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Friendzoned by a Unicorn: Parts 1-8


            
1. Laura The Impossible

  

 She’s impossible. That’s the reality. Impossible to forget.

Impossible to deal with. Barely possible to even believe she exists. She’s the unicorn, that most rare and exquisite creatures with something almost magical about her. Something that has no right to exist in such a dull and dreary world as this.

Impossible that she doesn’t know how good she looks. That she doesn’t know what an incredible body she has, and the effect it has on other people. Don’t get me wrong, I know what women go through. At least, I do as much as any guy can. I know they are constantly bombarded with messages from the media that tell them they’re not good enough. That no matter how they look, they can always look better. One year, everybody’s supposed to be skinny. The next, everyone’s supposed to have tiny waists and bubble butts, the beauty standards forever changing to make sure that no one of any size or shape ever feels really comfortable. But when I saw Laura walk into the café, I was reminded all over again just how beautiful my friend is.

She had to know it. Why else would she dress the way she did? She was wearing a deep blue dress that hung a couple of inches above her knee, clinging jealously to the mouthwatering curves of her hips and her breasts and no doubt her ass, though I couldn’t yet see that from where I sat at the table by myself. She had paired it with knee-high leather boots with a rounded toe and a square heel, and the way the skirt of her dress swayed around her thighs with every step she took was as hypnotic as everything else about her. Her hair was cut short, still in the style she had adopted after we split up, and I remembered with a stab of wild regret how soft that hair had felt against my cheek when I kissed that slender neck. The lenses of her glasses caught and reflected the light as she swept into the café, turning heads wherever she went.

And yet she seemed oblivious. She seemed not to have any real idea of the effect she had on other people. Her outfit wasn’t slutty, but it was deeply sexy, and just to have chosen to wear such a thing, she had to have some significant reserves of self-confidence. And yet I knew her. I knew that she was almost completely blind to how attractive she was. That rarest of creatures, a beautiful woman who doesn’t know she’s beautiful. Or knows it, but doesn’t really believe it. I remembered all too well our long conversations, back when we were dating and even after we decided to remain friends, when she would pour out her fears and doubts to me, and I would try to reassure her. But it never seemed to really land. Sometimes, it would seem like Laura’s confidence was growing, like she was starting to realize just how desirable and valuable and special she was. And then, she’d lose it again. Judging by her outfit, I guessed she was currently in an upswing of confidence. But I knew from experience that was unlikely to last long.

“Hi!” she said brightly as she arrived at my table. The feet of my chair vibrated on the floor of the café as I rose to my feet and hugged her. The smell of her body awakened old memories, that soft hair against my face, that soft skin against my cheek, and every night of passion we had spent together back when we were dating — and there were many of those – came racing back to me in a sudden flood. Disentangling ourselves from one another, we sat down at the table. Laura’s dress rode higher up her thigh as she crossed her legs, and I tried not to look while she flagged down a passing waitress and ordered a drink. We hadn’t been lovers for a long time. She didn’t even think of me that way anymore, I knew. I tried not to think of her like that, either. But it wasn’t easy when she looked the way she did.

“How’s it going?” I asked. As the waitress disappeared with her order, Laura turned to me with a smile. Her glasses framed a pair of blue eyes that shone like polished jewels, lit up from within by some deep happiness. She always wore her emotions on her sleeve. It was one of the more endearing things about her, at least when those emotions were positive ones. When they weren’t? Well, my beautiful friend could be very difficult to deal with. After all, there were reasons we were no longer together, and it had nothing to do with her looks. Or our former sex life, for that matter.

“Good,” Laura said, speaking in a long breath as she smiled at me. “And you?”

“Oh, I’m okay,” I said, taking a sip of my coffee as Laura’s drink arrived. “The usual stuff. Work’s going okay. We’re working on a Swedish kids movie right now.”

“Really? That’s so cool!”

Laura always was supportive type. Working in animation had been my dream long before we met, and when we were together, she’d encouraged me to keep going when sometimes I felt like I was wasting my time. Now that I had finally arrived, I had learned that dreams can look very different up close. Laura always stayed positive about these kind of things. It was only herself that she was ever negative about. Other people were the lucky recipients of endless encouragement. Especially people she loved. And I supposed I was in that fortunate group.

“It’s okay,” I said dismissively. “It’s not all that exciting, but it pays the bills. I’m just glad to have the work, honestly. So what’s going on with you?”

“Well, I do have some news, actually,” Laura said, her pink tongue extending out from between her lips to lick up some of the foam that rested there as she set down her cup. I wasn’t surprised. The way her face was shining had already told me that much. My friend had something she couldn’t wait to tell me, and clearly, I wasn’t going to have to wait long to find out what it was.

“I met a boy,” she said.

“Oh, really? That’s great,” I said. We were long past jealousy. It had been a couple of years since we split up, and in that time, both of us had dated other people. I was hardly immune to Laura’s beauty, but I guess I looked at it in more of an abstract way than I used to. Like the way a painting or a sunset is beautiful. I couldn’t be a good friend to her if I was trying to get into her pants all the time, after all. And I wanted very much to be a good friend to her. I guess, in my way, I loved her too. Just not in that romantic sense that we needed to for our relationship to thrive. We were better friends than we were as a couple, and both of us knew that. And when we decided to remain friends after we split up, we had both accepted that sooner or later, we would have to deal with the fact of each other having a love life. It didn’t bother me. I was happy for her.

“That’s not all,” Laura said. Her glasses flashed again, showing me a faint silhouetted reflection of myself as she leaned across the table, her bright eyes glancing conspiratorially from side to side as she lowered her voice. “We were – you know, having a good time last night, and he told me something very interesting. It turns out, he’s submissive. Just like you used to be.”



It happened quickly, when it happened. Several years before that fateful meeting in the coffee shop that day, back when Laura and I were first dating. We had met through a mutual friend, connecting at some house party. Obviously, I was attracted to her straightaway. She wore her hair long back then, the dark strands highlighted with bolts of gold that hung in soft curves around her shoulders. But those glittering eyes and full lips and delicate cheekbones were the same. That body was the same too, curves in all the right places, an hourglass figure that was the envy of most women and that she barely had to work to maintain. But it wasn’t just that that drew me to her. The moment we started talking, we got along like a house on fire. Ultimately, Laura is a giant nerd, and I can talk geek culture all day. We bonded over films and TV shows and comic books, and I remember going home that night with my heart singing, barely able to believe I had met the kind of woman who seems too perfect to exist. And even more impossible was the fact she seemed to like me.

It got even better. On our second date, she came back to my place. Our sex was as fulfilling as it was inevitable. Her beautiful young body responded to my every touch, and there was none of the awkwardness that so often occurs the first time you’re with someone physically. In fact, Laura was remarkably uninhibited in the bedroom. She gave herself to sex like she did to everything else: fully and unreservedly, holding nothing back. In the dull afterglow that followed, as we lay beside one another in bed, panting with pleasure and shining with sweat, I felt her hand on my arm, and the smile she directed toward me made my heart flutter. I really had found something special.

Our relationship progressed. The truth was, we couldn’t keep our hands off one another. I was entranced by her beauty and her sexiness, two different things that she simultaneously possessed. And her lack of inhibitions around sex encouraged me. To her, nothing consensual was off the table. She was the kind of girl who would try anything twice, just to make sure she didn’t like it. And after some more dates, some more getting to know and trust one another, some more bouts of vigorous sex, I was ready to show her a sliver of my inner being. In fact, it was Laura that brought it up in the first place.

“What’s your fantasy?” she asked one night. We were in bed together, her sitting on top of me, still fully clothed in a T-shirt and yoga pants. Still, we both knew where this was heading. My cock was a rock-hard bulge beneath her, pressing against her crotch through the pants we both wore. Her hands were moving over my chest, sliding over the front of the T-shirt I wore, her eyes shining as she smiled down at me. She was irresistible when she wanted to be. And my brain raced through a thousand thoughts at once as I gazed up at the woman I was increasingly falling for.

I don’t know when it started. Do any of us really know why we like the things we like? Why we are sometimes haunted, sometimes pursued, by fantasies and kinks we can’t tear our minds away from? A psychologist would probably say it comes from childhood, but I don’t remember any specific event that made me the way I am. I don’t remember when I first discovered what I liked, but I know it was early. I was drawn to powerful, confident women like a moth is drawn to a flame. I had a thing for female villains, even in the cartoons I watched as a child. Drawn to them without understanding why, without even a concept of what I wanted from them. And as I grew through adolescence, these desires crystallized. Through the Internet, through TV and movies, I discovered BDSM. The snarling dominatrices of popular culture made me weak at the knees. The idea of giving up control filled me with indescribable joy.

But like any young man first entering the world of dating and sex, I lacked confidence. My first few relationships barely even deserved the name. Later, I managed to keep a couple of girlfriends around at least for a while. With one, I never had the courage to bring up what I really wanted in bed. With another, I tried, but she had found the whole idea so repulsive that I quickly dropped it. Honestly, young as I was, I had all but given up the idea of ever meeting a woman who could satisfy me in that particular way. Despite what popular culture would have you believe, the world is not overstuffed with women that want to take a dominant role in bed. That’s why professionals can make good money offering their services to men who can’t get them anywhere else. I had never visited a professional dominatrix, and I have no plans to in the future. But I could understand the feeling of not getting your needs met.

And then along came Laura.

“What do you mean?” I said, playing dumb as I gazed up at the beautiful woman sitting astride me. Laura’s eyes flashed, her glasses removed and set aside on the bedside table.

“You know what I mean,” she smiled at me. “What really turns you on? No judgment, I promise. What do you think about most often when you’re feeling horny?”

“You,” I said, making her burst out laughing.

“I’m serious,” she said, playfully slapping her hand against my chest. “What do you like a girl to do in bed? I want to fulfill a fantasy for you.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

My chest rose and fell as I took a deep breath and let it out. Laura was smiling down at me, and her face radiated kindness. I had my fears and doubts still. But something about this woman made me feel I trust her.

“I like - powerful women,” I said, while Laura cocked her head to one side. “I like a girl to take control.”

“Really?” she said, her white teeth showing between her full lips as she grinned at me. “That sounds hot. What do you want her to do to you?”

“Whatever she wants,” I said, while Laura giggled. “I just want to — I don’t know, to be used, in a way? I want all the focus to be on her pleasure, and not on mine. I want her to tease me. Use me. Does this sound super weird to you?”

“No, it doesn’t,” Laura said in a soft voice, her long hair swaying around her face as she shook her head. “I mean, I’ve never done it. But it’s not like I haven’t heard about stuff like that. S&M kind of stuff. I’d like to try.”

“Really?”

I knew what I sounded like. Like an eager kid who can’t believe what he’s been promised for Christmas. But I couldn’t help it. I had thought this would never happen, or least never happen with a woman like her. I had never thought I would meet a woman so willing to go along with my kinks. But Laura wasn’t turned off by what I was saying, not at all. If anything, she seemed excited by it. Even if it wasn’t a fantasy of hers necessarily, just the idea of doing something like that to please me seemed to give her a thrill. And as she lifted her hands to my chest, throwing her weight suddenly forward, she grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the bed, holding my hands down on either side of my head.

“Like this, you mean?” she said. Her eyes flashed above me as she lowered her face toward me, her hair tickling my skin until her soft lips met mine. We kissed, and I felt my cock throbbing between her legs, almost ready to burst out of the clothes I was wearing and slide inside her without my intervention.

“Yeah, like that,” I said, breathless with desire as she lifted her lips from mine.

“Well okay then,” Laura said quietly, still beaming down at me. “I think I can get on board with that. I want to make all your fantasies come true.”

She did.

Still sitting on top of me, Laura sat upright and reached for the hem of her T-shirt. I watched her pull it up over her head, her long hair tumbling free and her breasts bouncing in the push-up bra she had worn for our date. She spun the T-shirt in her hand, twisting it into a kind of makeshift rope. Then, she reached for my wrists again. As she held them together, tying her T-shirt around them and pulling it as tight as she could, I could barely believe what was happening. My fantasies were coming true, not in every detail, but no less thrilling than I had hoped they would be. And when my hands were tied together, Laura pushed my arms back above my head, shoving them out of the way.

 Then, she moved. I watched as she rose on the bed, standing carefully on the mattress above me. She hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her tight pants, tugging the elastic slowly down until it hovered just above her sex, showing off the trimmed strip of her pubic hair. At the same time, she swayed her hips from side to side, teasing me with her sex. I reached my bound hands up toward her, but Laura shook her head. Lifting one foot carefully from the mattress, she put it on my hands and pushed my arms back down onto the mattress above my head.

“You don’t get to touch,” she said. “Not yet. Just look.”

Stepping off my arms, she turned around on the mattress. Standing astride me with her back to me now, she pulled her tight pants and underwear down over the delicious swell of her ass. I saw her grinning at me over her shoulder as she watched, slowly exposing herself to me like a striptease artist while I lay beneath her, my cock bulging and throbbing inside my pants. Probably I could’ve freed myself if I tried. The T-shirt she had tied around my wrists was more symbolic than anything else, and with my hands in front of me, I could still grab her if I wanted to. But I didn’t want to. I did, and I didn’t. In one sense, I wanted nothing more than to touch her, to hold her, to throw her down on the mattress and have sex with her. But in another, darker sense, I was intoxicated with this feeling of helplessness. Of giving up control, just like I had dreamed of doing and never had the opportunity before.

Turning to face me again, Laura bent at the waist. Her breasts hung heavily in her bra as she pushed down both pants and panties, stepping out of them completely and kicking them off the bed. Placing one bare foot on my chest, she stood above me with her hands on her hips, grinning as she looked down at me lying beneath her. I had never seen anything more beautiful in my life. In that moment, I was hers completely, ready to surrender anything to this woman who was making my darkest dreams come true.

“Is this what you wanted?” Laura said in a voice that dripped with sexual desire.

“Yes,” I gasped, making her laugh again. And then, I watched in disbelief as one of her hands crept over her hip, sinking slowly between her legs. Still standing above me, Laura began to rub her pussy, her fingers shining with her juices. In that moment, I realized this was more than a game. More than something she was doing just to please me. She was as turned on by all this as I was. The rarest creature imaginable, a woman who was beautiful on the inside and the outside and was also capable of being a demanding bitch goddess in the bedroom. Lying there beneath her, watching her touch herself, I felt like the luckiest man in the world.

“You’re right. This is fun. Oh, seems like you’re really enjoying it.”

Laura’s foot crept down my body, sinking from my chest over my stomach to the bulge in my pants. I groaned as she stroked my cock through the fabric with her toes, the faint pressure making my manhood respond with deeper throbs of desire. Still grinning, Laura sank to her knees on the mattress beside me. Unfastening my jeans, she pulled them off, and my cock sprang out, as hard as it had ever been with the pure thrill of what was going on. Pulling off my jeans completely, Laura cast them aside. Then she took my cock in her hand. Slowly, she began to stroke it, smiling up at me all the while.

“So you want me to use you? You want me to force you to do naughty things? To make it all about my pleasure instead of yours?”

“Yes,” I groaned between gritted teeth, the pressure of the moment becoming all too much as I lay squirming beneath this woman who had just found her inner sex goddess. “Please, Laura! I’m yours! I’ll do whatever you say!”

“Well, this is a lot easier than I thought it would be,” Laura chuckled to herself, still stroking my cock in one hand as she gazed up at me. “A lot more fun, too. You know, you look really cute when you’re begging.”

I groaned wordlessly as Laura laughed again. Her mockery was like the sweetest torture, the shame and humiliation of admitting my deepest desires making those desires stronger than ever. Not to mention her hand on my cock, teasing me to the brink of madness. Already, I could feel a powerful orgasm building inside me, and I fought against myself, trying to hold back. I didn’t want this night to end. I didn’t want our first foray into domination and submission to ever be over. But most of all, I didn’t want to have any choice in the matter.

“What should I do to you?” Laura asked.

“Anything thing you want,” I gasped.

“Well, I think what I want right now is to fuck you,” Laura said, her blue eyes staring deep into mine as she spoke. “I think I want to ride this cock all night long. What you think of that?”

I cried out. Just like that, I lost the battle. Laura gasped in surprise as my cock suddenly swelled in her hand, spurting my cum into the air to splatter back onto my chest as I trembled with release. Laura kept stroking, milking my cock as my orgasm tore through me, making me moan and groan at her touch. Finally, when the last spurt of cum had leaked out of the tip of my twitching cock, Laura released it.

“Well, that really got you excited,” she said. Once again, I felt shame and humiliation burning inside me. Only this time, they were less sexy and more simply humiliating.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just – that was so fucking hot.”

“No, I’m glad,” Laura said, sitting upright on the bed again. “I’m glad I could help you live out a fantasy of yours. Maybe next time, you’ll be able to last little longer so we can both have fun. But, I mean, there’s more than one way to please a lady.”

“Oh my God,” I gasped as Laura rolled over onto her hands and knees. She climbed on top of me again, moving this time toward my head. As her knees bent the mattress on either side of my head, pinning my bound arms between them, her shining pussy hovered of me, and the smell of her arousal flooded my nostrils with every breath I took.

“Lick me,” Laura ordered. And without waiting for an answer, she spread her legs wider, lowering her sex down onto my mouth. Lying bound beneath her, I tongued her pussy, tasting the incredible flavor of her desire.

Even then, I knew I was never going to forget that night. And the years that have passed since have proved me right.



“That’s why I need your help.”

I blinked as Laura spoke. For a moment, I had been lost in memory, my mind racing back-and-forth through the years and all the kinky sex sessions we had had together back when we were dating. The memories were right there, at my fingertips, polished from being so frequently revisited. Yes, we were friends now, and I tried to set aside any attraction I still felt for Laura. But that didn’t mean I didn’t still think about what had happened between us. Sometimes I fantasized about her, creating new scenarios that never existed with us in real life. Somehow, I had managed to compartmentalize the real woman I knew and loved as a friend from the sex goddess that took up residence in my head, that had her face and her body and her voice. But now, those two worlds were colliding. She was reminding me all over again of how things had been between us, and just sitting there across the table from her in the bright light of the café was enough to make me feel lightheaded.

“My help? Why would you need my help?”

We kept our voices low as we spoke, knowing we were discussing something delicate in a public place. Laura was always that way. For someone so plagued by self-doubt and a lack of confidence in herself, she was incredibly sexually open. She honestly didn’t seem to really care if anyone overheard us or not. I was the one who felt strange about it.

“Well, it was all a long time ago,” Laura said, taking another sip of her coffee before speaking again. “I barely remember what we did. I mean, I know we had amazing sexual chemistry. That was never a problem. I had some of the best sex of my life with you.”

“I had all the best sex of my life with you,” I said truthfully, making her smile across the table at me.

“But I’ve kind of forgotten what it takes to dominate a man,” Laura went on. “I’ve forgotten what you like. Maybe you could help me figure out what to do with him?”

“We not all the same, you know,” I said. “If you want to know what he likes, just ask him. He’ll tell you.”

“Yeah, I know,” Laura said. “You know how this stuff works better than I do. You know it’s sexier if I don’t ask. If I act like I’m making him do the stuff he wants to do. I just need a few pointers. Just a few ideas to get me started. Once I’m in the zone, we both know I’ll get into it. But I could use your help to get there. Please?”

Laura laid one hand softly on my arm across the table as she spoke. Impossible that she didn’t know what she was doing. Impossible that she was oblivious to the fact she was manipulating me. Just as impossible as the idea that I didn’t know it myself.

And there I was, pondering the impossible. Pondering helping my gorgeous ex-girlfriend have kinky sex with another man. Probably I should’ve said no. Probably I should have told her how weird it made me feel, even if I wasn’t exactly jealous. Even if I knew that part of our lives was over and vanished forever, that didn’t mean I was okay with helping her live it out with someone else.

But I didn’t say any of that. Because my brain was full of the memories of her, of the things Laura had done to me. Of the way it felt to give control over completely to this goddess and have her use me as a toy and a tool for her own pleasure. Even just talking about those times with her again seemed like an unbearable thrill. Even though I knew it was a bad idea, the thought of rediscovering that side of her personality was too enticing to ignore.

“Okay,” I said with a sigh. “I guess I can give you a few tips.”

Across the table from me, Laura’s glasses flashed to match her eyes as she smiled.




2. Memory Lane

  

“Are you sure this isn’t weird for you?”

Laura sat beside me on the sofa of my apartment. There was nothing unusual about that, of course. We often hung out together. But everything was different now. Everything was charged with sexual tension in a way it hadn’t been between us for years. I had gotten used to just being her friend. Gotten used to compartmentalizing the woman I loved hanging out with from the woman I used to have sex with. In my mind, they were practically two different people. And now, they were merging back together, one part of my brain crashing into another with results I could only guess. I still didn’t know why I had agreed to this. I still didn’t know why I was willing to help Laura enhance her sex life with some other man. Maybe only to prove to myself that we were, indeed, just friends. That the thought of her being with someone else didn’t make me jealous. That I could handle it. Whether I actually could or not remained to be seen.

“Oh, no, this is very definitely weird for me,” I said truthfully. Beside me, Laura laughed.

“Yeah, I suppose it is a little weird. But, I mean, friends talk about sex. Honestly, sometimes I kind of forget that we used to do it.”

“Oh, thank you very much,” I said, prompting more laughter from my friend.

“I don’t mean like that,” Laura said. “It’s just, it was a long time ago, and I don’t think of you that way anymore. We’re friends. Friends talk about this stuff all the time.”

“Female friends, maybe,” I said. “I don’t have these kinds of talks with my guy friends.”

“Oh, come on,” Laura said, shaking her head in disbelief. “Are you trying to tell me guys don’t talk about sex when there are no girls around?”

“No, we do,” I said. “Just… Not like this. Not these kind of specifics. I don’t actively try to help my guy friends get laid.”

“Well, getting laid isn’t the problem,” Laura said. “It’s making it something special that’s more tricky.”

“That’s exactly what no guy would say to his male friends,” I said, while she laughed again.

“Well, then I guess it’s going to be impossible for you to forget that I’m a girl,” Laura said.

She wasn’t wrong about that. This time, she wasn’t dressed quite as appealingly as she had been in the café when she put this outrageous idea to me. But that didn’t mean she lacked sex appeal. The jeans she was wearing clung tightly to her hips and thighs, accentuating her hourglass frame under the black T-shirt she wore. And in the V-neck of that T-shirt, I could see the beginnings of the swell of her breasts that pushed against the dark fabric, and I was reminded the moment I saw her just how long it had been since I had been with a woman.

I tried to push those thoughts aside. I really did. Just like Laura said, we were friends, and that was what I wanted to focus on, to the exclusion of all else. But I couldn’t help it. It used to be easier Like she said, I used to almost forget that we were once lovers when we hung out. But not anymore. Now, as we discussed her sex life with her new lover, I couldn’t stop remembering what we had once had together. The wild sexual chemistry that mean’t we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. She was a gorgeous woman who wasn’t in the least bit afraid to get creative in the bedroom, and when I reflected on what her new lover was about to get, I couldn’t help feeling a little bitterness. Not because of Laura specifically, I told myself hurriedly whenever these thoughts arose. Just because I didn’t have what he did. I didn’t have a girlfriend of any type, let alone one as beautiful and kinky as Laura was. If I had, maybe things would’ve been different. In hindsight, I know for a fact they would have been. Then again, if I had had a girlfriend at the time, chances were good I would never be doing this anyway.

“So how do we do this?” Laura said, shifting on the sofa to face me, her glasses flashing as they reflected the light. “Where do we start?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “This was your idea, remember? I don’t know how to do this.”

“Me neither,” Laura said thoughtfully. “You’re right. Maybe this is a little weird. Okay, how about this? How about we think about the stuff we used to do together, and you tell me what was a real turn-on? Like, what was one time I really blew your mind? In a kinky S&M kind of way, I mean,” Laura added with a smile. As though her meaning had been in any way unclear. But it hadn’t.

And the truth was, those memories were never difficult for me to conjure up. Especially lately. In fact, since our meeting in the café, it had been hard to think of anything else. The memories of the things we had done crowded together in my mind, practically jumping over one another in a quest to be relived all over again. My cheeks burned with embarrassment at the thought of what I was about to do, and I hoped Laura didn’t notice as she sat looking at me, waiting for my response. Diving into my memories, I snatched at the first one that came along. After all, it didn’t matter. To use Laura’s phrase, she had blown my mind so many times in bed that would be harder to remember a time she didn’t. And so, slowly and with not a small amount of reluctance, I reminded my former girlfriend of one of our kinky escapades from the old days of our relationship.



Sunlight was streaming through the windows of my apartment. A different apartment, back then. This was years ago, still in the early days of our relationship. But crucially, it was after that first time when she had tied my hands together in bed and made me eat her pussy. A time when everything suddenly seemed possible. A time when I was absolutely buzzing with the possibilities of this new relationship. She was the first woman who had ever cared about making my fantasies into reality, who’d ever taken the trouble to investigate them. And as attracted to Laura as I was, it felt like the future contained nothing but endless carnal pleasure.

Of course, even young people can’t spend all day and night fucking, even when they want to. But in those days, desire slept uneasily inside me, easy to wake, especially when my girlfriend was around. She had come over to watch a movie, but before we started the film, she had got a phone call from her boss. She was sitting on my sofa with her cell phone held up to her head, going over some detail of work. And I was standing in the kitchen, a freshly-poured glass of water chilling the palm of my hand, looking at the way the sunlight caught the long strands of gold in her dark hair as it tumbled over her shoulders, the way the light bounced off the lenses of her glasses. The way her head moved on her slender neck as she spoke, and the warm spot when neck met shoulder that I loved so much to kiss. It was summer, the weather was warm, and Laura looked resplendent in a tank top and denim miniskirt that showed off her thighs as she sat crosslegged on the couch.

I couldn’t resist. The animal of lust growled inside me, and I was in no mood to ignore it. As I moved across the living room toward her, my cock already hardening my pants, Laura didn’t seem to notice.

“Yeah, I did that. I don’t know. Tracy told me she was going to handle everything on the backend.”

She took her job too seriously. We were young back then, and Laura was working some pointless retail job. She had been promoted to some kind of keyholder position, but it still paid little more than minimum wage. If it were me, back then, I wouldn’t have even answered a phone call from work on a day I wasn’t scheduled to be in. But that was the difference between us. One of them, anyway.

I had met Laura’s boss, too, a couple of times when I went to pick her up from work after her shift ended. She was a sexy older woman, and that fact added a strange frisson to what I was doing as I stood in front of Laura. Still on the phone, she smiled up at me, listening as her boss went on about something that didn’t interest me. And when I dropped down onto my knees on the floor of the living room in front of my beautiful girlfriend, the smile on Laura’s face, the way she bit her lower lip as she looked down at me, only encouraged me further. Leaning forward, I ran my hands over her silky thighs, pressing my lips to the skin just above her knee.

“Yeah, I know,” Laura said on the phone. “It’s so annoying when she does that. I mean, I know she has some personal issues, but still, it’s not hard to make a phone call, is it?”

From the phone’s puny speaker, I could hear Laura’s boss responding. Her voice, but not the words she said. That was probably for the best. I didn’t need to hear the minutia of their work environment or the problems they were having with coworkers. My mind was on completely different things. And as my lips moved over Laura’s legs, creeping toward the high hem of her skirt, I felt her hand on my forehead. She wasn’t pushing me away, not exactly. Instead, she was running her fingers through my hair, smiling down at me, still biting her lip in excitement. As if she wasn’t sure whether she wanted to let me do this or not.

My hands kept sliding up her legs as though making trails for my mouth to follow. As I reached up under her skirt, Laura suppressed a sigh, her breasts rising and falling in her tank top as her boss went on talking to her. In the warmth under my girlfriend’s skirt, my fingers found the soft fabric of her panties, and I began to pull them down. Laura didn’t resist. Instead, she uncrossed her legs, making it easier for me to pull her underwear off completely. Setting it down on the floor, I returned my mouth to her legs, kissing the insides of her thighs now, working my way up steadily. Between my legs, my cock was raging, throbbing for relief inside my pants. But for now, I did my best to ignore it. Instead, I teased Laura with my slow advance up her body, toward her sex, while she continued chatting on the phone.

“Yeah, could do,” she said in response to one of her boss’s suggestions. “I think it’s worth a try.”

She wasn’t talking to me. But I took her words as encouragement anyway. My hands slid her short skirt even higher up, past her hips, and as her thighs yawned open in front of me, I saw her pussy. I kissed my way up to it along one thigh, then switched to her other leg and kissed my way back down almost to her knee before advancing again. Circling her sex and getting ever closer to it, but never quite reaching it. Not yet, anyway. Laura slid forward on the sofa, thrusting her pussy closer to me, and I felt a little bloom of pride to know that I had gotten her seemingly as turned on as I was. I made my way back up her legs, and she spread her knees even further, draping her knees over my shoulders. But as I reached her pussy with my mouth, I stopped. Just looking at it. Gently breathing on it. Smiling up at her while she looked down at me with a look of undisguised lust on her face.

“Yeah, I know,” she said, and I wondered if her boss could possibly detect the new note of sexual desire in her employee’s voice. “It’s so annoying.”

With that, Laura grabbed the back of my head and pulled my face against her. I chuckled to myself as I pressed my mouth against her pussy, finally running my tongue over her sensitive folds. Already, I could taste her arousal. All that teasing had gotten my girlfriend right where I wanted her to be, hovering on the brink of explosion. And still, to my delight, she didn’t hang up the phone. Without a word being spoken between us, my kinky girlfriend seemed to understand the game I was playing. Could I please her enough so that she couldn’t carry on her conversation with her boss anymore? Could I give her an orgasm while she chatted about work on the phone? The challenge intoxicated me almost as much as my desire did. My hands gripping the outside of her thighs now, I moved my head up and down, licking her pussy more forcefully. I wanted to make her moan. I wanted to make her lose control. I wanted to prove to her what I was capable of doing, and so I ignored my own lust for the moment, letting my cock throb in my pants. There would be plenty of time for that later.

“I think so,” Laura said. I had to admire her self-control. I was listening for it, and yet I could detect only the faintest hint of pleasure in her voice. Still, I knew I was getting to her. The way her pussy was flowing with the warm juices of her arousal left me in no doubt about that. She was just as turned on as I was, her body vibrating to the movements of my tongue and lips against her. But she was holding it all together, continuing to talk about work while I pleasured her. And it excited me. The feeling of being almost ignored, of being just an object to give a woman idle pleasure while she focused on something more important. It was a thrill. It made me feel all those complex emotions of inadequacy and embarrassment and shame that never failed to get my engine running. It made me want to serve her, to kneel forever at the feet of this goddess and devote myself completely to making her happy. And the more she ignored me, the harder I worked to please her.

“Mmm-hmm. Mmm-hmm. Yeah. Yeah. For sure.”

Laura’s responses to her boss’s statements had become monosyllabic, and my heart soared in my chest to know that I was getting to her. As good as she was acting like nothing was happening, her body was betraying her. Her juices were running all over my cheeks and chin now, flowing freely out of her body while she convulsed above me. But still, I noticed, she didn’t hang up the phone. Somehow, she seemed to be able to intuit that that was part of the fun for me, and maybe for her as well. That was the chemistry we had, as though she had direct line into my brain. And maybe I had one into hers, even if the connection wasn’t quite as clear going that way. Even if her thoughts and feelings were genuinely far more complex than mine. Even at that early stage of our relationship, we understood each other well. We were both young, both in the grip of powerful sex hormones, both ready to experiment and enjoy everything sex had to offer us. Eager to experiment with new forms of pleasure and desire. In that sense, we met each other at just the right time.

“Okay. Okay. Will do. Okay. Bye.”

My tongue was still moving on Laura’s pussy as she dropped her phone onto the sofa cushion beside her. She let out a long sigh, a sigh that turned into a growl of desire as she finally focused her attention fully on me. She ran her fingers through my hair again, although this time, the gesture was less affectionate and more aggressive. Grabbing a handful of my hair, she yanked my head painfully back, pulling my mouth away from her dripping pussy for a moment.

“You naughty little boy,” she smiled down at me, her eyes flickering over my damp face as she spoke. “That was very naughty of you. I should make you pay for that.”

“Really?” I said as my cock leaped inside my pants. “And how would you do that?”

“Never mind that for now,” Laura snarled. “Get your fucking face back down there and make me cum now, and then I’ll decide what to do with you afterward.”

As she spoke, she shoved my head down, guiding my mouth back toward her pussy, and I eagerly began licking her again. Laura knew there wasn’t much she could say that would turn me on more than that. Being ordered around by her, being forced to do what I desperately wanted. She’d already learned, even so early in our relationship, that was the key to what we were doing. That I wanted to be used and abused and humiliated by her, but I wanted her to force me to do it. To free me from the prison of my own ego, so that I could tell myself that it was her that made me do these kinky, embarrassing things, and not me. For a woman who had never played like this before, she grasped that fact quickly and firmly. And she was always willing to be that for me. To be the bad guy, the sexy evil queen, that I needed in order to fully let go.

I slid my tongue inside her, and Laura groaned above me. No longer obliged to keep the noise down, she gave full vent to her feelings. Closing her eyes, she let her head flop against the back of the couch, her hands mauling her breasts through her tank top until the nipples stood out through the fabric. Her thighs grew tighter around my head, reluctant to let me go, and I could feel them trembling under my hands as I continue to fuck her with my tongue. Soon, I felt her pussy tightening, convulsing with pleasure as her climax arrived. Laura cried out as she came in my mouth, soaking my face with a hot wet spurt of her juices. I felt at one and the same time like a lowly servant and an absolute king as I kneeled on the floor with her legs wrapped around my head, slurping up the residue of her orgasm and hoping for more.

Finally, Laura relaxed. Her legs slid off my shoulders as she released me. But she wasn’t spent, far from it. The tiny growl of rising lust she gave as she swung one leg over my head and stood up from the couch was one of the sexiest sounds I had ever heard. She stood above me in just her tank top, her hands on her hips, looking me up and down for a moment with an appraising glance from eyes that shone behind her glasses.

“Stay there,” she said. She wasn’t asking. Stepping past me, she gathered up her skirt and underwear from where I had left them on the floor. As she crouched down behind me, I turned my head to watch over my shoulder, curious to see what she was doing. And as she pulled my hands firmly back behind me, my heart soared with excitement and my cock raged inside my pants. Laura slid her skirt up my arms, zipping it tight and rolling up the denim to make it even tighter around my elbows. Then, I felt her working on my wrists. My cock throbbed again as I realized she was wrapping her panties around them, twisting the fabric and twining it between and around both wrists. She grunted with effort as she finally forced one of my hands through the leg of her underwear, now made fiercely tight by several cunning twists and turns. Just like that, I was bound, tied up by her discarded clothes. And with me now at her mercy, she was ready to take her time. Laura stood and circled back around in front of me, peeling off her tank top and letting it fall carelessly to the floor. Reaching behind herself, she unhooked her bra and slid it down her arms, letting that fall to the floor too. She was completely naked now, and I was still fully clothed. But there could be no doubt about who was in charge. She stood above me like a goddess, and I kneeled at her feet like some craven subject. Again, she ran her fingers through my hair, petting me, and I gazed up at her with the adoration of lust as she stood shining above me.

“You really love eating pussy, don’t you?” she said, looking down at me.

“Yes, I do,” I said truthfully. I loved eating her pussy. I loved the way her body responded to my touch, the way the warm juices flowed so easily out of her in a hot flood. And I loved to serve her, to devote myself to her pleasure. To be able to make her explode in orgasm, to see her lose herself in the heat of sex. It was incredible to me, and even though I had spent years fantasizing about being a relationship like this, about serving a dominant woman, nothing compared to the reality.

“Good,” Laura said. “Then you can spend the rest of the day doing that. Today, you’re going to be my little oral slave boy. You’re going to spend all day on your knees getting me off with your mouth, and I’m not even going to touch that cock of yours. That can stay in your pants for now. Today’s all about my pleasure. Understand?”

“Yes,” I smiled up her, not even trying to conceal my ecstasy. The way she was talking was so unbelievably sexy to me, I almost felt ready to explode in orgasm right there and then. But not quite. And Laura was probably smart to tie my arms behind my back. The pure eroticism of the moment might have proved too much for me otherwise. I might not have been able to stop myself reaching out and taking hold of my manhood right there and then. But for now, that wasn’t an option.

“Good,” Laura said with a smug smile. Sitting back down on the sofa, she spread her legs lewdly, her pussy shining in front of me as she picked up the TV remote. While she cycled through channels, I leaned forward and began to kiss her legs again. Once again, she ignored me, focusing on choosing a movie to watch. And as she made a selection and pressed play, she placed her hand on my head and pulled me toward her without even looking at me. I sighed with pleasure as my lips and tongue tasted her pussy again, and I humbly began to lick while she watched TV. There was nowhere I would rather be in that moment than right there, at the feet of this goddess.



“Oh yeah, I remember that.”

Laura grinned at me as she spoke, sitting beside me on the same sofa she had sat on back then, even if the apartment was different.

“I would hope that you did,” I said, and  she laughed.

“Yeah. So many orgasms. You always were good at that. I’m guessing you still are.”

“Oral sex? Perhaps. But at this point, I’m probably out of practice.”

For a moment, Laura said nothing. She just looked me up and down, a smile still showing on her pretty face while her eyes moved behind their shining lenses. For a heart-stopping moment, I wondered what was going through her head. For a moment, I recognized the way she was looking at me, or least thought I did. Maybe it was wishful thinking. But it reminded me of how she used to look at me back when we were dating, back when we were lovers. As though it had only just occurred to her that we used to have fantastic sex, and there was nothing stopping us from doing it again except our own decisions. Hers, really. Amds I realized in that moment, with my cock raging inside my jeans much as it had on that day years earlier when she used me as her oral slave, that if she had ordered me to drop to my knees and pleasure her right there and then, I would’ve done it. It didn’t matter that we were no longer dating. It didn’t matter that we were friends now. I would have licked my friend’s pussy in a heartbeat, and would’ve done it with even more enthusiasm if she ordered me to do it the way she used to.

