In the end, of course, it all went back to desire. The idea of being wanted by someone so badly that they would lose control and almost force the issue. To no longer be able to hold back, to have to seize what they want. It was a sexy idea, and sitting there in Victoria’s car, I was surprised it hadn’t occurred to me before. I guess I hadn’t really bothered to think about it, to really put myself into Jacob’s place and wonder how this felt from his point of view. I had been so caught up in what it felt like for me, all these powerful and unexpected feelings sweeping me up and keeping me distracted from really thinking it all through.

I bit my lip as I thought about what she was saying. It made so much sense. And if it made me more able to dominate my submissive new boy toy, made me more able to give him what he wanted, even better.

“So what did you do to him?”

I asked the question quietly, almost as if I was afraid of the answer. Not the unassailably confident attitude a dominatrix should have, I suspected. But Victoria just kept grinning, confident enough, apparently, for both of us.

“Oh no, don’t try and deflect this on me, young missy,” she said, adopting a mocking version of an almost motherly tone. “We’re here to talk about you. I can tell you some stories, give you some pointers if you want. But it has to go both ways. I’m not telling you all my dirty secrets without getting some from you in exchange.”

As I was finding it usually did, that smile of hers seemed to make everything all right. It seemed to make everything allowable, to make even the wildest tales seem normal. And part of me still hesitated, but truthfully, I was glad to hear that Victoria had some experience in what I was talking about. It was going to make sharing with her so much easier.

“Well, okay. I mean, I can say, he likes to be tied up.”

“Yeah? Whose idea was it the first time, yours or his?”

I smiled to myself as I thought back to that first time, that first date with me in my leather dress that I had chosen to make me look like a dominatrix, to tie in with the preferences and fetishes I knew he had. In my head, I still considered him accountable for what had happened, if anyone was. I still thought of him as being the driving force behind everything that had happened. After all, this was his kink, not mine.

But it seemed that this car ride with Victoria was giving me all kinds of revelations. Because thinking it through now, I had to recognize the fact that I had started this. I was the one who had dressed up like that, who had tied him up, who had called him a bitch and made him call me his Mistress. I was giving him what he wanted; I knew that. But it had taken me way too long to acknowledge that this was what I wanted, too.

“I guess it was mine,” I said, blushing crimson as I spoke. Victoria burst out laughing at my admission.

“Good girl. Wanted to put him in his place early, huh?”

“No, it wasn’t that,” I said.

I was about to tell her how it had all begun, how I had seen the type of outfits on the girls he was looking at, and then I remembered that she remained his boss. I couldn’t tell her he had been scrolling social media on company time with company resources. I was already getting him into enough trouble as it was.

“I mean, I don’t know. Maybe it was. There’s just something about him… He just seemed like that kind of guy, you know?”

Victoria’s blond curls bounced as she nodded emphatically.

“I do. There’s definitely a type. And now you mention it, I can’t say I’m surprised. I mean, it’s not like I ever thought about it before. I don’t go around thinking about what kind of kinks my employees have. But hearing he needs a strong, gorgeous woman to boss him around and tell him what to do? That doesn’t come as much of a surprise, to be honest. He seems like the type who might need that.”

“He’s not weak or anything,” I protested mildly.

“Never said he was. One has nothing to do with the other. My ex was kind of a tough guy, a real man’s man. But in the bedroom, I had him eating out of my hand. And from other places, too.”

“Yeah? He did that?”

“Of course he did that,” Victoria scoffed, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “What kind of submissive man doesn’t eat pussy? Besides, he’s submissive. If he didn’t, you could just make him. Might be even hotter that way.”

She chuckled as she spoke, and I couldn’t help laughing too. It was an unbelievable conversation to be having with my boss, but it was a hell of a lot more interesting than discussing spreadsheets or KPIs. And it was nice to have someone normalize what we were doing. I never doubted our little games in the sense that they made us both feel good, that they excited us more than anything else did. But there was always that worry that maybe we were taking things a little too far, that maybe this kinky affair wasn’t completely healthy. Talking to Victoria made it seem like no big deal, just a fun way to pass the time and get closer to a partner while making each other feel good. I could get behind that.

“Ever made him do it?”

“Lick me? Yeah.”

“Atta girl. I bet he loved it.”

“Yeah. Yeah, he did.”

“Feels good to make a guy serve you like that, though, doesn’t it? How did it happen? Did you have him tied up, or what?”

Again, I hesitated. But it felt like I was in too deep now. I couldn’t suddenly turn coy after what we had already shared.

“Yeah. He was tied to my bed and I… sat on his face.”

Victoria slapped the steering wheel as she laughed. It wasn’t like she was laughing at me. It was more like a kind of delight, her taking unexpected pleasure in hearing the dirty details of how dominant I had been.

“That’s awesome. Riding his face like you stole it. That’s where women like us belong. With little slave boys underneath us, doing their duty. Have you punished him yet?”

“No. Not really. I mean, I tie him up. I talk a good game. But I don’t want to actually hurt him. It’s fun to pretend, to play around with that stuff, but I can’t see myself grabbing a whip and beating his ass anytime soon.”

“It doesn’t have to be like that,” Victoria said. “Not all guys are into that. Have you had a talk about limits yet?”

“Not really.”

“You should. This stuff is so much fun, but it can be dangerous. You need to know how far each of you is willing to go, and not ask for more. A lot of relationships start off with all this amazing fun, and then it all goes south when someone goes too far.”

I said nothing for a moment, reflecting on what she had said. I mean, it made sense. I had never gone this far with anyone before, and although we hadn’t discussed it, I got the sense that Jacob hadn’t, either. As far as I knew, before I came along, these had been nothing but secret little fantasies of his, naughty little thoughts and desires that maybe he had never even dared do anything about.

“Maybe he’d like a little spanking. You never know. Or maybe you’d like giving him one. I will say, a little attitude adjustment from time to time is never a bad idea.”

I giggled at that.

“Did you spank your ex?”

“When he misbehaved,” Victoria said with a wicked little smile. “Or when I just felt like it would be fun. I did more than that, too. We had a paddle, a riding crop. Some real fun stuff.”

“Wow, you two were really kinky.”

“You’ll see for yourself. One thing leads to another. Once you doing it, it all just seems to flow, it all just seems to make sense. That’s why limits are important. If you just leave things to chance, you can end up going further than either of you intended to.”

With that, Victoria pulled into a parking spot in front of a large restaurant. Killing the engine, she turned to me. Those brown eyes seemed to glow again as she looked me up and down, a smile playing on her pink lips, a look of almost admiration on her face.

“You’ll be fine. You know what? Talking about all this stuff with you has got me missing it. Don’t get me wrong, I’m totally happy with my hubby now, but sometimes I wish he was a bit more open to stuff like this. A bit more open to being bossed around, doing what his mistress tells him. I miss that. You’re a lucky girl.”

“Thanks,” I said. Frankly my head was spinning from all of this, the whole conversation seeming totally surreal to me. Facing forward again, Victoria flipped down the sunvisor of the car and checked her makeup in the mirror.

“All right, let’s go to lunch,” she said. “We can’t be talking about kinky sex in there, so I’m glad we were able to chat about it now. Don’t get me wrong, I still want all the juicy details going forward.”

Then her smile faded a little, her face taking on a more serious expression.

“And seriously, if you ever need someone to talk to about this stuff, I’m here,” she said. “I’m not claiming to be an expert or anything, but I’ve been around, and made a few mistakes that you could probably learn from.”

“Thanks,” I said again. And I meant it. Strange or not, it felt nice to have an ally, a woman with some experience who could warn me of the pitfalls of this road we were on.

The smile returned to Victoria’s face as she stepped out of the car. I followed her into the restaurant, and the two of us had lunch together. We talked about more ordinary things, discussing the job, how I was settling in the office. All the things we were supposed to be talking about. But of course, there was that tension underneath it all. How could they not be? Bad enough that at work I had to deal with Jacob and think about the things we had done. But now, I was going to think similar wild thoughts every time I looked at Victoria, too. And what would she think when she looked at me? I couldn’t help feeling like maybe I had told her too much. But it had all come out of me so easily, just the slightest nudging from her enough to make me tell her nearly everything.

And it excited me. That no longer came as a surprise. I was so turned on, and even as we sat through our lunch, I couldn’t stop thinking about kinky sex, about all the wild things I had done with Jacob. And I couldn’t wait to do more of them.

That excitement only grew as we finished our lunch and headed back to the office. In the privacy of the car, our conversation turned back to sex, the things we had done and the things we might someday like to do, and it all conspired to make me even more excited, almost desperate to see Jacob again.

As I walked through the door of the office, there he was. I saw him raise his eyes from his computer to look at me, and saw that glimmer of desire, of excitement in his stare as his eyes met mine. Victoria was right, I realized. It was all there, just in the way he looked at me. No one would guess the kind of sex we were having without being told, but it didn’t take any particularly impressive powers of observation to know that there was something between us.

I smiled at him. Not a calculated smile, either. Just a natural reaction to seeing him and recognizing that arousal on his face. Because in the end, of course, it was only a reflection of my own. That desire I could feel burning away inside me, making all kinds of crazy ideas run through my head whenever I thought of him.

I said hi to him as I sat down at my desk, right in front of him. I felt him looking at me with that hunger, and that confusion as he wondered just how my lunch with Victoria had gone, and what I might have told her. Maybe he would be horrified if he knew the truth. Maybe not. After all, Jacob had already surprised me plenty of times before.

But now I was surprising myself with the desperate desire I felt. My new workplace had become a source of intense arousal, and I certainly hadn’t expected anything like that when I started there, but now I was finding that being in the office was somehow a turn-on.

I tried to get on with my work. I really did. But the more I faked it, the more I stared without really seeing at files on my computer, the more obvious it became I was going to have to do something about this desperate state of excitement I was in. And after all, my submissive boy toy was right there.

Reaching into my bag, I slipped out my phone and typed out a text message. Behind me, I heard Jacob’s phone buzz. He picked up his phone, and I knew he was reading my text. When he looked up toward me in surprise, I just smiled back at him.

Meet me in the men’s bathroom in five minutes.

That’s what I had texted him, barely able to believe my own boldness as I did it. And, still channeling that confidence that we both found so sexy in our different ways, I didn’t wait for a response from him. I stood up and walked away from my desk, heading out of the office and toward the bathrooms.

The male and female bathrooms were right next to each other, so I knew I wouldn’t arouse any suspicion until I was almost there. And apart from Darren, the boss, Jacob was the only guy who worked with us. That was why I had chosen the men’s bathroom. It seemed less likely that anyone would disturb us there. Darren had been in his private office when I walked by, so I could walk into the men’s bathroom with confidence that no one was in there already. Still, I hurried for the privacy of a stall, my high heels tapping on the tiles with every step I took.

Then, I waited. And it wasn’t like I had any serious doubts that Jacob would soon join me. He was in way too deep and way too into me for that. But it was still a long and nervous wait for him to join me, for him to come and make me feel good the way I knew he could.

Finally, the door opened. I listened to someone making their way across the tiles. It could only be Jacob or, I thought with a shiver of fear, Darren. But then, I heard his laughter as he saw my leather boots under the door of the stall, and I sighed with relief.

I unlocked the door of the stall I was hiding in. He smiled as he saw me, and I reached out to him, grabbing the front of his shirt. I didn’t even say anything. I just pulled him into the stall with me, pulling his body close against mine as I swung the door shut behind us. I kissed him, letting him feel all that burning passion inside me, all that deep desire that had been building all through lunch.

And then, I stepped back.

Reaching for the front of my jeans, I unzipped them. And I wiggled my hips as I pulled the tight denim down, as far as the black boots I was wearing would allow.

I didn’t take them off. Instead, I sat down on the toilet, spreading my legs lewdly, showing Jacob the pussy I knew he craved.

“You know what to do, bitch,” I said, pointing right at my sex.

And of course, he did.

Jacob dropped to his knees at once, right there in the toilet. He crawled toward me, positioning himself so that he could slide his head under the jeans that stretched between my knees and reach my pussy. I raised my feet from the floor, hooking my legs over his shoulders, leaning back against the wall as he began to lick.

I closed my eyes, letting out a long sigh of pleasure. Apparently, it was just that easy. Just that simple to make this sweet, submissive boy into my personal office toy, to reduce him to a tool of pleasure who existed only to get me off.

I couldn’t deny it. Just like Victoria said, it felt amazing.


Kneel For Emily

I screamed in pleasure, pressing my hands against the close walls of the bathroom stall to steady myself. As though if I didn’t, I would be swept away. And Jacob kept licking, as desperate and as eager as ever, every bit as talented and enthusiastic as I had told Victoria he was. Even though I knew it, even though I expected nothing less, that didn’t change my feeling of something like surprise to be feeling what I felt. To be caught up in this rapture, swept away by it, completely overwhelmed with sexual pleasure that seemed to know no limits, that seemed to fill my mind and my heart until there was no room for anything else.