 But she didn’t. Instead, Laura just sat there on the sofa, smiling at me, looking me up and down. And a new note of mischief entered her smile and her voice as she spoke.

 “Well, there’s no way I can pretend you’re just one of my girlfriends with that going on,” she said, laughter bubbling in her voice. She pointed as she spoke, flicking her finger in the general direction of my lap. Embarrassment burned my cheeks as I realized that my raging erection was plainly visible in my jeans. Panicking, I covered it with my hands, but the damage was already done. Laura laughed giddily, enjoying my discomfort as I sat on the sofa beside her.

“I can’t help it,” I mumbled. “Talking about this stuff brings the memories back.”

 “That’s okay,” Laura said, finally gaining control of her laughter. “It’s perfectly natural. I mean, I’d be a little offended if you weren’t at least half hard now, to be honest. I take as a compliment. But that’s not what I’m here for.”

“No, I know that,” I said, frowning slightly. She had me at a disadvantage there. Maybe she was turned on by reliving what would happen between us. Maybe not. But I couldn’t really tell. With me, on the other hand, it was plainly obvious. My cock was straining uncomfortably against my pants, and there was no missing the obvious bulge of my erection.

 “Why don’t you go take care of that thing?” Laura said, shifting her weight on the sofa. “I’ll just turn on the TV while you do what you need to do. Then you can come back here and focus.”

As she spoke, she picked up the remote and turned the TV on. We were in my house, and yet I felt very much a subordinate now. Thoroughly ashamed, I rose to my feet and hurried out of the room, toward the bathroom. Laura went on watching TV as though there were nothing out of the ordinary, as though it were perfectly natural to send a male friend to the bathroom to deal with his unwanted erection that she caused.

 And in the bathroom, I thought of nothing but her. The memories of the things we had done, and her thrilling possibilities that I knew weren’t real. The things I knew were never going to happen, but desperately wanted to. While my ex-girlfriend watched TV on the sofa outside, I quickly brought myself to a lonely but powerful orgasm, thinking about Laura.


3. A Sexy Shopping Trip

  

When I stepped back into the living room, it was with a heavy heart. Embarrassing enough to have to scuttle off to the bathroom to masturbate just from having a conversation with my old girlfriend. But once the moment had come and gone, I felt the shame even more keenly, without the rising spell of arousal to dampen it.

But I needn’t have felt too self-conscious. When I made the short walk from the bathroom of my apartment to the living room, I found Laura watching a very specific kind of TV. She was watching porn. S&M porn featuring a dominant mistress and a submissive male slave.

“What are you watching?” I said as I stood shocked in the entrance to the living room. Laura turned her head, her short dark hair swaying around her and the lenses of her glasses catching the light as she smiled at me.

“A dirty movie,” she said, as though it were the most natural thing in the world. “I thought it might give me some ideas. But some of the stuff is just so extreme. Are you into this?”

“I don’t know what it is yet.”

Walking into the living room, I sat down on the sofa next to Laura. It felt utterly bizarre to be watching porn with a girl I used to date who was now dating someone else. But clearly, that was the direction the day was going to take. It was going to be a bizarre day, no matter how I felt about that. And our relationship, once that of lovers, then that of friends, was becoming more and more weird by the day.

And yet I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t want to. I lived in some strange space that I couldn’t give a name to, no longer sure of where things stood between us. I wanted Laura sexually, and in a way, I suppose I always had. But it had been easier to ignore that and stay friends when we weren’t constantly thinking about kinky sex. Now we were, and that old sexual chemistry was crackling between us once again, reignited by all this dirty talk. But there was nothing we could do about it. Unless Laura said otherwise, she clearly intended to remain faithful to her new boyfriend. And it wasn’t like I wanted to get back together with her anyway, I told myself. I just wanted to fuck her. I wanted to be guy she was planning all these kinky surprises with. But our relationship had been a disaster. Great in the bedroom, and terrible everywhere else. I couldn’t provide her with the emotional support and safety that she needed. I’m just not that guy. Sparks in the bedroom are all well and good, and fun while they last, but you can’t build a relationship around them. I knew, even in the strange situation I was now in with Laura, that there was no possibility of us getting back together, and that I wouldn’t want to even if we could. But I wanted her body as much as I ever had, while we watched a woman dominate a man on the screen in front of us.

“I think it’s so funny how guys like you let women treat you,” Laura said, smiling without taking her eyes off the screen. “But it’s hot, too. I like it. Some of it, anyway. I don’t really get the whole pain thing. Like, I don’t want to hurt him.”

“I know what you mean,” I said, watching the video just as intently as my friend was. The man was crouching naked, strapped down to a bench in front of his mistress. Angry red welts covered his buttocks and the back of his thighs, evidence of whipping she had no doubt given him. It did nothing for me. Laura and I had never played that way. And even though the idea seemed exciting to me, drawn as I was to the menace exuded by a demanding goddess willing to enforce her rules with pain if necessary, pain itself didn’t excite me. Over the course of our kinky games, Laura had hurt me a little, once or twice. Mild things like scratching and hair pulling and stuff like that. Nothing more extreme. The truth was, she didn’t need it. All she needed to get me to do what she said was the promise of sexual relief. And as I recalled, she had gotten incredibly good at using that weapon against me.

“You probably don’t have to,” I went on, still watching the screen in front of us were a beautiful dominatrix in thigh-high leather boots stalked around her dungeon, choosing the next implement of torture she would use on her helpless slave. “I mean, it depends on him. This is why I said you should ask him. He might be really into pain, or he might not be into it at all. But if he is? Better get yourself a whip.”

Laura laughed at that.

“Can you imagine?”

“Actually, I can,” I said.

For a moment, Laura turned her shining eyes on me again. She didn’t say anything. She just looked at me with that considering look that I was seeing more and more on her face all the time. Sometimes I feel like she could see right through my skull and into the teeming mass in my brain beyond, and sometimes, I could hardly even guess what she was thinking. Was she amused? Fascinated? Turned on? Repulsed? I didn’t really know. All I knew was that she wasn’t a judgmental person, and that she had come to me for my help in navigating this S&M world. Even if I didn’t feel like she needed my help. Even if, as I recalled from our relationship together, she was a natural at this domination stuff when she wanted to be. It was in Laura’s nature to be unsure of herself, and I knew that. I was doing my best to help, even if I wasn’t at all sure why.

“Oh God, is she going to – oh my God!”

As she turned her attention back to the TV screen. The dominatrix had emerged from her toy collection with a huge dildo strapped between her legs. The toy jutted out from her leather-clad body just like a real cock, shining and ready for use. Positioning herself behind her humble slave, she slid the toy into his asshole, making him moan into the gag she had placed in his mouth as she fucked his ass. Her boots shone in the light as she moved, thrusting her hips back and forward, snarling and spitting insults at her fuck pig as she plowed him from behind. Making him groan in masochistic bliss and disgrace while she used him for selfish pleasure. And on the sofa beside me, my ex-girlfriend was rocking with laughter.

“That’s so crazy,” she said between fits of laughing. “Would you ever let a woman do that to you?”

“No,” I said firmly. “I’m not into that.”

“I wonder if Hunter is.”

It was the first time I had heard her refer to her new boyfriend by name. For some reason, I felt my heart twist with jealousy inside me. Exactly what I was trying to avoid. She was my friend, I told myself, over and over again. Not my girlfriend. We had moved on, and I was helping her as a friend now. Nothing more. She had seen other people in the time since we had split up. I had been okay with that. Why was I struggling so much now?

“You’d have to ask him,” I said. I was still watching the display on screen. We all like what we like, and I was in no position to judge anybody else for whatever turned them on. The idea of being anally penetrated by anyone or anything had never appealed to me. But it was a trope I saw again and again in porn whenever I chose to look at it. Clearly, there were tons of men who wanted what was happening on the screen in front of us. And I couldn’t help myself. I had to ask.

“If he asked you to, would you do that?”

“Oh my God, yes!”

Laura didn’t even hesitate. The answer came easily from her lips, her eyes shining with obvious delight as she spoke. I was a little taken aback. I knew she liked to be in charge, and that the kinky games we had played when we were together were not solely for my benefit. She got just as much out of them as I did. But I had never heard her express enthusiasm for that particular act before. I had to admit, the thought of sweet, nerdy Laura wielding a strap-on like the dominatrix in the movie playing in front of us was an image that was going to be hard to shake. Along with plenty of others.

“Well, maybe you’ll get lucky and he’ll bend over for you,” I said. Again, Laura was looking at me with that expression on her face. That speculating expression that told me little of her inner thoughts except that she was thinking something about me.

Reaching for the remote, she turned the movie off suddenly.

“Actually, that’s a good point,” she said. “If I’m going to do this, I’m going to need some supplies. Back when we were dating, neither of us had much money for toys. But now, I can afford a little more. We should go shopping.”

“Shopping? You want me to go sex toy shopping with you?”

“Why not? It’ll be fun. And I could use a male perspective on some of the things I want to buy. Especially a submissive male perspective.”

 “You’re crazy,” I said, shaking my head. I knew what my answer should be. I knew I should refuse. It was one thing to reminisce about old times and share a few tips. It was another to be this active a participant in Laura’s sex life with another man. But there was that look on her face again as she looked me up and down. Despite her normal low self-esteem, I knew this woman could be quite manipulative when she wanted to be. And something told me she wanted to be now.

“Oh, come on,” Laura said, rolling her eyes as she looked at me. “We’ve been friends now longer than we were ever dating. Get over yourself. You’d just be helping out a friend.”

“Helping a friend get laid,” I said.

“Exactly. What else a friends for? Or are you worried you’ll get a boner again?”

“No,” I protested, while Laura howled with laughter. She knew exactly how to get a rise out of me. Twisting on the sofa, she raised her legs and settled her feet in my lap. I felt suddenly breathless as she moved a foot over my crotch, her heel brushing against my cock inside my pants. This was hardly the behavior of a friend. And again, that wild hope swelled in my heart that there might be something more going on here. That maybe, just maybe, Laura was feeling the same excitement that I was, and that she might come to desire the same thing I did. Or maybe she was just playing me. As I looked at her pretty smiling face, I was painfully aware that that was very much an option.

“Are you sure?” she teased. “I have to say, it’s nice to know I can still turn you on. That I can still get you hard without even touching you. Be honest, Steve. Have you thought about fucking me while we’ve been friends this whole time?”

“Of course I have,” I said, while Laura giggled. Under her foot, my cock was swelling, despite the orgasm I had so recently given myself. Hope was surging inside my heart, telling me to ignore everything else. Telling me that what I wanted was so close, no matter how unlikely it seemed. All it would take was for Laura to give in to the obvious sexual tension crackling between us, and we would be back in bed together. That gorgeous body of hers would be mine to worship again. In that moment, I didn’t even need her to dominate me, as wildly thrilling that would’ve been. Vanilla sex with this beautiful woman would have been more than enough.

 “Naughty boy,” Laura said, grinning at me while her foot continued to move over my now half-hard cock. “Are you thinking about fucking me right now?”

“Yes,” I said, making Laura giggle again.

“Stop that,” she said, but she was still smiling as she spoke. Her foot was still moving over my manhood, making it impossible not to think about what she was telling me not to think about. “We’re friends, that’s all.”

“Then why are you touching my cock?” I asked.

“Because fucking with you is so much fun.”

With that, Laura swung her feet out of my lap and down on the living room floor. It took everything I had to suppress a groan of frustration and disappointment that she had stopped touching me. I wanted nothing more than for us to end up in bed together, regardless of her current boyfriend, and with every passing minute, that had seemed somehow more likely. But maybe it was never in the cards, or maybe it was, but Laura had talked herself out of it. Either way, she seemed to have made a decision. She sat on the far side of the sofa from me now, and she might as well have been a million miles away as she crossed her legs and looked at me.

“Come on, come shopping with me,” she said again. “You can help me pick out some sexy outfits. I know you always liked it when I dressed up. I’m not going to fuck you, but it’ll give you some good material for your spank bank after I go home.”

 Laura laughed loudly again as she spoke, and I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. Because after all, she was right. She was painfully right. The minute she was gone, I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist bringing myself to orgasm while thinking about her. Whether remembering things we had done together, or fantasizing entirely new ones. And the fact that she knew that about me brought me a shame that spurred my desire further. I was caught up in a loop of disgrace and desire, and Laura seemed absolutely thrilled to know what she had done to me.

And that’s how I found myself going shopping with my sexy ex-girlfriend.

The mall was busy. And Laura was practically giddy. There was no doubt in my mind any longer. She was getting off on this, in some strange way. Getting off on the power she had to make me do things I didn’t necessarily want to do. Getting off too, perhaps, on the fact that I wanted her so badly and so obviously. That she could tell me to my face we weren’t going to have sex, and I would still follow her around the mall like a puppy dog. I didn’t really understand myself. All I knew was that I couldn’t bring myself to say no to her. And that, in some way, it excited me too. That was the real power she had. Laura didn’t need whips and chains. All she needed to do was dangle the carrot of my own sexual desire in front of me, and I would run after it, even knowing I would never get what I wanted.

“Oooh, look at that,” she said, stopping in front of the window of a clothing store. Inside, a faceless manikin was striking a pose, its plastic body wrapped in a gray dress paired with black mesh stockings. Laura turned to me, her eyes shining behind her glasses in the bright light of the bustling more.

“You think I’d look sexy in that?”

“You look sexy in anything,” I said, while Laura giggled. I meant what I said. After all, it was true. But at the same time, I wasn’t unaware that I was flattering her. Maybe in my own clumsy way, I was trying to seduce her again. But she just ignored it.

“Come on,” she said, turning toward the door of the store. I followed along behind her, shaking my head in disbelief at what this woman was so easily doing to me.

Inside, a sales associate greeted us. Laura asked for the dress in the window in her size. Soon, the sales associate brought it to her, along with the stockings the manikin was wearing. I waited outside the changing rooms while Laura went inside to try it on. As the curtain rattled, I looked over to see my ex-girlfriend posing in the open doorway of the store, one hand on her hip as she leaned the other on the doorway. The dress fit her like the sea fits the shore, the gray fabric clinging to her body as though painted on. Where it grew tight over the swell of her breasts and her hips and her thighs, it flaunted her feminine form at least as much as it hid it. From the look of joy on her face, Laura already knew how she looked in the dress, how well it suited her, how sexy it made her. But that didn’t stop me offering my own opinion.

“You look amazing,” I said, looking her up and down. The mesh stockings drew my eyes to her legs, and Laura laughed as she let me look, basking in my obvious adoration. Again, I felt my cock growing inside my pants, and I tried without much success to push aside the thought of all the kinky sex I had had with this beautiful woman.

 “Your boyfriend’s right,” the sales associate said as she appeared beside me without warning. “That color looks great on you.”

“Thanks,” Laura smiled, stepping out of the changing room and smoothing the clinging dress over her hips as she walked. “But he’s not my boyfriend. Just a friend.”

“Well, your friend has good taste,” the associate said. Laura paused, smiling at the other woman. I could almost see the thoughts forming in her head.

“Yes, he does,” she said slowly. Turning in her stockinged feet, she turned her dazzling smile on me. “Steve, why didn’t you go choose some shoes for me to match this dress? The sexiest ones you can find. I’m a size eight. Don’t worry about them being comfortable. They just have to be hot.”

For a moment, I stood there in silence, staring at Laura. Even when I agreed to this shopping trip that I knew was a bad idea, I hadn’t imagined I would be this involved. But I felt supremely awkward, standing there in front of my ex-girlfriend and the sales associate who seemed to be taking everything in. The last thing I wanted to do was cause a scene.

So instead, once again, I did as I was told. Turning on my heels, I practically fled into the store, anxious to remove myself from the embarrassing situation. And all the while, my cock kept swelling in my pants, growing and fattening with desire that I hoped wasn’t visible as I wandered through the women’s clothing store.

Even as I went, I told myself this was crazy. I told myself I shouldn’t do it. When I asked myself why not, I struggled to come up with a good answer. Sure, it was embarrassing being ordered around by Laura, a woman I wasn’t even having sex with, especially in public. And even more embarrassing how ready I was to do what she said, how I was already looking for something sexy for her to wear for another man. And yet, it’s not like I had a lot else going on in my life. It’s not like I had another sexy woman to serve, or anybody else wanting to play kinky games with me. After all, I realized as I wandered through the racks, that’s what this was. Laura could talk about us being just friends all she wanted, and in a way, that was true. But this was a sex game too. After all, it was turning us both on. Maybe we weren’t going to have actual sex, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t desperately arousing to play in public like this.

Sexy at all costs, she had said. Don’t consider comfort. And I didn’t. Maybe in my own way, I saw this as an opportunity to get a small revenge on Laura while still doing what she wanted. But I knew what I liked, and I knew that was what she wanted. For me to help her dress up in a way that I would find irresistible, and then to deny me anything more. And when I saw the patent leather high-heeled boots on a shelf in the back of the store, the gleaming leather draped with tiny decorative chains, I knew at once what I was going to bring her. The footwear had a dark and dominant edge that I knew she would appreciate, and I knew from experience just how incredible she would lock. Fetching a box from underneath the shelf where the boots shone, I carried it back to where Laura and the sales associate were waiting.

“Oh my,” Laura said as she took the box from me and flipped open the lid. Beside her, the sales associate smiled as she craned her neck to look inside and see what I had chosen.

“That’s going to be a hot look,” she said.

“I just hope my boyfriend likes them,” Laura said, turning her smile on the other woman, who laughed in response. My cheeks burned with embarrassment again as I wondered what they had been talking about while I was gone. Laura had told her we were just friends. But what kind of male friend would help a sexy woman like her get dressed up like this for another man? It wasn’t a question I could answer, and I was the one doing it.

And then, Laura looked at me, and I knew something else was coming. Something else cooked up in that fertile brain of hers, to push things down a new direction the neither of us could predict.

“Can you help me put them on, Steve?” she asked. Beside her, I could feel the sales associate looking at me too, her arms crossed over her dark jacket, waiting for my response.

“Okay,” I mumbled. And Laura grinned as she handed the box to me. Clearly interested in what was taking place between us, the salesperson pointed us toward a bench in a corner where Laura could sit. With my heart hammering in my chest, I followed my ex-girlfriend over to the bench. Sitting down, Laura crossed her legs, the tight dress sliding easily up her thigh, made frictionless by the mesh stockings she was wearing underneath. She arched her foot as she pointed her toes at me, not saying a word. I knew what she wanted. And my mouth felt suddenly dry as I wondered if I was actually going to do it. Behind me, the sales associate had followed us, still watching the whole display. And Laura simply waited, smiling up at me with that gorgeous, infuriating, sexy little smile as she waited for me to do what she wanted.

Opening up the box, I lifted one boot out. I reached inside to pull out the tissue paper that stuffed it, then stepped toward Laura. As I got closer, she lowered her foot. A smile of conquest on her face made my cock leap and surge inside my pants as I sank to the floor in front of her. Trying to act as though this were totally normal, as though the air between us wasn’t completely saturated with sexual energy, I slid the sexy boot onto Laura’s foot. She simply watched, her legs still crossed, her hands balanced on the bench on either side of her as I pulled the tight leather closed and tugged at the zipper that ran up to her knee. The leather hugged her calves tightly, shining in the light just like the tiny silver chains that hung from the wickedly sexy boots. And as I closed the zipper on one boot, Laura uncrossed her legs. For a moment, just for a moment, she parted her thighs. And it took every ounce of self-control I had not to gasp as I saw for just a moment under her dress. She wasn’t wearing panties. Right there in the bright light of the clothing store, my ex-girlfriend flashed me a teasing glimpse of her pussy before re-crossing her legs the other way.

“Go on, put the other one on.”

Laura’s voice seemed to reach me from a long way away, jolting me out of some strange mental state I had fallen into. I felt almost as though I was dreaming, as though this couldn’t possibly be real. I could hardly believe it. In the change room, she must have removed her underwear for just this purpose, so that she could flash me helplessly in public and know there was nothing I could do about it. And my cock raged inside my pants as I began to pull the other boot up her leg, bewitched by Laura’s beauty and dominance while she and another woman looked on.

“I wish I had friends like that,” the sales associate said, while Laura giggled. She had no idea what I had just seen, of course. Standing off to one side, she might have noticed I was looking up Laura’s dress, but she had no way of knowing that my ex-girlfriend flashed me. Still, I suppose she would’ve had to be blind or dead not to notice the obvious sexual tension between us. I was looking at Laura the way a man only looks at a woman he desperately wants, and even though I knew that, I couldn’t stop myself. Besides, Laura was absolutely basking in it, reveling in the power she had to excite me and deny me.

“Yeah, it’s pretty sweet,” she said. “Nice to have a male perspective on what looks good while I get all sexy for my boyfriend. What you think, Steve? Sexy enough?”

As she spoke, Laura uncrossed her legs again and stood up, tugging the tight dress down over her thighs. Balancing in the high-heeled boots, she posed in front of me, one hand on her cocked hip as she struck the posture of a movie star on the red carpet. I didn’t bother to get up off my knees. Instead, I just looked up at her, my cock raging in my pants while I enjoyed my favorite view of this beautiful woman. From below, her towering above me like the goddess she inarguably was.

“You look amazing, Laura,” I said, speaking out of my deep desire and frustration. She smiled down at me, feeling the same thrill I was feeling at this new twist in our relationship.

“I take it that’s a sale?” the sales associate smirked, standing above me just like Laura was.

“Yeah, I think so,” Laura said. “Can you cut the tags off and ring this up? I think I want to wear it out of the store.”


4. A New Humiliation

  

  

“I’m so fucking horny right now.”

Laura practically whispered the words in my ear. But standing as close to me she was, I caught them loud and clear, even through the constant background noise of the mall. We were walking side-by-side, with my ex-girlfriend clinging to my arm with both her hands, her warm body pressed against mine. Her footsteps echoed as the high heels of her new boots rapped on the hard floor of the mall. The gray dress that fit her so well it might have been made-to-measure the way it clung to her body, her sexy feminine figure emphasized with every strutting step she took.

She looked fantastic. Just like I knew she would. And as we made our way through the mall, I felt heads turning to watch us go. These people had no idea. Looking at us, I knew, they would assume what any reasonable person would assume. That we were a young couple with an active sex life. I doubted any of them would guess the awful truth, that we were really friends. Friends who wanted to fuck each other really badly. Friends who were playing some strange game of sexual frustration and denial with an end I couldn’t guess. Maybe Laura couldn’t either. Often, I got the sense that she was making this all up as she went along. There was no master plan, no grand goal at the end of all this. She was just trying things out. Somehow, it all seemed to work out for her. Somehow, one way or another, it all came together to leave her thrilled with excitement and me cringing with deep sexual frustration.

“Me too,” I said without looking in Laura’s direction. I heard her giggle. Her hands tightened on my arm as she clung to me. She couldn’t fail to notice the attention her outfit was getting, and I knew what it was doing to her. Despite her undeniable sexiness, Laura was not a woman with a lot of natural confidence. It’s not like she didn’t know that she was attractive. With the way guys hit on her, she couldn’t fail to be aware of that. It was almost like she didn’t really believe in it. Dressing up like this, having strangers look at her as she passed with obvious desire their eyes, was like fuel for her ego. It turned her on. It turned her on to know that I wanted her just as badly as anyone, that I was walking along beside her with my cock raging in my pants, making each step a frustrating ordeal as our own little psychosexual drama playing out in public without anyone knowing the truth about us.

“Imagine if we were still dating,” Laura whispered in my ear. “We would be going home to have the most amazing sex right now. Or maybe we wouldn’t even wait. Maybe I’d take you into the bathroom and make you go down on me right here and now.”

I didn’t even try to disguise the groan that rose from my throat at her words, and Laura giggled again. She was in her element, absolutely drunk with her own sense of sexual power and freedom. And it seemed the less freedom I had, the more she felt she had herself. She was probably right about that. My desire for her was a weapon this woman had learned to use long ago, and if it had been a while since the last time she had me at her mercy like this, she seemed to have lost none her skill at using it.

“There’s nothing stopping us doing that now,” I said hopefully. Laura laughed in my ear.

“Of course there is,” she said. “I’m not going to cheat. I don’t think Hunter would like it very much if he knew my ex was eating me out in public. We’re pushing things as it is.”

I said nothing. She was right, of course. About all of it. She was in a relationship, and doing what we both wanted to do would be a betrayal of this new person she was seeing. But I didn’t care. This Hunter was no friend of mine. Besides, I was that far gone in sexual desire that it felt as though nothing else mattered. That the normal rules of human behavior counted for nothing, and all that mattered was the release I craved so badly. If I couldn’t have Laura, I felt like I might explode. And I couldn’t have her. That was her decision, not mine. She was getting off on this, too. Getting off on the fact that I wanted her so badly, but I wasn’t. I wasn’t getting off at all. And that imbalance between us, that outrageous unfairness, was its own fuel as we walked through the mall altogether. Another twist to this already twisted relationship the two of us found ourselves in.

Still walking along beside me, Laura reached into her bag and pulled out her phone. She was still smiling as she dialed a number and held the phone to her ear. It didn’t take me long to figure out she was calling, who she must be calling. My heart clenched like a fist at my own frustrated helplessness as Laura called her new boyfriend while still clinging to my arm.

“Hey babe,” I heard her say. “I’m just at the mall with a friend of mine. Want to come pick me up? I promise I’ll make it worth your while.” She gave a throaty laugh at something her lover said, her hand still tight against my arm. “Yeah,” she said in response. “Yeah, I’m just really horny right now. I’ve been thinking about you, and it’s got me going. So clear your schedule for the afternoon. Okay, see you soon. Okay. Bye.”

Ending the call, she slipped her phone back into her purse. Then she smiled up at me, her whole body seeming to vibrate with anticipatory pleasure. It was okay for her, I thought to myself bitterly. She had someone to go home to fuck. Whereas I had nothing waiting for me but an empty apartment and more sexual frustration. Laura had alluded herself to how seeing her dressed up sexy would give me more material for my masturbatory fantasies. And the worst part of that was that she was right. There was no way I was going to be able to think of anything but her. There was no way I wasn’t going to go home and indulge myself in pathetic solitary pleasure while she was out there somewhere with a man I’d never met, getting fucked. I felt that strange bubble of jealousy and hatred and lust and desire inside me again, a feeling I had never known until that fateful day when Laura met me in the café to tell me she was seeing someone. It was torture. Or at least, it should have been. But its own dark way, it filled me with light at the same time. A spectacle I couldn’t turn away from.

“I need to go to the bathroom before Hunter gets here,” Laura said, once again raising her full lips toward my ear and speaking quietly. “I can’t be meeting my boyfriend with pussy juices running down my legs.”

Again, I groaned. And again, Laura giggled. She loved the scenario she had created, reveling in my total frustration and loving every torturous minute of it. She was having a fantastic time.

“Wait here,” she said. Wordlessly, I did as I was told. Near the door of one of the mall’s bathrooms, I stood close to the wall while she detached herself from me. Her purse slung over her shoulder, she strode toward the bathroom, her high heels cracking like gunfire with every step, still catching the attention of passersby until she vanished from my view.

And I stood there, waiting for her to come back, hoping the bulge of my erection wasn’t too obvious in the front of my pants while I stood outside a public bathroom. This whole situation was insanity, of course, and whenever I was alone, whenever Laura wasn’t around, the craziness of it all became even more apparent to me. As though having her around made the unbelievable somehow more plausible. As though having her right in front of me made me ignore the wildness of what was going on. But the minute she left and I had time to think about it, I could barely believe what I had gotten myself into. I was helping my ex-girlfriend have better sex with her new boyfriend, and somehow, she was getting to me to go along with it. Somehow, in some sick way, I was enjoying it. Even though all I really wanted was to have her back. I wasn’t falling for her, I told myself. I was just madly in lust. But desire can be confusing that way. Our feelings betray us, and make us imagine things that aren’t there. I love Laura, and I desired her badly. Many relationships are built on less than that. But it wasn’t that kind of love. Still, it was an unbelievably confusing time for me. Hanging out with my friend and former lover these days was a baffling ordeal that, for whatever reason, I couldn’t let go of.

 Soon, Laura reemerged from the bathroom. I heard her coming before I saw her, her high heels announcing her as she walked across the polished floor. Still smiling, her head held high, brimming over with the confidence her looks gave her. As I straightened up from where I had been leaning on the wall, Laura stepped in front of me, standing close enough so that I could smell the faint perfume that rose from her body. Before I could react, she reached out to me with something small in her hand. Her hand plunged inside the pocket of my pants, and my eyes went wide in surprise and disbelief as she reached deep inside. Her hand moved inside my pocket, reaching ever deeper, and her teeth shone in her devious smile as I felt her fingers touch my cock through my underwear. Right there in public, she manipulated me, grinning like a Cheshire cat to feel how hard my cock was. It took everything I had not to groan in disappointment when she removed her hand, no matter how bizarre the situation was. And when she did, I felt something bulging in my pocket that she had put there. Reaching inside to see what it was, I felt warm soft fabric.

“You can hold onto those panties for me,” Laura said with a wicked smile, her eyes shining behind her glasses as she looked deep into mine. “Something to remember this special day with while I’m off getting fucked by my boyfriend.”

“Oh my God,” I gasped breathlessly.

“I know, right?” Laura giggled. “I’m such a bitch.”

From inside the purse slung over her shoulder, we both heard the sound of her phone ringing. Tearing her bright-eyed gaze away from me, she picked up the phone and answered it.

“Okay,” she said with a giddy smile. “Okay, I’ll be right out. Bye.”

Slipping the phone back into her purse, she turned her attention back to me.

“Well, this was really fun,” she said. “I should take you on all my shopping trips from now on.”

“Please do,” I croaked, surprising myself with the words as they rose out of my throat. This shopping trip with Laura had been pure torture, and yet, I couldn’t ignore how much it thrilled me. Was that really what I wanted, I wondered to myself? More of this teasing? More of this deep sexual frustration? Why?

But Laura didn’t question it. She looked as surprised as I was at my response, but then she burst out laughing. Leaning forward, she rose up on her tiptoes to kiss my cheek. I felt the softness of her skin against the bristle of mine, just for a moment.

“I’ll call you later and we’ll hang out again soon, okay?” she said. “Have fun.”

With that, she turned away from me. I watched as she walked along the brightly lit hallway of the mall, the leather boots I had chosen for her shining and the tiny chains that hung from them swaying with every step. She didn’t look back. I watched her walk along the hallway as she walked toward the bright doors that led to outside, heads turning to watch her path, her body swaying provocatively and the tight dress straining to contain her gorgeous curves. She was absolutely stunning. She was unbelievable. She was a unicorn, a creature too rare and beautiful to really exist in a dreary world like this. And yet she did. And I had let her get away.

As I watched her disappear through the sliding doors, on her way to have the sex I so desperately wanted with someone else, I cursed myself for my stupidity. Maybe we had been terrible together. Maybe we weren’t meant to be in a romantic relationship. But the way I wanted her in that moment, none of that seemed to matter. All I felt was a deep regret that I had been unable to make it work with her.

And that regret clung to me like smoke as I tried to compose myself. In the state of mind I was in, I didn’t want to see her climb into her boyfriend’s car. I certainly didn’t want to see her boyfriend, that lucky and no doubt undeserving recipient of all the wild sexual energy the two of us had conjured together. I didn’t want to see his excitement at the way his girlfriend was dressed, and his smug sense of entitlement to know that he would be fucking that gorgeous body the minute I got home. So I waited for a while in the mall, trying to compose myself. Waiting until I could be sure they were long gone.

Then, I made my own way to the car park. Tracking down my car, I climbed inside. The minute the door closed behind me, I reached into my pocket and pulled out Laura’s panties. The delicate pink fabric felt unbelievably soft in my hands, and as I touched them, I gave a sharp intake of breath. Parts of them were damp. My kinky ex-girlfriend had used the panties she had taken off in the changing room to wipe up the juices that was streaming out of her pussy, and I was to thank, at least in part, for her arousal. My cock surged, and unable to help myself, I raised the panties to my face, scanning the car park at the time to make sure no one could see me. I inhaled, and my chest felt suddenly tight as I detected the smell of Laura’s pussy. How many times I had kneeled at her feet or on the edge of the bed, my face buried between those gorgeous thighs, my cock raging as I pleasured my girlfriend. Before I even realized what was happening, my free hand drifted down to the front of my pants, taking hold of the bulge of my surging cock through the fabric. But just as suddenly, I released it. Jerking off in a public parking lot with a step too far toward true perversion. So I set Laura’s panties down on the passenger seat beside me and started my car. Pulling out of the parking spot, I drove home, my thoughts buzzing all the while with memories and fantasies of Laura.

Reaching my apartment, I parked my car like I had stolen it. Reaching over to the passenger seat, I gathered up Laura’s still-damp panties and stuffed them back into my pocket. Then I hurried upstairs, grateful that I didn’t run into anyone in the lobby or in the elevator. Shame was buzzing inside me, and I had the absurd feeling that if anyone saw me, they would be able to guess what kind of thoughts were on my mind just from the look on my face. As though everyone would know that I was patheticly obsessed with my ex-girlfriend. Though if they knew Laura, I said to myself, maybe they’d understand.

Finally back in the safety of my apartment, I went straight to my bed and lay down. Fishing Laura’s panties out of my pocket, I held them to my face again and inhaled deeply. This time, there was no need to be careful. This time, I didn’t have to worry about anyone watching. Desperately smelling the scent of her pussy, I reached out with my other hand and unfastened the front of my pants. My cock sprang out, hard and ready, straining with all the unrelieved tension that had built up during a long day of teasing. As I closed my hand around it, I moaned in long-delayed pleasure, my thoughts filled with my ex as I began to stroke myself.

And then, my phone rang. I could feel its vibration in the pocket of the pants I still wore, making it impossible to ignore. Cursing, I pulled it out of my pocket and glanced at the screen. It was Laura.

Feeling suddenly guilty, I removed her panties from my face. Taking a deep breath as I tried to compose myself, I answered the phone and held it to my ear.

“Hello?”

But there was no answering greeting. I heard Laura’s voice saying something I couldn’t make out, vague and indistinct as though she were far away from the phone.

“Hello?” I said again. “Hey, Laura?”

But she still didn’t answer. Instead, I heard her laughing. And then I heard a man’s voice, murmuring something too low for me to catch. A hot flush spread over me as I realized that she had dialed me by mistake. Maybe the phone was in her bag and she had set it down in a way that made her call me. But now, I was listening to a private moment. And I knew I should hang up. I knew I should put the phone away. I knew I was already traveling too far down this rabbit hole of strange desire, of delightful sexual frustration.

But I didn’t do that.

Instead, I listened. My heart clenched like a fist once again as I heard the words stop. Instead, I heard rustling, movement. The groan of bed springs. A soft moan. The wet sound of the two of them kissing, my gorgeous ex-girlfriend making out with her new lover while I listened on the other end of the phone.

And soon, the noises grew louder. I could see what was happening in my mind as clearly and unignorably as though I were there in the room with them. With hatred in my heart, I imagined his hands moving over her body, tightly wrapped in a beautiful grey dress she had bought that day. I imagined his hands moving over the black mesh stockings that tightly wrapped her legs, and I felt the warmth of her body as though they were my hands by proxy.

Again, I took my surging cock in my hand, unable to resist the temptation to touch myself. Putting the phone on speaker, I laid it close my head so that I could hear everything. And as I listened to Laura moaning in pleasure, as I listened to the soft sounds she made in her most intimate moments, I knew what was happening. Her boyfriend was fucking her.

Soon, her moans became more rhythmic, no doubt matching the speed of his thrusts as he brought her pleasure with his cock buried deep inside that slick wet pussy of hers. The same pussy I could smell as I held her panties to my face again, breathing in her scent with every breath, running my tongue over the fabric to try and taste her arousal while I listened to her getting fucked. With a growl, I wondered if he had bothered to take off the boots I had put on her, or whether the shining black leather was now wrapped around his hips, pulling him deeper as he plunged his undeserving cock deep inside her. If I were him, I wouldn’t have wasted the time undressing her. I would’ve pulled that scandalously tight dress up around her full hips, and would have been delighted to find she was wearing no panties underneath. I would’ve plunged my cock deep inside her and been thrilled to find her pussy so wet and ready for me, never suspecting why that was. Never suspecting the role I had played in all of this.

Our kinky shopping trip, I now knew, had been foreplay for this. Foreplay to get my ex-girlfriend all worked up and enhance her sex with another man. I cringed at my own inadequacy, my own worthlessness, my own frustration. But that only made the whole thing even hotter to me.

My hand moved over my cock. With every breath, I inhaled the scent of Laura’s pussy. My ears burned with her cries of pleasure as they grew steadily louder, her moans rising from the speaker of my phone to fill my bedroom as though she were there with me. I remembered those cries all too well. I remembered the way she gave herself over fully to passion, how in some ways, sex seemed like the only time she was truly able to forget herself. Finally able to let go of all her doubts and anxieties and be in the moment. No wonder she enjoyed it so much. No wonder she was so good at it. And as I heard the catch in her voice as she wailed and moaned, as her cries became more urgent and frequent as her boyfriend fucked her harder, I knew her orgasm was on its way.

So was mine. My cock was raging in my hand, swollen and throbbing as I slid my fingers up and down. But I tried to hold out. I tried to resist. I wanted to cum with her, to ejaculate at the same moment Laura did. As though that would somehow bring me closer to what I wanted, instead of just being another silly game I was playing. Reason didn’t enter into it. I was far too lost in lust for that. My rational brain completely overwhelmed with pleasure and desire, I was thinking about nothing sex. Suddenly, nothing seemed off the table. Nothing seemed too outrageous or too bizarre. I was jerking off to the sound of my ex-girlfriend getting fucked while sniffing her panties, and I no longer cared what that said about me. I only cared about release.

Laura screamed. A high-pitched wail that came from deep in her throat, that echoed like some beautiful instrument as her lips quivered. That, I knew at once, with the sound of my ex-girlfriend’s orgasm. That was the signal for my own. Groaning desperately into her panties as I held them over my nose and mouth, I came along with her, spurting my seed all over the bed sheets as I writhed in a spasm of pleasure. My orgasm seemed to go on forever, several spurts of cum spluttering across my bed sheets as I emptied my balls at last after so much teasing. And through the phone, I heard Laura moaning and groaning, basking in the afterglow of her own climax. I heard the hateful sound of her boyfriend coming too, his groan of satisfaction that brought another moan out of her. I could imagine him collapsing on top of her, his unworthy body sprawled on top of her beautiful one, and again, I felt that spasm of hate for a man I had never met sweeping through my body.

 I heard her sigh. I heard a faint giggle. I heard the bed springs move in some bedroom far away from me, so far away it seemed impossible to ever cross the distance between there and here. And then, suddenly, the phone went dead.

I lay there gasping, my chest rising and falling as I slowly recovered myself. Laura’s panties dropped from my hand onto the bed beside me, and once again, deep shame filled my whole being. Now that I had cum, I was forced to confront the absolute ridiculousness of what I had done, the pure shameful disgrace of it all. These powerful emotions crashed over me like a wave, and I lay there stunned for a moment, barely able to believe what I had become. What this woman had been able to do to me. But worst of all was the knowledge that I would let her do it again. The next time Laura called, I would be available for her. To mess with and tease and fuck with in whatever way she saw fit. And in my own twisted way, I would be grateful to her for doing it.

Rising from the bed, I made my way to the bathroom. Wiping myself off, I used the toilet. I was still trembling slightly, both from the power of my sexual release and from a sense of inner shame at what I had done. Making my way back to the bedroom, I flopped down on the bed. Now I needed to wash my sheets. It wasn’t like I had a choice. All the sexual tension that had built up while I shopped with Laura had to be released somehow, and unfortunately for me, I didn’t have any other options. Not like Laura did.

As I lay down on the mattress, I saw I had a new message. Unlocking the screen of my phone, I frowned as I read it. It was Laura. And my blood ran suddenly cold as I realized that her calling me had been no accident. She wanted me to hear her having sex. She wanted me to know just how much pleasure she was receiving from her boyfriend. She had planned this whole thing.

How did you like my performance?

You’re insane, I replied.

LOL does that mean you didn’t enjoy it?

I didn’t reply immediately. I began to type something, then deleted it. What was the appropriate response here? Enjoy wasn’t the right word. Listening to her getting fucked tormented me. But it thrilled me in the same strange way our escapades that day had thrilled me, that deep and almost painful humiliating sense of loss of power that I couldn’t get enough of.

That’s what I thought, Laura responded after a while, with a smiley face emoji. And then, a picture. Taken at some strange angle, it took me a moment to realize what I was seeing. And when I did, I gasped. I always knew Laura was kinky. Her sexual creativity and imagination had always been impressive back when we were dating, and clearly, she had lost none of it in the years since. Still, even after everything I knew about her and how willing to experiment with sexuality she was, I could hardly believe that she had taken things to this extreme.

But there it was. I held the phone up in front of my face with shaking hands, turning it to get a better sense of what I was looking at. Laura’s pussy. Framed by her wet thighs, she had sent me a photo of her freshly fucked pussy, shining with the mingled juices of her and her boyfriend. And I groaned in desire and despair as I looked at it, wishing it were my cum filling her instead of his.

But that was the game we were playing. The wild game of frustration and denial that she had dragged me into, and that for whatever reason, I couldn’t bring myself to resist. It was just too exciting to refuse.




5. Getting Permission

  

“Must be driving you crazy, huh?”

The scene couldn’t have been more wholesome. A sunny day in the park, with the trees just starting to come into bud as they shake off the spell of winter. Dogs chasing one another over the lawns groomed by a legion of city workers. Happy families feeding ducks at the edge of the pond while a distant plane carved a faint white streak across the blue sky. The gravel path crunched pleasantly under our feet as we walked along side-by-side, Laura and I, just two friends enjoying each other’s company.

Except that wasn’t what was going on at all. There was a darkness now in our relationship, a darkness that felt all the more striking when contrasted with the light all around us. The walk in the park had been her idea. She was right, of course. It was too nice a day to sit inside. But I wondered all the same if there wasn’t more than the weather to her decision. Maybe she didn’t want to be anywhere alone with me right now. Maybe even she knew she had finally gone too far. That the photo she had sent me,of her pussy dripping right after she had sex with her new boyfriend, might’ve been taking things too far. Then again, maybe not. It was hard to know what was going through Laura’s head these days. Maybe it always was, and I had just forgotten. Forgotten how wild and crazy she could be when she wanted to, how strangely uninhibited she sometimes was. These days, it was hard to understand my sexy friend at all. And yet there I was, along for the ride. Just as she must’ve known I would be.

“That’s putting it mildly,” I said, making Laura laugh. I couldn’t help myself. That laughter was still intoxicating to me. Like music. Like wine. I love to hear her laugh, even when she was laughing at me. Maybe especially then. It was a tangled situation the two of us had found ourselves caught up in, and I could tell myself I hated it all I wanted. But that wouldn’t make it true. The truth was that it fascinated me. It called to me, the darkness of it all finding some echo in a darkness of my own. Laura was always sexy, but she had never been as sexy to me as she was now that she had become this cruel and teasing temptress. Hours of every day were eaten up in thoughts of her, in deep cravings for her. I had it bad. Call it infatuation. Call it sexual obsession. But whatever you called it, there was no denying its power.

“I know. I’m such a bitch.”

As she spoke, Laura threaded one arm underneath mine. And we walked along like that, side-by-side, once again looking for the world like a happy young couple in love, when the reality was far stranger and wilder than that. She knew what she was doing, of course. And I did too. Maybe that, in its way, was part of it too. Her manipulations were so obvious, so out in the open, it was like she was daring me to resist them. Daring me to stay strong and resist her clumsy seduction. And I couldn’t. We both knew I couldn’t. The hold on me her beauty gave her would not let go, and not only did knowing that she was toying with me do nothing to diminish her power. If anything, it enhanced it. That dark vein of cruelty in her, that I had always found so bewitching, had never been stronger or more evident than it was now. And it made her absolutely irresistible to me. Maybe even more so than her pretty face or her gorgeous body or her devious mind. My ex-girlfriend was trying to be irresistible to me, and it was working. We had gone from lovers to friends, and ended up here, where desire was once again the defining fact of the way we related to one another. And I knew what Laura was getting out of all this, of course. What baffled me more was exactly what I was getting out of it.

“I told Hunter about you.”

My shoes kicked up a little dust as I stumbled slightly on the gravel of the path.

“Not everything, of course,” Laura quickly added. “I’m not sure either of us are ready for that conversation yet. But I told him I was at the mall with you. That we used to date, but now we’re just friends.”

We were definitely more than that, I thought to myself without saying it out loud. Instead, I cleared my throat before answering Laura as blandly and innocuously as I could.

“What did he think of that?”

“He was okay with it,” Laura said. “He’s not threatened by the fact we still hang out. Or if he is, he knows better than to admit it.”

“That’s good,” I said.

“Yeah. It is good,” Laura said slowly. Behind her glasses, her bright eyes caught the light as they stared out over the lake to the trees beyond. Someone had thrown a stick out into the water, and their dog had bounded after it, making a loud splash as it bellyflopped into the pond.

“But I have to say, that’s something sexy about a little bit of jealousy, isn’t there?” Laura said at last. She still wasn’t looking at me. Her eyes were still following the motions of the dog as it swam toward the floating stick, carving a V-shaped channel in the water behind it while its owners cheered it on like an Olympic athlete.

“Are you saying you wish Hunter was more jealous?” I asked, keeping my tone carefully neutral.

Finally, Laura turned toward me. Her pretty face lit up in a bright smile, her teeth shining between her pink lips as she grinned broadly at me. I knew that smile so well. Back when the two of us were dating, I saw it all the time. And even in the couple of years since we had split up and remained friends, I had seen it now and then, though admittedly a little less often. But now it was back. Laura’s deep delight at everything that was going on between us, her total joy at doing to me what she knew she was doing to me. Her smile might’ve been infectious if I hadn’t been the butt of the joke. But I was, and so that smile called all manner of strange feelings out of me. But it did nothing whatsoever to make me want her any less than I already did.

“No,” Laura said, hugging my arm tighter as she pressed her body against mine. “I have you for that, don’t I?”



The air felt close in my apartment. As tight as a drum, the way it feels before a storm. And I knew there was a storm coming. Hurricane Laura, descending on me with sublime power. And there I sat, waiting. Wanting that storm to swallow me up. To annihilate me.

Making no attempt to escape, to protect myself in any way. Embracing what was coming.

After our walk around the park, it was Laura that suggested we go back to my place and ‘watch a movie or something’. When I had picked her up from her place, I had noticed the shopping bags she was carrying, but she didn’t say a word about them, and neither did I. Still, I couldn’t stop my imagination going wild. I couldn’t keep from wondering what was in them. Maybe nothing. Maybe she had been shopping for new socks or something equally uninteresting. But then why would she bring them to me? That old familiar hope surged in my heart once again, the hope that Laura was going to do something sexy and kinky and exciting with me. And even though I knew she had a boyfriend, even though so far she had been more or less completely loyal to her relationship with Hunter, I couldn’t keep myself from hoping that today would be the day she changed her mind. Truthfully, I was so infatuated with her by now that I would have been more than happy to be her spare man, her bit on the side. More than anything else in the world, it seemed, I wanted my ex-girlfriend to have sex with me again. And even though we had been down that road before, the primal part of my brain insisted that it would be different this time. Wilder. Crazier. Kinkier. We had played games of domination and submission before, and the things I had done with Laura remained some of my fondest memories. But with all the wild sexual tension that had been building up between us over the past few weeks, I knew that now, everything would be so much more intense. So much wilder and more fulfilling. It felt like nothing could possibly be as important as that, and that no price was too high to pay to get what I wanted.

Of course, it was all up to Laura. It always was.

And there I was, sitting in my living room, waiting for her. We hadn’t been back from the park long when her excitement got the better of her. The new bags, she told me, contained new outfits that she wanted to get my opinion on before she showed them to her boyfriend. And I’d agreed to give my opinion, just as we both knew I would. Even though we both knew it would torment me all over again to see her all dressed up, a beautiful sex kitten for another man’s enjoyment. After all, that was our dynamic now. That was the game we played. And it wasn’t sex. Not technically. But it wasn’t a million miles away, either. These days, single as I was, the closest I got to sex was being teased by Laura and then masturbating furiously afterward. A pathetic situation to be in, for sure. And yet somehow, it excited me more than many actual relationships I had had in the past.

 The sound of high heels on the floor of my apartment announced her presence as Laura emerged from my bedroom. I braced myself as I turned toward her, trying to stay strong. But the sight of her as she emerged into my living room banished all thoughts of restraint. Once again, my friend had transformed herself into a sex goddess.

 Laura always looks good in a dress. And this one was designed to flaunt what she had. It fit like a glove, pulling close to her torso as it strained over her boobs before flaring out from her hips. Shiny black leather material caught the light, shimmering as she moved. The plunging neckline was held together by a strategic set of laces, and underneath them, I could see her cleavage straining to get out. The skirt ended high up her thighs, rising even higher as she twirled on the spot to make it spin around her. And I felt a strange spasm in my heart to see that she was wearing the boots I had chosen for her on our shopping trip the last time we had been together. The shiny black leather boots with the wicked high heel and decorative chains hanging from them, adding an even more dominant edge to an already highly provocative outfit.

“What you think?” Laura asked, stopping her spin to smile at me as she posed in the center of my living room.

 “You look amazing,” I said in a hoarse voice, not even thinking about my response. Laura laughed giddily, but it was no more than the truth. She really did look amazing. Instantly, I could feel my cock starting to swell in my pants in response to this vision of pure female sexiness.

“Do I look like a dominatrix?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said truthfully, my eyes traveling up and down her body of their own accord while she laughed again.

“Good,” she said. “That’s what Hunter likes. And I think you do too, don’t you?”

Without waiting for an answer, Laura began walking toward me. With every step, her tight dress shimmered and shone. The smile dropped from her face, to be replaced by something else. Something almost predatory. Her bright eyes were locked on me, framed by her glasses, their nerdy vibe somehow enhancing rather than diminishing the dominant edge of her outfit. And as she walked slowly, stepping carefully, swaying from side to side in her high heels, I stared at her in amazement. She was always sexy to me. But the way she could transform like this, from my pretty friend in casual clothes to this gorgeous sex goddess, never failed to leave me breathless. I was hers completely, and we both knew it. She was stalking toward me like some hunting cat, and I sat there as though mesmerized, just waiting for her to pounce.

“The look on your face,” Laura said slowly, shaking her head to make her short dark hair sway slightly around her jawline. “You really do want me bad, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do,” I growled. After all, there was no point denying it. And there was no possibility of getting what I wanted without admitting it. Not that there was much chance even then. But why be coy when the truth was written so plainly all over my face? Not to mention in other places. And while I sat there gazing up at this vision of pure sexiness, Laura moved. Shifting her weight, she lifted one foot, and I grunted as she placed the other higher on my thigh, the sharp heel of her boot hovering dangerously close to my bulging crotch. Looking down at the obvious swelling in my groin, she smiled to herself, delighted with the effect she was having on me. Taking it as a tribute to her irresistible beauty, which I supposed it was.

“Show me then,” she said in a soft voice. The tight leather she wore creaked as she placed her hands on her hips, her mouthwatering breasts swinging from side to side as she moved. There was an energy in her that seemed to make it impossible for her to stay still. I knew she was turned on. The mere fact of how sexy she looked was enough to ensure that. And I knew how these games usually went. Laura loved nothing more than getting me all excited, only to deny me and hurry back to have sex with her boyfriend. If that was the role I now had in her life, so be it. It wasn’t what I would have chosen. But it wasn’t something I was going to refuse, either. After all, it’s not like I had a lot of other options.

Still, her words caught me by surprise. I still didn’t know the rules. After all, they seem to change every time we got together. As always, it was all up to Laura. I was just along for the ride. I was going to go along with whatever she decided, desperate to have any contact with her that she decided to allow. We both knew it. We both reveled in it. But in the depths of my wild lust, I didn’t take her meaning straightaway.

“Your cock,” Laura said, her full lips enunciating the word slowly and clearly as though she were talking to an idiot. “Get it out. I want to see the effect I’m having on you.”

“Really?”

Probably there was a note of wild hope in my voice, because Laura laughed out loud as she gazed down at me, her foot still high on my leg so that her skirt rested tantalizingly high on her thighs.

“Don’t get too excited,” Laura said. “I’m not going to fuck you. I just want to see it. See if it’s still how I remember it. See how it compares to Hunter’s.”

Again, I felt that strange stab in my heart at the reminder that she was having sex with another man. But it was totally overwhelmed by the desire that roared inside me. Without any further clarification, I reached for the front of my pants and began to unfasten. Laura grinned down at me, looking endlessly pleased with herself to see me comply with her commands. As I opened the zipper of my pants, my cock sprang out, hard and ready, already throbbing in recognition of the goddess that stood in front of me. And Laura’s eyes shone behind her glasses as she smiled down at it. Slowly, her foot moved on my thigh, and I groaned as the toe of her boot touched my shaft. Almost involuntarily, I reached out toward her, desperate to touch her. My fingers felt the slickness of the leather of her boot as I cradled it in my hands, sliding them up and down the leather that encased her lower leg. And Laura let me. For now, she wasn’t stopping me. She was just standing there, smiling down at me, teasing me to the point of madness with nothing but the toe of the boots I had chosen for her.

“Well hello there,” she purred. “It’s been a while, hasn’t it? How many times have you jerked off thinking about me in the last couple of weeks?”

“So many, Laura,” I panted, making her laugh again.

“Really?” she said, as though she was surprised by my answer.

“Too many to count,” I confirmed. “You’re all I think about these days. You’re so fucking hot right now. God, I want you so badly.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” Laura smiled. “And you know the best part?”

 That dress creaked again as she moved. Bending at the waist, she leaned forward, resting her arms on her bent knee as she bent over me. Her cleavage strained even more against the black laces that barely contained it, and the view down the front of her dress was magnificent as she lowered her mouth toward my ear.

 “You can’t have me,” she said in a near-whisper while I groaned in sexual frustration. “That’s the hottest thing of all to me.

Not giving you what you want. Teasing you, driving you crazy and then denying you. I can’t believe we never thought of this before. Honestly, I think I like messing with you even more than I ever enjoyed having sex with you. And I really enjoyed having sex with you.”

 I groaned again, and Laura laughed again. That was the relationship between us in a nutshell, in a single mingled sound. My groans of frustration, and her wild laughter. The sexy imbalance of power between us that made her more enticing to me than even her incredible looks did.

“But it’s not all bad news,” Laura went on. Now her voice got louder and more matter-of-fact as she straightened up again, her breasts bouncing in the tight confines of the sexy dress as she straightened up. Her foot was still on my leg, the toe of her boot still moving maddeningly up and down the shaft of my cock, teasing me relentlessly while I gazed up at her. And I was still holding her leg in my hand, not daring to move higher even though I badly wanted to. Even though the darkness under her skirt called to me like nothing else had, exerting a force as inescapable as gravity as I stared up her, unable to turn my eyes away.

 “We’re going to have to do something about that boner problem of yours,” she said. “After all, we’re just friends. You can’t be popping a stiffy every time we hang out. I mean, personally, I find it flattering. But it’s got to be pretty embarrassing for you.”

“It is,” I said, making Laura giggle again.

“That’s what I thought,” she said. “We’ll have to figure something out. Do you still have those panties I gave you?”

“Yes,” I said uncertainly. Of course I did. As shameful as it was, Laura’s underwear had become a kind of relic that I returned to again and again. The smell of her pussy was slowly fading from the fabric, but still, I found myself pressing them to my face again and again while I indulged in solitary pleasure, thinking of her. Thinking of her across town, getting fucked by a man who wasn’t me. Tormenting myself with memories and fantasies of this woman that obsessed me so completely.

“Go get them,” she said. Finally, Laura raised her foot from my thigh. Her high heel clicked on the floor as she stood on two feet once again, stepping back from the couch where I sat. Awkwardly, I rose to my feet, my cock swaying lewdly with every movement I made. As I reached down to put it back inside my pants, Laura stopped me with a word.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “I didn’t give you permission to put that away. Leave it out. Go fetch my panties and bring them back here.”

 I didn’t argue. She knew I wouldn’t. She knew there was nothing more sexy to me than when she gave me orders, and I hurried to follow them. Leaving my hard cock poking out of the open front of my pants, I hurried across my apartment toward the bedroom. Taking out the panties from where I kept them stuffed in a drawer, I hurried back to the living room. By the time I got there, she had taken a seat on the sofa. Her legs were crossed, the short skirt of her shiny dress sliding even higher up her toned thighs as she grinned at me.

“Take your clothes off,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone. She gave orders as though there were no question in her mind that I would obey, as though she had every right to talk to me like this and treat me this way. And secretly, I seemed to believe the same thing. Because right there in my own living room, I did exactly as I was told. While my ex-girlfriend watched, still with that satisfied smile on her face, I shed my clothes completely, leaving them in a pile on the floor at my feet. Completely naked now, I stood in front of her, my throbbing cock projecting out from my body like a tribute to her beauty and her body that I couldn’t have.

“Put my panties on,” she said.

“What?” I spluttered. But Laura only smiled even deeper at my confusion in disbelief.

“You heard me,” she said. “I think it will be sexy seeing that big hard cock stuffed inside my skimpy panties. Especially because I’m not going to use it. You don’t get to fuck me anymore. But I do have some news you’re going to like. I told you I talked with Hunter about you. He’s not jealous. Besides, he’s a sweet submissive boy who knows his place. So we agreed – well, I decided and he agreed that I can play with you. We’re not having sex. I told you that. That would be cheating, and I don’t cheat. But a kiss isn’t cheating, is it?”

 “No,” I breathed. But as Laura knew all too well, I would agree with anything she said in that moment. I would say whatever I thought she wanted to hear. It stung to hear her confirm that she wasn’t going to sleep with me, but the way sexual tension was crackling in the air between us, I still held out hope that she might change her mind about that. Laura was playing me like an instrument, and I was happy to let her. Happy to feel used and manipulated and completely overmatched by this beautiful goddess.

“That’s what I thought,” Laura grinned. “So put those panties on, then get on your knees and kiss my pussy. Now.”

As she spoke, Laura theatrically uncrossed her legs. Under the short dress, she wore no underwear, and I could see her pussy shining in front of me, already wet with desire. I gasped, barely able to believe what was happening to me and the dirty movie my life had become. But my body took over. Laura crowed with laughter at the speed with which I began to struggle into her underwear, pulling it rapidly up my thighs. The thin material clung to my balls as I stuffed them inside, and my stiff cock poked lewdly out above the waistband, pinned back against my stomach by the elastic. Laura laughed out loud, and I felt my cheeks burning with shame as she enjoyed my humiliation. But I didn’t try to stop her. I couldn’t. I was too in love with that feeling of humiliation myself.

 “Down you go, panty boy,” Laura sneered. And I did. I dropped to my knees on the floor of my own living room, and as I leaned forward toward her, the smell of her desire engulfed me. My cock throbbed desperately inside her underwear while I steered my face between her thighs. Laura rested one hand on the back of my head, pulling me closer, and I felt my hands trembling on her thighs as I pressed my lips against her pussy for the first time in years. I kissed her sex tenderly, and she sighed happily, gazing down at me with eyes shining with lust. I kissed her again, using a little more tongue this time, and she smiled her approval like a radiant sun when I looked up at her for permission.

“That’s right,” Laura said in a voice that was now dripping with obvious lust. “You don’t get to fuck me anymore. You lost that privilege when we broke up. But Hunter thinks it’s hot that I would have an oral slave on the side. And so do I. So from now on, whenever I give the order, you’re going to eat me out and thank me for the privilege. Aren’t you, panty boy?”

“Yes, Laura,” I mumbled, barely raising my mouth from her pussy long enough to give her the answer she wanted. But she heard me loud and clear, and sighed in pleasure to hear me submit to her dominant femininity. And as I continued licking her, her moans of pleasure growing ever louder in my living room, I struggled to believe what was happening.

 Meanwhile, her shiny boot moved over the front of the panties I wore, continuing to tease my cock through the fabric. And as her pleasure grew, so did mine. Soon, both of us were moaning in desire, both of us swept up in this tidal wave of kinky sex. When I felt her pussy spasm against my lips and tongue, as I drank down the hot flood of her juices that I hadn’t tasted for years now, I couldn’t control myself any longer. My cock exploded, spurting my cum all over her boot while she moaned in bliss above me.

As her climax passed, Laura pushed my head away from her dripping pussy. I saw her devilish smile as she looked down at her boot and the worship puddle I had left on the shiny black leather. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes glazed, but she remained every bit the dominant goddess she had been before. Sated with pleasure or not, Laura had everything she needed to keep me firmly in her control.

“Uh oh, panty boy,” she mocked as she gazed down at me. “Better clean up your mess, hadn’t you?”

 “Yes, Laura,” I said as I gazed up at her breathlessly. Completely overcome. Completely conquered by her beauty and dominance. There didn’t seem to be anything else I could possibly say.




6. A Humiliating Date

  

How did I let her talk me into this?

There was a question I was asking myself a lot lately. Laura had an insane ability to get me to do things I never would have imagined I would willingly do. Somehow, it had all become part of the kinky game we were playing. I didn’t know where any of this was going. I didn’t know where it might end. I only knew I didn’t want it to. I knew that the last few weeks of endless sexual frustration and denial had been some of the most thrilling of my life. And that as strange as this game undoubtedly was, as absolutely bizarre as the situation I found myself in had become, I couldn’t help myself.

And that’s how I found myself driving to Laura’s apartment, asking myself the same questions over and over again and not coming up with any new answers. It was her idea, of course. It was always her idea. She wanted me to meet her new boyfriend, and even though that was about the last thing I wanted to do, she had convinced me to do it anyway. Maybe it was for the best. Somehow, the three of us had fallen into a bizarre kind of relationship. I wasn’t dating Laura, the way I used to. But sexual activity was now on the table. Not the sex I wanted with her, but something. So I couldn’t really blame either of them for wanting to get everything settled between us. Even if it wasn’t what I wanted.

For now, Hunter, to me, was an abstraction. A fact I had to acknowledge, that I tried not to think about too much. I supposed I was jealous of him. Jealous that he got to fuck Laura, and I didn’t.

That all her efforts to be sexy and look as stunning as she could were for his benefit, not mine. Laura and I were just friends, and had been since we stopped dating years ago. But in all that time, I had never wanted her like I did now. I had never felt jealous of other men she had seen the way I did of Hunter. Maybe that was just something I had to get past. But I already knew that meeting him wasn’t going to be easy.

Still, Laura had managed to convince me to do it. With that sly smile on her pretty face, with that glint in her eye that she had when she got me to do what she wanted, she had persuaded me that this was the right way to go. And so there I was, driving across town to pick her up and then pick up her boyfriend so the three of us could go out and get to know each other a little better.

Parking my car outside the shared house where Laura lived, I walked toward the front door. As soon as I rang the doorbell, I heard movement in the house. In a matter of seconds, the front door swung open, and there was my ex-girlfriend, standing on the doorstep.

She was already dressed. She wore a green dress with a plunging neckline that exposed some delicious cleavage, and her eyes were shining with delight the way they always did, framed by her glasses and her short dark hair. She was wearing sneakers on her feet, giving her a more casual look that was still sexy in a fun and flirty way. I had imagined Laura would show up looking like a knockout the way I knew she could, and in her way, she did. But she didn’t look like the dominant mistress of my fevered dreams. Instead, she just looked like what she was; a pretty, sexy young woman.

“Ready to go?” I asked, half turning back toward my car as I spoke.

 “No, not yet,” Laura said. “Come on. Come in. Just for a minute.”

She turned back into the house as she spoke, and I followed her, closing the door behind me. She shared the house with several roommates, but her bedroom was close to the front door, and so I didn’t see any of them as she led me inside.

 “Close the door,” she said as she stood beside her bed, turning to face me. I did as she said, swinging the door shut behind me and trying not to hope that this meant something sexy was about to happen. With Laura, you never know. Lately, she had been an absolute dynamo, her always-healthy appetite for sex kicked into high gear by the kinky games we were playing. But I didn’t want to get myself too worked up for this meeting with her boyfriend. Especially since my ex took such pleasure in teasing me and then denying me the release I craved.

“You like my dress?” she asked. As she spoke, Laura did a little twirl, the hem of her dress rising as it swirled around her thighs. She knew exactly what she was doing to me, and she reveled in it. The more badly I wanted her, the more like a goddess she felt. And she did look good. There was no denying that. The dress was fitted tight through her torso before flaring out from her hips, emphasizing her hourglass figure as she moved.

“Yeah, I do,” I said truthfully, looking her up and down as I spoke. After all, being asked for my opinion of her outfit gave me an excuse to look at her like that. And I knew Laura liked it. I knew she loved the reminder that I wanted her, that while we might be friends, I still desired as much as I ever had. It was that knowledge that made the air crackle between us as though ready at any moment to burst into flame.

“Good,” Laura said. “It’s very comfy. And I like what you’re wearing too.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled, not used to being complimented like that. It wasn’t like I had put in a ton of effort. But I had taken the trouble to put on a button-down shirt and my best pair of jeans, trying to at least look somewhat respectable. We weren’t going anywhere fancy, Laura had told me. Still, I wanted to look good. It’s not like I was trying to win her back away from her current boyfriend or anything stupid like that, I told myself. But I didn’t want her looking at Hunter and then looking at me and knowing in an instant why the two of us weren’t together anymore.

 Laura’s eyes glinted, her eyelids darkened by carefully- applied makeup. Her lashes were thick and dark, making her eyes even brighter as she smiled at me. And a coat of lipstick drew my attention to her full lips, tugging at that ever-present nerve inside me that reminded me that this was a sexy woman that stood in front of me. A woman who, last time I had seen her, I had happily gone down on and ended up ejaculating on her boot. I felt my cheeks beginning to burn with the familiar sensation of embarrassment at that memory, and I wondered if Laura was thinking about it too. There was no way to know exactly what was going on inside that beautiful head of hers. But I wouldn’t have been surprised to know she, too, was thinking about the kinky adventures we had had. And maybe the ones to come in the future, too.

“I’ve got something else I want you to wear though,” Laura said. As she took a step toward me, I knew in an instant that she had had something crazy planned all along. That I wasn’t just imagining the sexual tension in the air, the inaudible note of desire that I could somehow nevertheless detect through some sense I had no name for. Laura stood in front of me in a cloud of perfume, smiling up at me, her breasts just touching my chest, and I struggled as best I could keep my eyes on her face while her deep cleavage taunted me just at the edge of my vision. Her hands slid over her body, over her dress, hissing over the fabric. Stepping back from me slightly, she looked down, and so did I. Lifting up her skirt, she hooked her thumbs underneath the pale blue panties she was wearing, pulling the underwear slightly away from her body. When she looked up at me again, her smile was as mischievous and sexy as ever.

“I want you to wear panties tonight,” she said, biting her red lower lip provocatively as she spoke. “I want you to wear these panties.”

“What?” I spluttered. But I already knew that Laura wasn’t going to give up. She never did when it came to matters like this. She loved to be in control, and she seemed to love it even more what I put up some token resistance. Something for her to overcome. To remind her of the fearsome power she held to get me to do the most embarrassing and ridiculous things.

“That’s right,” she said in a soft voice. “I want you wearing my panties under your jeans. So that you don’t forget your place in my life, as my submissive oral slave and panty boy. Just one of the girls. It’s going to get me so hot sitting there in the bar, knowing that you’re wearing girly underwear because I told you to. Don’t pretend it doesn’t turn you on too.”

Sliding one hand out from underneath her dress, Laura reached for the front of my jeans. As she stroked the fabric, outlining the shape of my swelling cock through my pants, she chuckled under her breath. I sighed as my manhood responded to her touch, tenting the front of my jeans in a matter of seconds while she expertly toyed with me. She was right, of course. The idea did excite me. In whatever submissive part of my soul responded to these bizarre rituals, I did want to do what she said. It would be a turn-on, having this little secret between us. And the humiliation of it all made it more appealing to me, as well as to her. In that sense, I suppose, we were made for each other.

“I don’t know,” I said slowly, trying to control the tremors in my voice as Laura continued to toy with my cock through the clothes I wore.

 “I do,” she said back to me, her voice little more than a whisper as she smiled up at me. “It’s okay. You don’t have to think. You just have to do what you’re told. Laura will do all the thinking for you. Isn’t it easier that way? Isn’t it easy just to give in and do what I say? You know you like that. You both do. Do you need some pussy to convince you?”

“It couldn’t hurt,” I said with a smile, making Laura laugh. In response, she stopped playing with my cock and instead wrapped her hand around the back of my neck. She pulled me toward her, directing my face to her impressive boobs. Bending forward, I gratefully buried my face in her cleavage, kissing and licking the soft flesh while she carried on laughing. Then, her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me further down. Knowing what she wanted, I dropped to my knees on the floor of her bedroom, her pelvis right in front of me as she lifted her dress. I reached for the blue panties she wore, but Laura stopped me.

“Not yet,” she said in that same soft voice. “See what you can do without taking them off first. Get them nice and wet.”

I didn’t respond. Verbally, anyway. Instead, I moved forward on my knees, pressing my face to her mound through the soft fabric of her underwear. I heard Laura sigh in pleasure as I rubbed my face against it, nuzzling her crotch. I could feel the warmth of her pussy through her underwear, and already, there was a faint dark spot of moisture that showed how aroused she was by what was going on. Pressing my face against her more forcefully, I began to rub my nose up and down her slit, then pressed my mouth to it. As I ran my tongue over the cloth, I could taste a faint hint of her desire, and she groaned faintly as she rested one hand on the top of my head.

I rubbed my head back and forth, feeling the smoothness of her legs as I ran my hands over her thighs. Reaching higher, I cupped her ass in both hands, pulling her against me. Laura chuckled as she thrust her hips forward, allowing me to press my face more firmly against her pussy. I licked the fabric that covered her pussy, feeling her sensitive lips through the material, and soon, her underwear was wet with a mixture of my saliva and her free-flowing juices. Just as she ordered. And soon, Laura was rocking her hips back and forth in my hands, her body surrendering to the rhythm of pleasure I was giving her as I continued to lick and kiss and press my lips against hers through the material of her underwear.

“Tell me how badly you want this pussy right now,” Laura said in a soft voice that dripped with sexual desire. “Tell me you’ll do whatever I tell you just for a taste of my cum.”

“Yes, Laura,” I gasped, completely overcome with desire now that I could taste and smell her sex right in front of me. “I’ll do what you say. I’ll wear your panties, I promise.”

 “Good boy,” Laura cackled. “Okay, you can take them off now. Take them off me and put them on you. Then I’ll allow you to eat my pussy before we go pick up my boyfriend.”

Her words were shocking. But no more shocking than my actions as I did exactly as I was told. Lifting my head away from her sex, I took her panties in my hands and pulled them down. Laura held her dress up out of the way as I pulled her underwear off, raising one foot after the other so that I could remove her underwear completely. As I set it down on the ground next to me, I looked up at her. The smile never left her face as she stared down at me, her eyebrows rising slightly as though daring me to defy her. But she knew I wouldn’t. She knew I had no power to resist her. And the smile that spread across her face as I reached for the front of my pants and began to unfasten them was completely irresistible.

Staying on my knees, I slid off my jeans and my underwear, and Laura’s hands gripped the hem of her rolled-up dress as she watched my cock spring out from between my legs. Picking up her panties from where they lay on the floor, I struggled into them, pulling them up my legs and around my hips. They were tight, the fabric digging into my backside as I pulled them into place, packing my balls and hard cock inside them. Laura giggled with absolute glee, delighted with the humiliating spectacle of watching me stuff my manhood into her wet underwear. My hard cock protruded obscenely, the elastic of the underwear digging into my throbbing shaft. But Laura loved it. And that was all that mattered.

“Good,” she said, her voice a low growl of desire as she stared down at me. “All right, panty boy. Get over here and do your job. Make me cum before we go out tonight.”

There wasn’t much this woman could possibly say to me that I was more ready to do than that.

 As she spoke, Laura stepped back toward the bed. She dropped down heavily on the mattress, making it bounce underneath her as she sat with her dress still bunched up around her waist. She spread her legs in front of me, inviting me in. And I hurried forward on my knees, my cock bouncing ridiculously in the tight panties that clung to it as I hurried to do her bidding. As I steered my face between her damp thighs and ran my tongue over her pulsating lips, I was gratified to hear the moan of pleasure that rose from her throat. My cock surged even more in the feminine underwear as the taste of her sex filled my mouth, driving me on to some ever-greater peak of pleasure. My hand drifted down toward my cock, but I stopped myself short of touching it. I barely knew why. Laura hadn’t forbidden me from it, and with the wild arousal I was feeling, nothing seemed more enticing. But I remembered how deeply humiliating it had been to cum on her boot while I ate her out last time we were together, and some strange residual pride stopped me from doing what came naturally. Even though there was no way not to feel the humiliation Laura wanted me to feel. Even there was no way not to be embarrassed of the way I was behaving, the way I so meekly and readily obeyed my ex-girlfriend’s orders. Instead, I focused on her pleasure. Again, I felt the silky skin of her thighs and my hands as I touched her legs, rocking my head back-and-forth as I plunged my tongue into the soft wet folds of her womanhood.

Up above me, Laura cried out in pleasure. I didn’t know if her roommates were home or not, but she didn’t seem to care, and therefore, neither did I. The sound of her sexual pleasure was like the sweetest music to me, and I bathed in it, letting it wash over me. Laura closed her eyes, threw back her head, leaned back with her hands behind her on the mattress as she surrendered to the climax building inside her. And I felt it coming. I felt her lips spasm against my own, felt her body release as her pussy spasmed against my mouth. Her juices poured out of her, hot and wet, coating my face in her liquid pleasure while I lapped them up as eagerly as a kitten with a bowl of milk. My cock was raging, but knowing that wasn’t going to happen only made the whole situation more powerful erotic to me. And as Laura screamed out her selfish pleasure, mocking me with my own inadequacy and frustration whether she meant to or not, I growled into her streaming pussy, barely able to believe what I had become.

Abruptly, Laura pushed me away. Placing one foot on my shoulder, she shoved me down to the floor, and I sprawled on the carpet of her bedroom, gazing up at her in shock. Her cheeks still glowing with orgasm, her eyes still shining with pleasure, she laughed out loud at the look on my face, at the no-doubt pathetic impression I gave as I sprawled on the floor of her bedroom with my raging cock crudely stuffed into her soaked panties. Slowly, Laura pulled her dress down around her, denying me the view of the pussy I could still taste in my mouth as she rearranged herself. Then, she stood.

“Good boy,” she said again, stepping forward to stand over me with her hands on her hips. The darkness under her dress tormented me as I gazed up at her, trying to get another site of that pussy I had just brought to orgasm with my mouth, only to be denied yet again. “I fucking love having an oral slave. I can just have an orgasm in your face whenever I want. Now, put your pants on and let’s go. No orgasms for you, panty boy.”

Bending at the waist, she leaned forward, looming over me even more. Her cleavage filled my vision as it strained against the neckline of her dress, but it was her blazing eyes that held my full attention, and the wild sadism I could see burning inside them.