I gasped and moaned, and as my climax came and went, I felt like I could hear the echoes of my own pleasure bouncing back from the tiled walls of the men’s bathroom. I had abandoned myself so completely in orgasm that I had almost forgotten where I was, completely forgotten to try and moderate the noises I was making. No one had come in while Jacob was going down on me, but if they had, I doubted I could have stopped. I could feel my cheeks burning with the heat of pleasure and a slight sense of shame too, now that my orgasm had passed. What was I becoming? How was I this far gone, that I was getting my pussy eaten in the bathroom at work without even a little bit of hesitation?

But truthfully, I didn’t really feel that bad about it. I couldn’t, with that pleasure still glowing inside me. I couldn’t, when I knew all too well that this was the most thrilling experience of my life. Even in the afterglow of the orgasm he had given me, I never wanted this to end.

I looked down at Jacob. He was looking up at me with that familiar expression of wide-eyed wonderment, that look seemed to say he couldn’t quite believe what he was doing or who he was with. I loved that look. It turned me on, even as I continued to bask in the afterglow of what he had just turned to me, my body practically glowing with pure pleasure.

I knew what he wanted, of course. I didn’t even need to look down and see the bulge in the front of the pants he wore to work to know how badly he wanted me. His mouth was full of my taste, his head full of the image of me sat half-dressed in front of him, the dominant and demanding slut of his wildest fantasies, and he could hardly contain himself. But he kneeled there on the floor like a good servant, his head still between my legs, my thighs draped over his shoulders and my jeans stretched between my knees, behind his head. So close that I could feel his breath against my wet skin, against my trembling thighs.

And what was hottest of all? The idea of not giving it to him. Not giving him what he wanted. Flexing my power as a woman, as his mistress, to deny him what he craved.

I thought of some of the things Victoria had said, thought of how what Jacob wanted, more than anything, was for me to take charge. And what could be a better and more teasing way to do that than this?

“Good boy,” I said condescendingly. Then, raising my legs a little, I gently but firmly pushed his head away from me, out under my jeans. He watched, his expression changing by the second, and I began to pull my clothes back on. I almost laughed at the look on his face, the expression of frustration and denial and outraged desire I saw there only feeling my own ego and my own lust. But someone had to take charge, and we both knew it would be me.

“But…”

“But what? Oh, you thought I was going to fuck you? No, simp. You don’t get that. Not yet. I told you I was going to use you, didn’t I? I told you you were going to be my little stress release at work. And you were so turned on by it. Well, this is what it looks like. I’m done with you. You can go back to work now.”

For a moment longer, he stayed on his knees on the bathroom floor, staring at me in astonishment. Then, he stood up. I watched, not even really trying to keep the grin off my face, as he unlocked the door of the stall and stepped out into the bathroom.

He went to the sink to wash my juices off his face, and I finished pulling my jeans on, watching him the whole time. Then, with one last look at me over his shoulder, he shook his head and walked away.

He looked so vexed, so irritated, and instead of feeling sorry for him, I thought it was hilarious. I thought it was sexy. I thought it was the most potent expression possible of my power over him, to summon him to please me and then send him on his way once I was done, not giving him what I knew he desperately wanted.

Even though it was what I desperately wanted too. Orgasm or not, I still had that burning lust inside me, that deep desire that nothing seemed to eliminate. But Jacob’s talented tongue had at least take the edge off. Maybe now, I could finally concentrate and get some work done. Although honestly, it didn’t feel like it. Because I knew that when I went up there, I would be under his eyes again, would feel him sitting behind me, studying my body like he wanted to memorize it. As if he could ever forget it. And that tension would crackle in the air between us, heightened now by the fact that Victoria knew the incredible truth, and everything in that office environment would speak to me of sex, not work.

Oh well. I had to get back at some point. I waited a few minutes so I could be sure that Jacob was back at his desk, so that no one would think the two of us had been together. Then I stepped toward the bathroom mirror, checked my makeup, splashed a little water carefully on my face to cool down the burning in my cheeks. And I stepped out of the bathroom, still glowing with orgasm, heading back to my desk.

Along the way, I had to pass Darren’s office. His door was open, like it usually was, and as I stepped by it, I heard him call my name.

Nervousness gripped me as I turned toward him. He couldn’t know what had happened, of course, but that didn’t stop me feeling like he did. It didn’t stop me feeling like the whole world could see it on my face, could see the pleasure that was still flowing through me, my secret seeming to glow out of me like the light of a candle behind a sheltering hand.

I stepped into Darren’s office, hoping I wasn’t blushing. He smiled at me as I approached. Did I just imagine the way his eyes flickered, just for a fraction of a second, over my body? Was it just the heightened state of arousal I was in? Or was there really something there? I couldn’t be sure, and I didn’t even know what I wanted the truth to be.

“Have a seat,” he said, gesturing to one of the chairs in front of his desk. I sat down, hyper- conscious of the way my jeans tightened around my hips as I crossed my legs.

“How are you settling in? Victoria tells me you’re really fitting into the team, which is great.”

“Yeah, everyone’s been so nice.”

That, of course, was the most outrageous understatement. In the two weeks since I had started the job, I had found myself with a new boyfriend who seemingly worshipped the ground I walked on, and a confidant in Victoria, a kind of sexy older sister who only encouraged me in some of my more outrageous adventures. Getting this job had changed absolutely everything for me, and my bank balance was the least of it. From the moment I had arrived in this office, it felt like I was finally on the upswing, like my life was finally moving in a positive direction. I never could have imagined, when I took this job, just how much it would do for me.

But of course, I couldn’t tell Darren that.

“That’s great to hear. Onboarding new team members is always a bit of a gamble, so it’s gratifying when something works out.”

“Yeah, I don’t think I’ve ever felt this at home this quickly in a new job.”

I was almost surprised to find I was telling the truth. Yes, he was my boss, and that relationship always comes with a certain amount of politics, a little bit of knowing what to say. But I did feel at home in his office. Really, my only concern was that with all the sexual tension I was feeling, with all these games I was playing, I wasn’t getting as much work done as I should. But so far, at least, it seemed everyone was happy with what I was doing.

Darren paused. A faint smile lifted the corners of his lips, and his expression seemed to change as he looked at me. Again, I felt self-conscious, sitting there in front of his desk with a palpable wetness between my legs. This secret, this addictive double life, made everything into a kind of sex act. Everything was part of the performance, part of the dance. Even sitting in my boss’s office talking about work.

“I see you went with a different choice of outfit today. Not those high heels from yesterday.”

I looked at Darren in disbelief. Now I knew for sure I was blushing, feeling that heat in my cheeks. But I wasn’t angry. I was more shocked than anything, that he would comment like that. He seemed to know it, almost sheepish as he said the words.

But after all, I had one yesterday’s outfit for attention. Jacob’s attention, yes, but it wasn’t like I hated the effect it had on Darren either. I felt as though I was already going to become a legend in the office for that outfit, that it was going to be something my coworkers always thought of when they thought of me. And I could live with that. They might think I was a slut, but they couldn’t deny that I looked good.

“I’m still wearing heels,” I said with a smile. And, seized by an impulsive inspiration the way I often was when I played with Jacob, I swung one leg up on to my boss’s desk, showing off the gleaming black boot I wore. He smiled as he glanced down at it, leaning back in his chair.

“True,” he said. “Those are very nice too.”

“But you preferred yesterday’s outfit?”

Darren shrugged, his smile growing wider all the time. He was taking a big risk here, but he seemed happy to find that I wasn’t insulted by what he was saying, that I was open to a little bit of playfulness. If only you knew just how much I like to play, I thought to myself, feeling again that spreading wetness between my thighs as I contemplated my naughty little secret.

“It’s not my place to prefer anything,” he shrugged. “Just… an observation.”

“It’s not really your place to observe anything, either, is it?” I said, forcing myself to hold his eyes with mine as I smiled. “But it’s okay. You’re just a man, after all.”

Darren laughed at that, and I laughed with him. We were flirting. I didn’t expect it, and I hadn’t looked for it, but it just kind of happened. Sparked, at least in part, by what Jacob had just done to me in the bathroom. I felt so sexual, so confident, so uninhibited, and talking this way with him was only making those feelings stronger. It was starting to feel like I could get away with anything. Like all I had to do was look pretty, and I could act however I wanted.

“Guilty as charged,” Darren said. “Don’t listen to me. Wear what you like. You look great either way.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling myself blushing again. “And thanks for noticing.”

Darren, still smiling, watched as I slid my boot off his desk again. For the moment, he said nothing, just looking at me with a smile on his face. I tried to imagine what he was thinking, what might be going through that head. Maybe he hadn’t expected this from me, the new girl at work. Frankly, I hadn’t expected it for myself. It was out of character for me, or at least for the old me. This new version, though, the one that dressed sexy for work and dominated a man? I barely knew what she was capable of.

“All right, well, thanks for talking to me.”

“Any time, boss.”

I pushed myself out of the chair, standing in front of his desk.

“Don’t call me that,” Darren said, smiling and shaking his head at the same time.

“Why not? It’s what you are. Boss.”

Then I turned around and strutted out of his office. Resisting, as I walked toward the open door, the urge to turn around and see if he was checking out my ass. Was Darren attracted to me? It seemed weird to be thinking that way, but at the same time, the conclusion seemed hard to escape. Why else would he be paying so much attention to what I wore? He was quite a bit older than me, probably around the same age as Victoria, both somewhere in their forties. But he was a good-looking guy, admittedly. Still with a thick, full head of hair that was only just starting to turn grey. Still with a boyish gleam in his eyes.

Oh my God, Emily, are you getting a thing for the boss now too?

I shook the thought away as I headed back to my desk. Things were already complicated enough I didn’t need to add to that by getting into anything with Darren.

Of course, Jacob’s eyes found me the minute I walked into the office, following me as I walked toward my desk, which meant walking toward him, too. I smiled at him, letting my hips sway from side to side as I trotted along in my high-heeled boots, almost waving the pussy he had just licked in front of him in my tight jeans. Surrounded by our coworkers, I knew I had to be careful. Victoria knew about our relationship, but that didn’t mean I wanted the whole office to know. Still, I couldn’t resist the urge to heighten the tension, to keep playing the game. So instead of texting him again, which would have been more discreet, I walked right up to Jacob’s desk. I circled around it, standing close to him, and I leaned down toward him, speaking quietly so that only he could hear.

“My place after work.”

Not a question; more like a command. I was getting better and better at that. And Jacob nodded, his mouth hanging slightly open, his face wearing that same expression of surrender, of desire, that expression that made me think I could tell him to do just about anything and be confident that he would do it. Grinning to myself, I turned back to my own desk, sitting down in front of my computer. What a day it had been, and there were still hours to go before it was over.

But the day came to an end eventually. And when it did, I hardly even looked at Jacob. As the office cleared out, I shut down my computer, got up, and left. I knew he would be right behind me. I knew he would be racing over to my place, desperate for another round of kinky sex. So was I.

In fact, the events of the day had my mind racing, all kinds of naughty ideas blooming inside me. And I let them come. After all, that was when all of this worked best. When I gave in to the most outrageous impulses and let myself be the dominant mistress we both wanted me to be.

I almost dared myself to make a stop on the way home. A quick trip to the hardware store, with a wild idea nagging at me. I did it. I parked up and stepped inside, my high heels echoing on the highly polished floor of the aisles. I hurried, quickly finding what I was looking for and paying for it, then scurrying back to my car.

I drove home and hurried to my apartment. Excitement was glowing inside me, my stomach fluttering with nerves at what felt like the start of another new chapter. And I had barely got in the door when I heard my buzzer ring, and I let Jacob into the building, waiting beside the door while he came up to me with only one thing on his mind.

He tried the handle of the door, attempting to walk straight into my apartment like he had done the day before. But I had locked the door behind me. I heard him knock, and I tried not to giggle.

“Who’s there?” I called through the door.

“It’s me.”

“Who?”

“Jacob.”

“Jacob? I’m not expecting any Jacob. I’m expecting my simp.”

There was silence from the other side of the door, and I bit my lip as I waited. Those doubts and fears and hesitations were running through his mind again, like they always did at times like this. It was so much fun to embarrass him, so much fun to tease him like this. That wetness was back between my thighs, soaking into my panties at the thought of what lay ahead, the thought of the power I had over this poor horny boy.

“It’s… your simp.”

“Oh, okay. You should have said. Okay, you can come in, on one condition.”