 “It’s going to keep me so fucking horny all night knowing you’re wearing my wet panties under your clothes,” Laura said, speaking slowly as though she wanted to make each word echo in my brain. “And since you’re being a good boy and wearing panties like I told you to, I’m not going to wear any. So you can sit there with me and my boyfriend knowing I’m completely naked under this dress, and knowing there’s nothing you can do about it. Knowing that it’s all just foreplay so that I can go back home and fuck my boyfriend later while you go home and jerk off about it. How does that sound, panty boy?”

“Amazing, Laura,” I said, making my ex-girlfriend laugh out loud again. But I meant it. I had blurted the word out without thinking, my mouth moving by itself before my brain could stop it. But I did mean it, in some strange way. Of course it would be frustrating and tormenting and deeply humiliating. But that was what I liked about it. That was what I liked about her. The things she made me do that no other woman could, things I would never have imagined myself liking and now couldn’t live without. This new development in my relationship with my ex was showing me sides of myself I would never have believed existed.

“Okay, let’s go,” Laura said, straightening up. And just like that, she was back to normal again. Just like that, the sneering dominatrix receded, replaced by the bright and bubbly young woman I knew as my friend. Rising to my feet, I picked up my jeans and pulled them back on, covering up the shameful spectacle of my cock stuffed inside her panties. And true to her word, Laura didn’t put on any additional underwear. Instead, she left the house like that, her pussy still dripping from my attention. She was right. Just the thought of it, so close and accessible yet still somehow a million miles away, kept my cock hard and throbbing as I climbed into my car and started the engine. She directed me to Hunter’s house, and every mile was torture as I sat so close beside her, longing to reach out and touch her thigh under the dress that slid up her legs when she sat, barely covering her exposed sex.

But I didn’t do it. I didn’t dare. And even though Laura said nothing about it, I knew she knew. I knew she was enjoying that fact, knowing how alive with desire for her I was and how I didn’t dare act on it. All part of the wild magic that made these games so exciting.

When we got to Hunter’s house, Laura climbed out of the car. I stayed inside, keeping the engine running. I watched her green dress sway around her thighs as she all but ran to the door, and my heart spasmed to see the girlish glee in every movement as she hurried to meet her new lover. He opened the door, and Laura all but flung herself at him. As he wrapped his arms around her, she kissed him passionately, making out with him right there on the doorstep. There was a sick feeling in my guts as I watched his hands move up and down that body of hers, caressing her through the fabric of her dress. But finally, she pulled away. Taking him by the hand, she led him to where I was waiting in the car. He climbed into the backseat, and Laura climbed in beside him. Pulling the door shut behind her, she sat back on the seat. In the rearview mirror, I could see the delight that shone on her face at another of her plans that had come together.

“Hunter, this is Steve, the guy was telling you about,” she said. “Steve, this is Hunter.”

“Hi,” Hunter said behind me. I turned in my seat to face him.

“Hey. Nice to meet you.” I extended a hand toward him, and he shook it. Call me biased, but I struggled to see what Laura saw in him. Hunter wasn’t an ugly man by any means. But I had half-expected some chiseled Adonis fitness model type to answer the door. As far as I was concerned, a woman like Laura could have any man she wanted. Maybe it was my own shallowness speaking, but I was surprised to see that meant this. Hunter looked to me like a fairly average guy, with brown hair shaved short at the sides and left a little longer on top. Brown eyes. A couple of days’ growth of stubble on his cheeks and chin. A fairly lean frame, similar to my own. It was hard to see what this man had that I didn’t. Except Laura. And I cursed myself for thinking such a stupid thought as I shook her new boyfriend’s hand. All that mattered was that she was happy with him, I told myself. But deep down, I knew that wasn’t true at all. Not for me. I wanted Laura to be happy, of course I did. But I also desperately, deeply, unforgettably wanted her to have sex with me. Instead, she was having sex with this guy who, as far as I can see, was more or less just another version of me.

“Let’s get going,” Laura said from the backseat. “There’s a bar downtown I want to try out. We can have a few drinks and get to know each other a little better. I think you two will get along just fine. You have a lot in common. Besides me, of course.”

 She laughed giddily as she spoke, placing her hand on Hunter’s knee. And he turned his face toward her to give her a faint smile. From everything I knew about her and everything she had told me about him, I suspected he was just as enraptured with her as I was. Just as ready to do everything Laura said in exchange for that incredible body. The only difference between us was that he was actually getting it. And as I turned toward the road, putting the car in drive and pulling away from the sidewalk, I heard movement in the backseat. Laura was snuggling her body against Hunter’s, and as I glanced in the rearview mirror, I saw him wrap his arm around her, pulling her closer. And yet Laura’s shining eyes were looking directly at me, staring right into the mirror to catch my own as I looked at her. Like she was showing off. Like she wanted me to see the displays of affection and feel what I was feeling now in my heart, a sense of regret and jealousy and shame that I had let her get away. Not to mention what I was feeling between my legs, my cock throbbing desperately inside her wet panties. The feel of her juices against my skin was driving me wild, and the knowledge of the humiliation she was putting me through only made this goddess sexy to me drove her new lover through the city toward some bar.

It was unbelievable what Laura was doing to me, and I had no idea what she might have planned for the three of us the rest of the night. All I knew was that I was 100% committed and along for the ride. After all, these kinky games had given me so much painful pleasure so far. I wasn’t about to give up on them now.




7. The New Normal

  

The bar was busy. We had to wait a few minutes for a table, standing outside and making small talk with one another. If Laura was cold, standing there in just a light dress and nothing underneath, she gave no sign of it. Maybe her obvious excitement kept her warm. Because she was practically bouncing on the balls of her feet even while we chatted about nothing, completely delighted with what was happening. Her ex-boyfriend/friend/humiliated oral slave was meeting her new boyfriend, and she looked as though she couldn’t be happier about it. And I tried to focus on what Hunter was saying, at least just a little. Having her there, her deep cleavage exposed by the neckline of her dress, knowing she wore no panties underneath, knowing her pussy was probably still wet from the licking I had given her before we picked Hunter up, was driving me crazy. He probably didn’t know I still taste his girlfriend’s pussy in my mouth.

Then again, from what Laura had told me, he might not have cared if he did. Maybe he would have cared, but knew he had no right to say anything. After all, this whole adventure started when Laura found out that her new boyfriend was a submissive as I was. She made the rules for both of us, and even though we were just hanging out in public, acting like regular friends, that deep dark truth affected everything else. I couldn’t forget it. Especially not with my raging manhood stuffed inside her panties, clinging tightly to my body under my jeans and serving as a constant reminder of the power this woman held over me. Her panty boy, she called me. Her oral slave. My role in Laura’s life these days was to eat her pussy on command and help her have better sex with her boyfriend. It wasn’t something I had ever imagined happening to me. But now it was, and clearly, Laura was thrilled by it.

Hunter worked in a bank. There wasn’t much I could do with that information. When I told him I was an animator, he tried to summon a faint flicker of interest. But he was faking it just as I was. I got the sense that he was no more eager to meet me that I had been to meet him. And it was difficult to look the man in the eye, knowing what I knew about him. No doubt he was feeling the same thing. I had no idea how much Laura told him about the things we got up to, but probably he knew I was submissive. Probably he knew I let Laura order me around, let her mock and taunt and humiliate me, just like he did. We knew almost nothing about each other except our darkest secret. That made for a deeply awkward first meeting.

Summoned by the bar staff who had finally cleaned a table for us, we headed into the bar. Laura sat down next to Hunter in the padded horseshoe seat of a booth, and I took a chair across the table from them. A server appeared and took our drink orders, soon bringing back brimming glasses of beer. I took deep gulps, hoping a little intoxication might make this evening easier to get through. If it hadn’t been for Laura’s efforts to keep the conversation going, I had a feeling it would’ve collapsed completely. But soon, inevitably, the topic came around to Laura’s favorite subject. Sex. After all, she seemed to feel the three of us needed to talk things out.

“So I know this is pretty crazy,” Laura finally said, her eyes behind her reflective glasses darting from Hunter to me and back again as she took his hand in hers, “but I figured we should get it all out in the open. You know, what we’re doing. This threesome, if you want to call it that.”

“Don’t call it that,” I said, making Laura giggle from the other side of the table.

 “Well, what else should I call it?” she said with a smile. “I mean, it’s true. I’m not having sex with you. But we’re having some fun, aren’t we? Do you prefer it when I refer to you as my oral slave boy?”

I winced as Laura spoke. And when she burst out laughing, I didn’t immediately understand why. It was only when the waitress appeared beside about table, asking if I wanted another drink to replace the one I had already finished, that I understood. Maybe Laura had planned it that way, or maybe it was a happy accident. In the din of the bar, you couldn’t hear anything anyone said more than a few feet away. But I could barely bring myself to look up at the pretty waitress as I wondered if she had heard what my ex-girlfriend just called me. If she had, she gave no sign of it. There was a slight smile on her face, but that could’ve just been the professional friendliness of someone who works for tips. I mumbled out my request for another beer, and the waitress turned, disappearing back into the crowd without another word.

“You shouldn’t be embarrassed,” Laura said. “Neither of you should. You’re just a couple of submissive boys who know your place is beneath women, that’s all. Most women would count themselves lucky to find one guy like you. And I have two.”

Laura’s smugness should have been irritating, but somehow, it suited her. It was all part of the game we were playing, all part of her dominant persona. The fact that she reveled in the power she had over us made her even more sexy to me, and I knew same was probably true for Hunter. Sitting beside her, he was simply staring at her, as though he couldn’t quite believe that this was the woman he was dating. I couldn’t really believe it either.

The waitress reappeared, setting more drinks down in front of us, and I took another gulp. This time, Laura waited until the other woman moved away. Then she leaned forward, closer to me, as she began to talk.

“So this is how I see things,” she said, her face serious for once as she addressed both me and her boyfriend. “I’m not really into polyamory or anything like that. But I fucking love the idea of having two submissive boys to play with. So that’s what I want. For you, Hunter, to be my boyfriend. And for you, Steve, to carry on being my friend, only with benefits. Benefits for me, anyway. You get to lick me when I feel horny, but only Hunter gets to fuck me. That way, it’s not cheating. Right?”

Smiling again, she straightened up. Her head turned as she looked back-and-forth from Hunter to me once again, waiting for our response. And his brown eyes flickered toward me just for a second, then returned to his beautiful girlfriend. He was having just as much trouble with the situation as I was. I was sure of it. But what wouldn’t a guy do to get inside Laura’s pants?

“I guess not, if we all know about it,” Hunter said slowly. “I just don’t want you cheating on me.”

“Oh, babe, I won’t do that,” Laura said, pressing her body more tightly against his. “I’m not a cheat. Just a horny girl who likes to be in control. And I know you both like that, too. So it seems like a win win win to me.”

“So that’s all I get?” I said, not trying to keep a note of bitterness out of my voice as Laura turned her shining eyes toward me. “I get to make you cum, and nothing else?”

“Exactly,” Laura said with a devilish smile, as Hunter looked surprised beside her. “I know it’s not fair. But it’s not supposed to be. You used to love it when I was completely selfish in bed. This is exactly like that. Except more real, because now I’m not going to have sex with you. I’m just going to use you like a toy for my pleasure. Isn’t that what you always wanted?”

Behind her glasses, Laura’s eyes blinked. She had me there. Nothing turned me on more than when she was a completely selfish, totally demanding bitch. And I loved to be used by her. That was exactly what I had asked for, all those years ago when we were dating and I introduced her to my various submissive kinks. It was still a wild thrill, and my cock raging inside her panties with a reminder just how much this turned me on. As Laura stared at me across the table, I knew she was thinking about that too. She was thinking about how much it turned me on when she treated me like this, and how badly I wanted nothing more than to be her slave. Still, the idea of never having her the way I really wanted was terrifying. I would do anything for that reward, and that was part of the kinky dynamic between us. Take that away, and it became harder to justify to myself why I was letting her treat me this way. Even if deep down, I loved it.

“That’s so hot,” Hunter mumbled to Laura. She smiled as she turned her face toward him.

“Isn’t it?” she said. “Does it turn you on to know your girlfriend is out there getting her pussy licked by her oral slave? If it helps you not to be jealous, you should think of Steve here as just another of my sex toys. I mean, you’re not jealous of my vibrator, are you? This bitch’s mouth is just like that. Another toy for me to use.”

Hearing Laura say things like that in public was enough to make my head spin. She was usually so sweet and fun, sometimes even when she was being dominant. I usually only heard her talk this crudely in the heat of the moment when we were alone together in the bedroom or somewhere else, getting into some kinky activity or another. Hearing it now in the bar surrounded by people, even if they couldn’t hear us, was enough to send a jolt of desire racing up and down my spine, causing my cock to spasm and throb inside the tight prison of the panties she had made me wear.

The reality was, Laura had already won. She had won the moment she walked in the café that day, looking like sex personified, to tell me that she needed my help dominating her new boyfriend. The three of us were meeting together now to establish boundaries and make sure everyone’s needs were being met. But really, my only need was to submit to her. To give her everything she wanted and feel the pain and humiliation and frustration that came from submitting completely to a woman who already had another boyfriend.

“Holy shit,” Hunter said, spluttering with laughter that seemed to come more from a sense of shock than of actual amusement. And I was nearly as shocked myself. But I didn’t try to disagree with Laura. It’s not easy to stand up to a woman like her. And even more difficult when you’re wearing her wet panties under your clothes.

“I know,” Laura grinned. “I think this is going to be fun for all of us. Knowing I have a slave boy just makes me hotter to you, doesn’t it? And to you,” Laura said, turning her smile on me, “knowing I get sex somewhere else and am just using you for a bit of fun on the side is going to drive you crazy. Meanwhile, I get the best deal of all. I get two submissive boys who worship the ground I walk on and will do anything to make me happy.”

Her little speech finished, Laura sat back against the booth, smiling at us both. She hadn’t asked a question. Instead, she had simply stated how things were going to be, as though no one else had any say in the matter. And in a way, we didn’t. Or at least, that was the game we were all playing, the game we all wanted to play. She was right. There was nothing sexier to me than the fact that she could do this and get away with it, that she had the sexual power to manipulate both into doing what she wanted. To have Hunter as her boyfriend and me as her oral slave, and both of us happy with our roles in her life. I thought of her pussy exposed underneath her dress while she sat next to her boyfriend, and my cock surged and throbbed inside her underwear. She had me completely. She knew that, maybe even better than I did. And as insane as this game might be, I already knew I wanted to keep playing. Judging from the look on Hunter’s face, so did he.

“You two look so funny,” Laura giggled, suddenly breaking the solemn silence that had fallen over our table. “Aren’t either of you going to say anything?”

“Doesn’t seem like there’s much to say,” Hunter said, keeping his eyes fixed on Laura and not looking at me. “Seems like you’ve already made up your mind what you want.”

“I have,” Laura beamed at him. “But I promise you, you’re going to really enjoy this too. Both of you will,” she added, looking across the table at me. “In fact, how about the three of us get out of here now and have some fun at my place?”

“Are you serious?” Hunter asked. Laura giggled, and pressed her lips against his, making out with him right in front of me. As her hand strayed under the table, I felt my own cock throbbing as though she were touching it. The memory of her hand on my manhood back at her place haunted me just as the taste of her pussy in my mouth haunted me, and I wondered if she was toying with her boyfriend under the table the way she had toyed with me. Either way, I could see both their excitement growing right in front of me. Laura knew exactly how to get around us both. She was running rings around us.

 “Come on,” she said, finally lifting her lips away from his. “Let’s go.”

Rising from her seat, she slid out of the booth. Both Hunter and I pulled money from our wallets and dropped it on the table, barely bothering to count. He followed his girlfriend, and I came behind him, my cock still raging in my pants and my brain still buzzing with disbelief at what was happening.

 Outside, we climbed into my car. Again, Laura sat in the backseat with her boyfriend while I sat up front like a taxi driver. And as I drove toward Laura’s house, I struggled to pay attention to the road in front of me. Because in the backseat behind me, the two of them were making out like teenagers, their hands all over one another. And while I kept driving, Laura grew bolder and bolder. Soon, I could see without a doubt that her hands were between Hunter’s legs, manipulating his cock through his pants. I heard the sound of a zipper being pulled down, and it was all I could do not to groan in jealousy as Laura took her boyfriend’s cock out of his pants in the backseat my car and began to stroke it.

“Hey, Steve,” Laura said in a soft voice, and I looked up to see her flashing eyes reflected in the rearview mirror. “Watch this.”

And Hunter groaned as Laura shifted across the backseat of my car and leaned forward, lowering her head down into his lap. Even though I knew it could only torment me further, I reached up and tilted the rearview mirror down. And I saw Laura’s eyes still looking at mine in the mirror as she took her boyfriend’s cock into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked it, and Hunter groaned in wild pleasure as she blew him right in front of me. She wanted me to see. She wanted me to watch. She wanted me to feel the desperate frustration and humiliation of knowing she was doing for another man what she would never again do for me. And I felt it all, deep in the pit of my stomach, making my cock throb and surge inside my pants as I drove them both home.

“Oh, we’re here,” Laura said as I pulled up outside the house, lifting her mouth from her boyfriend’s surging cock. Hunter growled in despair, but Laura just laughed.

“Put that thing away for now, babe,” she said. “Just until we get inside. Then I’m going to blow both you boy’s minds.”

With that, Laura opened the car door and stepped out. Without waiting for a reply, she began to walk up the path toward the front door of her house. I heard Hunter fumbling frantically in the backseat to refasten his pants before following her. Switching off the car, I slid the keys into my pocket and stepped out. Laura was smiling as I caught up to her, but she didn’t say a word. She just opened the front door of the house and stepped inside, leading me toward her bedroom. I heard Hunter’s hurrying footsteps on the path outside as he followed.

Once we were all inside Laura’s bedroom, she shut the door behind me. Walking toward the side of her bed, she turned, placing her hands on her hips. The center of attention, just the way she liked. She stood there, the beautiful heart of some sexual storm, unignorable and irresistible. Able to make both of us do the seemingly unthinkable.

“Number one rule,” she said firmly, addressing us both. “I’m in charge. You’re both going to do what I say if you want any pussy tonight, or ever again. Pussy is for good boys who do as they’re told. Understand?”

“Yes,” Hunter said with a grin, and I echoed his response.

“Good,” Laura said. The smile dropped from her red lips as she turned to address me.

“You. Clothes off, now. Strip down to those panties you’re wearing and sit in that chair over there.”

Hunter gasped, and Laura smiled again as she turned to her lover. Of course, he had no way of knowing what I was wearing under my clothes. But he was about to find out. Because I knew that look in Laura’s eyes, and I didn’t dare disobey her. Even though every nerve in my body screamed with embarrassment and humiliation at being exposed in front of another man like this. Even though the last vestiges of my pride demanded that I not do what she said. It didn’t matter. I was helpless. And already, my trembling fingers were unbuttoning my shirt as I did what this goddess commanded.

“I told you you don’t have to be jealous of him, babe,” Laura said to her boyfriend while I undressed. “I’m training him to be my panty boy. You should think of him as one of the girls. Like, imagine if I had a girlfriend who I let lick my pussy from time to time. Wouldn’t that be sexy?”

“So sexy,” Hunter mumbled.

“Exactly. So this is just like that. Panty boy here takes me shopping for sexy outfits for you, and eats me out if I get too horny. The fact he has a cock doesn’t make him any less of a bitch. It’s not like I’m ever going to use it. Not like yours.”

Laura’s words echoed in my brain, enhancing my sense of shame and humiliation. By now, I was as naked as she wanted me, my clothes discarded in her bedroom floor like they used to be back when we were dating. My hard cock rose above the waistband of her wet panties, somehow more on display than it would’ve been if I was totally naked. And Laura turned away from Hunter to walk toward me, her dress swaying around her thighs as she reached into a dresser drawer. Pulling something out, she closed in on me, placing her hands on my chest to push me back.

There was a chair in the corner of her room, a few articles of clothing draped over the back of it, and Laura pushed me down into that chair. As usual, I didn’t resist. Not even when she bent over me and placed my arms on the wooden arms of the chair. In her hand she was holding plastic cable ties, and that menacing zip sound they made as she pulled them tight around my wrists, binding me to the chair, made my heart flip inside my chest. It was just that easy for her. The smell of her perfume rose around us in a cloud as she quickly tied me down, her  deep cleavage taunting me with my own helpless desire as she strapped me in place in the corner of her room. Then, she straightened up. I watched her walk back toward Hunter, kicking off her sneakers as she approached. Again, the two of them kissed, his hands holding her hips and pulling her beautiful body against him as she draped her arms around his neck. Together, they fell back onto the bed. Laura’s dress fell up around her thighs, and I watched her reached down to free Hunter’s cock from inside his pants again. Once more, it sprang out, hard and ready, still coated in her saliva from the blowjob she had given him in the car while I drove them both home this outrageous humiliation.

The cable ties dug into my wrists where I struggled. I wasn’t really trying to free myself. It was more of a reflexive action, my body doing what it felt it needed to do but unable to get what it wanted. My cock was so hard it was painful, yet all I could do was watch as my ex-girlfriend lay underneath her new boyfriend, her dress falling up around her to expose the dripping pussy I could still taste in my mouth from earlier. Her bare feet pushed Hunter’s pants down his legs, and he kicked his way out of them, simultaneously pulling his T-shirt off over his head. Now he was naked, but he didn’t waste any time trying to undress Laura. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and I heard her cry out as he plunged his stiff cock inside her. Clinging to his shoulders, she moaned as she began to rock to his thrusts, strands of her short dark hair clinging to her cheeks as she closed her eyes.

Soon, the bed was rocking underneath them. Watching my girlfriend have sex with another man was one of the strangest feelings of my life. It all came flooding back to me, the sounds she made, the expression on her face as her pleasure took her over. But I was able to focus on her in a way I never could before when we used to sleep together. I didn’t have my own pleasure to distract me. All I had was the deep frustration of knowing I couldn’t have this. Of not even being able to touch myself thanks to Laura tying me to the chair. All I could do was endure it, watching in silence from corner of the room where she had banished me while she taunted me with her own sexual pleasure.

 Right in front of me, Laura came. I watched her arch her back, almost lifting herself off the mattress as she clung to Hunter’s lean body. He kept pumping away, grunting in pleasure as he felt her pussy tighten around his cock. Laura practically sobbed with ecstasy, filling the bedroom with her wild cries as she clung to her boyfriend. Then, as her climax passed, she let go, slumping down on the mattress. Hunter buried his face against her neck, kissing her desperately and passionately as he increased the speed of his own thrusts. Their bodies moved together, shining with sweat, the music of pleasure filling the room and reminding me of my own bitter defeat and inadequacy.

Then, Hunter came. I heard Laura sigh softly as she felt soft explosion of his orgasm inside her body. He slumped down on top of her, and I tried to control the hatred that burned in my heart as I envied him his bliss. After the noise of their sex that had filled the room, the silence that followed, punctuated only by their rapid breath, seemed even more profound.

 I had never felt more humiliated, more rejected, or more turned on in my entire life. But I should’ve known that Laura wasn’t done. This opportunity was too good for a woman like her to pass up, and she intended to milk every drop of pleasure from the insane scenario she had created.

With a sudden movement, she rolled over in the bed. Hunter opened his eyes in surprise as his girlfriend rolled over on top of him, straddling him on the mattress. He watched as she leaned over him, her breasts swaying in the low neck of the dress she still wore as she reached for her bedside table. When she grabbed something from the drawer, my heart skipped a beat. Clearly, Laura had prepared. I wondered how meticulously she had planned everything, and how much of it was just the genius of the moment. Ultimately, it didn’t matter. She was completely in charge, just like she wanted to be. And she was about to become even more so.

Moving quickly, Laura grabbed her boyfriend’s wrists and pushed them toward the headboard of her bed. I heard the zipping of more cable ties, and Hunter gasped in surprise as Laura strapped his arms to the bed frame. By the time he realized what was happening, it was already too late. Not that he would’ve resisted her even if he could, I knew. Neither would I. Being tied to Laura’s bed was all either of us wanted.

And with her boyfriend immobilized and pinned down beneath her, Laura could take her time. Grinning with satisfaction, she turned her face from Hunter to me where I sat in the corner, dumbly watching the kinky sex happening in front of me. She was completely in her element, completely in control, with both of us immobilized and ready to be used. My ex-girlfriend never looked more beautiful than she did in that moment.

“I knew it was going to be fun having two of you to use and abuse,” Laura said, smiling at me over her shoulder. “By the time I’m finished with you boys, you’re both going to know your role in my life. Which is to do exactly what I say whenever I say it and make me cum over and over again. What lucky boys you both are.”


8. A Dominatrix Threeway

  

“Don’t you dare cum until I say you can.”

Laura’s voice dripped with menace as she spoke to her boyfriend. From his position tied to the bed, Hunter gazed up at her as though he couldn’t quite believe what was happening. His girlfriend had become the demanding dominatrix of his wildest dreams, and I knew from experience just how incredible that felt. Laura was never sexier than when she took charge, and now, she was completely in her element. Completely in control with two of us tied up and ready for her to use however she saw fit. She couldn’t have been more in charge.

Still sitting on top of Hunter, she reached behind her back and pulled her dress off over her head. Taking off her bra, she flung it carelessly to the floor of the bedroom. Rising up on her knees as she straddled Hunter, she reached down between her thighs and took hold of his cock.

 I had just watched Hunter have an orgasm inside my ex- girlfriend. But this scenario she had created was too exciting for either of us to resist. And Laura knew exactly what she was doing. A skillful hand coaxed his cock back to life, and soon, he was swelling toward erection beneath her again. I wasn’t surprised. From where I sat tied to a wooden chair in the corner of her room, my cock was raging and as hard as it had ever been, trapped inside the panties Laura had insisted I wear to humiliate me further. She was like sex personified, a force of nature, completely irresistible. She had more control over either of our bodies that we did ourselves, and she intended to use it to the fullest.

What she had Hunter hard again, Laura lowered herself down onto his cock. Using her hand to guide it inside herself, she sighed as she felt him slide into her. Her pussy was well-lubricated by the orgasms they had already had, and as she sank down on top of him, I could hear the wet sound of her tight pussy enveloping his shaft. Hunter groaned in pleasure, and so did Laura, and alone in my chair, I groaned too, but for different reasons. Sexual frustration had become a huge part of our relationship, but it had never been quite as intense as this. Watching my ex-girlfriend fuck her boyfriend and being completely unable to do anything about it, even to give myself pleasure, was the darkest and most intense thrill of my life up to that point.

And Laura put on a show. As she bounced up and down on top of Hunter, she held nothing back. Her moans and cries of pleasure filled the bedroom, bouncing back from the walls to reach my ears and drive me half-mad with frustration and desire. As she arched her back, the puckered nipples of her breasts seemed to seek the ceiling, and sitting as I was behind and to the side of her, I could watch her boobs bounce while she fucked her man. I could watch her thighs gripping his sides, trembling with the onrush of yet another orgasm as pleasure swelled inside her.

 Laura took up all my attention. I didn’t want to focus on Hunter. To me, he was little more than a prop. Watching this kinky show was like watching porn, and I had a well-honed ability to tune out the guys and focus only on the girls. Still, a couple of glances showed me that he was struggling. After all, he took Laura’s orders seriously. And why shouldn’t he? By now, we both knew that she was more than capable of enforcing her will with punishment if necessary. And the greatest punishment of all would be the denial of that incredible body. Exactly what I was suffering in my tiny prison in the corner as I watched the two of them fuck.

Laura leaned forward, her short dark hair hanging around her face. Her slender shoulders shook as great sobs of passion tore through her. Her fingertips sank into the skin of Hunter’s chest as she clawed at him, her rising passion making an animal of her. Another orgasm was on the way, and I couldn’t keep my eyes away from the beautiful sight in front of me. Laura’s whole body seemed to erupted, her spasming pussy making Hunter groan in deep pleasure as it gripped his manhood tighter. Laura’s cries of passion reached a new pitch, and again, I wondered about her roommates. But she didn’t care. She was completely lost in the moment, completely abandoning herself to sexual ecstasy. And my heart burned with hatred and shame and desire as I watched this beautiful and deeply frustrating display of feminine sexual power.

As her climax came and went, Laura paused for a moment, hunched forward on top of her boyfriend. But the moment of quiet didn’t last long. Almost immediately, I saw her straighten up again. And as she turned to look at me, her eyes were blazing with excitement. Her orgasm had done nothing to calm that fire inside her. If anything, it only made it burn more brightly. And I felt again the combination of desire and fear as I wondered what else this wicked woman had in mind. She was insatiable and unstoppable, and she knew it. She knew she had us both at her mercy and that the night would go exactly as she wanted. All she had to do was to decide what to do with us. As I gazed at her from across the room, tied to a chair and forced to watch, I knew there was nothing I could refuse her. I knew there was nothing I wanted more than to surrender myself to her completely.

Laura rose slowly off Hunter’s body. He groaned again as his cock slid out of her dripping pussy, still as desperately erect as mine was. Turning her face back to her boyfriend, Laura smiled that wicked smile I was coming to know so well.

“You don’t get to cum,” she smirked at him. “Not yet. For now, only I get orgasms.”

Hunter said nothing. Instead, he just gazed up at her with that same expression on his face, that look of shock and disbelief that this was really happening. I could hardly blame him. Laura had come to me for help in dominating her boyfriend, but clearly, she didn’t need it. She seemed completely in her element, and if ordering us both around, treating us both this way, felt in any way strange or uncomfortable for her, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she acted as though nothing were more normal, as though she had every right to treat us this way. As though her beauty gave her that right. And sitting where I was tied up in the chair, I felt the same way.

Totally naked now, Laura turned on the bed and began to crawl toward its foot. I watched, completely transfixed, as her soft breasts swayed beneath her and her eyes shone. Swinging her leg off the bed, she stood and walked toward me. With every step she came closer to me, my heart beat a little harder in my chest. Finally, she was standing in front of me. Her beautiful body was completely exposed as she stood upright with her hands on her hips, letting me drink in the sight of her in all her sexy glory. The smell of sex filled the room, and I could hear the blood pounding in my ears as I struggled uselessly against the cable ties that kept me bound to the chair. I would have given anything to touch her in that moment. I would’ve given lifetimes to throw her onto the bed and fuck her the way Hunter had. But that wasn’t what Laura wanted. Not yet. Instead, she was getting off on the power she had, getting off on the suffering she was causing me as she taunted me with her body. On the inner slopes of her thighs, I could see her juices running over her skin, and I knew that she was as aroused as I was. The difference was, she could do something about it.

“How am I doing, Steve?” Laura asked as she smiled down at me. She was breaking character, but somehow, that only made her more appealing. It made everything we were doing seems somehow even more real. Yes, it was an act. A game we were all playing, no matter how real it felt. But it was what we all wanted. Even this, the shame and humiliation and frustration of it all. Especially this.

“You’re amazing, Laura,” I said, staring up her. She laughed out loud, throwing back her head as her glasses caught and reflected the light. But I meant it. I knew she had it in her. After all, we had played these games too back when we were dating, though never to this extreme. I knew just how sexy she could be, and I knew she had the sexual confidence to be dominant. But I had never expected it would seem so natural, so unforced, as though it really was what she wanted rather than what her boyfriend did. And maybe it was. Certainly, there was no doubt that my ex-girlfriend was enjoying herself immensely having the two of us at her mercy.

“Glad to hear it,” Laura said. “Now, what else should I do with you two? What else could I do to remind you of your place beneath me?”

As she spoke, Laura bent forward at the waist. Her breasts hung down from her chest, drawing my eye toward them. Reaching out, she pressed her hand over the head of my throbbing cock, and I groaned in deep desire. Her fingers crept further south, sliding under the waistband of the panties she made me wear. Inside her borrowed underwear, she stroked my cock, and I trembled and squirmed in the chair she had tied me to, thrusting my hips forward to try and maximize the contact between my cock and her teasing hand.

“What have we here?” Laura said, raising her eyebrows in mock surprise. “Is this for me?”

“Of course it is,” I gasped, making Laura chuckle again.

“I’m not sure that’s appropriate for a panty boy,” Laura teased, her hands still moving over my cock and making me tremble with pleasure and frustration. “I mean, cocks should only get hard when they’re going to be used. And this one isn’t. That’s why I put it in panties. You’re basically a girl to me now, you know that?”

“Yes, Laura,” I panted, making her laugh again. All the lust and frustration I was feeling was boiling inside me, and all I wanted was for her to keep touching me until I came. She toyed with my cock expertly, keeping me hovering on the point of pleasure without going over. She knew exactly what she was doing. And all the while, her eyes peered deep into mine, studying my face as she savored every moment of my torment.

“I don’t remember giving you permission to have a hard-on,” she said in a soft voice that nevertheless reached me clearly over the roaring of my own blood in my ears.

“I can’t help it,” I panted. “You’re too sexy.”

“Flattery will get you nowhere, panty boy,” Laura said. But her lingering smile undercut the seriousness of her words as she continued to tease my cock with her hand. “You know what might get you somewhere? Showing me you’ve learned your place in my life by kissing my ass.”

 At once, Laura released my cock. Straightening up, she turned away from me, back toward the bed. I heard Hunter gasp as he watched his girlfriend back up toward me, spreading her legs to straddle mine where I sat on the chair. Standing above me, Laura bent forward, one hand grabbing my knee for balance as she thrust her ass back toward me. The soft round globes of her buttocks filled my vision, and I didn’t hesitate. Every part of Laura’s body is beautiful to me, and I leaned forward, pressing my lips against her ass while she howled with laughter.

“Oh my God, you’re doing it!” Laura said, turning her head to watch over her shoulder as I kissed her ass again and again. “This is so amazing! Tell me you’re my panty boy. Tell me how much you love kissing my ass.”

“I’m your panty boy, Laura,” I said between kisses, swallowing my pride and resolving to give her what she wanted. “I love kissing your ass.”

 “Good, because that’s all panty boys like you get,” Laura sneered me. “That, and you get to lick my pussy from time to time.

But that cock is not getting anywhere near this pussy. Never again. Understand, panty boy?”

“Yes,” I groaned through gritted teeth while Laura laughed at me. Of course, it was the last thing I wanted to hear. After all, that was why she was saying it. She knew how much was driving me crazy, and that I was ready to do whatever she said because I wanted her so badly. But denying me what I wanted humiliated me even more. And over on the bed, I could feel Hunter watching and listening to every word that passed between us. Like me, he would do anything for Laura. He would let her have her kinky games with me, seeing them as an extension of the games the two of them played together. But he had to be at least a little happy to hear his girlfriend so publicly deny me the possibility of ever having real sex with her.

Above me, Laura stood up again. Bending her knees, she sat down in my lap. She positioned herself carefully on my thighs until my cock was trapped in the cleft of her ass, and I groaned as she clenched her cheeks together. Smiling that sadistic little smile, she reached her hand down between her thighs and began to stroke herself. At the same time, she squirmed and writhed in my lap, rubbing my cock against her gorgeous ass until I, too, was squirming and moaning.

“I bet you want to cum on my ass, don’t you, panty boy?” Laura said in a voice that now dripped with pleasure as she slid her fingers inside her wet pussy. “I bet you want to spurt your useless cum all over my sexy ass.”

“Yes, please, Laura,” I groaned as she continued to rub her ass maddeningly against my raging cock.

“Oh my God, I love to hear a boy beg,” Laura moaned. As she spoke, she leaned back against me, her head resting on my shoulder and my cock trapped between her ass and my own stomach. I groaned at the additional pressure, rocking my hips as I rubbed my shaft against her. And Laura’s hand moved faster between her legs, the wet sound of her pleasuring herself reaching my ears even over her moans and groans. Her eyes were closed now, her hair tickling my skin as she lay back against me. And, unable to help myself, I leaned forward and kissed her neck. I could feel the hot blood moving under my lips as I kissed her, and I could feel her boyfriend watching helplessly from the bed he was tied to. But none of that mattered. I wanted her so badly it was like a physical presence in the room, some unforgettable force within me that could focus on nothing else.

Laura had other ideas. From the way her body trembled on top of me, I knew she was close to giving herself another orgasm. But clearly, she had more self-control than me. Abruptly, she stopped. Springing out of my lap, she stood and turned, laughing at the lock of helpless desire on my face as I gazed up at her, my cock throbbing and leaking inside her panties, unable to reach the point of climax.

 “I don’t think so,” Laura said, barely able to control the laughter that burst out of her as she looked down at my pathetic plight. “The only thing sexier to me than making boys cum is not letting them. You can just sit there and be frustrated for now, panty boy.”

“Oh my God,” I moaned, shaking my head in disbelief while Laura smiled down at me. She loved to play these games, but I had never seen her quite this sadistic. I had never seen her take quite this much delight in being a cruel bitch. I had never wanted her more.

 “You love it,” Laura grinned at me. “You both do. Just a couple of submissive boy toys who can’t get enough of me.”

Stepping away from me, Laura moved back toward the bed. As she climbed back onto the mattress, I saw Hunter’s head moving to follow her, just as mine was. She was the center of attention, drawing every bit of energy in the room toward herself and reveling in that fact. Sitting on the mattress, she swung her legs around and laid her feet on her boyfriend’s stomach. Her head turned as she looked from him to me and back again.

“For now, you can both just look at me,” Laura said. “For now, that’s all you get. You can look at me and think about how badly you both want to fuck me, and how you don’t get to. How you’re not worthy to. How you need to earn the privilege of serving me by being good boys who do exactly as you’re told.”

As she spoke, her feet moved down Hunter’s prone body. He groaned as her toes brushed against his cock. Laura giggled to herself, moving her foot up and down, stroking her boyfriend’s cock with her toes. And I watched from my corner, my cock throbbing and raging no less than his was despite being denied her touch. I would’ve given everything I had even for that, even for the faintest touch of the least part of her body. But instead, all I could do was watch. As she instructed, I sat there, dying of frustration and desire while I watched her toy with her boyfriend.