My boots creaked as I shifted my weight, standing up straight to look through the peephole of the door at him. There was Jacob in the tiny fisheye lens, seeming to look straight at me, exactly the look of frustration and eager desire on his face that I had been imagining.

“Take your clothes off.”

Jacob’s eyes went wide in disbelief. And I pressed a hand over my mouth, trying not to laugh. As far as I could see from the peephole, there was no one else in the hallway of the apartment. Still, this was an outrageous request, or command, or whatever it was. And yet, that was the whole point, after all. To push him, to make him do what he didn’t want to do just to have what he needed from me.

“Come on” he groaned from the other side of the door.

“Did I stutter? You’re not coming in here with your clothes on. Get them off, quickly now, and you can come inside.”

But as sure of myself as I tried to sound, I still could hardly believe I was getting away with this. And when Jacob began to strip, right there in the hallway of my building, I almost squealed with delight. It felt like a kind of triumph every time he gave in to me, every time he surrendered himself to my orders. It got me so excited, making him do what I wanted.

Through the peephole in the door, I watched my own little strip show. My boyfriend, my simp, whatever he was, shedding his clothes right there for my amusement. I tried to see his cock, but the peephole didn’t really allow me to get a good look. Oh well. I would be seeing that soon enough, I knew.

Jacob’s bare chest rose and fell as he stood at last in front of my door in all his naked glory. Grinning, I reached for the lock and opened the door.

“Get in here, simp,” I said, pushing the door wide. Hurriedly, Jacob gathered up his clothes and shoes in his arms and stepped through the door, heaving a sigh of relief as I pushed it shut behind him.

Stepping back, I looked him up and down, folding my arms as I did. And he just stood there, under my eye, his cock rock hard and throbbing visibly in front of me. He was so turned on, it was comical. Not that I was any less excited myself. That wetness between my legs was unmistakable, desire vibrating inside me and whispering all kinds of wild ideas in some dark corner of my brain.

Without saying a word, I stepped away from him, toward the kitchen table. There, I had put the bag full of plastic cable ties that I had bought at the hardware store. Ripping the bag open, I grabbed a few, and Jacob watched in silence as I fed the end of one through the top of another, hearing the satisfying ratcheting sound as the teeth bit together. I did it again, joining two more straps to make a longer one. Then I carried them over to where Jacob stood.

“Hands behind your back, simp. You don’t get to touch me yet.”

Jacob did as he was told. Without a word, he placed his hands behind his back, knowing what was coming. And I stepped behind him, looping one strap around his wrist and feeding the end through until I could tighten it around his arm. Then I slid the other strap underneath that one and used that to bind his hands together, hearing again that rapid clicking sound as the teeth of the strap engaged. I looked at his bound hands behind him, as if he was under arrest. In my custody. And I pressed my body against him from behind, wrapping an arm around his chest and running my fingers over his skin. He sighed as he pressed himself back against me, his bound hands moving over the denim of my jeans, trying to find my pussy through the fabric. With my other hand, I reached down and took hold of his cock, stroking it to make him moan and practically melt with pleasure.

“Someone’s pleased to see his mistress,” I said. “And I guess you’ve been a pretty good boy today. Don’t spoil it now. Do as you’re told, and I might let you have what you want.”

“Oh, please, Mistress Emily,” Jacob said at once, almost making me giggle with the desperate speed of his response.

“Not yet,” I whispered in his ear. “You need to earn it.”

I let go of his cock, but only temporarily. Releasing my grip, I stepped around him and wrapped my fingers around his shaft again. I tugged on it gently, giggling as I did, and began to pull him toward me. At the same time, I turned away from him, leading him through my apartment by his manhood.

He followed, of course, just a half-step behind me, me still wearing my office clothes and him completely naked. It seems so symbolic of the power imbalance between us, of the way I got to treat him like an object for my pleasure. I could feel the heat of the shaft in my hand, feel the blood that surged inside him, and it felt like I was holding more than just his cock. It felt like I had his whole life in my hands as I led him toward my bedroom.

I had no clear idea of what I was going to do with him. All I had was impulses, chasing this feeling that I loved. This feeling of power, of control, of being so beautiful and sexy that he would abandon all semblance of pride for me. That was the feeling I intended to follow.

“On your knees. Now.”

Letting go of his cock, I pointed to the floor at my feet as I stood in front of my bed. For once, Jacob didn’t really hesitate. After all, he was in no position to argue.

He dropped down to his knees on the floor of my bedroom, and I grinned as I towered above him in my high heels, my hands on my hips, feeling even more of that addictive sense of power and authority as he gazed up at me. I knew, of course, that the meaner I was to him, the more he wanted me. But it still gave me an unbelievable thrill to see that in action. To feel it in my heart and know what I was doing to him, to know that this was what he wanted, and what I wanted too.

“Beg me. If you want to have sex with me, you need to beg for it. Convince me to take pity on you and let you cum.”

“Please, Mistress Emily,” he whimpered. “Please, have sex with me.”

“You call that begging? Tell me why you want me so badly. Flatter me. Grovel at my feet.”

As I often did at times like this, I surprised myself with what I was saying. But Jacob never questioned it. As usual, he was taken completely by this dominant character, so overwhelmed with lust now that resisting me never seemed to even into his mind.

“Please, Mistress Emily,” he began again. “You’re so beautiful. You look so sexy, and I want you so badly. I couldn’t keep my eyes off you at the office today. You’re gorgeous. You’re amazing.”

“Damn right I am. Lick my boots.”

Finally, he hesitated. I smiled as I considered that in many ways, it felt like I wasn’t doing my job until I reached that point of hesitation, the things he was reluctant to do. That, I sensed, was where the real power lay. That was a big part of the thrill for me, taking him to that edge and then pushing him over it. After all, it’s easy to make someone do what they want to do in the first place. The real thrill is overcoming their inhibitions and making them do what they would rather not.

Clearly, Jacob would rather not. He shifted his weight from one knee to the other, his parted lips looking like they were about to object before he seemed to think again. There was no escape for him, of course. No way out. He was bound and naked, and he had to do what I said. But of course, the real prison was the lust he felt, his desire to fuck me overiding his pride every time.

I took half a step back as he bowed his head to the floor. I giggled as I felt his tongue moving over my toes through the leather of my right boot. But at the same time, I felt such a surge of wild triumph, such a crazy spike of arousal, that it almost took my breath away. There he was, literally worshiping at my feet, licking clean the boots I had worn all day at the office, and I had never known a feeling of power quite like it.


Emily Rewards Her Simp

I could feel Jacob’s tongue sliding over my boots through the leather. He started at my toes, lips and tongue moving over both my feet, almost caressing me. And as reluctant as he had been to perform this pathetic act of submission, the more he did it, the more his enthusiasm seemed to grow.

I let it go on for a while. Just staring down at him, watching him debase himself for my amusement. Standing with my hands on my hips, not saying a word, trying to pretend that I wasn’t absolutely dripping from my pussy at the thought of the power I had over him.

I felt like I was towering over him, like some goddess on a pedestal, enjoying the worship of her lowly slave. And his tongue moved slowly over my boots, gradually climbing higher, up from my feet over my ankles, up my shins, heading toward my knees. For a while, the moist sound of his tongue moving over the leather was the only sound in my bedroom. But my heart was beating so fast and so loud, I was almost amazed we couldn’t both hear that, too.

“Okay, that’s enough ” I said finally. “Take my boots off.”

Jacob paused, just for a second. It was like I could see the wheels turning in his head. With his hands bound behind him, it wasn’t going to be an easy task, but he didn’t dare question what I said. Instead, he leaned further forward, using his mouth to find the zipper of one of my boots and, taking it between his teeth, slowly pulling it down toward the floor.

I went on watching, trying not to giggle with glee while he repeated the procedure with my other shoe. He looked so humble down there, so completely devoted to his dominant goddess. And the more he looked like a lowly slave, the more I felt myself wanting to treat him like one.

While he was pulling down the zipper of one boot, I lifted the other foot off the floor. The leather shaft of my boot hung down around my foot now that it was unzipped, and it trailed over the skin of his back as I pushed my heel into him. He grunted, but carried on doing what I had told him to do while I laughed at him, jabbing his skin with my high heel hard enough to leave red marks that were slow to fade.

“Come on, hurry up,” I ordered while I did my best to distract him. And once he had my other boot unzipped, I put both feet on the floor. I lifted my toes, pressing the heel against the floor so that I could slide my foot out of one shoe, then the other. I kicked my boots aside, standing in front of him now in bare feet.

“You can unzip my jeans, too, simp.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

There was no hesitation this time. Jacob rose up on his knees, lifting his head to my crotch. I suppressed a sigh as he pressed his face against my body, that busy mouth eventually finding the tiny zipper of my pants. Carefully, he pulled it down, the metal teeth separating easily to give him a glimpse of my panties.

I knew the jeans were way too tight for him to be able to take them off with his mouth. So instead, I pulled them down myself, wiggling my way out of the tight denim that clung to my body and pulling my panties down at the same time. Jacob watched open-mouthed as I stripped in front of him, stepping out of my clothes where they lay on the floor. I pulled my shirt off too, but left my bra on, for the moment. Another idea had occurred to me.

“Stay.”

Jacob turned his head to keep his eyes on me as I passed him, out of the bedroom door. Back in the kitchen, I found my bag and grabbed my phone, then returned to the bedroom where he waited. He saw the device in my hand, but said nothing. Any fears or doubts he might have felt at seeing it stayed inside his confused little head as I stood in front of him.

Between him and the bed, I parted my legs, standing with my feet wide apart. I pointed down to my pussy, and his eyes followed the line of my finger, dropping eagerly to what he wanted.

“Kiss it,” I ordered.

And of course, he did. He was only too eager to do it, hurriedly shuffling forward on his knees to press his lips against mine. I sighed, running the fingers of my free hand through his hair, but when he stuck out his tongue, starting to run it over my lips as he French kissed my pussy, I pushed his head away.

“Not yet,” I said.

Then, I turned away from him. My phone in my hand, I climbed onto the bed, lying down on my stomach. I held my phone out in front of me in one hand, activating the camera and pressing the button to turn it around so that it was facing me. I could see myself lying there in just a bra, and behind me, I could see Jacob on his knees, watching me with that same hungry expression on his face.

“How many times did you look at my ass today, simp?”

“I don’t even know, Mistress. A lot. It looked amazing in those jeans.”

“It did, didn’t it? What were you thinking about when you looked at it?”

“What I would have liked to do to it, Mistress.”

He just seemed to slip into this mindset so easily, the word Mistress now dropping from his lips as if there was nothing more natural. And I turned my head to look at him over my shoulder, raising my eyebrows in surprise.

“Oh yeah? And what would you like to do to it?”

Jacob’s lip trembled, just a little, as he looked at me.

“Smack it. Bite it. Fuck it, Mistress Emily.”

I gasped, pretending to be surprised. But of course, it was exactly what I had expected. Still, hearing him say it was its own little thrill, its own little burst of excitement as I lay there on the bed, feeling the heat of my pussy meeting the cooler air of the bedroom.

“You were thinking about fucking my ass? At work?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Jacob looked almost ashamed to admit it, and of course, that was exactly what I wanted. Turning my head away from him, I looked at his image on the screen of my phone instead.

“Well, that’s not happening,” I said. “But you know what you are going to do? You’re going to kiss it. That’s right, simp. Kiss my ass. Worship it.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Again, there was very little hesitation from him. He shuffled forward on his knees, right to the edge of the bed, and I pushed myself back to meet him. I spread my legs and bent my knees, lifting my feet above me. And I giggled as I felt Jacob’s lips against the skin of my ass, kissing me just as I had ordered him to do.

I watched on the screen of my phone as he devoted himself to the task. Just as enthusiastic as he had been about licking my boots, if not more so. From time to time, he even let out a cute little moan as he showered my ass with kisses, moving from one cheek to the other. And all the time, I could feel that heat building between my legs, that desire rising inside me again, fuelled by the touch of his lips against my body.

Shifting a little on the bed, I slid my free hand under myself, my fingers finding my pussy. Barely even conscious of what I was doing, I started to rub, letting out a soft moan as I did. And Jacob groaned behind me, pressing his lips even more forcibly against my butt cheeks, practically slobbering over my butt as I teased him with what he was so close to, but couldn’t have.

“Eat it,” I gasped. “Eat my asshole, simp.”

The words coming out of my mouth shocked me as much as him. But as I slid my fingers inside myself, pressing my hand frantically against my swollen clit, all my inhibitions vanished. I was losing myself in pleasure now, holding nothing back, and at times like this, I knew from experience, everything seems allowed. All that mattered was how it felt, and as I lay there on the bed fingering myself while my simp worshiped my body, it all felt incredible.