For his part, Hunter was a mess. He lay panting on the bed, his chest rising and falling as he breathed rapidly, his hips rising off the mattress as he tried to increase the contact between his cock and Laura’s foot. His eyes were locked on her, forgetting everything but her, his expression showing a deep and desperate lust that I knew would send shivers of delight through Laura’s beautiful body. While she used one foot to toy with his cock, she lifted the other toward his face, brazenly spreading her legs as she did so. As she ran the top of her foot over Hunter’s stubbled cheek, he impulsively kissed it without even being told he had to. Just like me, he would do anything to touch any part of her. And Laura seemed drunk with the power she held to know that she had two men at her mercy ready to worship the ground she walked on.

“What do you think, Steve?” Laura said, turning her head toward me again. As though she didn’t want me to simply be a mute observer. As though she didn’t want Hunter to forget for a moment that I was there. She wanted us both to feel every moment of our humiliation, our disgrace, and her total power. “Should I let my boyfriend fuck me?”

“No,” I said, making Laura laugh out loud again.

“Why? Are you jealous?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Well, you had your chance. I can’t believe I used to let you fuck me. Not that you’re not cute. You are, especially all tied up like you are now. But it’s just way more fun not to fuck you. To drive you crazy and use you as my own personal sex toy. You had your chance, buddy. You blew it.”

“I know,” I groaned. After all, it wasn’t like I hadn’t had plenty of opportunity to think about that over the past few weeks. To think about how I had let Laura get away from me. Okay, so we had been a bit of a disaster as a couple. The emotional side of things with us just never quite clicked. But the sex? The sex was unbelievable. Laura was the sexiest woman I had ever known, and it wasn’t just her looks that made her that way. It was this. Her devious mind and her total lack of inhibitions. Her willingness to try anything. Now I was seeing what I had had and been unable to keep, the gorgeous dominatrix I had spent my whole life desiring. Now I finally had her, in a way. But not the way I wanted. I didn’t need Laura to remind me of that fact.

“I do love denying you both,” Laura said slowly. Lifting her feet away from Hunter, she sat up tall in the bed. “But sometimes, a girl just needs to get fucked. That’s why I need both of you as my slave boys. Hunter to fuck me and you to be denied. That way, I get the best of both worlds. I get to be a cruel and frustrating bitch, but I still get the sex a horny girl like me needs. Fuck, just thinking about it has got me going.”

Pulling her legs beneath her, Laura rolled up onto her knees. While I watched, she bent over Hunter’s body. He seemed almost as surprised as I was as she swept her hair back behind her ears and lowered her mouth down onto his cock. Just as they had in my car on the way over, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked his manhood. And once again, her eyes turned toward me, watching my reactions, making sure I was watching her blow her boyfriend. Her head bobbed up and down, and I growled like an animal as I remembered how those soft full lips used to feel around my own cock, knowing I would never feel that incredible sensation again. Meanwhile, Hunter moaned and groaned, the lucky bastard enjoying the pure pleasure this goddess was giving him while I had no choice but to watch.

“I need your help, Hunter,” Laura said, lifting her mouth from his cock for moment. Already, Hunter was nodding, ready to agree to anything she said. Just as I was.

“I’m going to untie you,” devious Laura said slowly. “And then I’m going to give you the best blowjob of your life. But first, you need to help me with him.” Again, Laura’s head turned toward me, and her eyes glittered with malice as she spoke. “I want my oral slave over here. But I don’t want him to escape. So I want to untie him, and then you have to help me tie him up again.”

“Okay,” Hunter breathed. He didn’t even hesitate. And Laura cackled with glee. Climbing over his body, she reached into her bedside table and produced a pair of scissors. Quickly, she snipped the cable ties that held her boyfriend to the bed, and Hunter sat up. Without pausing, Laura climbed off the bed and walk toward me. Hunter followed, looking sheepish as he walked toward me with his hard cock swaying in front of him. Laura pulled three more cable ties out of the drawer, then reached for one of my wrists. Strapping a new cable tie to it, she cut the one that held my arm to the chair.

“Put it behind your back,” Laura ordered, pushing on my arm as she spoke. “Hunter, hold him.”

Standing on the other side of me, I felt Hunter take hold of my arm and pull it behind my back. Instinctively, I resisted, pulling it away. But Laura helped him pull it back, and I knew there was no point resisting. As Laura slipped the cable tie on my other wrist, freeing me from the chair, I stopped resisting. She and Hunter held my arms behind my back, and Laura fastened more cable ties around my wrists, binding them together. Setting the scissors aside, she grinned down at me.

“Get over here, panty boy,” she said, gripping a fistful of my hair. Turning, she dragged me toward the bed. I had no choice but to follow, and Hunter stepped back as he watched his girlfriend drag me across the room. Laura made me sit down at the foot of the bed, my back to the mattress. Then she pushed my head back so that it rested on the bed, staring up at the ceiling.

 Then she climbed over me. Kneeling on the edge of the mattress, she positioned herself so that her dripping pussy was right above my face. I could smell the powerful scent of sex radiating from her body, could see the way her puffy lips shone with moisture. I cringed in shame and embarrassment as I stared up her sex, feeling desire that was somehow powerful enough to eclipse even the deep humiliation I felt.

“Panty boy is going to lick my pussy while I suck your cock,” Laura said to her boyfriend while I trembled with embarrassment beneath her. “Lie down over here, babe.”

Of course, Hunter didn’t hesitate. He all but jumped onto the bed, rolling over onto his back to lie down in front of Laura. And she leaned forward, her hands on his thighs as she lowered her mouth to his cock. From where I lay beneath her, it was hard to see exactly what was going on. But I heard the wet sound of her tongue moving over his shaft, making him groan with the pleasure I could only envy as I sat on the floor beneath them.

“Start licking, panty boy,” Laura snarled. Spreading her legs, she lowered her pussy down my face, and soon, I was engulfed. Hardly able to believe what I was doing but totally unable to resist, I ran my tongue over her streaming lips. And the moan I heard her make as her body responded was muffled by what I knew had to be Hunter’s cock in her mouth. My heart was on fire with disbelief, with utter embarrassment, and I knew that I would never be able to forget this perverted spectacle. That my ex-girlfriend was making me pleasure her while she pleasured her boyfriend, and that at the end of it all, I still wasn’t going to get to have sex with her. That this was the highest I could aspire, to taste her beautiful pussy on my tongue and know I was giving her pleasure.

 And that’s what I did. While my heart raced with pure humiliation, while Laura continued to suck on Hunter’s cock, the two of them moaning in mutual bliss, I ate Laura’s dripping pussy like the pathetic oral slave she had turned me into.




   
   Friendzoned by a Unicorn: Parts 9-16
 


      9. Owned On Valentine’s Day
 
“Hey.” 
 
“Hey.” 
 
As soon as I answered the video call, I knew something was up. Laura’s face appeared on the screen of my phone, but everything around her seemed dark. Her voice when she greeted me was faintly breathless. Her face filled the frame, so I couldn’t see much of the dark background behind her, and I had no idea where she was. But I felt the same mix of nervousness and excitement I always felt these days whenever I saw her or spoke to her. As she grew more and more into her dominant power, Laura felt more and more comfortable coming up with new and exciting ways to tease and torment me. She had come to me for advice on how to dominate her new submissive boyfriend. But instead, she had become the prime driver of our kinky exploits. Somehow, my ex-girlfriend had managed to enslave not just her current lover but me as well. And even though I had been there every step of the way, I barely understood how she had pulled off such a trick. 
 
Then again, all I had to do with see her to be reminded why I let her treat me this way. She was just too beautiful and too sexy to resist. She had finally figured out for herself what I had always known. That she could get men like me and Hunter to do whatever she wanted. 
 
“How’s it going?” 
 
No doubt about it. She was out of breath. And as I watched, I saw that she was bouncing up and down slightly, her dark hair swaying around her pretty face as she stared at the screen. 
 
“Okay,” I said slowly. “Are you… Are you having sex right now?” 
 
“Yeah,” she smiled at me. “I’ve got Hunter tied up again, and I’m riding him like my favorite pony.” 
 
“Geez, Laura. Call me back when you’re done,” I said. 
 
“No no no, wait, wait!” Laura panted as my thumb hovered over the screen of the phone. “I just wanted to see if you wanted to hang out tomorrow. I’ve got some plans. And you know I’ll make it worth your while.” 
 
That, I knew, depended entirely on what you considered worth my while. Laura couldn’t be clearer about the fact that she had no intention of ever having sex with me again. That’s not to say I didn’t enjoy the games we played. In fact, sometimes, I wondered if I didn’t enjoy them more than regular sex. Yes, they were endlessly frustrating, and any time spent with Laura usually resulted in my total humiliation. Usually, I had to hurry home after being with her and frantically masturbate, reliving what this beautiful dominatrix had put me through. But it was hot. I couldn’t resist. The more she put me through, the more I wanted her, and the more I wanted these crazy games, too. My ex-girlfriend knew that all too well. 
 
“Okay,” I said with a sigh, still struggling to believe I let her treat me this way. Her moans of pleasure becoming louder was making a cock swell rapidly toward erection. I could protest all I wanted. But the fact she had called me while having sex with her boyfriend, the fact she wanted me to see her in the throes of pleasure, turned me on like nothing else. 
 
“Good,” Laura said, her eyes shining as she stared at the screen. “It’s going to be fun. You can pick me up around noon.” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” Laura groaned, closing her eyes as a new wave of pleasure spread through her. 
 
“Bye,” I said. Without waiting for a response from her, I hung up the phone. 
 
And then, I sat in silence on my sofa for a while. In some sense, the damage was done. I knew she was out there, at her house or at her boyfriend’s, fucking his brains out while I was sat there alone. Again, I felt that deep frustration that only fueled my desire, the pure intoxicating humiliation of knowing that the woman I longed for was with another man. It was incredible. It always was. And I knew I would have to do something about it. 
 
Rising to my feet, I headed toward the bathroom for another session of lonely pleasure. And all the while, Laura filled my brain, the sole object of my sexual desires ever since this had all started weeks ago. I was practically obsessed with my ex-girlfriend, unable to think about anything but her. And that was exactly what Laura wanted. 
 
   
 
When I knocked on the door of Laura’s house the next day, I hoped Hunter wasn’t there. I hadn’t seen him since the kinky three-way we had had, and I wasn’t in any hurry to, either. Bad enough seeing my ex-girlfriend and being reminded of what she had made me do. It would be so much more awkward running into her new boyfriend. So when Laura answered the door alone, I felt relieved. I knew I would run into Hunter again sooner or later. But even though the night of three of us had spent together had been the most wildly erotic of my life, I found myself hoping it wasn’t any time too soon. I’d much rather be alone with his beautiful dominant girlfriend. 
 
“Happy Valentine’s Day!” Laura said, throwing her arms around me. She was dressed casually, in a pair of jeans and a T-shirt, but that did nothing to hide her incredible body. And just at the feel of her warmth pressed against me, I felt my cock twitch inside my jeans. This was what she did to me these days. Even just the thought of her was enough to send lust racing through my body, and I couldn’t see her anymore without being overcome with desire for her. Once my girlfriend, she had become my friend, and now she was something else. A fixation. An obsession. A person I wanted all the more because I knew I couldn’t have her. 
 
“Oh yeah, I guess it is,” I said as she released me from her embrace and invited me inside the house. 
 
“You forgot?” she said. “Here, help me with these bags.” 
 
“Yeah, I forgot,” I said, taking the bags she offered. “It’s a stupid holiday anyway. And it’s not like I have anyone to make a fuss over anyway.” 
 
“You have me,” Laura said, bending to pick another bag up from the floor of the hallway of her shared house. 
 
“Yeah, but we’re not dating,” I said. “You have a boyfriend.” 
 
“That’s true, I do,” Laura said, gathering up the last bag. “But you could still have got me a little something. I got you something.” 
 
“You did?” I asked incredulously. 
 
“Of course I did.” 
 
Laura closed the front door of the house behind her as I led the way back to my car, arms full of bags. It didn’t occur to me to wonder what was in them, although it should have. Some pretty interesting items had made their way to my place for us to play together. But I was distracted by our conversation. These days, it was getting harder and harder to understand the true nature of the relationship between us. We weren’t dating. We were just friends. Except friends don’t play games like this. Friends don’t sexually dominate one another or use each other as trained sex toys. Whatever this relationship with Laura was, it was completely unlike any other I had before in my life. 
 
“Well, you shouldn’t have,” I said. 
 
“Too late, I already did,” Laura smiled as we loaded her bags and boxes into the trunk of my car and climbed inside. “Now, let’s go back to your place and get me ready.” 
 
“Ready for what?” 
 
“Ready for date night, of course,” Laura said as I pulled away from the curb. “Hunter is taking me out tonight, and you’re going to help me prepare. I’m going to blow his mind. And yours, probably.” 
 
Laura laughed as she spoke, and I said nothing. Again, I felt jealousy flare inside me at what she suggested, but I already knew I wasn’t going to say no. My cock was throbbing in my jeans now as I drove toward my place, and knowing it wasn’t going to get used did nothing to calm me down. If anything, it only turned me on more. 
 
Pulling up outside my house, I helped Laura gather up the bags and boxes and carry them into my place. She sat down in the living room and sat down on the sofa. Her eyes flickered behind her glasses, looking me up and down for a moment, and I felt a sudden shiver race through my body at that predatory look. 
 
“You know, this is going to be a very frustrating experience for you,” she said. 
 
“What else is new?” I asked, making her laugh. 
 
“No, but seriously, though,” she said. “But I want you to do a good job. I want you to do your best to make me irresistible for my boyfriend. I know you love dressing me up. I’m probably going to get pretty excited myself, and you’re going to have to take care of that. But you have to do as you’re told if you want to taste me today.” 
 
“Again, not exactly a new concept,” I said, as Laura laughed again. 
 
“I guess not,” she said. “Let’s start as we mean to go on. Get your clothes off, panty boy.” 
 
My heart surged with excitement at her words. As I began to quickly unfastened my clothes, she stood up and moved toward the bags and boxes we had brought inside. I saw her retrieve one and set it on the couch next her as she sat down again. In no time at all, I was naked in my living room, standing in front of her while she sat on the sofa fully clothed. Again her eyes traveled up and down my body, lingering for a moment on my cock as it swelled visibly in front of her. Then she picked up the box sitting beside her and opened it. 
 
“These are for you,” she said, holding something out toward me. “Put them on.” 
 
Stepping forward, I took the item she offered me. Holding it in my hands, I realized what Laura had given me. It was a pair of panties, made of some shiny black material like PVC. The black was trimmed with white lace at the legs and waistband, and as I turned the strange underwear in my hand, I saw there was a hole in the front of the panties also trimmed with the same white lace. On the back, in big white letters, I read the words Laura’s Panty Boy. 
 
“What the fuck are these?” I asked, while Laura spluttered with laughter. 
 
“They’re panties, of course,” she said. “I had them specially made for you. Do you like them?” 
 
“Not really,” I said, frowning down at the new underwear my hands. 
 
“Too bad. I do. Put them on.” 
 
Just for a moment, I hesitated. But only for a moment. Laura knew I couldn’t resist her when she gave me orders. And she looked so beautiful sitting there on the couch, smiling faintly as though it never occurred to her that I might disobey. Pushing down my pride, I stepped into the panties and began to pull them up my body. They were tight, I had to struggle to pull them up around my hips. As I stuffed my throbbing cock inside, I realized at once what the hole in the front was floor. My erection slid out, surrounded by white lace and projecting obscenely from the front of the underwear. 
 
“Oh, they look even better than I thought they would,” Laura giggled. “Go ahead, give me a twirl.” 
 
Smiling sheepishly at my own disgrace, I turned on the spot. As I turned my back on Laura, she leaned forward on the couch and slapped her hand against my ass. The PVC the panties made the sound even louder in my living room, and my cock was fully hard as I turned around to face her again. 
 
“These will help remind you of your place in my life now,” Laura said. “And maybe they’ll help keep you obedient while you serve me today. Now, get on your knees.” 
 
My cheeks burning with shame, I did as she said. My cock projected out from the front of the panties, pointing up at my ex-girlfriend like attribute to her beauty. I watched as she reached for the front of her jeans, hurriedly unfastening them and pulling them down her thighs. She pulled her panties down too, and her pussy shone in front of me, her lips already puffy and swollen with desire. 
 
“Get me off, panty boy,” she ordered. “And as a special treat, since it’s a special day, you can jerk off while you do it. But don’t cum until I do.” 
 
“Okay,” I said. Caught up in desire for her, I was in no position to resist her humiliating orders. Instead, I hurried forward on my knees, ducking my head underneath the jeans she was still wearing to get my head between her thighs. At once, I began to lick, and the taste of her pussy filled my mouth, making my cock surge even more in the ridiculous panties I wore.  
 
Reaching down, I closed one hand around my shaft and began to stroke. As pleasure swelled inside me, I slid my tongue between the tight folds of Laura’s pussy, and she groaned in pleasure. I felt her hand on my head, her fingers trailing through my hair the way they so often did when I went down on her. Maybe it really was the panties I was wearing. Maybe it was just repetition, the habit of serving her like this whenever she wanted. But I was starting to feel as though this was somehow right. As though this was exactly where I wanted to be, kneeling at Laura’s feet and using my mouth to pleasure her. My cock surged and raged in my hand, and I remembered her words. Focusing on licking her, I released my grip on my own manhood for a moment, trying to control myself. It wasn’t easy. But soon, Laura was groaning and writhing above me, pressing my face hard against her pussy. I felt her cum in a hot flood of juices that I gulped down gratefully, enjoying my position as her oral slave while she moaned in sexual bliss. 
 
“Okay, slut,” she panted. “You can cum on my feet. And look at me while you do it.” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said. Lost in lust, there was nothing I wanted more. Well, almost nothing. With Laura sitting there above me, her legs lewdly spread, her pussy shining in front of me and the taste of it still in my mouth, I stroked my cock more rapidly. In no time at all, orgasm surged through me. I pumped my cum onto her feet, looking at her the whole time while she smiled down at me. 
 
“Fuck, I love that,” Laura grinned. “I love making you jerk off to me. Makes me feel like an absolute goddess. But now, I’m going to have to take a shower. And you’re going to help me, panty boy.” 
 
As she spoke, Laura pulled down her pants and panties completely. Kicking them off, she reached for her T-shirt and pulled that over her head too. Then she removed her bra. Completely naked, she rose to her feet. Bending over, she took hold of my now-soft cock. As she straightened up still holding it, I had no choice but to rise to my feet. Turning, Laura used my cock lead me across my own house to the bathroom. 
 
Inside, she set aside her glasses and stepped into the shower. The warm water cascaded over her body, slicking her dark hair against her scalp.  
 
“Want to soap up my boobs for me?” Laura giggled, pressing her breasts together between her arms. 
 
“You know I do,” I said as I stepped into the shower with her. Already, my cock was starting to fatten again. The water slid over my body, over the shiny panties I was wearing with the humiliating message written on the back, and Laura grinned at me as I squirted soap into my hands and reached for her tempting breasts. As I caressed them, her nipples swelled, and I felt a desperate urge to take them between my lips. But Laura wouldn’t allow that. Instead, she just stood there, letting me wash her thoroughly. 
 
“Down,” she said at last, placing her hand on my shoulder. “You can wash the rest of me now. My ass and my pussy. I want them nice and clean for when Hunter fucks me later.” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said with a sigh, sinking to my knees in the shower in front of her. As I rubbed my soapy fingers over her lips, I heard her sigh with pleasure. I kept rubbing, my cock fully hard once again as I touched her. She let me. Right there in my shower, she let me finger her to another orgasm, her streaming juices mingling with the hot water that poured over our skin. 
 
“Get a razor,” Laura said in a voice that dripped with pleasure oncer her climax had passed. “You’re going to trim my pubic hair. I want my pussy looking its best for Hunter.” 
 
Without a word, I stepped out of the shower for a moment to grab my razor. That I returned to my knees in the cubicle. Following Laura’s directions, I carefully shaved the edges of her pubic hair, leaving a neat strip guiding the way to her swollen pussy. Then, on her orders, I shaved her legs. Completely lost in submission, I did exactly as she said, the feel of her soft skin driving me crazy as I moved gradually lower down her body. Her skin was shining with moisture as she stood above me like a goddess, smiling as she watched me serve her on my hands and knees. My cock was throbbing desperately, and I wanted nothing more than to plunge it into that slick wet pussy. But we both knew that wasn’t allowed. 
 
“Okay, that’s enough,” Laura said. Turning off the shower, she stepped past me into the bathroom. Completely naked, she walked into the living room and soon returned with a small bag that she sat on the bathroom counter. As she opened up, I saw a contained a dizzying array of makeup. Standing in front of the bathroom mirror, she began to apply it to her face. Unsure what to do, I stepped out of the shower cubicle still dripping and stood behind her. 
 
“What are you doing over there?” Laura said, looking at me in the mirror as she worked on her makeup. “Get down on your knees and lick me again while I make myself beautiful for him.” 
 
“Okay,” I said, dropping to my knees at once, and Laura chuckled under her breath as I submitted to her so readily. Crawling around to kneel between her and the bathroom cabinet, I pressed my mouth to her pussy again. I could taste the soap I used to clean her as I ran my tongue over her silken folds, but I ignored that. And for her part, Laura ignored me, too. Instead, she focused on her own face in the mirror, carefully beautifying herself with a variety of products. By the time she was finished, I hadn’t made her cum again. Her juices were flowing freely, the taste of her pleasure filling my mouth once again. But I hadn’t brought her to climax by the time she pushed me away. 
 
“What do you think?” 
 
As she smiled down at me, Laura was transformed. She was a beautiful woman anyway. But the makeup she had applied took that to another level. I never seen her wear such heavy makeup before, but it worked. Her naturally full lips shone with a bright red coat of lipstick, and her eyes glittered between thick dark lashes and a pale dusting of eyeshadow. Her skin looked flawless, her face almost eerily perfect. 
 
“You look beautiful, Laura,” I said truthfully, gazing up at her from my knees. 
 
“Good. I want to be completely irresistible tonight. I can’t wait to get these lips wrapped around Hunter’s cock.” 
 
I knew she had said it just to hurt me. But that didn’t mean it didn’t work. I felt that stab of jealousy and desire in my heart again. But after all, this was my role, and it excited me to be reminded of that. 
 
“Come with me,” Laura said. Stepping past me, she walked naked out of the bedroom once again. Rising to my feet, I hurried after her. She picked up a large bag from the pile in the living room and carried it toward my bedroom. I followed her, my raging cock leading the way as it projected from the humiliating underwear I wore. 
 
“I’ll need your help to put this on,” Laura said as she slid something out of the bag. Lifting it from the bed, she handed it to me. It was a dress made of bright red leather, accentuated by black laces that climbed up both the front and the back of the narrow skirt. There was a corset built into the dress, closed with metal closures in the front and the same black laces as the skirt in the back. My cock throbbed, knowing at once that she would look unbelievably sexy in such an outfit. And Laura stood there smiling at me, enjoying the effect she was having. 
 
“Go on, dress me,” she ordered. “Get me all dressed up sexy for my boyfriend, panty boy.” 
 
She was watching me carefully, teasing me as though waiting for me to rebel. She should have known me better. Barely knowing why myself, I did as I was told. I fussed with the dress, unfastening it and loosening the laces until it came apart. Then, as Laura turned her back on me, I wrapped it around her body. As I pulled the laces tighter, the creaking red leather conformed to her incredible figure. Over her shoulder, I watched her breasts rise in the cups of the corset as I pulled it tighter, her waist shrinking and emphasizing her incredible hourglass figure. 
 
“Tighter,” Laura ordered. “I want to look like a total sex doll tonight.” 
 
So I did as she said. I pulled the dress tighter, and when the corset was finally tightened to her specifications, I sank back onto my knees to re-lace the skirt. The leather clung to her hips and thighs as I pulled the laces tighter, the garment growing ever more restrictive and ever more provocative. When I was done, I gazed up at my ex-girlfriend from my knees in disbelief. She really did look like a sex goddess. The skirt of the dress was kneelength, but so tight that it revealed more than it hid. Hunter was an unbelievably lucky man. 
 
“How do I look?” 
 
“Like the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” I said. Laughing, Laura turned on the spot. The laces of the corset revealed the cheeks of her ass underneath the skirt, and my cock bounced in desperation as I gazed at her. 
 
“That’s what I was going for,” Laura said. “Here. Put my shoes on.” 
 
Reaching into the same bag, she tossed me a pair of shoes. Bright red stiletto pumps that matched the vibrant color of the dress. Laura sat down on the edge of my bed, and I slid the shoes onto her feet. 
 
“I can get used to this,” she smiled down at me. “It’s like having a maid. Except a maid with a cock that I’m not going to use.” 
 
As she spoke, Laura lifted one foot from the floor. The rounded toe of her bright red shoe slid along the underside of my shaft, and I groaned in desperation. 
 
“Please, Laura,” I said, the words bursting from my lips before I had time to think them through. I knew she wasn’t going to give me what she wanted. She had far too much fun denying me. But I couldn’t help myself. This vision of pure feminine sexiness in front of me demanded I try, no matter how hopeless it might be. 
 
“Please what, panty boy?” Laura asked, the tight leather dress creaking slightly as she shifted on the bed.  
 
“Please let me fuck you,” I wailed while she erupted in laughter. “Please, I want you so bad! It’s driving me crazy!” 
 
“I know it is,” Laura smiled. “That’s what makes it so much fun. But no, I’m not going to fuck you. I’m not cheating on Hunter. But since you’ve been such a good obedient boy tonight, I’ll let you look at me while you jerk off again.” 
 
I didn’t hesitate. I couldn’t. Once again, my hand closed around my cock. Laura shifted on the mattress again, leaning back with her hands behind her to support her weight, her breasts almost spilling over the top of the corset. Breathless with pleasure, I stared at her, the vision of her beauty burning itself onto my brain while I tugged on my cock. Soon, I was once again erupting in orgasm, and Laura giggled with glee as she watched me cum, staring up at her like the unattainable goddess she was. 
 
As the last drops of my orgasm dripped from my softening cock, Laura stood. 
 
“Stay there,” she ordered. Her dress creaked again as she stepped past me, her steps made small by the tightness of the skirt she wore. Obedient as ever, I listened to her high heels recede through the house as she returned to the living room. Then, I heard her coming back toward me. Her dress creaked as she bent over, and I felt her take hold of my arms. I didn’t even try to resist as she pulled my wrists back behind me and locked them together with a pair of handcuffs. Excitement was surging inside me once again, and I felt my mouth watering at thought she might make me lick her pussy again. 
 
Laura had other ideas. Stepping around in front of me, she crouched. The light bounced off the clinging red leather as it hugged her every curve. She reached for my cock, and I groaned as I felt her hand against it. But there was something in her other hand. And before I knew what was happening, she slid a metal tube onto my cock. There was a click, and Laura let go. Now the metal was hanging from my manhood, locked in place by some inner mechanism. 
 
“There,” Laura said. “That’s your real Valentine’s present. And a present for me too, I guess.” 
 
“What the fuck are you doing?” I said. But Laura, unflappable, rose up to her full height, smoothing her tight leather dress over her hips. Stepping around behind me, she unlocked the cuffs around my wrists. My hands moved at once to my cock, and I grunted as I tugged on the steel device. It wasn’t coming off. 
 
“That’s a chastity device,” Laura said. As she stepped around in front of me again, I saw she was holding a small key in her hand. Threading a silver chain through it, she lifted the chain and placed it around her neck, clasping it in place. The key dangled down to the magnificent cleavage the dress gave her, and I didn’t need to ask what it was for. 
 
“I decided I’ve had enough of you jerking off without my permission,” Laura said, standing now with her hands on her hips as she stood above me. “With that thing on, you won’t even be able to get hard without my permission. I don’t want you jerking off thinking about me while I’m out getting fucked by my boyfriend. From now on, you’ll need my permission to ever have another orgasm. You know how much that fucking turns me on?” 
 
“On my God, Laura,” I moaned, unable to believe what was happening. As dominant and sadistic as Laura had been lately, I had never imagined anything like this. But of course, she only looked more beautiful to me in this flood of her sexual power. 
 
“I know. It’s awesome,” she said. “If you think being my oral slave was frustrating before, just wait until you need my permission to cum. It’s like I own your cock. Like you don’t have one anymore. Just one of the girls.” 
 
Stepping past me where I kneeled on the floor, Laura paused in front of the mirror in my bedroom, her fingernail adjusting some tiny invisible smudge of her lipstick. When she turned back to me, her eyes were blazing with that same sadism that drove me wild every time we were together. 
 
“Hunter’s going to come pick me up now,” she said. “Once he sees me, I bet he’s going to lose his head completely, just like you did. I’m going to spend all day fucking with him. Making him grovel at my feet. Making him eat my pussy. Sucking his cock. Fucking him. I wonder how many orgasms I can make him have? I guess we’ll find out.” 
 
Standing in front of me again, Laura leaned forward, her hands on her knees, the dress groaning as it struggled to contain her beautiful body. The key to my freedom dangled in front of me, framed by her beautiful breasts. I could reach out and grab it if I wanted to, and yet, for whatever reason, I didn’t. Instead, I just gazed up at this vicious goddess shining above me, her eyes filled with the delight of being in total control. 
 
“And you’re going to stay here, horny and frustrated, and think about ways to serve me better,” Laura said, speaking slowly and clearly. “No going back now, panty boy. You’re mine.” 
 
    

  

 
   
   10. Frustrated by Laura
 
Funny how things change. I’d never been particularly into Valentine’s Day anyway. It always struck me as the fakest of holidays, a cheesy celebration of performative acts of romance that have very little to do with real love. That was before. Before Laura became the sexy dominatrix I always wanted her to be and change my life completely. Before she put a lock on my cock and took possession of my manhood and my sexual desire. 
 
That Valentine’s Day night was for me a new flavor of hell. I had trouble thinking of anything other than Laura at the best of times. But in the situation I was in now, it was completely impossible. The steel device tightly gripped my cock, growing tighter any time I tried to get hard. And how could I not get hard, when all I could think about was her? She had looked so incredible in the sexy dress I helped her put on to seduce her boyfriend, I had no doubt that somewhere out there, the two of them were having exactly the kind of wild and uninhibited sex that I couldn’t have. Now, I couldn’t even touch myself. And with the device locked onto my cock, I couldn’t remove the panties Laura had made me wear. Not without destroying them, anyway. And something told me that if I did that, she would find a way to make me pay. 
 
And so I sat around my house alone, completely emasculated and tormented by the thoughts of what my ex-girlfriend was doing out there with her new boyfriend. Probably she was dominating Hunter, too. Probably she was making him grovel at her feet and beg for sex. Or maybe not. Maybe she was giving him what we both wanted, knowing all the time in the back of her brain that she had me as her helpless and horny captive. And that thought, too, only added fuel to my desire for her. The idea that she was getting off on her own cruelty. The idea that it turned her on to reduce me to this, a helplessly frustrated sex toy for her to play with, only made the whole situation even more exciting, which in turn made the chastity device even tighter. Laura had a proven gift for creating these strange feedback loops, and now I found myself in another one. The more I thought of her, the more turned on I got. The more turned on I got, the more I was reminded of her sexual power over me. Laura had come to me for advice on how to dominate her boyfriend. But now, she was the one teaching me a lesson in domination and submission. 
 
The night wore on. Knowing I couldn’t pleasure myself, I tried to think of other things. I tried to watch TV, attempting to distract myself from the reality of my situation, only to find it was hopeless. Again and again, I found myself reaching for my phone to text my cruel and dominant ex, then talked myself out of it. Knowing Laura, she would only use the opportunity to torment me even more. 
 
And so I waited, and with each passing hour, the tiny spark of hope I had that she might return and unlock me grew dimmer. The steel device was merciless, and again and again, I tried to see if I could escape it. No chance. It was locked firmly around my cock and around my balls, gripping them through the glossy fabric of the panties Laura had trapped me inside. There was no escape from her power over me. Neither physically nor emotionally. All I could do was wait. 
 
And I received no further contact from Laura that night. Whatever she was out there doing, it was clearly more important to her than her locked and frustrated sex slave who was pining after her in the solitude of an empty apartment. As the night wore on, my emotions ran the gamut from disbelief to anger to depression. But underneath it all, there was that constant sexual ache, that unwavering excitement that somehow made me accept it all. The more badly Laura treated me, the more I wanted her. And the more I wanted her, the more I wanted her to treat me badly. I still didn’t understand it. But I knew that all I could do was try to accept it. 
 
Eventually, even the longest night comes to an end. With no further word from Laura, I eventually fell into a restless sleep, punctuated by wild dreams. No prizes for guessing who I dreamed about. Even in sleep, there was no escape from the prison of desire Laura kept me in. Sleeping or awake, she was all I could think about, and the discomfort of the chastity device locked onto my cock made sure I woke up at regular intervals through the night, unable to forget even for a moment the situation I found myself in. 
 
When I woke up the next day, exhausted from a restless night, there was a brief moment when I wondered if any of this was real. If I had dreamed Laura’s latest outrageous idea. But the aching of my cock as it tried to harden was all the proof I needed that my captivity remained very real, and as I reached down under the blanket, I touched the warm steel of the device that held me prisoner. It was too much. I couldn’t hold out any longer.  
 
I texted Laura. It was a while before she replied, and the wait between was fraught with anxiety and nervousness for me as I wondered what would happen. If I demanded she free me, I suspected she would. We might play with the idea of consent, but the reality was, these games only worked because we all wanted this. Probably if I told her I didn’t want to play like this anymore, that would be the end of it. Then again, I wasn’t entirely sure. And of course, that was all part of the thrill too. Part of the crazy excitement came from not knowing just how far Laura would take things. If I demanded she unlock me, would she do it? And if she didn’t, what could I do about it? Until now, our games of domination and submission, wild as they were, could have been ended by me anytime. Now, that had changed. Only Laura could release me from the cage she had locked me in. The absolute power this small device gave her was unbelievable. 
 
Finally, she answered my text. She agreed to meet me, but insisted on doing it someplace public. That worried me in its own way, but I barely had the mental bandwidth to think about it too hard. Instead, I was consumed by thoughts of desire and hope and desperation. So that afternoon, I made my way back to the café where this had all started, where Laura had first told me that she was seeing a guy who wanted her to dominate him. 
 
I arrived first. The table we had sat at that day was occupied, so I took another further back in the coffee shop. I sat facing the door, and so I saw Laura the moment she arrived. I wasn’t the only one. Several heads turned toward her as she stepped into the café, her high heels loud on the wooden floor as she strode across the space. And heads turned again to watch her go, eyes drawn toward her like slivers of metal toward a magnet. 
 
Laura was wearing a black dress. It covered her up to her neck but left her arms bare, and below the knees, she was wearing those boots again. The black high-heeled leather boots decorated with silver chains that I had helped her buy at the mall. Boots that had become irrevocably associated for both of us with kinky sex and domination. Boots that never failed to get me excited the moment I saw her in them. I felt again that humiliating ache in my cock as it tried to harden while I remembered how I had ejaculated on those boots at Laura’s bidding. 
 
Pulling out the chair opposite mine, Laura sat, composing herself carefully as her dress slid higher up her legs. It wasn’t especially immodest, that dress. It was just a little much for a casual coffee shop in the middle of the day. But that was how Laura was these days. More and more, I noticed, she was dressing for maximum sex appeal. Back when we had been dating, she had been very much a jeans and sneakers kind of girl. I would’ve loved it if she had dressed like this back then. But now, it seemed, she was coming into her sexual confidence, and her outfits reflected that. Slowly, this woman who had once had such problems with her self-esteem was becoming more and more comfortable being the center of attention. More and more comfortable with being the object of desire. In a different situation, I might’ve been delighted by this change in a woman that, deep down, I did care about in entirely nonsexual ways. But our friendship had been all but eclipsed by the wild desire that now stood between us like an impassable mountain. I could still care about her as a person. I could still want the best for her. But I couldn’t stop thinking about having sex with her. And that, apparently, was exactly what my ex-girlfriend wanted. 
 
“Happy Valentine’s Day,” Laura said as she sat down, even though the fateful day had already passed. Accentuated by the black frame of her glasses, her eyes sparkled with delight as she smiled at me. I could guess what she was thinking. And most probably, my dominant ex-girlfriend knew exactly what I was thinking too. She knew I was thinking about how sexy she looked. How confident and in control. That I was thinking about what she got up to last night in the scandalous dress I had helped her put on to seduce her boyfriend. About all the sex she had no doubt been having while I sat at home denied and ignored. 
 
“Hi,” I said in a low voice, cursing the fact that she had chosen to meet me in public. I couldn’t say what I needed to say. I couldn’t beg her to release me, beg her to allow me the tiny privilege of touching myself in her presence. That humiliating ritual, that was the best I could hope for from this woman who had made it clear she was never going to have sex with me again, had become a prize I barely even dared to ask for. Just like Laura wanted. 
 
“How was last night?” she asked. “It was awesome for me. You were right; that dress worked. Hunter couldn’t believe his eyes. I kept him hard all night long. He had to call in sick to work today, I fucked him so good. My jaw is aching from sucking his cock all night, and my pussy hurts from the pounding he gave me. But it hurts so good, you know?” 
 
I felt my head growing hot as I looked at her across the table. She was unbelievable. The Laura I had dated would never say things like that in public, even in a low voice so that no one at the nearby tables could hear. And knowing that she was doing it with the purpose of tormenting me only made the whole situation more arousing to me, just as she must know it would. I was sitting there in an agony of desire and despair, feeling my cheeks burning with shame as I considered my helpless position. Completely at the mercy of this goddess who seemed to show less mercy toward me with each passing day. 
 
“Glad you had a good night,” I managed to say, while Laura laughed. 
 
“That’s a good response. Even if I know you don’t mean it. I bet your night was a lot less fun, wasn’t it?” 
 