No one had ever eaten my ass before. It was never something I particularly wanted a guy to do. But in that moment of domination and submission, it seemed exactly right. It seemed like the perfect way to debase him and disgrace him, to make him bend to my will and do something naughty.

And of course, Jacob didn’t really hesitate. He kissed his way down to my hole, pressing his face into the crack of my ass. I could see it on the screen of my phone, his face half buried between my cheeks, and I laughed as I pressed the button to take a picture. Then another. There he was, licking my asshole, and there I was, biting my lip and smiling with my cheeks flushed with pleasure. It was so unbelievably hot, so outrageous, and I felt my pussy tightening around my fingers as I continued to play with myself.

“That’s it, lick it,” I moaned, as Jacob pushed his tongue inside my asshole. It was a strange and invasive feeling, but combined with my own fingers buried inside me, filling me up, it felt amazing. Jacob moaned as my ass hole clenched around his tongue, and I moaned as my pussy clenched around my fingers, and my selfish pleasure was all that mattered in that moment, my moans and groans steadily filling the air of the bedroom. My body felt like it was on fire with pleasure, both of my holes getting teased at the same time, and my legs trembled as bliss rose inside me.

I took another picture, then closed my eyes. All the pressure and tension of the day, all the excitement I had been feeling for so long, all reached its peak now. Again, I felt my pussy contracting around my fingers, and I slid them in and out faster now, rubbing my clit at the same time. I came with a loud cry, barely hearing Jacob’s matching moan as my asshole tightened even more around his tongue, as if trying to pull it deep inside. My body convulsed on the mattress, my juices pouring out of me to soak the sheets I lay on, and a powerful orgasm swept over me, leaving me gasping and spluttering, leaving me breathless while I trembled at moaned.

I turned onto my side, and Jacob sat back on his knees, watching me. I grinned at him. He still looked so submissive, so desperate for me, so ready and willing to do whatever it took. I stretched out one leg, spreading my toes as I held my foot in front of his face.

“Kiss.”

And of course, he did. He pressed his mouth to the bottom of my foot, kissing it tenderly as if it was all he had ever wanted. Though of course, I knew that wasn’t true. I knew what he wanted, and I wanted the same thing, but I was getting so much pleasure from denying it. From reinforcing what we both knew, that sex was something I controlled completely, and he only got in exchange for complete obedience to my every whim.

I sat up. My phone was still in my hand. I tossed it carelessly to the other side of the bed. That wild moment was preserved forever on its hard drive, for as long as I wanted to keep it. That thought by itself was almost enough to make me shiver with more pleasure, even as I continued to glow from my recent orgasm. I wanted more. That was the truth. As always at moments like this, one orgasm was never enough. The pure kinkiness of what we were doing drove me onward, looking for ever new depths of desire and pleasure. It was like an addiction, like a drug I couldn’t get enough. And of course, Jacob was right there with me, still just as desperate for ever for the pleasure only I could give him.

I inched toward the edge of the bed until one leg was hanging off the mattress, the other curled up underneath me. Jacob groaned as I put my foot between his legs, gently lifting his balls with my toes.

“Are these balls full of cum for mistress?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” he panted.

“They look a little blue, to be honest,” I giggled. “Have I been mean, teasing you all day?”

“I don’t mind, mistress.”

“Of course you don’t. You know your place. You’re my little office tease toy, and I love driving you crazy. I can’t wait for work tomorrow. I can’t wait to put on something sexy and drive you crazy all day long. It’s so much fun, knowing how badly you want me.”

“I do, Mistress Emily. I can’t stop thinking about you. You’re so sexy, and it drives me crazy having to work right behind you, looking at you all day. Thinking about you.”

It was almost sweet. Sure, the situation we were in was full of dark sex, power and control, but I loved hearing him talk this way. And I knew he meant it. He would say anything to have sex with me at that moment, but that didn’t mean what he said wasn’t true. And I had more than just his words to tell me how badly he wanted me.