“Yeah,” I said. Laura stuck out her thick lower lip in a mocking pout. 
 
“Awww, poor little panty boy,” she said. “All locked up by his big mean mistress. Are you still wearing it now?” 
 
I looked around the café before answering. No one was looking at us now. No one seemed to hear. Thankful at least for that small mercy, I still leaned forward so that I could speak even lower, terrified of someone finding out the truth about us. 
 
“Of course I am,” I said. “I can’t get it off.” 
 
“That’s awesome!” Laura spluttered with laughter, clapping her hands together with glee. “And the panties too?” 
 
“Yes,” I growled through gritted teeth. “I’m still wearing them.” 
 
“This is amazing,” Laura said, shaking her head. “I mean, I heard about how much power it gives a woman to lock a man’s cock away while I was shopping for the device. Now I can see for myself what it does, and it’s fucking great. I should’ve locked you up a long time ago. I should have done it back when we were still dating. But maybe it’s better this way. Better now that I have a boyfriend I can fuck so that I never have to let you go.” 
 
“Laura, this is crazy,” I said. Her words would’ve sounded sexy anywhere, but somehow in the public space of the coffee shop, they sounded even more wildly provocative. Like the collision of two worlds, the brightly lit one we moved through during the day and the darker, more sensual one that went on behind closed doors. The thought of anyone knowing about my humiliation terrified me. But I couldn’t deny that it added a certain extra kick to my desire, too. And for her part, Laura seemed to have absolutely no shame about what we were doing. If anything, she seemed to take pride in it. 
 
“Yeah, it is,” she agreed. “But it’s so much fun. You know it is, too. This is what you always wanted, wasn’t it? To give control to a woman? To submit to her? Well, now you have it. Both you and Hunter. And I love being mistress of two sweet slave boys like you. Face it. If your cock wasn’t locked away right now, you’d be rock-hard under the table, wouldn’t you?” 
 
“That’s not the point,” I said. Laura’s eyes sparkled behind her glasses, the smile on her face proving to me she knew what I said was a lie. 
 
“It’s exactly the point,” Laura said. “The point is, now that I have you locked away, you have to do what I say if you want a release. And that’s why you wanted to see me today, isn’t it? You want me to unlock you and let you have your little spurt, don’t you?” 
 
“Well, yes,” I shamefully admitted. And Laura shifted in her chair. Raising one foot from the floor, she placed it between my legs under the table, making me jump at the sudden contact. Her eyes moved over my face, her smile growing wider as she watched my reaction. Under her boot, I knew, she could feel the hard shape of the cage through my pants. And I felt the slick leather of the boot on my fingertips as I held it in my hand. Not pushing her away, even as my cock sent new blooms of pain through my lower body. Just touching her and trying not to tremble at the powerful sensations that would take me over completely. 
 
“Well, that could be arranged,” Laura said. “But you’ll need to be very, very good. I have big plans for you, panty boy. And some of them you’re probably not going to like. But the important thing is that I will like it. And that’s all that matters, isn’t it?” 
 
I hesitated. The air between us crackled, and I felt almost surprised that nobody else in the coffee shop seemed to feel it. Suddenly, an unbelievable tension had entered the room. I knew what Laura wanted me to say. And a huge part of me wanted to say it. To admit that she was right, that she was superior to me in every way, and that all I wanted was to please her. I was almost shocked to realize that about myself. But still some vestiges of pride clung on, if only to make submitting that much harder. I wanted to give in, I wanted to hold out, and for little while, I hung balanced between those two desires, wavering one way and the other while Laura patiently waited for my response. As though she knew what it would be before I did. As though she had no doubt of her beauty and sex appeal and the power it gave her over me. 
 
She was right. 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said, speaking the words in a long sigh of breath. Her white teeth showed as she grinned at me, flushed with triumph and delighted with her total control. 
 
“That’s what I thought,” Laura nodded. “You know, you’re in luck. I actually brought the key with me. Though I still haven’t decided if I’ll let you out or not. Would you like to know where it is?” 
 
“Yes,” I said tonelessly. Somehow, my ex-girlfriend had found a way to turn this public coffee shop into another backdrop to our kinky games. Once again, I was hers completely, ready to surrender and submit to her will no matter how outrageous. And the ease with which she had reduced me to this only made her seem more powerful and sexy in my eyes. 
 
“It’s on my boot,” Laura said with smug satisfaction. “Right where it belongs. Clipped to one of the chains. If you move your hands a little, you’ll find it.” 
 
I did. Under the table, I moved my hands over her boot while Laura watched me. The decorative chains swung and swayed from her calf, and my blind fingers found the small shape of the key hanging from one of them. I felt suddenly breathless, dizzy as I sat there with my freedom so close. The key rested against my fingertips, unbelievably light for something that at that moment mattered more to me than anything else in the world. 
 
“I suppose if you wanted to, you could take it now,” Laura said thoughtfully. “I mean, I couldn’t really stop you. I wanted to meet you in public because I had a feeling that if I met you in private, you might overpower me and take it. But now I’m starting to doubt that. Because that’s not what you want, is it, Steve? You want me to free you. You don’t want to free yourself.” 
 
My brow furrowed as I pondered the question. She was right, of course. It was only a small wire key ring holding the key onto the chain of her boot. I could have pulled it off right there. And once I had the key in my possession, I didn’t imagine that Laura would be able to get it back off me. I could free myself and throw away the awful chastity device that gave her such terrible power and go back to being a regular guy with control over his own sexual pleasure. From a certain viewpoint, I would have to be crazy not to. 
 
And yet, there I sat, motionless, the key resting lightly in my hand and Laura’s boot in my crotch. She just sat there smiling at me, confident in her assessment. And some rebellious part of me wanted to prove her wrong. To wipe that smug smile off her beautiful face. But she wasn’t wrong. As crazy as what she was saying undoubtedly was, it was nothing more than the truth. Freeing myself, I knew, would allow me some temporary relief. But in the long term, it will cost me much, much more. It would cost me this, this wild excitement, this deep and addictive lust that was more powerful than anything I had ever felt before. Maybe Laura and I could go back to being friends if we stop playing these crazy games. Maybe not. But either way, I knew that wasn’t what I wanted. What I wanted was this. To be owned by her completely. To give in. To submit. To be freed by her instead of freeing myself. 
 
“That’s what I thought,” Laura said at last. Smiling, she withdrew her foot from between my legs. I felt the leather slide through my fingers, the key slipping away from me while my heart thumped rapidly in my chest. That tiny moment in a busy café in front of a bunch of strangers, I knew even at the time, was going to be one of the defining moments of our new relationship. I could free myself. And I didn’t. Because still, somehow, in ways even I didn’t fully understand, I wanted this. 
 
“You’re in luck,” Laura said as she readjusted herself in her seat, her complete control over me now confirmed beyond a shadow of a doubt. “I’m willing to contemplate letting you out. But you’re going to have to do absolutely everything I tell you. You’re going to have to be my obedient little panty boy. Agreed?” 
 
“Wasn’t I already?” I said, making Laura laugh. 
 
“Yeah, I suppose so,” she said. “But you’re going to need to be even more obedient now. Because I’m going to make you do even more naughty, sexy, humiliating things for my amusement. God, you have no idea what I’m going to do to you. But you’ll find out. I’m going to see just how much you’ll let me do to you for the privilege of being released. I’m going to find out just how badly you want me.” 
 
“I think you already know,” I said. But Laura just shook her head, her glasses reflecting the light of the café as she moved. 
 
“Not like this,” she said. “When I was researching this, I read about some of the things women do once they have men locked up like this. It’s unbelievable. You can get away with just about anything. It’s going to be so fucking sexy. Come on. Let’s get out of here.” 
 
“Okay,” I said, hope swelling in my heart as I immediately began to rise to my feet. I knew that the best chance I had of getting what I wanted was when Laura got turned on. And all this talk was definitely doing that. If she wanted to go somewhere more private, I was more than ready to oblige. I would’ve followed her to the ends of the earth and happily dropped to my knees to worship her pussy no matter where she wanted it. 
 
“My place?” I said. Laura stood slowly, taking her time before answering me. 
 
“No,” she said at last, turning her glittering eyes toward me. “Let’s go back to my place. I have some stuff there I want to try out, and you’re going to help me with it, panty boy.” 
 
With a laugh, she turned on the spot, the hem of her dress swirling around her thighs. She was standing close enough to me that her ass brushed against the front of my pants as she moved, and it was all I could do not to groan at the feel of her gorgeous body, though it lasted less than a second. Stepping away from me, Laura strutted across the coffee shop, the tall heels of her boots making her hips sway provocatively from side to side. She knew I was watching, and she wanted to tease me. She wanted me to want to her. And it was working. And as I hurried behind her, I couldn’t stop my eyes doing their predictable dance up and down her body, drinking in every detail of her figure and form as though it wasn’t already burned on my memory. She was gorgeous. And as I watched her walk along in front of me, I saw the tiny key dangling from the chain on her boot, and my cock ached all over again at the reminder of who really owned it. It was hers now. Hers to use or not use as she saw fit. Laura was absolutely right. After a long night of deep sexual frustration, I would do just about anything she wanted for the promise of release. 
 
Outside, I pointed the way to where my car was parked. Out on the street, more heads turned to follow Laura as the two of us walked toward my car. I climbed inside, and she got into the passenger seat, adjusting her dress around her legs as she sat. I started the engine and drove toward her house, my heart rising in my chest with every mile we traveled. I had no idea what was waiting for me. And as much as I could focus on them, her words in the coffee shop scared me. I already knew just how easily Laura managed to get me to do the unthinkable, and if she had even more wild games in mind, I knew I had reason to be nervous. But all of that was eclipsed by wild desire, fueled by sitting so close to this goddess as I drove her through the city. 
 
Before long, we pulled up outside her house. I switched off the engine and reached for the handle of my door. The faint touch of Laura’s hand on my arm stopped me in my tracks. 
 
“Wait,” she said in a soft voice. “Get it out. I want to see it.” 
 
“It can’t wait until we’re inside?” I said. Laura lived on a suburban street, and it was the middle of the day. It was quiet out, and there was no one around. But still, I was terrified of exposure. Of course, Laura knew that. She counted on it. 
 
“You’re not very good at this, are you?” she said, allowing a tiny frown to appear on her beautiful face. “I told you you were going to have to do everything I said and be my obedient panty boy. You’re not off to a very good start. This is not how you go about getting your cock unlocked, mister.” 
 
I sighed. Of course, she was right. And with a final glance around the empty street, I reach wordlessly for the front of my pants. Laura chuckled as I undid them, exposing my caged cock in the panties that did nothing to hide it. 
 
Shifting in her seat, Laura leaned closer toward me. I groaned as she ran her fingers faintly over the steel device that encased my throbbing cock. 
 
“This is so cool,” she chuckled to herself, enjoying the feel of the steel and everything it represented. “I really do on your cock, don’t I, panty boy?” 
 
“Yes, Laura, you do,” I groaned, making her laugh again. “Now, can we please go inside and get this thing off me?” 
 
“Be careful what you wish for.”  
 
Behind her glasses, Laura’s eyes flashed dangerously. And I felt again that familiar thrill of fear mixed with desire I so often felt these days in the presence of my ex-girlfriend. But for now, it didn’t matter. All that mattered with the possibility of release. 
 
    

  

 
   
   11. Manhood Revoked
 
Hurrying along behind Laura, I followed her from my car to the door of her house. Not for the first time, I was glad that her bedroom is so close to the front door. I didn’t want to run into any of her roommates. Not with the thoughts that were running through my mind and the desire that was raging inside me. My cock was aching desperately inside the cage I wore, and I couldn’t forget the tiny key that dangled from the decorative chain on her boot with every step she took. Laura was the absolute picture of sexual power and dominance, and every minute I spent in her presence was a fresh tease that fueled the raging conflagration of my desire for her. That’s just how it was between us. 
 
Stepping into her bedroom, I shut the door behind me. Behind her glasses, Laura’s eyes were shining with delight as she turned to face me. Now we were alone together at last, behind closed doors, and briefly, I considered simply snatching the key off her, just like Laura had said I could in the café. Who was going to stop me? But it was already a foregone conclusion that I wouldn’t. Everything she had said there was true. Everything she had guessed about how I didn’t want to free myself, and how I wanted to be freed by her, was absolutely accurate. That was the real captivity I was in, apart from the physical imprisonment of my cock inside her cage. And Laura knew it as well as I did. 
 
“Take your clothes off,” she said. Part of Laura’s charm was the delight she always took in these games. She was a natural dominatrix, and although she had come to me for help, she clearly didn’t need it. Somehow, she seemed to know exactly what to do, as though she had been dominating men for years. And yet it was still obvious how much she enjoyed it. Still clear that she was feeling her way through this just like I was, and that she still could barely believe her luck at what had happened. Somehow, that made her even more alluring than the sometimes bored mistresses I had seen online. These games excited Laura just as much as they excited me. And that only added to the thrill we both felt. 
 
So I did as Laura said. After all, I had nothing to hide from her. As embarrassing as it was to shed my clothes at her command, to strip off in her bedroom while she remained fully clothed and feel her eyes moving over my body, dropping predictably to the cruel chastity cage I wore, I did it. I did what Laura said like I always did, like I probably always would, while sheer sexual power radiated off her beautiful body. In no time at all, I stood before her naked except for the steel device dangling between my legs, keeping my manhood prisoner. And Laura couldn’t have looked happier with what was standing in front of her. 
 
“Get down on the floor. On your back,” Laura ordered. And while I did as I was told, she walked hurriedly across the room toward her closet. I had no idea what wild implements of delight and torment she might have in there. But I couldn’t wait to find out. Deep in my submissive heart, all I wanted was more of this humiliating treatment. More of this shame and disgrace. My cock was aching desperately inside the tight confines of the steel as I lay down on the floor next to Laura’s bed, and she stepped over me as she returned from the closet, teasing me with a glimpse into the darkness underneath her dress. 
 
But for now, Laura was busy. Crouching beside me, she set something down on the floor next to me. A kind of box made of wood with one end completely open and its top padded with a built-in red leather cushion. Placing the box on the floor above my head, Laura told to slide my head inside. Confused as I was, I did as I was told. And as I did, I saw that there was a hole in the top of the box that went right through the wood and right through the red padding on top. Through the hole, I could see Laura’s pretty face smiling down at me as I took up my position. And then my heart surged as she climbed on top of me. Lifting one leg, Laura straddled my chest, her weight pinning me to the floor of her bedroom. I didn’t know what was about to happen. But I was desperately excited for it. And as Laura leaned forward, grabbing my wrists in her hands and pushing my arms up toward the box enclosing my head, I only got more excited at the thought of what was coming. 
 
I felt something tighten around one wrist, and then the other. Laura was attaching soft leather handcuffs to my arms and anchoring them to the sides of the box that enclosed my head. In a matter of seconds, she had me helpless again. Once my hands were tied, she leaned forward and began to tighten some straps that were attached to the box around my neck, too. Not tight enough to cut off my air supply, or anywhere close to that. But enough to hold my head in position for whatever she had coming next. And with my hands cuffed to the sides of the box, I couldn’t free myself. A tremor of submissive delight rippled through me at the thought that I was once again completely at her mercy. Laura would be able to do whatever she liked with me in this position. That was the whole point. 
 
Once I was strapped into the box, Laura moved. Her dress swirled around her thighs as she rose to her feet, standing on one foot for a moment as she placed the other on my chest. I felt the faint weight of her leg as her high heel dug slightly into my skin, and Laura smiled down at me, her hands on her hips, as she ran the heel of her boot along my skin, making a faint red line while I winced in pain. 
 
“You know what this is?” she said, peering down at me through the whole above my face. 
 
“No,” I said cautiously. 
 
“They call it a queening stool,” Laura said. “I just bought it. You’ll be the first person to try it out with me. But first, let’s get you unlocked.” 
 
I all but gasped in delight as Laura lifted her foot off my stomach and turned. Crouching over me again, she reached behind herself and unfastened the key from the chain on her boot. As she took the steel chastity device in her hand, it was all I could do not to moan in a mixture of pleasure and frustration. The lock clicked, and the device came apart. Laura lifted the metal sheath away, and for the first time in what felt like years, I was free. My cock swelled rapidly in front of her, finally able to get fully hard, and the combination of pain and pleasure it gave me to finally be released was enough to make me cry out. Crouching over me, Laura giggled as she watched me bloom to full hardness in a matter of seconds. The feel of her fingertips against my boiling shaft was divine as she gently caressed my manhood, sliding it through her fingers as she expertly toyed with me. 
 
“Look at that,” she said with a smile. “Look how badly you want this. That makes me happy. Unfortunately for you, you know it also makes me happy not to give you what you want. Remember, this is all about my pleasure, not yours.” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I groaned. My stomach was a boiling knot of long-frustrated desire, but there wasn’t much else I could say. There was nothing else I wanted to say. I was hers completely, and both of us knew it. Both of us knew I was incapable of resisting her, incapable of ever saying no. And even though all I wanted was to plunge my suddenly-released cock into her tight pussy, it wasn’t going to happen. Not unless Laura decided otherwise. And knowing the way her kinky mind worked, I had serious doubts that I would be allowed such a wild gift. 
 
I was right about that. Releasing her hold on my cock, Laura stood and turned. Through the hole in the box, I watched wide-eyed as she pulled off her dress, tossing it carelessly on the bed behind her. Her underwear quickly followed. But to my delight, she kept her sexy boots on. Naked but for her footwear, she strode toward me where I lay tied up on her bedroom floor. And the purpose of the box became fully clear to me as she turned, placing her foot on either side of my body, and sat down on top of it. The hole above my face perfectly framed her pussy as she sat down on the cushion. My cock surged and throbbed between my legs, almost painfully free at last of its chastity but just as ignored and disregarded as ever. And I lay beneath my ex-girlfriend trembling with lust, inhaling the perfume of her obvious arousal and knowing what she wanted me to do. Knowing that I wasn’t going to get what I wanted. At least not all of it, anyway. Knowing also that being allowed to pleasure this goddess with my mouth was a privilege in itself, and one I was eager to enjoy. 
 
“Go on then,” Laura said above me. “You know what to do, panty boy. Make me cum with your mouth while I enjoy you serving me.” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said, making her chuckle above me with my ready compliance. All I had to do was open my mouth and extend my tongue, and I was touching her. I had no idea people made furniture for such a provocative purpose, but I could see at once that the queening stool worked beautifully. Laura’s pussy was perfectly positioned above my mouth, and all I had to do was raise my head just a little and I could lick and kiss her streaming sex to make her moan in pleasure above me. The taste of her womanhood filled my mouth, and in the tight space of the box, I breathed in the aroma of her arousal, feeling it enhance my own. But I tried not to focus on that. I tried to focus solely on Laura’s pleasure, the way I knew she wanted me to.  
 
And soon, I could tell that it was working. I could hear her above me, sighing with desire first, and then before long, beginning to moan. I was getting to her. I could feel it in the way her pussy bloomed open like a flower against my mouth, the way her juices streamed out of her body like summer rain. With every lick, I took her essence into myself, and my cock raged ignored at the taste of the woman who owned me. Her sadistic pleasure enhanced by the humiliating and helpless position she had me in, Laura was soon crying out in bliss. Again, I wondered what her roommates thought of the amount of sex they must have heard coming from her room lately. But Laura didn’t seem to care, and neither did I. She was a beautiful woman having the time of her life as she grew into her sexual power, and in my own small way, I was part of that. The small space of the box that enclosed my head, shutting out almost all the lights, seemed to echo to the beat of my blood as I continued servicing her, and my world shrank down to only that. My role in life was simple now, and easy to understand. All I had to do was please my dominant mistress with my mouth. As though that was the sole purpose of my existence on the earth. And in that wild moment, it was all I wanted. As though no calling in life could be higher than that of making Laura cum. 
 
And before long, we got there. I heard Laura cry out, and the heavy box I was strapped into shifted slightly as her body moved. Her pussy spasmed against my lips, and a fresh wave of her hot juices spilled out of her to fill my mouth as I swallowed gratefully. Her cries of bliss bounced back from the walls and from the ceiling, perfectly audible where I lay beneath her in my dark box, focusing solely on pleasuring her. Her hot juices splattered all over my face, the intoxicating aroma of her pleasure growing stronger by the second as I lay beneath her, lapping up her fluids as quickly as I could. With a loud howl, Laura came, spurting liquid ecstasy all over my face in a clear demonstration of her sexual superiority over me. And I lay there beneath her, helpless and trembling with desire, licking my lips that shone with her moisture while her pussy continued to spasm just above my face. 
 
“Oh fuck, that was good,” Laura said in a breathless voice up above me. Still trapped beneath her, all I could see was the dim outline of the trembling lips of her sex in what little light entered the box. But through the gap at the bottom, over my heaving chest, I saw the gleaming black leather of her boot and the chains that dangled from it as she stretched out her leg. I groaned in desire and despair as she ran the heel of her boot up and down the shaft of my twitching cock. Driven half mad with desire, I kissed her pussy again, making Laura laugh above me at my pathetic display of sexual submission. 
 
“Keeping you locked up makes you And Even better pussy licker than you were before,” Laura said, continuing to slide that maddening heel up and down my throbbing cock. “Which is good, because that’s why I keep you around now. Well, that and the fact that it’s just so much fun keep you teased and frustrated and knowing you’ll never get to fuck me again. Knowing you’re nothing more than a panty boy whose only role in my life is to do what he’s told and lick my pussy whenever I get horny. Don’t you love your new life, panty boy?” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I mumbled through lips that still shone with her orgasmic pleasure. I would say anything, and we both knew it. I would agree to the most outrageous humiliations for the privilege of being allowed to orgasm. Laura’s heel sliding up and down my cock was driving me to some peak of pleasure that made me afraid I wouldn’t be able to control myself. Afraid that I would cum there and then in front of her with no more contact than what I was getting from the plastic heel of her sexy boot. The thought of how humiliating such a thing would be only brought me closer to the edge. And I feared what I wanted, desperate for that release yet trying to hold out. Trying, I suppose, to prove myself to Laura in some way. Even though by now, I knew, her opinion of me was more or less set in stone. I was her panty boy, a frustrated submissive sex slave that she had made it abundantly clear she was never going to have sex with again. Laura meant what she said, I knew. She only wanted me for this, my oral skills and the sheer pleasure of denying me when she knew just how badly I wanted her. At least it was obvious to me what she was getting out of it all. What confused me more was just why I enjoyed so much to be treated so badly by her. 
 
“Do you ever think about how this cock might never get used again?” Laura said in a conversational tone while her heel continued to run up and down my burning shaft, making me tremble with desire at her touch just as I trembled with nervousness at her every word. “I mean, I love keeping you locked up. Especially when it makes you as eager to please as you are now. And nothing makes me cum harder than fucking Hunter knowing I have you locked up and horny and frustrated on the other side of town. Knowing I own your cock is such a rush for me. Honestly, I can’t stop thinking about it. Every day, I think to myself how I own your penis now, and I get so fucking hot. I’m getting wet again just thinking about it. I mean, I guess you can probably tell that, huh?” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said, making my mistress laugh again. In the cramped space under the queening stool, the taste and smell of Laura’s juices filled my senses. Her pussy shone wetly above me, and every now and then, I felt a warm drop of her cum fall onto my eager face like rain, and from where I lay with her pussy filling my vision, there was no doubt how turned on my ex-girlfriend was. No question about what this was doing to her. Exactly the same thing it was doing to me, driving us both wild with desire while Laura reinforced our respective positions in each other’s lives. 
 
“I might never let you go,” Laura went on, while I groaned in submissive desire beneath her. “I’m having too much fun owning you like this. That means you’d never get pussy ever again. You’d never get to sleep with another woman. You’d just have to be my oral slave for the rest of your life, and that would be the entirety of your sex life. Eating me out and watching me and Hunter have sex just to tease you. Would you like that?” 
 
“I don’t know, Laura,” I said truthfully. The presence of her pussy hovering just above my face was intoxicating, and the movement of her high heel against my cock was keeping me in a desperate state of outrageous desire. But her words scared me, as she knew they would. I didn’t doubt their truth. I didn’t doubt Laura’s ability to do as she said, to keep me her locked-up and frustrated oral slave for long as she wanted. I had learned for myself that the chastity device was more or less inescapable. And already, in the short time she had kept me locked up, I had learned what ferocious power it gave her to control my sexuality in that way. The fact that I was lying there naked in her room with my head strapped into a box designed to make it more comfortable to eat her pussy was proof that she could do just about anything she wanted with me. When she got me horny enough, there was nothing I wouldn’t agree to, no humiliation or torment too outrageous to put myself through for the faintest hope of some humiliating relief. But after all, I had given her this power. Or at least, I hadn’t stopped her from taking it for herself. The thought of what she was saying, of never getting to have sex ever again, was absolutely terrifying, just as Laura knew it would be.  
 
But there was no denying that it was absolutely thrilling, too. What better expression could there be of submission to her? The idea of giving her my orgasms, of letting her take sex away from me forever, was ironically the sexiest thing I had ever heard. My head was a swirling cloud of fear and desire, and I didn’t know what I wanted. But I knew I wanted to pleasure this goddess again, to feel completely used and owned by her. That was the dark engine behind everything else we did. 
 
“That’s okay, panty boy,” Laura giggled as she continued to run her heel up and down my trembling shaft. “Except you’re not really a boy at all, are you? I mean, boys have cocks. And you don’t. Not anymore. Not since I took it from you. Now you just carry my cock around for me, don’t you?” 
 
“Yes, Laura.” Lying in the dark underneath her, I pushed the words out through trembling lips, my chest rising and falling as I breathed. She couldn’t see my cheeks burning with humiliation in the dark. But I suspected she knew anyway. After all, that was the whole point. And her words were given extra sting by the fact I knew that they were true. With the inescapable steel device locked onto my cock, Laura did indeed have more control of my manhood than I did. She had no right to make such an outrageous claim on my body except the right her beauty gave her. But clearly, both for me and for her, that was enough. 
 
“It’s almost like I’ve castrated you,” Laura said with a giggle. “Like you’re not a man anymore. Like you’re some little lesbian slut I’ve taken under my wing to use as a sex toy. How does that sound, panty boy? You want to be my little pussy-licking dyke? I can dress you up like a slut and use you to get off whenever I feel like. That will be your whole role in life. To serve me like the goddess I am and be a good girl who does as she’s told, hoping her mistress will take pity on her every once in a while and let her have a sissy orgasm. God, I’m having such crazy ideas just thinking about it. The things I could do to you. Does that turn you on? The thought of me taking away your manhood and turning you into my girly little slave?” 
 
“God, yes, Laura,” I babbled beneath her while my ex-girlfriend crowed in triumph above me. I could hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth, let alone the ones coming out of hers. But in the tight space of the box that enclosed my head, the smell and taste of Laura’s pussy was having a powerful effect on me. It was almost like a form of brainwashing, the proximity of her beautiful body stripping away my common sense and any instinct for self-preservation I might have had. What she was saying sounded completely outrageous, I could hardly believe my former friend was talking like this. But there was no denying how sexy it sounded to me. The ultimate loss of control, to have something so fundamental as my identity stripped from me for no other reason than Laura’s sadistic pleasure. To become what she said, a sex slave who doesn’t even get to have sex, completely remade to suit my mistress better. As my cock throbbed and raged against her high heel, there was nothing I wanted more. And even lying there in the prison of desire trapped underneath Laura’s beautiful pussy, I knew the day was coming when I would regret the choices I made that day. But I couldn’t help myself. Desire was just too strong, and my attraction to Laura was just too powerful. I was ready to give her everything, including my manhood, if that was what she wanted. 
 
And apparently, it was. 
 
“Good. Me too,” Laura said. “I can’t wait to train you to be the perfect little slut for me. By the time I’m done with you, all you’re going to want in this life is to get down on your knees and worship my pussy. To help me get fucked by other men, help me choose sexy outfits to seduce them, knowing that you’re not worthy of getting what they get. It will be the ultimate mind fuck for you, and such a fucking turn on for me. God, I can’t believe what a submissive little bitch you are to let me do this to you.” 
 
“Me neither,” I said truthfully, making Laura laugh. 
 
“Well, I guess that’s just who you are,” Laura said. “I mean, I always knew it. But I didn’t realize just how much I could get away with. I’m glad we discovered this about each other. I’m glad I’m seeing someone else. Now I can really make you suffer, and I don’t even have to have sex with you ever again. And nor will anyone else.” 
 
I groaned loudly as Laura tapped the toe of her boot against the bobbing head of my cock, the sound I made reverberating inside the box my head was trapped in. In her element, Laura shifted slightly on the queening stool above me, her dripping pussy still framed by the hole cut into the cushion to allow me access to her. 
 
“It’s not all bad, slut,” Laura said in a voice that dripped with condescension. “Since you’ve been such an obedient panty boy for me, I’m going to let you have an orgasm now. I’m going to let you cum on my beautiful boots. And then you know what you’re going to do after that?” 
 
“No,” I said, feeling once again that rising tide of excitement and fear inside me as I waited to see what Laura had planned. 
 
“You’re going to eat me out again,” she said. “I’m going to keep you in this box all day, licking my pussy whenever I feel like it. Because that’s your role now. That’s what you exist for. To keep your goddess happy. Isn’t it?” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I growled as she jabbed her heel against my throbbing shaft. 
 
“Good,” Laura said. “Now, get to work. Anytime I allow you the privilege of worshiping my pussy, your mouth should be pressed against me, doing your best to make me cum.” 
 
I didn’t answer. At least, not in words. Instead, I pressed my lips against hers, my tongue sliding easily inside her wet slit as I began to please her again. And up above me, Laura howled in laughter. She couldn’t have been more in control, more powerful, or more desirable to me. And she knew it. And while I licked her, feasting on her dripping pussy as it sat above me, she ran her boot up and down my surging shaft. Before long, I could feel that powerful spike of pleasure inside me that told me I was about to cum. As she gripped my shaft between her feet, sliding the leather of her boots up and down, I cried out, my long moan of pleasure muffled by her pussy that was dripping her juices into my mouth. I came all over her boots, and Laura laughed out loud as she watched me explode in orgasm, contact with her feet enough to push me over the edge into a release I had wanted more desperately than anything. 
 
As my climax came and went, Laura lifted her feet away from my cock. The box that enclosed my head creaked slightly as she leaned forward. Soon, I struggled against a wave of fear and despair that roared inside me as I felt the touch of metal against my manhood. Laura was locking my cock away once again. And we both knew what that meant. I would remain her toy to play with as she saw fit, a frustrated slave for her to dominate and use whenever she felt like it. It was what I wanted. But in that moment immediately post orgasm, fear had the upper hand over desire. 
 
“I don’t remember telling you you could stop licking, slut,” Laura said above me as she locked the chastity device in place. Then she sat back, crossing her legs as she rested them on my stomach, her heels tapping against my captive cock. I began licking her pussy all over again. 
 
    

  

 
   
   12. Becoming A Sissy Slut
 
“Come on in.” 
 
Laura stepped aside she held the door of her house open for me. I stepped through the open doorway, feeling as nervous as I invariably did in her presence these days. After all, my ex-girlfriend had a gift for continually ramping up the sexual tension between us. Last time I had seen her, she had tied me up in her queening stool and given me a humiliating orgasm with her feet while demanding I lick her to several powerful climaxes of her own. At the same time, she had talked about keeping me locked up forever, about how the chastity device she had locked onto my cock gave her ownership of my manhood, and how she wanted to keep me as her lesbian pussy licking slave.  
 
It all sounded incredible to me. It scared me, too. Because I knew she could do it if she wanted to. Her beauty and my desire for her gave her that power, a power that was now seemingly limitless thanks to the steel device locked onto my cock. Laura controlled my sexual pleasure completely, and as we had both quickly learned, I would do just about anything she said for the promise of temporary relief. When she had summoned me to her house, ordering me to report to her without even the pretense of asking, I had felt nervousness blooming inside me. But it merged, the way it always did, with desperate desire. And just seeing her again, dressed casually in a T-shirt and a pair of formfitting yoga pants, was enough to make that desire slip into a higher gear. 
 
“My housemates are out,” she told me, even though I hadn’t asked. I had met them all before, but never for long. I barely remembered half their names. Still, their presence was a constant threat anytime I came to Laura’s house to play. That was why most of our kinky games happened at mine, where we knew we could be alone. But I knew better than to question Laura. And when she told me she was alone in the house, I felt another version of that mixture of desire and fear. She wasn’t going to let me fuck her; that wasn’t how our relationship worked anymore. But with the whole house to ourselves, who knew what she might have in mind? 
 
I followed Laura as she led me toward the living room. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her ass. The tight fabric of her pants clung to her hips and buttocks, and every step seemed to test the tensile strength of the material in a way that couldn’t fail to make my cock try pointlessly to harden in its steel captivity. It had been about a week since I last saw my mistress, at least in the flesh. Laura knew exactly how to keep me excited and longing for her through the pictures and videos that she used to torment me and keep me in a state of frustrated desire. I was already brimming over with lust for her, just the way she wanted. Ready to go along with just about anything for the vague promise of possibly earning an orgasm from the woman who now owned my cock. 
 
“Are you wondering why I asked you to come over here?” 
 
Laura paused in front of the sofa as she turned to face me, her hands on her hips. I rarely saw the living room of her house. Lately, our activities here had been confined to her bedroom. It was a little messy in the way shared houses tend to be. The sofa was large and old-fashioned, bought cheaply secondhand to furnish the house. On one end, I saw a pile of packages, and I felt again that shiver of nervousness. Laura had been shopping again. And lately, everything she seemed to buy, from the queening stool she had locked me in last time I was here to the inescapable chastity device currently locked onto my manhood, only brought me more deeply into submission to her. But then again, that was what I kept coming back for. Hard as it was to admit that truth to myself. Laura, on the other hand, seemed to have no such doubts. She knew exactly what she wanted. 
 
“I did kind of wonder,” I said, as my ex-girlfriend smiled at me. 
 
“Well, it’s good news,” she said. “I’ve bought some presents for you.” 
 
Stepping to one side, Laura reached for one of the packages on the end of the sofa. Behind her glasses, I saw her eyes move over the labels, looking for something specific. Finding it, she lifted it from the pile. Sitting down on the sofa, she crossed her legs and began to tear the package open. I stood in front of her, already breathless with excitement, wondering what this could all mean. But whatever my sexy dominant ex-girlfriend had in mind, I knew it was probably going to be something very exciting. 
 
Laura tore open the package. Her eyes shone behind the lenses of her glasses as she grinned up at me. She tipped the package into her lap, and I watched as a riot of colors spilled out. Small fabric items in a range of different colors, from bright pink to deep red to pristine white. And as Laura picked up one of the items and held it out between her hands, I felt my heart flutter in my chest. They were feminine panties, all trimmed with white lace like the ones I was still wearing. The ones I couldn’t remove with Laura’s chastity device locked onto my cock. The ones that proclaimed me her property, her Panty Boy. The hole in the front of the panties for my locked cock to protrude left me in no doubt. On the back, the same humiliating words as the ones I already wore. Laura’s Panty Boy. That’s what I was. My sexy ex-girlfriend never wanted me to forget it. 
 
“I bought you some panties,” Laura said redundantly. “I mean, we can’t have you wearing the same pair  all the time. It’s disgusting. From now on, don’t let me catch you wearing boy underwear ever again. I told you you’re not a boy anymore. You’re my submissive sissy slut. Time for you to start dressing like it.” 
 
“But… I can’t change underwear when I’m in the cage,” I said. Laura just smiled at me. Of course, she had already thought of that. 
 
“I know,” she said. “You need me to change them for you. Which I guess means I’ll be letting you out of your cage more often. But don’t go thinking that means I’ll be letting you cum. Take your clothes off.” 
 
“Here?” I asked, made uncomfortable by the novelty of playing like this Laura’s living room instead of her bedroom. 
 
“Here,” Laura confirmed. Pushing the pile of specially-ordered panties off her lap, she rose to her feet. While I began stripping off my clothes, she walked across the room and vanished down the hall, heading to her bedroom. By the time she returned, I was completely naked except for the chastity device locked onto my cock and the black panties I was wearing. Stepping behind me, Laura quickly locked my wrists together with a pair of handcuffs. Just like that, within minutes of stepping through the front door, I was humiliated and at her mercy once again. 
 
“Let’s get you changed,” Laura said. Still standing behind me, her boobs pressing my back through the T-shirt she wore, she fumbled with something. From a tiny pocket built into the waistband of her clinging pants, she produced the small key to my chastity device. Reaching around in front of me, she slid it into the lock of the cage and turned it. The cage separated, and Laura removed it. My cock swelled rapidly toward erection, just as I knew it would. Still standing behind me, Laura hooked her thumbs under the waistband of my panties began to pull them down. I groaned as she slid her hand down the front of them and began to slide my stiff cock out through the hole designed for it. When I was fully hard, it wasn’t easy, and the tight fabric clung uncomfortably to my body. But finally, Laura was able to pull my cock out of the feminine underwear and push them down my legs. Trembling with desire from the feel of her hand on my manhood, I stood there meekly while she used her foot to push the underwear all the way down to the floor so I could step out of it. Then, stepping around in front of me, she sorted through the pile of panties on the couch in front of her. My cock raged and bobbed in front of me as I watched her tight pants strain against her ass she bent over, treating me to a frustrating view of her gorgeous body whil she went about her task. 
 
“I think pink will be the most appropriate for today,” Laura said, turning toward me with a sadistic smile and a pair of pink panties in her hands. Crouching down to the floor, she held them out and ordered me to step into them. I hesitated for only a moment. With my hands tied behind my back, there wasn’t much I could do to resist her. And if I wanted any kind of release, the best thing I could do was obey her commands, no matter how humiliating and kinky. In fact, the kinkier, the better. Treating me like this excited Laura, I knew from experience. And the more excited my ex-girlfriend got, the more likely she would give me something I might actually enjoy. 
 