What to do next? That was the thought that went through my mind, but it didn’t take long to decide. I knew what I wanted. I wanted what he wanted, the sex we were both desperately craving, but I wanted more than that, too. I wanted more of this wild excitement, this dangerous thrill of being completely in control.
“Get up here, simp,” I said, patting the mattress beside me.
Jacob stood. As he stepped toward the bed, I moved aside to make room for him. He lifted one knee onto the mattress, then the other, almost falling forward. Before he had fully recovered his balance, I rose up on my knees in front of him, my hands on his shoulders. I pushed him down onto the bed, his bound hands trapped underneath them, and he didn’t even try to resist. I took his cock in my hand as I sat down beside him, slowly stroking it and making him groan with frustrated pleasure.
“Such a horny boy,” I said, shaking my head as if I had expected anything different. “Such a desperate simp for me, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Mistress Emily.”
It was the only response he could make, of course, the only one I would accept. He stared at me with an expression on his face that looked almost pained, but I knew it was pleasure and desire that tormented him.
And I still had needs of my own.
Turning, I straddled him, swinging one leg over him and backing up so that I was sitting with my knees on either side of his head. My ass almost engulfed him, my pussy hovering right above his face, and in desperation, he lifted his head from the mattress and began to lick me without even being told to do it.
I allowed it, smiling as I arched my back. I was still holding his cock, still stroking it slowly, still driving him absolutely crazy. My own pleasure grew as he licked me, another orgasm already growing inside me. The things Victoria had said about sitting on a guy’s face came back to me in a flash, and although Jacob couldn’t see it, my cheeks glowed with excitement
“Do you think Victoria’s sexy?”
Underneath me, Jacob paused in his hungry licking.
“What?”
“Victoria. At work. You think she’s hot?”
“Yes, Mistress”
“Gee, are you sure?” I laughed. “You answered that awful quickly.”
“She’s not as sexy as you, Mistress.”
And Jacob punctuated his words with another lick, as if to reinforce what he was saying.
“That’s good to know,” I giggled. “I think she’s really sexy. I know she’s older, but it kind of works for her. Total MILF, right?”
“Yes, Mistress Emily,” Jacob murmured from underneath me. He was licking and kissing my pussy again, barely even thinking about what he was saying.
“Did you know she’s dominant too?”
That got his attention. Again, his licking stopped, and I almost laughed as he paused for a moment, trying to take it all in.
“She is?”
“Yeah. She told me she used to dominate her ex-husband in bed. Like I do to you.”
There was a pause. And then, without saying anything further, Jacob started licking my pussy again. I moaned, my desire climbing by the second, pleasure swelling inside me and dissolving any thought of restraint.
“It’s hot, isn’t it? A sexy older woman who knows how to take charge. Especially because she’s our boss, too. I bet you’d love it if she ordered you around in the office, wouldn’t you? I bet you’d love to have a sexy MILF dominating you at work.”
Underneath me, Jacob groaned. I was getting to him. I knew it. How could I not, really, with everything that was happening? And of course, I was getting to myself, too. I was driving myself crazy with that deep desire, my orgasm rising inside me all the while until I could feel it tugging at every cell in my body, lighting me up from within.
“God, that would be so hot,” I groaned, losing myself in the fantasy while my simp continued to lick my dripping pussy. “Did you see those boots she was wearing today? I’m sure those could use a good licking, like the one you just gave mine. A gorgeous goddess like her shouldn’t have to keep her own boots clean. That’s what a simp like you is for.”
“Oh God,” Jacob groaned underneath me, his voice muffled by my pussy pressed against his mouth. At the same time, I felt his cock surge in my hand. I knew he was close, and I wanted to keep teasing him, keep pleasuring him, but not take him over the edge. Not yet. The power I had over him was too addictive, too delicious to let go of just yet.
“Maybe you could be the designated office bootlicker,” I went on. By now, I was rocking back and forth on Jacob’s face, grinding my pussy against his mouth, desperate for more pleasure. “Let all the women there know what a loser you are. Let them know that you’re only good for kneeling at our feet, worshiping us. And doing what me and Victoria tell you.”
Jacob groaned again. There was no denying it; it was a hot fantasy. And it was all too easy, in the heat of the moment, to imagine Victoria like that. To imagine her being a gorgeous and teasing dominatrix. Somehow, I didn’t doubt that she would know exactly how to bring a guy like Jacob to his knees. I didn’t doubt that he would love it if she did.
“Yeah, that’s right,” I almost growled as I continued to grind myself against him. “You’d just be our slave boy. Our little toy. You’d have to fetch us coffee when you weren’t on your knees, shining our shoes. In fact, maybe we’d make you do all the work for us while us ladies just relaxed. Don’t you think we deserve that?”
Jacob groaned underneath me again, and said something that might have been agreement, but I couldn’t make it out. It didn’t matter. The point was made. We both knew I could make him agree if I wanted to, could make him say yes to just about anything.
I let go. He groaned again underneath me, a new note of frustration and desire entering his voice. But I just spread my legs wider, pressing my pussy more forcefully against his mouth. Like I didn’t even care anymore if he could breathe. All I cared about was that tongue inside me, those lips moving over mine, drawing fresh pleasure out of me while I gasped and moaned and vibrated with ecstasy.
I came. I came in his mouth, pouring my juices all over his face in a sudden torrent. My legs trembled and shook on either side of his head, the force of my orgasm seeming to turn my body to jelly as I panted and gasped on top of him. I collapsed, falling forward onto his body, and dimly, I heard him gasping for air underneath me, his face under my ass, dripping with my cum.
It took me a while to recover. The fantasy and the reality combined into the hottest thing I could imagine, and the pleasure he had given me continued to vibrate inside me for a long time, as if refusing to diminish. But still, somehow, I wasn’t completely satiated. Still, there was that wild part of me that wanted more, that always wanted more, that demanded I keep pushing, keep chasing that pleasure even after the multiple orgasms I had had, as if there was always some higher peak to climb.
So I moved on the bed again. I pushed myself up, turning slowly to face him. He lay on his back right where I had left him, looking at me, a kind of glassy look in his eyes. Just as submissive as ever, just as desperate for me as always. Just as completely in my power as he had ever been. Right where I wanted him.
Turning, I climbed on top of him again. Facing him this time, straddling his hips. He let out a long moan of pleasure as I took his cock in my hand, guiding it into me. His thick shaft pushed my wet walls apart, my sex receiving him eagerly after all the pleasure I had had already. And we both groaned as I sank down on top of him, feeling his cock sliding easily inside me as if it had finally come home.
“Good boy, simp,” I said. And I began to rock my hips back and forth again, both of us sighing and moaning with pleasure. “You’ve been a good boy, and good boys get rewarded. Just remember this. Next time you’re having dirty thoughts about Mistress, remember what it takes to earn pleasure. You have to lick my boots and eat my ass and be the perfect little simp, and only then will I consider riding this cock.”
“Yes, Mistress Emily.”
Gasping and moaning like always, Jacob seemed almost drunk with desire. And so was I. Our pleasure was peaking together, our bodies melting together, and nothing in the world mattered except that. Soon, I was bouncing up and down on top of his cock, riding it while my pussy tightened and clenched around the shaft, never wanting to let go. And he squirmed and moaned and thrashed on the mattress underneath me, as if this pleasure was too much for him to take, as if he was about to die from the sheer thrill of it all. I knew he was close; I could feel the way his manhood throbbed and surged inside me, dancing on the edge of explosion. But, greedy as I was, I wanted another orgasm of my own before I gave him his.
And I got it. I was that turned on, there was no stopping it. My pussy clenched like a fist around his cock, and I howled my desperate bliss at the walls of my bedroom, and I trembled as another orgasm surged out of me. It felt as if I had been struck blind for a moment, as if the whole world had vanished except for the feel of him inside me and the wild ecstasy we both shared.
I came hard. And my orgasm triggered his. He let out an animal cry of release as his cock spurted inside me, filling me up with wave after wave of his hot cum. I moaned at the feeling, falling down on top of him, our sweaty bodies pressed together, his breath hot against my ear and mine just as hot on his skin as we panted and gasped with the release it felt like we had both been waiting for forever.
We lay there like that for a long time. But I didn’t count the minutes. I just lay there in that thoughtless bliss that follows a really hard cum.
I didn’t think. I just reacted. I almost climbed up his body, frantically pressing my lips against his. Tasting my pussy and my ass on his tongue as I kissed him passionately, and not caring. Enjoying it, even, enjoying the evidence of what I had done this man, the various ways I had made him completely mine.
He kissed me back just as desperately, just as passionately. And then we lay in each other’s arms, trembling with what we had done, feeling that unrivaled closeness and intimacy you only get after a moment like that, after your bodies have joined in the magic of sex and given each other a pleasure you can barely even describe.
It really was magical. And lying there beside him, his arms wrapped around me, my head resting on his chest as it slowly rose and fell with his breathing, I knew there was nowhere else I wanted to be.
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