I tried not to groan as Laura took my cock in her hand again. With the same difficulty she had had taking the other pair of panties off, she wrestled my erect manhood through the lace trimmed hole. Then she pulled them into position, my cock protruding ridiculously from the hole designed for it. When the panties were pulled into place, clinging to my ass and balls, Laura giggled as she ran her hands over the fabric. I groaned as her fingers tickled the underside of my straining shaft. 
 
“I’m not sure how we’re going to get that back into the chastity device,” she said thoughtfully. “Oh well. We can worry about that later. For now, I have a few more surprises for you.” 
 
Taking her hand away, Laura turned back to the packages on the sofa. I watched in silence, helplessly and desperately aroused. In the back of my mind, there was the ever-present fear that someone might come in and discover us. Laura had said her housemates were out, but she hadn’t said where or for how long. The thought of being seen like this, hand cuffed and basically naked except for a pair of pink panties that proclaimed me Laura’s Panty Boy, made shivers of desire and excitement race up and down my spine. But if Laura had any similar concerns, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she tore open a larger package, lifting the lid of a big box as she spread it out on the sofa. Lifting an item out of it, she turned toward me again, holding it in her hands. It was a corset. A long corset of the same shade of pink as the panties I wore, trimmed at top and bottom with similar white lace. My first stupid thought was that Laura would look absolutely incredible in this lingerie. My second was a bright burst of fear as I realized it wasn’t for her. 
 
“I told you what I was going to do to you, didn’t I?” Laura said, still standing in front of me with the corset in her hands, not making any move yet to put it on me. “I told you you were going to be a sissy slut from now on. God, I’ve been thinking about it ever since the last time I saw you. Making you wear something girly and sit in the corner, waiting to be used for my pleasure. It turns me on so fucking much. The thought of taking your manhood away from you, making you my little lesbian slut, has been keeping me up at nights. Don’t you think it’s sexy?” 
 
“It would look sexy on you,” I said, looking at the corset Laura held up in front of me. “I’m not into dressing as a girl, though.” 
 
“Exactly,” Laura said with a beaming smile. “That’s what makes it so much fun. Making you do it, knowing how much you hate it. Knowing how humiliating and degrading is for you. You know that stuff gets me off.” 
 
Laura was right again. I did know what it did to her to be in control, and to use her control to torment and humiliate me and remind me of my inferior position. And she also knew what it did to me to know this was turning her on. That it made me weak at the knees and light in the head and unable to even think of resisting. That it filled me with a kind of dark radiance, a strange desire for extremity I had never suspected in myself. That it made me weak for her, my desire her greatest weapon in getting me to do the absolutely outrageous things she demanded of me. Her words last time we played together had set my heart on fire. And in the week that had passed since we last saw one another, I had had plenty of opportunity to think about it, too. To think about what she said and wonder if she intended to go through with it. Well, now there was no doubt. As always, Laura meant what she said. And as always, I found it completely impossible to say no to her. 
 
Without waiting for any further answer, Laura stepped behind me. I turned my head to watch her as she unfastened the front of the corset. The inner lining was soft as she slid it around my torso, underneath my cuffed arms. She embraced me, her gorgeous body pressed against my back once again as she fastened the corset in front of me. Then, she began to pull on the laces. 
 
“Ow!” I said as I felt the bending steel bones pull my stomach inward. “Laura, that’s too tight.” 
 
“Nonsense,” Laura said behind me, her voice loud in my ear. “Women have been putting up with this kind of thing for centuries. Besides, beauty always comes at a price. Don’t you want to look pretty for your mistress?” 
 
“Not particularly,” I said, making Laura laugh behind me. 
 
“Well, maybe not,” she said, still pulling on the laces and making me grunt as the garment continued to tighten around me, “but I want you to.OOr if not pretty, at least silly and girly. It’ll be such a turn-on for me watching you struggle in this outfit. So shut up and do as you’re told, slut.” 
 
As she spoke, Laura took her hand away from the laces momentarily to deliver a quick slap to my pantycovered ass. But her words were playful, her tone as mischievous as ever. Gritting my teeth, I told myself this fresh humiliation and discomfort was just something I would have to put up with. Just part of the price I paid to play these wild games with her. But deep down, I knew that wasn’t true, either. This feeling, this sense of total shame and humiliation, wasn’t the price I paid for pleasure. It was a pleasure all by itself. 
 
By the time Laura was done, the corset felt unbelievably tight, and my breathing was shallow, confined to the top of my chest. The pink garment pulled my stomach in dramatically, forcing me to stand differently, forcing me to breathe differently. I didn’t look anything like a woman; not with my flat and hairy chest showing above the empty cups of the sexy outfit. But the tight corset did give me more of an hourglass figure than I would naturally have, more than I would ever have believed I was capable of having. And Laura seemed pleased. Tying off the laces in the small of my back, she stepped around in front of me, trailing a hand over my narrow waist. 
 
“That’s better,” she said, looking me up and down critically. “This is how I want my sissy pussylicker to look. Nice and girly. Now, be a good girl while I put on the finishing touches.” 
 
Helpless, I watched again as Laura turned back to the packages. Opening a couple more, she found what she was looking for. Picking up a short leather strap, she stood in front of me and wrapped it around my neck, buckling it Shirt. Then, she picked up something small and held it out in front of me. It was a tag, the kind you can get made at any pet store to put on the collar of a dog. 
 
“Sissy Slut. Property of Laura Patterson,” I read, while Laura laughed out loud. 
 
“That’s right,” she cackled. “So that you don’t forget.” 
 
And I stood still while Laura threaded the humiliating tag onto a ring on the leather collar I wore. She turned back to the boxes again, and I felt a rising sense of fear as I saw her produce a couple of padlocks. Stepping behind me again, Laura locked on padlock onto the buckle of the collar I wore. I felt her fumbling in the small of my back, and then heard the lock click back there too. 
 
“There,” Laura said with satisfaction as she stepped in front of me again. “Now you’re locked into corset. You won’t be able to take it off, so don’t even try.” 
 
Again, she turned to the sofa and her pile of packages. Trembling with shame, I waited to see what she had in mind next. Just like that, she had rendered me completely helpless. With my hands cuffed, I couldn’t even try to remove the humiliating outfit. From what she said, even if that hadn’t been the case, I would be trapped inside it for as long as my dominant ex-girlfriend decided. 
 
“Sit down over there,” Laura said, pointing to the opposite end of the long sofa from the pile of packages. Numbed by desire and despair, I did as I was told. Stepping carefully, breathing shallowly, I lowered myself carefully onto the edge of the sofa. The steel-bones tightly laced corset made even something as simple as sitting down a challenge. But Laura didn’t care about my comfort. When she turned toward me again, I saw she was holding a pair of pink stockings in her hands. 
 
“Give me your foot,” she ordered. “Eventually, I’ll want you to put these on yourself. But for now, I’m going to have to dress you up. Like my little doll for me to play with.” 
 
“Laura, this is crazy,” I tried. But the bright blaze of her eyes as she looked at me struck fear into my submissive heart. 
 
“You want me to gag you as well, slut?” she said, raising her eyebrows as she spoke. “Slutty girls like you should be seen and not heard. I have a gag. Should I make you wear it?” 
 
“No,” I mumbled, unable to meet the brightness of her gaze any longer. 
 
“That’s what I thought,” Laura said, stepping toward me with the stockings in her hands. “Shut up and give me your foot.” 
 
I did as I was told. I raised a foot from the floor, and my ex-girlfriend slid a pink mesh stocking along my leg. Then she did the same with the other leg. Finally, she took some pink suspenders and fastened the tops of the stockings to the bottom of my corset. Completely humiliated, I sat there in silence and let her do it. Dressing me like a sex doll for her sadistic amusement. 
 
Returning to her pile of purchases, Laura produced another box. As she opened it on the sofa beside me, I saw it contained a pair of shoes. Bright pink, like the rest of the outfit she had me trapped inside. Pink patent leather ankle boots with a low heel. When I saw the padlocks that dangled at the top of the zippers on the sides, I knew what was about to happen. And I didn’t protest this time as Laura ordered me to raise my feet and slid the shoes on, zipping them up and locking them in place to complete my outfit. 
 
“Stand up, slut,” Laura ordered, her eyes flashing and her dominance seeming to grow by the second as she humiliated me. With some difficulty, I rose to my feet. The shoes fit well enough, and I wondered where she had found such unbelievably feminine footwear in my size. I had to balance myself carefully just to stand in front of her, wobbling a little until I got my balance. Laura looked me up and down, the smile returning to her face as she enjoyed the sight of what she had created. 
 
“Just be thankful I didn’t get you some proper heels,” she said. “You have to learn to walk in these first before you can wear proper girl shoes. But I have to say, you don’t look bad. I mean, you look absolutely ridiculous,” she said with a laugh that made my cheeks burn with shame. “But it’s doing it for me. Honestly, it’s better than I hoped. I’m going to enjoy having you as my sissy slut.” 
 
I felt the tightness of the collar locked around my neck as I gulped. Reaching down to the sofa, Laura picked up a set of keys. Stepping behind me, she removed the handcuffs around my wrists. Letting my arms hang at my sides, I watched as she slipped the bundle of keys into the waistband of her yoga pants again. The keys to the corset, no doubt, and the collar, and the shoes I was wearing. Maybe even my chastity device too. But for now, that didn’t matter. My cock was about the only part of me that was free for once, projecting from the pink panties I wore and throbbing with desperate desire as my mistress looked me up and down. 
 
“Look how turned on you are,” Laura giggled. “You want to jerk off right now?” 
 
“Yes I do,” I shamefully admitted, making Laura laugh again. Of course, that wasn’t really what I wanted. What I wanted was to strip off Laura’s tight-fitting clothing and sink my cock into her hot wet pussy the way I used to when we were dating, the way I hadn’t in years and never would again. But wearing this feminine attire was stripping away what little remained of my pride. Somehow, locked in this ridiculous outfit, I felt incapable of standing up to her. Even more incapable than I usually was. And Laura seemed to know that. She stood in front of me with her fists on her hips, completely sure I would do exactly as I was told. As usual, Laura was right. 
 
“Well, you don’t have permission,” Laura said. “Let’s see how long you can hold out. But remember, I’ll know if you touch yourself. If that cock gets soft at any point, it’s getting locked away again. So it would be better for you to leave it alone and make sure you don’t have any unauthorized orgasms.” 
 
“Okay,” I breathed while Laura laughed at me again. In this bizarre situation, with sexual desire racing through me, it was going to take everything I had to resist the temptation to pleasure myself. The week since Laura had last let me cum had been another long week of teasing and frustration, and I was desperate for the orgasm I could feel boiling deep in my guts. But I didn’t want Laura to put the cage back on, not yet. And so I resolved to control myself for long as I could in the faint hope my mistress might reward me for my self-control. 
 
“Now, come over here,” Laura said. Turning, she walked across the living room toward the kitchen. I followed, tottering along in the low heels, feeling a faint ache developing in my calves that weren’t used to walking in that position. When I stepped into the kitchen, I saw Laura pointing at a magnetic whiteboard on the front of the fridge. It was divided by the names of Laura’s housemates. She was pointing to the list under her own name, and I stared at it, not understanding. 
 
“This is the chore list for the house,” Laura explained. “These are the chores I’m supposed to do. But since my housemates are out, I thought to myself, why not have my slut do it for me? I mean, you’re such an obedient girl. And it will be such a turn-on for me knowing you’re doing my household chores all dressed up like the sexy slut you are.” 
 
“You brought me here to do your chores?” I asked. 
 
“And to get your dressed up and humiliate you,” Laura added. “After all, that’s what you exist for now, isn’t it? My pleasure? It’s not all eating pussy and helping me get dressed up sexy for dates, you know. Sometimes, you’re going to have to do things you don’t want to do. Most of the time, actually. Because that’s what I want. And that’s what matters. But don’t worry. If you do a really good job of my chores, I might let you lick my pussy again.” 
 
Laura laughed as she spoke, as though she could barely believe herself what she was saying. And I felt a stab of humiliation in my heart to know just how much her words excited me. It only added to my deep and abiding sense of humiliation that Laura’s faint promise excited me. But it did. Protruding from the lace-trimmed hole in the front of my pink panties, my cock throbbed with desperate desire, and again, I had to resist the temptation to touch myself. Meanwhile, Laura just stood there, grinning at me. Knowing she had already won. Knowing as well as I did that I would do what she said. 
 
“Okay,” I mumbled, my eyes dropping to the floor once again. And Laura clapped her hands together with glee, totally delighted with her latest sexual triumph. 
 
“Good girl,” she purred. Stepping toward me, she stood close, looking up at me as I towered above her in the high heels she had locked onto me. I groaned as she ran her fingers over my cock, just lightly, teasing me once again as my manhood throbbed in her hand. 
 
“Remember, no orgasms,” she said. “And make sure you do a good job. I’ll be checking. Now, you can start with the dishes. I’m going to go take a shower.” 
 
I groaned again as Laura stepped away from me, her teasing touch vanishing from my cock just as suddenly as it had appeared. I watched her turn and saunter out through the door of the kitchen, her beautiful ass tormenting me until she disappeared around the corner. And there I stood, in my ex-girlfriend’s kitchen, dressed in pink lingerie and commanded to do menial tasks while she ignored me. My cock had never been harder that it was as I turned, humiliated and defeated, toward the kitchen sink. 
 
    

  

 
   
   13. Laura’s House Boy
 
I stood in front of the sink, astonished at what was happening. Difficult as it was to believe the things Laura did to me when she was around, it was somehow even harder to comprehend when she wasn’t. I was standing there alone in her kitchen dressed in the most feminine lingerie imaginable, a pink corset tightly laced around my torso to give me a feminine figure and pink panties proclaiming me Laura’s Panty boy while my cock throbbed and surged incongruously through the hole in the front of the underwear. I looked ridiculous. I felt completely ashamed. And yet there I was, meekly doing the dishes just like Laura had ordered me to. 
 
It wasn’t like I had much choice, I told myself. The corset and the boots were impossible to remove without the keys she held. But that was only part of the truth. That was part of the game we were playing, because it made things easier for me to tell myself I was being forced into this. That I had no choice. When in reality, I always had a choice. This was what I had chosen, to be a pathetic feminized slave and bow to her outrageous desires. That was the situation I was in, and no amount of rationalizing it would change that. No amount of lying to myself would change the fact that this was what I wanted. In some dark way, this unbelievable humiliation was what I craved. To be used by my ex-girlfriend, to have my ego cut down to size by her ferocious sexual power. Hard to understand, and even harder to explain. But it was the truth nonetheless. 
 
These were the thoughts that were raging in my mind. And while my mind raced, my hands were busy doing exactly what Laura wanted. With everything going on in my brain, I was hardly able to even consider what I was doing. That I was washing not only my ex-girlfriend’s dishes, but probably dishes generated by her roommates, people I barely knew. All because Laura told me to. All because my ex-girlfriend had this wild sexual power over me. We both knew she could get me to do just about anything. And this, this humiliating outfit and these domestic chores, were just more proof of what we both already knew. I belonged to my ex-girlfriend completely. That as long as she controlled my sexuality, she would have me as her humble slave. And that no matter what this gorgeous woman put me through, I would go along with it. 
 
Above the sound of the dishes moving under my hands, I could hear water running in the pipes of the house Laura shared with her roommates. She was having a shower. I tried not to think about that, but predictably, it was more or less all I could think about. Her naked body, glistening under the water. My cock was throbbing and raging as much as ever at the thought of what was happening. And I found myself making bargains. I didn’t doubt that Laura meant what she said, and that if she caught me pleasuring myself, I would be punished. But would she know? If I was quick about it, I could probably get away with it. And even as I cursed myself for thinking such a ridiculous thought, jerking off in my ex-girlfriend’s kitchen dressed like a feminine slut, I felt temptation gnawing at my heart, telling me it was a good idea. 
 
But I remembered what Laura said. If she caught me without an erection, she would assume I had disobeyed her. Could I give myself the orgasm I craved and get hard again for the next time Laura saw me? As desperately turned on as I was, it didn’t seem at all unlikely. Still, I was painfully aware of the risk I would be taking. What if she caught me? What would she do? My kinky ex-girlfriend had already displayed and impressive ability to virtually read my mind. Lately, she seemed to know what I was thinking better than I did. Would I be able to hide this from her? Would she know right away what I had done? And if she did, what would she do to me? 
 
That thought did nothing to cool my desire. In fact, quite the opposite. The thought of Laura punishing me, of her being so arrogant and controlling and dominant, made my heart surge with fresh desire for her. My hand was still dripping with soapy water as I lifted it out of the sink where the dishes lay. I was just reaching for my throbbing cock, about to consummate this act of humiliating loss of self-control, when a voice stopped me cold. 
 
“Panty boy?” 
 
Laura’s voice came floating down the hallway of the house. I could still hear the water running in the shower, louder now. She had stepped out and opened the bathroom door to call me. With my manhood tingling on the frustrating edge of relief, I turned away from the kitchen sink. Still tottering uncomfortably in the low heels of the shoes my cruel mistress had locked around my ankles, I moved toward the sound of her voice. When I turned the corner into the hallway, I saw her standing in the open door of the bathroom. The door hid her naked body from eyesight, but her face was shining with glee as she smiled at me. Her short dark hair was slicked back against her scalp, her trademark glasses discarded for now. That smile alone was enough to send me into raptures of desire and despair. And knowing that she was smiling at me, happy with what she had turned me into, only made her more sexy to me. 
 
“Are you done with the dishes, slut?” 
 
She smiled as she spoke the mocking word, thoroughly enjoying every minute of her unassailable control over me. 
 
“Almost,” I said. As I spoke, Laura’s shining eyes traveled slowly down my body, fixing themselves on my cock that protruded lewdly from the front of the pink panties I wore. Checking up on me, I knew. Checking to make sure I hadn’t disobeyed her command, hadn’t given into the temptation she knew I was feeling, that was radiating through my body like the waves of some mysterious sound we could both hear. The way Laura enjoyed her dominance of me was a big part of what made it so attractive. She loved being in control so much, and it made her irresistible. Of course, it wasn’t the only thing that did that. 
 
“Well, I need some help in here,” she said. “Leave the dishes for now and come shave my legs.” 
 
“Okay,” I meekly said, prompting another giggle from Laura. She still had that attitude that suggested she couldn’t believe she was getting away with this, like she was half expecting me to rebel at any point. But how could I do that? Laura had all the cards here. And so I stumbled down the hallway with my ex-girlfriend watching my every step, reveling in the total control she had over me as I hurried to do her bidding. 
 
Laura stepped aside as I entered the bathroom. She turned away from me, and I closed the door behind me. She was completely naked, just as I knew she would be. And I watched the beautifully firm cheeks of her backside, shining with moisture, rolling one after another as she stepped unhurriedly back toward the shower. My cock ached for her, pointing like a projectile weapon at its new owner, and it took every ounce of self-control I had not to fling myself at the vision of female loveliness that stood in front of me. But at the same time, I had to acknowledge that the humiliating clothing I was wearing was having an interesting effect on me. It was more or less impossible to defy Laura at the best of times. But now, dressed as I was, it seemed completely out of the question. How could I make any kind of stand dressed as I was? How could I pretend to any sort of dignity or self-respect? No, it was better just to do what my ex-girlfriend wanted. To be a submissive bitch and let her humiliate me and hope that I might somehow get some reward out of it in the end. 
 
Laura climbed back into the shower cubicle. The warm water streamed off the curves of her body, her nipples prominent and erect as they rose from the soft flesh of her mouthwatering breasts. My eyes traveled over that teasing body of their own accord. I couldn’t stop them even if I wanted to. Even though I knew it could only make things worse for me. Laura knew it too. Raising her arms, she slicked her hair back again behind her head, letting me drink in every magnificent curve she had. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. She loved it. 
 
“Get to work,” she said softly, when she had finally teased me with her body enough. Bending over in the cubicle, she picked up her razor, one of the gigantic plastic contraptions women use to shave with. Taking it from her hand, I stood for a moment, unsure where to start. And Laura shifted her position, extending one leg in a red carpet pose as she pointed wordlessly to the floor outside the shower cubicle. I took the hint. Totally defeated and totally overcome with desire for her, I sank to my knees in the bathroom and raised the razor with trembling hands as I began to slide it over her skin. 
 
“Be careful, panty boy,” she said. “If you cut me, you’ll be sorry. I want to look fucking hot. Hunter’s coming over soon. I want him to want me as badly as you do.” 
 
“Hunter’s coming?” 
 
I did everything in my limited power to keep my voice impassive, to sound as though I had no preference either way. But of course, Laura saw right through that. She smiled down at me as I continued running the razor over her legs, knowing exactly what she was doing to me and knowing just how powerless I was to do anything about it. 
 
“That’s right, panty boy,” Laura said. “Why? Is that going to be a problem for you?” 
 
“No, no problem,” I lied. Above me, Laura chuckled. She knew the truth just as well as I did. 
 
“Good,” he said. “Not that it would matter either way. I want to see my boyfriend. I want him to fuck me. And I know what a torture it’s going to be for you knowing he’s fucking me while you do my chores. God, you can’t even imagine how much that turns me on. To have one sissy slave boy doing my chores while my boyfriend fucks me. This is going to be so fucking hot.”  
 
Down on my knees, I said nothing. If anything, I was shaking and trembling even more now at what Laura was saying. But we both knew just how much her dominance turned me on. Just as much as it turned her on. Again, the air between us crackled with sexual tension, the strange magic that happened when the two of us were together, when we played like this. I couldn’t give it up. I couldn’t look away. No more than Laura could. 
 
“Look at you down there,” Laura sneered while I continued shaving her legs. I knew that tone in her voice. I knew what it meant. It meant she was relaxing more and more into her dominant persona, getting increasingly uncomfortable with the wild power she had over me. I knew that meant things are about to get even wilder. And when I thought about what that might mean, I could hardly breathe. Made already breathless by the corset Laura had locked me into, I did my best to perform my allotted task while my gorgeous mistress gloated over me. 
 
“Such an obedient sissy slut,” she said. “Ready to do whatever your mistress says, aren’t you?” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said. After all, it was hard to deny the truth of her words. 
 
“Come here.” 
 
Laura held out her hand, and I inched toward the very edge of the shower cubicle on my knees. She smiled as she took hold of the tag the dangled from my collar. Her eyes moved over the words, reading them as though she didn’t already know exactly what they said. As though she hadn’t written them herself. And while I watched from my knees, wide-eyed and desperate, I saw her other hand move slowly down her body. I watched breathlessly as it slid between her legs. Laura was touching herself. Right there in front of me, getting off on my helpless submission to her. It was unbelievable. My head was spinning and my cock was throbbing, and soon, the sounds of pleasure echoed in the tiny space of the shower cubicle, and I felt like I was ready to lose my mind over the sheer sexiness of what was happening. 
 
“Mine,” Laura said in a voice made breathless with pleasure. “All mine. My own personal slut doll to play with. You’re not a man anymore. You’re a silly slut toy for me to play with. And you love it when your mean mistress uses you, don’t you?” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I breathed. Laura bit her lip as a cry of pleasure bubbled out of her. Her hand moved faster between her legs, her fingers sliding easily now over her wet body. The sound of the shower’s rushing water merged with the rushing of my own blood in my ears as I watched this goddess give herself pleasure while I remained denied. And every moan and groan Laura made on her way to selfish orgasm only made my captivity more frustrating, more humiliating, and more wildly erotic. 
 
“Oh fuck,” Laura groaned as her skilled hand got the better of her. Her legs trembled in my hands, her breasts heaved as she panted and gasped, and every line of her beautiful body reinforced the truth of what was about to happen. She was going to cum, right in front of me. There was nothing I could do about it, even if I wanted to. Nothing I could do except watch the beautiful sight as my gorgeous ex-girlfriend exploded in sexual pleasure. 
 
Laura cried out. The sound of her pleasure bounced back from the tiled walls of the shower cubicle. She moaned in satisfaction, enjoying every moment of an orgasm that seemed to go on and on. And I just kneeled there, just like a submissive slut, watching this beautiful and teasing sight while my own needs went completely ignored. Laura was all that mattered. My whole world shrank down in that moment until it contained only her. I forgot everything except her beauty and sadistic sexiness and my own total humiliation.  
 
Finally, Laura opened her eyes and smiled down at me. Her hand was still moving between her thighs, but slower now. I knew my ex well enough at this point to know that one orgasm would never be enough for her. In fact, I clung onto that hope as though it was the only thing that could save me. Getting Laura turned on was always the best and only hope I had of getting some satisfaction of my hair. Maybe, just maybe, if she got turned on enough, she would give me something I wanted more desperately than I would once have believed possible.  
 
“Such a good panty boy,” Laura mocked. “Would you like to lick my pussy now, slut? Would you like to get it nice and ready for my boyfriend to fuck?” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I babbled, while Laura laughed at my predicament again. 
 
“That’s what I like to hear,” she said. Turning for a moment, she reached behind her and turned off the shower. Water dripped from the tiles and from her gorgeous body as she turned back to me. 
 
“We can’t have your sexy outfit ruined by water, can we?” Laura said. “A sissy needs to always look his best to please his mistress.” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said. Laura laughed. We both knew I was in that state were I would say anything, agree to anything, just to get what I wanted. Or even just a fraction of what I wanted. Of course, what I really wanted was to fuck the beautiful creature who stood in front of me. But Laura was never going to allow that. That privilege and pleasure was reserved for her boyfriend. Giving my mistress oral sex instead was the best I could hope for. And I wanted it. As though Laura had rewired my brain and my desires to make them more suitable for her. I wanted to lick her pussy as though it would get me off too, to make her cum as though it was everything I could aspire to doing with a beautiful woman. Maybe that had been Laura’s plan all along. Maybe it was just an accident. But either way, it had happened. Laura had turned me into a totally submissive pussy licker, and all I wanted was to give her pleasure. 
 
So I leaned forward. Laura’s wet hand on the back of my head guided my face between her thighs. The boning of my tight corset creaked, and I breathed in shallow breaths from the top of my chest, still feeling the constriction of the feminine garment she made me wear. But none of that mattered. Laura’s pleasure was everything. As I moved toward her, I caught the fragrant scent of her desire, and it sent a bolt of arousal through my own frustrated body. She was unbelievably sexy, and as I ran my tongue over her dripping sensitive folds, tasting the orgasm she just given herself, I felt completely bewitched by her feminine power. Completely overcome by her beauty and dominance. Laura was one of a kind. She always had been. It was my own fault I had never realized just how special this woman was back when we were dating. Now, I was finally getting the dominant mistress of my dreams. It was just my bad luck that this was all of her that I could have. That by her own admission, she was never going to have sex with me again. 
 
I pushed those thoughts aside, devoting myself instead to pleasing her. And soon, I could see that I was. Soon, Laura was panting and gasping in pleasure, the juices running out of her sex as her body responded to my touch. On a mission to make her cum, I slid my tongue into the damp cave of her desire, sparking fresh moans and groans of pleasure from my beautiful goddess. And as I felt her pussy spasm and tightened around my tongue, I felt a strange sense of accomplishment. Maybe I couldn’t fuck her. Much as I wanted to. Maybe I wasn’t worthy of that particular pleasure, or maybe it just pleased her to deny it to me and give it to someone else. I could still do this. Laura had said herself that I was good at making her cum with my mouth, and lately, I was certainly getting plenty of practice. Soon, she was crying out in pleasure again, her pussy once again spasming in orgasm, and as the juices of her pleasure dripped on my chin, I knew I had done my job to her satisfaction. Satisfied at last, Laura pushed my head away. From moment, she leaned back against the wall of the shower, her breasts rising and falling as she panted and slowly covered herself. Even a goddess sometimes needs a little time to recover. But as always, I was on fire with lust, my desire only encouraged by the kinky games we were playing. 
 
“Good boy,” Laura purred. “Or should I say good girl? You made your mistress cum again. Don’t you just love licking my pussy, slut?” 
 
“Yes, I do,” I answered truthfully while my ex-girlfriend giggled above me. 
 
“Spoken like a true slut,” she giggled. “But that’s okay. In fact, it’s good. Sissies like you should know their place in life. Which is serving their superiors and doing what they’re told. Right?” 
 
“Right, Laura,” I said, while Laura laughed out loud. Kneeling there on the floor of the bathroom with her naked perfection looming over me, I had no fight left in me. No ability to defy her in any way. No desire to do anything except exactly as I was told. 
 
“You’re being so good today,” Laura grinned down at me. “And good sluts get rewards. Go on. You can cum, since you clearly want to so badly. You can pull on your pathetic little pecker and look at your goddess while you do it. But you know what happens after, don’t you, sissy boy?” 
 
I had a feeling. A feeling that filled me with a kind of quiet dread. But I didn’t want to come out and say it. I didn’t want to speak its name if I could possibly get away with it. So instead, I dumbly shook my head. 
 
And Laura leaned forward. Savoring the moment, she placed her hands on her knees, her soft breasts swaying from her chest so that I couldn’t ignore them as she leaned over me. 
 
“You get locked back up in chastity,” she said slowly, making sure I heard every word loud and clear. “It’s been fun watching you prancing around with your cock nice and hard for me. But once you cum, you’ll go soft, and there’s nothing more useless than a soft cock. I don’t want to see that. So you’ll get locked away. That’s the price you have to pay for the privilege of touching yourself in my presence.” 
 
“Yes, Laura.” I didn’t even hesitate. The way my desire was raging inside me, I had no choice. It had to be relieved, and even though I dreaded what would follow, I knew there was no other option. Humiliating as it was, I had to have the release Laura had promised me. I had to cum. And that made me hers, completely. 
 
“Awesome,” Laura said. Straightening back up, she stood above me with her hands on her hips, looking down at me with a mixture of amusement and scorn. “Go ahead then. And make it quick. I’ll stand here and think about how Hunter’s going to fuck me while you do that.” 
 
I didn’t hesitate. The words were barely out of Laura’s mouth before I closed my fingers around my shaft. Her mocking laughter was like the sexiest music I had ever heard as I frantically rubbed my cock, staring up at her the whole while. And Laura basked in the attention. She loved it. A moan escaped my lips as she took her shining breasts in her hands and squeezed them together, running her fingers over the swollen nipples. 
 
“I’ll probably let Hunter suck on these tits,” Laura said in a voice that dripped with malice. “I might even let him tittyfuck me for a while. I’d never let you do that. And then, maybe I’ll suck his cock a little. After all, that’s what a good girlfriend should do, isn’t it? Just think. No one’s ever going to put your cock in her mouth ever again. Not now that I own it. You miss blow jobs?” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I groaned, trembling with deep frustration while she continued to mock me 
 
“Yeah, I bet you do,” Laura laughed. “But those are for real men, not sissy sluts in pink lingerie. The only oral sex you get is when you give it now. I love how I’ve turned you into a little lesbian slut whose entire sex life is eating pussy. Go on. Jerk that cock so I can lock it away.” 
 
“Oh my God!” I gasped. Laura’s cruel words sent me quickly over the edge. Panting and trembling with outrageous desire, I spurted my cum all over the floor of the cubicle at her feet. Laura watched with an amused smile on her face as I trembled and shuddered in orgasm, groaning as I spent myself at her feet. 
 
As the spasm past, I sat back on my knees. A great wave of shame washed over me now that I no longer had my desire to distract me. My cock hung limp and rejected between my legs, hanging lewdly out of the panties my ex-girlfriend made me wear. It was hard to imagine a more pathetic or humiliating situation to be in then the one Laura had created. Standing above me naked in the shower cubicle, Laura was still clearly delighted with everything she had done. 
 
“Stand up,” she ordered. Obediently, I rose to my feet. Laura stepped past me, and I felt another inner growl of lust at how close her naked body passed by me in the tight space of the bathroom. But I didn’t do anything about it. I knew it wasn’t my place. A beauty like her was out of my reach, seemingly forever, and all I could do was what I had just done. Kneel at her feet and offer her the worship she deserved. 
 
Laura stepped out of the bathroom. Completely naked, she walked unashamed through the house. Without further instructions, I simply waited where she had left me waiting with the dull acquiescence of a prisoner on death row to see what she had in store for me next. 
 
And Laura didn’t keep me waiting for long. Soon, she stepped back into the bathroom with my chastity cage in her hand. She was smiling again, thrilled with what she was doing. Stepping in front of me, she reached out and took my limp and conquered cock in her hand. For a moment, I thought of defiance. Of pushing her away, refusing to hand over that tremendous power to her, knowing how she intended to use it against me. But once again, I didn’t. Once again, I made the choice to do what Laura wanted, to remain her frustrated sexual plaything. Her threats, that I would never again know the joy of having sex with a woman, terrified me the way they were supposed to. Yet somehow, this strange relationship I had with her seemed worth more than any potential pleasure in the future. I couldn’t understand it, and I couldn’t explain it. But that was the way things were. 
 
Grinning, Laura slid the steel tube onto my cock. As she swung the locking bar behind my balls, trapping them in the pink panties I was wearing and clicking the lock shut, she sighed happily. And I tried not to groan with despair at the knowledge of what she had done to me, of what I had let her do. Locked int collar and corset and high heels, I was now locked in chastity as well, free to do her bidding and yet completely captive to her whims. Already, I could feel my cock straining inside its prison, the mere thought of being so totally at her mercy enough to turn me on all over again. 
 
“That’s better,” Laura said, patting the steel device as she stepped back to admire my Parents. “Actually, you look much better like that. Much more of a sissy with your cock locked away. Perfect. Now, off you go. Go finish your chores while I get ready to get fucked by my boyfriend.” 
 
    

  

 
   

   14. Chore Bitch
 
  
 
There’s nothing sexy about vacuum cleaning. At least, there shouldn’t be. It’s a tedious task that could almost be designed to be empty and mindnumbing. But as I pushed the whirring machine around Laura’s shared house, I realized that my dominant ex-girlfriend had found a way to make even something that mundane into a sexual adventure. After all, pushing a vacuum cleaner around your ex-girlfriend’s house dressed up in revealing pink lingerie with your cock locked in chastity isn’t anyone’s idea of a normal situation. And inside the cruel chastity device, my cock was throbbing with wild desire. Just the way Laura liked it. After she had granted me the welcome indulgence of an orgasm, ordering me to masturbate while kneeling at her feet, she had locked me away again, and I had no idea how long it would be until she next saw fit to release me. Knowing Laura, I probably couldn’t expect another such indulgence that day, or maybe even that week. But I still had to do everything she said. After all, although she never put set numbers on these things, although my sexual release was now completely dependent on her momentary whims, I knew that the best way to get at least part of what I wanted was to do what she said. 
 
Hence the vacuuming. 
 
And while I worked my way through the list of chores assigned to Laura in the shared house, she busied herself with other things. Lucky Hunter, as submissive to her as I was in his own way, but far more blessed when it came to actually having sex with the mistress we shared. Laura used her new boyfriend both to satisfy her carnal urges and to make me jealous, and he fulfilled both those tasks admirably. I had nothing against the guy personally, but it was hard not to hate him when he was getting what I wasn’t. Hard not to resent him for being in Laura’s good graces. Because even though it was she that was doing this to both of us, she was that was the architect of my frustration and humiliation, I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at her. Deep down, after all, we both knew that my dominant ex was only giving me what I wanted. 
 
And so I vacuumed her house in my feminine outfit, a collar around my neck and low high heels locked onto my feet, making me trot around the place like the slut Laura called me. Low as the heels were, I was still learning how to walk in them, and if nothing else, I had a new appreciation for what women put themselves through in the quest to be sexy. And thanks to my state of near-constant sexual frustration, I had a new and much deeper appreciation for that sexiness, too. It was practically all I could think about. The humiliating orgasm Laura had allowed me to have in the bathroom might as well have never happened for all the relief it gave me. The steel chastity device locked onto my cock felt as hard and unforgiving as ever as my cock desperately tried to swell inside it, tormented by the thought of what she was doing in the bathroom and in her bedroom as she got ready for her date. 
 
“Panty boy!”  
 
Laura’s voice rang out in the empty house, raised to be heard over the noise of the vacuum cleaner. We had the place to ourselves, for now. She had told me her roommates were out. Still, we were expecting Hunter to show up soon. And even though Laura’s new boyfriend had already seen me in the most outrageously embarrassing situations, I didn’t relish the thought of him seeing me like this. Locked into a pink corset, collar, stockings, and high heels, strutting around the house in lingerie like some kind of sexy maid. All part of Laura’s plan, of course. All part of the fun she was having stripping me of any sense of dignity or self-respect. And in the process, proving to herself just how badly I wanted her by what kind of ordeals I would go through just for the reward of serving her. 
 
Switching off the vacuum cleaner, I set it aside. Laura wasn’t the snarling bitch goddess I sometimes saw in online porn when I went looking for dominatrixes. Her power was more subtle, more feminine, more playful. But that didn’t make it any less real. She never really had to punish me; I was embarrassingly obedient to her kinks and whims. Still, the threat of it was always there. After all, we both knew by now I would do nothing to stop her. And with my cock locked away in chastity, my ex-girlfriend had all the leverage she could possibly need. I would never do anything to anger her as long as she had control over my sexuality. And given how much she was enjoying this power, there was no reason to believe she was going to give it up anytime soon. 
 
I hurried down the hallway toward the bedroom where I had heard Laura’s voice coming from. As I stepped inside, I felt again that predictable surge of desire I always felt at the sight of my ex-girlfriend. The truth is, I had never stop wanting her. Not really. Back when we were dating, we had always had unbelievable sexual chemistry. It was on the emotional side of things where we never quite clicked. Ultimately, these wild games of dominance and submission were, I suspected, a way for Laura to play out some fantasies that went pretty deep. In the bedroom, she could be unbelievably confident, incredibly sexy, totally in control. But in her day-to-day life, those were all qualities she lacked. Being a sexy and demanding mistress allowed Laura to inhabit a role she normally struggled with. Back when we were dating, I hadn’t been able to overcome her lack of self-esteem. Now, it seemed, she had found a way to do it by herself. Maybe I had helped a little, by so readily submitting to her every whim. But there was no doubt that Laura had transformed in the last little while. So, of course, had I. 
 
She was standing beside her bed, wearing very little. A push-up bra and a pair of panties that flaunted her gorgeous curves, her body calling to me while I stood vibrating inside the chastity to which she held the only key. She had done her makeup, taking on an exaggerated look that she never would’ve worn back when we were dating. In fact, I had always known her as a bit of a tomboy. That was another thing that had changed recently. Now, as though discovering for the first time in her life just how gorgeous she was, Laura seemed to have become addicted to flaunting her body. And why wouldn’t she be, given the results? It was her beauty that enslaved both me and Hunter to her will. Hard not to be confident when you’re the dominant mistress of two submissive slaves, I suppose. Not that I would know. 
 
“What do you think I should wear?” Laura said as I stepped inside her bedroom. “A good sissy should help her mistress prepare for her dates. I want you to choose a sexy outfit for me. Something that’s really going to blow Hunter’s mind and make him want to jump me the minute he walks through that door.” 
 
I gulped. Laura was being unbelievably cruel, and she reveled in that fact, knowing it only served to make her more desirable to me. The truth was, Laura would look sexy wearing a garbage bag. And Hunter, I knew, wanted her just as badly as I did. He was no more able to resist this goddess than I was, no more able to keep himself away than me. But I had learned that looking the part helped Laura get into character. Not that she seemed to need any help today. And so I stepped over to her closet, trying to ignore the constant ache in my cock as it tried to harden inside the steel chastity device to which my sex goddess ex-girlfriend held the only key. If someone had told me a few months earlier I would one day be in this position, I never would’ve believed them. But the idea would’ve kept me company on many a lonely night. 
 
Laura kept her eyes fixed on me as I went through the clothes in her closet. Lately, she had discovered a newfound love of shopping, and I could see the results hanging from hangers. Outfits I had never seen before mixed with more familiar items. I recognized the blue dress she had worn on that fateful day when she had asked me to help her dominate Hunter, and the gray dress she had worn that memorable day we went shopping together at the mall. Going through Laura’s closet was like a trip down memory lane, visiting different chapters of my journey into sexual submission to her. And if my cock hadn’t already been raging with desire before I began, it certainly would have been after. Or at least, raging as much as the cruel steel chastity device would let it. That ache between my legs, the constant pressure of sexual desire, was starting to become all too familiar to me. And that was just what Laura wanted. 
 
“You look amazing in this dress, Laura,” I said, taking the hanger holding the familiar gray dress off the rod in the closet. Laura smiled as she saw it, doubtless remembering exactly what I was remembering too. That wild trip to the mall when she had humiliated me in public, flexing her sexual power as much as she dared at the time. And in my masochistic way, I wanted to see her looking as good as possible, longing to see her body both revealed and concealed by a tight sexy dress. Even though I knew it could only hurt. I knew it would only make the merciless pressure of my cock trying to harden in the chastity device worse. I was addicted to Laura, unable to resist what I knew all too well was bad for me. She was a drug I didn’t want to quit. 
 
“Thanks,” Laura said. “I like it too. But I was thinking of trying something new. What about… this?” 
 
As she spoke, Laura stepped past me. I inhaled the smell of her perfume, the warmth of her body, lingering in her presence like a plant soaking up the sunlight. If she noticed, she acted as though she didn’t. Instead, Laura slid hangers along the rod of her closet, looking for something in particular. I watched, not stepping away, wanting to be as close to her as I could manage while my cock continued to rage in its prison. I watched her pull something off the shelf, and my heart caught on a skipped beat as I saw the gleam of dark leather.  
 
Laura lifted the garment out into the light, and I saw that she was holding a pair of leather pants with laces at the front and up the sides of the legs. It was all I could do not to gasp. Immediately, I could see how sexy she would look in such provocative clothing. I had never seen her wear anything like it before, but my overactive imagination needed no assistance. And Laura smiled as she looked at me, once again seeming as though she could read my mind while I stared and gaped. 
 
“Like them? I think they’ll go great with my favorite boots. You know the ones. The ones you fetched me in the store that time.” 
 
Indeed I did. I knew exactly the footwear she was talking about. Sexy high-heeled leather boots with the decorative chains that hung off them, that she had once memorably clipped the key to my chastity device to. It wasn’t just the corset I wore that made me breathless as I pictured Laura looking every inch the dominatrix she was in her chosen outfit. 
 
“You’re killing me, Laura,” I said, making laughter bubble out of her as she stood in front of me. 
 
“No I’m not,” she giggled. “I’m just teasing you a little. Just because it’s so much fun for me. And you know what will be even more fun? Having you put these sexy clothes on me. Go on, slut. Dress me up for another man to fuck.” 
 
Laura was still smiling as she held the pants out toward me. But I knew that smile, and that light in her eyes above it. She meant what she said. And I didn’t doubt there would be consequences for disobeying her. So, pushing aside my own desires for what felt like the millionth time, I took the leather pants from her. Struggling with the laces, I unfastened them, and as I did, I saw how deep the fastening laces at the front went between her legs. She would be able to open pants completely between her legs without taking them off, and I knew that was no accident. Kneeling on the floor, I held out the pants, and Laura stepped into them one leg at a time. 
 
The slick leather clung to her body almost immediately. I had to tug on the pants to pull them up over her rounded thighs and hips, and as I did, her panty-covered pussy hovered in front of me, the taste of her still lingering in my mouth. The leather pants fit like a second skin as I struggled to pull them on, finally wrestling them into place while she stood above me, enjoying the whole spectacle. Reluctantly, I pulled the laces tight in the front, covering her sex and depriving myself of its presence in the knowledge that soon, someone else would get to touch her there. 
 
“Now my boots, slut,” Laura ordered. Her tight leather pants creaked invitingly as she took a seat on the edge of the bed, and I crawled toward her closet. Rummaging around in her shoes, I found the boots she wanted and lifted them out into the light. Laura smirked as I crawled back toward her, completely humiliated and locked into the lingerie she wanted me to wear to strip away my manhood and any trace of resistance. She raised one foot from the floor, and I slid a boot on, zipping it up all the way to her knee. Then I did the same with her other foot. The bright metal chains dangled and swayed as she moved her legs, matching the sheen of the leather of both her boots and her pants that clung to her body, making my mouth water and my cock ache with unrelieved lust. 
 
“That’s a good slut,” Laura purred she looked down at me. “How do I look?” 
 
“Like sex incarnate,” I said, making her laugh. Leaning back on the bed and supporting herself on her hands, Laura sighed deeply, making her breasts bounce and jiggle in her push-up bra. At the same time, she lifted one foot from the floor, pointing the toe of her boot at me. 
 
“Kiss my foot, sissy,” she ordered, tilting her head to one side as she spoke. “Show me you know your place.” 
 
And of course, I did. Kneeling there on Laura’s bedroom floor in my humiliating outfit, I took her booted foot in my hand and pressed my lips to the slick leather. She laughed as she watched me, completely secure in her unquestioned dominance over me. And I cringed in shame, kissing her foot with passion, enjoying any contact I could make with her beautiful body. 
 
“Now for my top,” Laura said. “Crawl over to the closet. There’s a box on the floor inside. I want you to bring it over to me.” 
 
“Yes, Laura.” I did as I was told. My locked cock swayed underneath my body as I crawled on hands and knees toward her closet. Among her shoes and boots, I found a box and carried it back to her. Watching my every move, Laura told me to open it. I did, and found it contained a black leather top with spaghetti straps and tiny silver spikes all over the cups that would contain her breasts. Rising to her feet, Laura ordered me to put it on her. Standing, I did as I was told. I slid the top over her beautiful body, pulling up the zipper in the back. Just like the pants she wore, it clung tightly to her, the glossy leather reflecting the light and emphasizing her incredible curves, the narrowness of her waist, the swell of her breasts that threatened to spill out of the spiky cups. Laura struck a pose in front of me, standing with one hand on her cocked hip, and my cock throbbed with restrained desire as I looked at her. She looked exactly like what she was, a dominant goddess ready to make her slaves bow to her will. I was ready to fall at her feet and worship her right there and then. 
 
“Nice, right?” 
 
“Laura, you look incredible,” I said, shaking my head. “I wish you had dressed like this back when we were dating.” 
 
“And I wish I had locked you in chastity back then,” Laura giggled. “But all in all, I think it’s better this way. Now that I’ve made you my sissy pussy licker, I’m free to have fun with other guys, knowing you’ll never have sex again without my permission. I might never give it. I can’t believe what a turn-on that is for me. I never knew I was so evil. But it’s so much fun being a bad bitch.” 
 
I nodded wordlessly. There was nothing to say. Laura was right, after all. She had never been sexier than she was now, now that she had taken away my agency completely. Now that I was her humiliated slave, I wanted her more than ever. This was what I wanted back when we were dating, what I had tentatively asked her to do to me. But I had never imagined it would go this far. I had never imagined I would consent to something this outrageous. All I wanted was for her to tiny to the bed once in a while, maybe make me beg for sex, and then ride my cock. This was so much wilder and kinkier and sexier than that. And day by day, it was starting to feel more real, too. 
 
“You can help me set up before Hunter gets here,” Laura said. “There’s some cuffs in that drawer over there. Go get them.” 
 
Numbed, I did as I was told. Laura’s special drawer contained all manner of restraints, and under her guidance, I selected some leather cuffs on long chains. I carried them over to her, and she took a couple of them, heading to the far side of the bed. I watched her ass straining against the skintight leather of her pants as she bent over the mattress, securing cuffs to the far corners of the bed. She told me to do the same on my side, and I did. My heart was racing in my chest knowing what she had planned. That soon, lucky Hunter would be chained to the bed of the most beautiful woman in the world and used for her sexual pleasure. Once again seeming to read my thoughts, Laura stood up once she had the cuffs secured looked me up and down. 
 
“Are you wishing I was tying you to my bed?” she asked. 
 
“Of course,” I admitted. Laura shook her head, her short dark hair swaying around her pretty face. 
 
“You boys are so silly,” she said. “All you want is to surrender to me. I’m such a lucky girl. But it’s not your lucky day, slut. You don’t get the privilege of being chained to my bed. That’s for my boyfriend. Now, is my list of chores done yet?” 
 
“No,” I said with a frown. There were still a few tasks left to complete, and I knew what was coming next. 
 
“Well, back to work it is then, panty boy,” Laura beamed. “Go finish my chores while I have fun with my boyfriend.” 
 
I didn’t say a word. There was nothing to say. I didn’t know where the keys to my costume and chastity device were, but as long as Laura had them, there was no way I could defy her. And even without them, she was more than a match for me. As I turned and stepped out of her bedroom, dismissed now that my task was complete, Laura’s laughter accompanied me down the hallway as I returned to my work in the kitchen. 
 
I was wiping down the kitchen countertops when I heard a knock at the door. Immediately, my heart seized with fear. I heard Laura’s boot heels on the floor as she walked toward the front door, and listened to it swinging wide. It was Hunter. I recognized his voice immediately. And I recognized the wet sound of them kissing on the doorstep. I could imagine what Laura’s sexy outfit was doing to her boyfriend. I could imagine how she appeared to him like a goddess of sex as she threw open the door and took him in her arms. 
 
“Come with me, Mister,” I heard Laura say, and listened to the two sets of footsteps moved from the front door to Laura’s bedroom. “I’ve been thinking about you all day, and now you need to please me.” 
 
“Okay,” I heard Hunter eagerly say, while my heart burned and my cock throbbed with pure frustration. Together, the happy couple stepped into the bedroom together, about to enjoy the sex I seemed to be permanently denied. And I scrubbed furiously at the kitchen counter, feeling more deeply than ever the shame and humiliation of my lowly position. 
 
For a while, silence reigned. But I kept listening, even though I wasn’t at all sure I wanted to hear what I knew was coming. And soon, over the sound my scrubbing, I detected it. A faint gasp, a quiet moan. And soon, the sounds grew louder. Soon, I could hear the bed squeaking rhythmically, and Laura’s moans of pleasure, along with Hunter’s matching groans, grew louder as they floated down the hallway toward me. As usual, my ex-girlfriend held nothing back. I could imagine all too easily how she would look in her leather outfit, bouncing on top of her boyfriend who was chained to the mattress for her to use. I could imagine the light shining off her skintight leather outfit, her eyes closed and her mouth open as every curve of her beautiful body radiated pure pleasure. I could imagine her bouncing up and down on top of him more wildly as I listened to the bed squeaked more and more. I heard Laura let out a loud cry, one that caught in her throat, and I cringed as though from a blow at the unmistakable sound of my ex-girlfriend having another orgasm. 
 
My chores were done. The kitchen was spotless, the dishes clean and drying on the rack, Laura’s laundry done and neatly folded. Without my demanding mistress to give me further instruction, I didn’t know what to do. I felt the pull that came down the hallway from her bedroom where I could hear the sounds of Laura and Hunter having sex. My feet seem to move of their own accord, pulling me slowly toward the kitchen door so I could hear a little better, even though hearing it could only bring me more pain. 
 
And that was my undoing. Focusing on the sounds of Laura having wild and kinky sex in the bedroom, I didn’t hear the back door of the house opening. I had no idea the three of us were no longer alone until a loud voice made my heart freeze in pure shameful terror. 
 
“Who the fuck are you?” 
 
I turned. The blood froze in my veins to see a woman standing in front of me, in the living room, her dark eyes blazing surrounded by a mass of black curls that tumbled over her shoulders. A name came floating through the chaos of my terrified mind. Valerie. I had met her once or twice before, one of Laura’s roommates. And there I was in collar and corset and stockings and high heels, my caged cock displayed in the pink panties Laura had locked me into with no way to escape from them. No way to hide what I was. As Valerie looked me up and down, I cringed in shame, holding my hands in front of my caged cock to try and hide at least that from her piercing view. 
 
“It’s – it’s okay,” I babbled. “I’m just here with Laura.” 
 
“I know you,” Valerie said slowly, her eyes narrowing as she looked at me. “You’re Laura’s friend. The one she used to date for a while.” 
 
“Steve,” I said, and Valerie nodded. 
 
“What the fuck you doing in my kitchen dressed like that, Steve?” She said. And again, she looked me up and down. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment, unable to hide the ludicrous pink outfit Laura had locked me into. 
 
“I’m just – we’re just doing something,” I said evasively. 
 
“I can see that.” And now there was no doubt. A smile lifted the corners of Valerie’s red lips, her dark eyes shining as she stared at me. She cocked her head to one side, and I knew she was listening to the sounds of sexual pleasure Laura was making from the bedroom. Her brow furrowed. She stepped toward me, her patterned black dress stretching around her thighs, and before I could say a word in protest, Valerie hooked her finger into the ring at the front of my collar, the one that held the tag proclaiming me Laura’s property. Instinctively, I raised my hands to push her away.  
 
But then, I let them fall uselessly at my side. There was no way out. No way to hide the total shame of being Laura’s feminized slave. My outfit gave everything away, combined with the fact Laura could be clearly heard having sex with someone else in the next room. I had no idea how Valerie was so confident and self-possessed as she turned and used her finger in my collar to pull me along behind her, leading me down the hallway to Laura’s room. 
 
Laura had left the door open. Valerie stepped inside, dragging me behind her. Just as I had imagined, Hunter was tied down to the bed, his arms and legs spread out to the four corners of the mattress. Laura sat on top of him, straddling his hips, her round ass straining against the shining leather as she rode his cock to ecstasy. At the sound of her roommate’s voice, Laura gasped and turned to look over her shoulder. Her eyes were wide, the powerful dominatrix for once caught out and no longer in control. 
 
“Could you not leave your toys lying around in future?” Valerie said, still holding me by the collar as she spoke. “I found this specimen in the kitchen, and he tells me he’s yours.” 
 
“Sorry about that,” Laura grinned, her face is flushed with sexual pleasure as mine was flushed with embarrassment. “You can just leave him there for now. I’ll deal with him later.” 
 
Valerie nodded. Without a word, she slipped her finger out of the ring and stepped away. I watched as she vanished through the open door of the bedroom, heading down the hallway back to the living room. And Laura smiled at me over her shoulder, her face lit up by delight and disbelief at what had happened just as mine was. 
 
“I guess your secret’s out, panty boy,” she remarked. “Now just stay there and be quiet while I fuck my boyfriend. Then, we’ll have to decide where we go from here.” 
 
 

   15. Making A Deal
 
“This has gone too far.” 
 
“You’re just mad because you haven’t cum in a while.” 
 
There is nothing more infuriating than Laura’s total self-possession. Especially when she knows she’s right. I hadn’t been able to get the events of the last time we were together out of my mind. I hadn’t been able to forget the powerful humiliation I had endured at my submission to Laura being discovered by her roommate. And I couldn’t get over how easily Valerie seemed to take it in stride. I couldn’t forget the feel of her finger hooked into the metal ring of the collar I wore as she dragged me down the hallway, like she had every right to treat me that way. 
 
And of course, I didn’t resist. I didn’t even think about it. As though I was now prey to any woman with enough confidence to order me around and treat me like some kind of pet. As though that were my rightful place. And even thinking of that, even just considering it, was more than enough to produce that familiar pain of my cock trying to harden in the steel chastity device. It was Laura that I wanted more than anything; there was no denying that. But Valerie had never seemed sexier to me than she did as she led me down the hallway, treating me like a slave just as Laura did. Whatever was going on with me and women, it was too powerful to ignore. Too incredible to forget. And it frightened me. But as Laura seemed only too aware, it excited me too.  
 
“Look, you know the deal by now,” Laura said. As she spoke, she turned on the sofa to face me. We were at my place again, a place of relative safety. A place where at least I knew no one was going to walk in unexpectedly and catch us in the middle of some kinky act. Then again, I was never really safe when Laura was around. Part of the wild thrill of knowing her, playing these demented games with my ex-girlfriend. She was capable of anything. She could make me do whatever she wanted. And maybe I only brought up this complaint because I knew that beautiful Laura could talk me into just about anything. 
 
“If it really is too much, we’ll stop,” she went on. “You know I love making you do things. You know I love keeping you prisoner and using you as my bitch. But I’m not a psycho. If you want me to stop, just say the word. It’ll all be over. All of it.” 
 
Laura’s eyes shone as she spoke, a smile that hadn’t yet reached her lips but was nevertheless unrecognizably there. I couldn’t miss the significance of her words. I knew what she meant by all of it. All the fun. All the excitement. She would go on dating Hunter, having kinky sex with him, and hopefully, Laura and I would go back to being friends. But how could I be her friend now that we had gone through all this together? How could I be around her, knowing the kind of adventures she was having with another man, and not being part of them? Now that we had discovered these insane games, how could I possibly live without them? Laura knew all this just as well as I did. She knew how addicted I was to her dominance. She knew that as hard as it was for me to submit to her like this, as much as it scared me to bow to her will, what scared me more than anything was the thought of it all coming to a sudden halt. Now that I had seen the dark glamor of this way of life, I already knew I couldn’t do without it. As much as Laura’s sexual domination and cruelty terrified me, nothing terrified me as much as the thought of living without her. 
 
“Well, I didn’t say that,” I said. Now, Laura laughed out loud, throwing back her head as her glasses caught the light in my living room. She always knew all the answers. An infuriating quality in anyone, even in a dominatrix. But like just about everything else about her, it only made me want her more. 
 
“Good. I’m glad,” Laura said. And as she spoke, she reached out toward me, resting one hand gently on my thigh. She knew what she was doing, and so did I. But that didn’t make it any less powerful. The raw magic of her physical touch was all she needed to keep me under her spell, to keep me helpless and bewitched by her mere presence. It was all too easy for her. 
 
“Because I fucking love this,” she said in a low voice, leaning closer toward me as she spoke. “You know that. You know how much it turns me on, teasing you. Keep you horny and frustrated. Knowing that cock is just aching to be released inside my chastity, knowing there’s nothing you can do about it. Knowing you have to do exactly as you’re told if you ever want to have an orgasm again. There’s so much more I want to do with you. I don’t want to stop playing like this. I don’t think you do either.” 
 
“No, I don’t,” I said with a weary sigh, making my dominant ex-girlfriend laugh again. She held all the cards, and she knew it. This wasn’t the first flareup of my defiance. And it was as doomed and useless as every other time I protested. Ultimately, all Laura was really doing to me was exactly what I wanted her to do. As hard as that was to admit even to myself, it was the simple truth. That was what really gave her this tremendous power. In her own twisted way, while she was fulfilling her own kinky fantasies, she was also making my submissive dreams come true. It wasn’t her I was fighting against, not really. It was myself. And that was a fight I was doomed to lose every single time. 
 
“Well, then we’re agreed,” Laura said, sitting back on my sofa with a sly smile on her face. “I’ll keep you locked up as my little lesbian pussylicker, and you’ll keep doing as you’re told. It’s better that way. You never were much of a man anyway. I would think this would be a comfortable role for you, deep down.” 
 
Now she was deliberately mocking me. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t effective. And I didn’t try to protest. After all, what could I possibly say? After the things she had done to me, Laura had easily demonstrated just how far I would go in submission to her. She had proved to us both just how weak I was, how completely unable I was to resist her. And apparently any other woman, too. My heart was racing again just from being close to her. My blood was rushing in my ears, and as always, my cock was aching relentlessly in the steel prison only Laura could free me from. My ex-girlfriend had me right where she wanted me. 
 
“That was so funny, when Valerie saw you,” Laura said, smirking as she looked at me out of the corner of her eye. “That must’ve been so embarrassing for you.” 
 
“Of course it was,” I said with a frown. And I meant it. It was possibly the most embarrassing experience of my life, and given all I had been through lately, that was saying quite a lot. Bad enough to be humiliated by Laura, but I had been through that before. After all, back when we were dating, it was me that practically begged her to take a more dominant role in the bedroom. It was more humiliating for Hunter to see what his girlfriend could make me do. But at the same time, he was just as much in thrall to Laura’s beauty as I was. We had only started down this road because he, too, wanted to submit to her. He couldn’t exactly judge me for having the same kinks he did himself. 
 
But Valerie was something else. Ever since it happened, it had haunted me. Everything about that day had been so exciting, so unbelievably wild. And being caught by Valerie doing Laura’s chores, dressed up in pink lingerie with my cock locked away and a collar around my neck proclaiming me Laura’s property, had kept me awake on the many sleepless nights since it happened. I had never been all that attracted to Valerie. I’d only met her a couple of times, and she had nothing like Laura’s ridiculous beauty. Still, she wasn’t exactly hard on the eyes, either. Besides, as I should have known from my exploits with my ex-girlfriend, nothing was sexier to me than female confidence. And Valerie seemed to have that in spades. 
 
“You know she mentioned you.” 
 
Laura had a sly look on her face as she sat the sofa next to me. 
 
“Really? What did she say?” 
 
“Well, she thought it was pretty funny. I mean, she was annoyed at first. But I had to explain what was going on.” 
 
“You told her about us?” 
 
“I didn’t really see how I could not. How was I going to lie my way out of that one? She saw everything. The panties. The collar. The chastity device. All of it. It didn’t take a lot to put two and two together. But it’s okay, she’s open-minded. I think she was just annoyed that we were playing in the shared parts of the house.” 
 
“Well, I guess I can never look her in the eye ever again,” I said, while Laura laughed beside me. 
 
“No, it’s cool,” she said. “My housemates are sex positive. They get it. In fact, I think she was quite impressed that I have both a boyfriend and a slave boy. She probably didn’t think I had it in me. To be honest, until recently, neither did I.” 
 
“I did,” I said, making Laura smile again. And it wasn’t entirely true, but it wasn’t a million miles from the truth either. Back when we used to play our own games of domination and submission, which now seemed incredibly tame compared to everything that had happened recently, Laura had displayed a gift for the kinky. I was never sure whether she was a natural dominatrix or just really good at adopting a role, but from my point of view, it hardly mattered. Even back then, when we were dating, she could have gotten me to do anything. I knew it, even if she didn’t. And now that she had realized the truth, she was making the most of her power over me and thoroughly enjoying herself doing it. 
 
“I still can’t believe we’re doing this though,” Laura said. “I can’t believe how much it turns me on being such a bitch to you. But it’s just too fucking good. Just too much fun to give up. I’ve got some more ideas for you, panty boy.” 
 
“Oh God,” I groaned, making Laura laugh again. But the truth was, I was only partly scared. As always, I was excited too. As always, there was that part of me that couldn’t wait to see what this kinky girl had in mind, that couldn’t wait to submit myself to her wild whims once again. And Laura’s laughter was like music to my ears as she sat beside me on the sofa, looking radiantly gorgeous even in jeans and a T-shirt. She didn’t have to dress up like a dominatrix to control me, even though I loved it when she did. All she had to do was be herself. 
 
“Yeah, it’s going to involve teasing you,” Laura said with a smile, placing her hand on my leg again. “You know you love that. Besides, I bet you’re just dying to cum, aren’t you?” 
 
“Yes,” I said, without a moment’s hesitation. After all, it was the truth. Desire was boiling inside me, and as always in Laura’s presence, my cock was absolutely aching for release from its steel prison. The moment Laura had come to my house that day, the very first thing I noticed was that she was wearing the key to my chastity device on a chain around her neck. It was shining right there in front of me, taunting me with my own helplessness and inadequacy. And I wasn’t going to try and snatch it away from her. Laura knew that as well as I did. Instead, I would work to convince her to release me temporarily, to give me the pleasure I so desperately craved in exchange for my total obedience and submission to her. As far as my ex-girlfriend was concerned, it was a winning strategy. 
 
“Okay. I think that can probably be arranged.” 
 
As she spoke, Laura’s fingers plucked at the silver chain around her neck, sliding along it and making the key flash in the light. 
 
“First, you know you’re going to have to do something for me, don’t you?” 
 
“Of course,” I said. With Laura, any kind of sexual contact was always transactional. And she burst out laughing as I slipped off the couch to kneel on the floor in front of her, expecting her to demand I eat her pussy the way she usually did. But for once, Laura had something else in mind. 
 
“I like your attitude, panty boy,” she said. “But not that. Not this time. Go ahead and strip off for me, though. You know like to see that cage you’re wearing.” 
 
Without a word, I did as I was told. Rising from my knees, I pulled off my T-shirt and pushed down my pants. Laura’s shining eyes traveled up and down my body, her white teeth biting her lower lip with excitement as she looked me up and down. Underneath my clothes, I was wearing the chastity device, and the pink panties she had put on me that I couldn’t remove without destroying them. The chastity device locked onto my cock made it impossible to remove the humiliating underwear, so I was wearing feminine underwear that proclaimed me Laura’s panty boy every minute of the day, even when Laura wasn’t around. Another constant humiliation for me to endure, another reminder of the power I had lost to this remarkable woman. And seeing me dressed for her amusement obviously pleased Laura to no end. Her face was shining with delight as she looked at me standing in front of her, totally owned by her feminine power. 
 
“Put this on.” 
 
As she spoke, Laura shifted in her seat, reaching toward a backpack she brought to my place with her. As she unzipped it and reached inside, I saw her produce an obscene-looking sex toy. A big pink dildo that look huge in her hands as she held it out toward me, a series of black straps dangling from its base. Reluctantly, I took it, peering down at the object in my hands. I had only seen a strap-on before in dirty movies, never in real life. But I knew what it was, and I immediately understood what it meant. While Laura watched with evident glee, I pressed the base of the dildo against my body and fastened the straps around my hips. The fake cock jutted out above my own caged member, the base pressing against the base of my imprisoned cock. Laura clapped her hands together with delight when I had the dildo strapped on, completely replacing my actual cock. 
 
“Sit down here,” Laura said, patting the sofa seat beside her. As I did as she said, I saw her reaching for the front of her jeans and rapidly unfastening them. Pushing them down, she kicked off her pants and pulled down her panties. Then she climbed on top of me, straddling my hips and sitting in my lap. The dildo was trapped between us, pressing against my stomach and hers, and Laura smiled down at me as she grabbed the hem of her T-shirt and pulled it over her head. Dropping it on the sofa beside us, she swept her short dark hair back behind her ears, her eyes shining as she squirmed in my lap. I could feel her warm breath on my face, could feel the heat of her body against mine, and the moment was incredibly intimate. A bittersweet reminder of the things we used to do together, back when we were dating. Back when I was actually allowed to have sex with this beautiful goddess, instead of being continually toyed with and frustrated like this. 
 
“I’ll let you cum,” Laura said in a soft voice as she draped her arms over my neck, at the same time rubbing her bare pussy against the shaft of the dildo. “But first, you have to make me cum. And then, you have to agree to do something else for me. Something you’re not going to like. Or maybe you will. After all, you’re such a submissive little bitch. We both know you love being told what to do.” 
 
“What is it, Laura?” I asked, already dreading the reply. But Laura didn’t answer. Not straightaway. Instead, she shifted her weight in my lap. Reaching down between her spread legs, she took hold of the dildo rising from my body. Her eyes closed momentarily, her eyelids fluttering as she rubbed the bulbous head up and down the wet slit of her sex, anointing it with her juices. Then, taking it more firmly in her hand, she slid it inside herself. I heard a soft moan rose from her throat as she impaled herself on the dildo, the unfeeling toy pushing her wet lips apart as it settled inside her. It was all I could do not to groan in frustration to feel her body so close to mine, to hear the wet sounds of her pleasure as she rode the toy, and feel no pleasure of my own. Unable to help myself, I placed my hands on her hips, the tips of my fingers sinking into the firm flesh of her buttocks. And Laura let me. It was exactly like we were having sex in every way except the one that mattered most to me. A bright bloom of pain spread from between my legs as my cock desperately tried to harden, but it was no use. The key to my chastity flashed in front of my eyes, bouncing on Laura’s heaving chest as she rode the dildo. In her bra, her boobs bounced and jiggled in front of my eyes, tormenting me further while she fucked me on the sofa. Swept up in the moment, I leaned toward her, my mouth open, ready to kiss her. Laura playfully pushed my head away. With her hand on the back of my head, she guided my face down, toward her bouncing boobs. I eagerly kissed them instead, feeling the softness of her skin against my lips and knowing it would only drive me to even greater depths of frustration, but unable to help myself. 
 
“You don’t get to kiss me on the lips,” Laura said, her voice already breathless with pleasure. “Not those lips. But you can kiss other parts of me. My boobs. My ass. My pussy. My feet. That’s right. Show your mistress how much you love being her panty slave.” 
 
Laura’s mocking words, I knew, were all part of her process. All part of how she got herself going, how she turned herself on. And I was in no position to argue. Sat on the couch underneath her as she rode the fake cock, I was trembling with desperate desire, knowing there was nothing I could do about it. All I could do was sit there and act as her living sex toy once again until my ex-girlfriend was completely satisfied. And then, maybe, if I was lucky, she would give me what I wanted. 
 
“I’m going to do such naughty things to you,” Laura groaned, and even through the senseless toy she was riding, I felt her pussy tighten, pulling the dildo away from my body a little as it clenched around the silicone shaft. “I want to dress you up like a little bitch and humiliate you completely. I want to make you serve my friends. I want to show them what I’ve done to you, what I can turn a man into just by locking away his cock. Valerie already knows. I’m sure she told my other housemates. But I want them to see for themselves. I want them to see my submissive panty boy in action.” 
 
“On my God,” I groaned, and Laura laughed a wild laugh that soon turned to another moan of pleasure. 
 
“That’s right, bitch boy,” she said, fully swept up in her own sexual dominance now. “Doesn’t that sound like fun?” 
 
“For you, maybe,” I said. 
 
“Yeah. That’s right. It will be fun for me. And that’s all that matters. Isn’t it, panty boy? Or don’t you want to cum today?” 
 
“You know I do,” I growled as Laura continued riding the dildo I wore. Her cries of pleasure were loud in my ears now, her breathless panting filling my living room as her excitement got the better of her. 
 
“I do, panty boy,” Laura breathlessly gasped. “I do. So that’s the price you’ll have to pay. I’ll let you cum today. But you have to agree to serve my friends as my silly sissy slut. Go on, say yes. We both know you’re going to anyway.” 
 
Laura’s breath was hot against my cheek as she spoke. Her moans of pleasure echoed in my ears, telling me how close she was to orgasm. And I couldn’t have been further away. Trapped underneath her, my cock raged uselessly in its steel prison, desperate for the pussy that was getting fucked just a few inches away. I could feel her juices rolling down the toy I wore and dripping through the chastity cage, the closest my cock had been to Laura’s pussy in years. The closest, according to her, it was ever going to get. And frustration and submissive desire combined in the dark corridors of my brain to take me over completely. My compliance was a foregone conclusion. Laura knew that even better than I did. Try as I might, I never could resist this goddess. Even when what she was proposing absolutely terrified me. 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I hissed between gritted teeth. “I’ll do it. I’ll do what you say. Just, please let me cum, please!” 
 
“Oh fuck!” Laura shrieked loudly, making me cringe with the volume of her voice. My submission pushed her at last over the edge, and she held nothing back, letting her orgasm overwhelm her completely. Her juices poured out of her, a hot flood that clung to my skin and dripped through my cage and inflamed my desire even more as I trembled beneath her. She slumped forward, resting her head on my shoulder for a moment as tremors of pleasure racked her beautiful body. And I held her tight, feeling a strange affection for this cruel woman even among the desperate desire that continued to torment me. It was like old times, except for that one all-important detail. I was still desperately horny and unbelievably frustrated. And that, I knew, was part of what made Laura cum so hard. 
 
“Fuck, that was good,” Laura said, finally raising her head from my shoulder as she sat up. Her pussy slid easily off the dripping toy I wore as she climbed out of my lap, sitting beside me on the sofa again. Naked but for her bra and the key on its chain around her neck, she looked as radiantly beautiful as ever, her cheeks flushed with pleasure and her breasts rising and falling as she tried to recover her breath. And I hardly dared breathe as I watched her slowly reach for the chain around her neck and unfasten it. Leaning toward me, she slid the key into the lock and twisted it, and just like that, I was free once again. 
 
For a moment, the idea of throwing myself at her flashed through my mind. Even though I already knew I wouldn’t. After all, this wasn’t the first time I had had such thoughts. I wanted her so badly, and her bare pussy was still wet and trembling from orgasm, and all I could think about was how amazing it would feel to slide my swollen cock inside her and feel at last the pleasure of having sex with my ex-girlfriend. That was what she wanted. Instead, still holding the chain and the key in one hand, she pointed with the other to the floor at her feet. And I did what she wanted. I got back on my knees in front of her, gazing up at this beautiful goddess who sat above me in my own living room like she owned the place. After all, she owned me. There was no doubting that anymore. There was nothing I could deny her, and we both knew it. 
 
“You can lick me while you jerk off on my feet,” Laura ordered, her smile showing a deep pleasure at the humiliating command. “And once you’re done, I’m going to lock you up again. Probably for a while. I want you nice and horny by the time I decide to show you off to my friends. That way, I know you’ll be extra obedient. So I hope you enjoy this orgasm, panty boy. I hope it’s everything you wanted. I hope it’s worth it. Better make it a good one. Get to work.” 
 
Saying that, Laura spread her legs apart, and I knew what I had to do. I shuffled toward her on my knees, the fake cock swaying ludicrously low on my stomach and my real member throbbing beneath it. As I pressed my lips to her pussy, Laura smirked down at me, enjoying every moment of her pure power. But as I closed my fingers around the shaft of my aching cock, I couldn’t find it in myself to care about any of that. All that mattered was pleasure. For once, mine as well as hers. And while she groaned as I began to lick her pussy, I groaned to at the pleasure lancing through my body as I stroked my cock. Yes, it was humiliating. Yes, it was ridiculous. But it was all I could get, all my mistress would allow me to have. And I would take it. I would take it all just to serve this beautiful goddess however she chose. 
 
It didn’t take long. In the state of desperate arousal I was in, I was already at the very edge of orgasm. Soon, while Laura moaned in pleasure from my licking, I felt my cock explode in my hand, spurting my cum on the floor at her feet. Laura sighed as she smiled down at me. I gazed up at her, trembling with the force of my release and the fear of what I had agreed to. As I watched, she reached over to the chastity cage that sat on the sofa beside her and picked it up. 
 
“Okay, panty boy,” she said happily. “Let’s get you locked back up again where you belong.” 
 
    

    


   
16. Dressing Her Sissy
 
“Is this really necessary?” 
 
I stood in Laura’s bathroom, almost naked. But not quite. As usual, my cock was locked away in her steel chastity device, aching with desire at the mere presence of its new owner. And as always, I was wearing a pair of feminine panties with a hole in the front for my locked cock to protrude from. I couldn’t take them off; I could only change underwear on those occasions when Laura released my cock from its prison. The last one of those had been two weeks ago. She had said she wanted me to be nice and horny for what she was going to put me through today, and I was. I was desperately aroused, and the fear I felt about what was going to happen only added to that arousal. Laura knew exactly what she was doing. Hard to believe she had come to me for advice on how to dominate her boyfriend when she was such a natural at manipulating male sexual desire. I wanted her so badly I would allow her to do seemingly anything, and the night I had ahead of me was as sure a proof of that as any.  
 
“Necessary? Depends on how you look at it.” 
 
Laura stood in the bathroom with me. She was wearing a dressing gown, and I had no idea what she had on underneath it. Maybe nothing. Once I had come to her place to prepare for the night ahead, she had gone to her bedroom to change and reemerged like this. When she told me to go to the bathroom, I didn’t know what she was up to. But the set of handcuffs in her hands gave me some idea. And of course, there was no need for Laura to tie me up. I did whatever she said anyway. But her eyes were shining in that way they did when she got excited, and I knew it pleased her to restrain me. That was all the justification a woman like Laura needed. 
 
“I don’t want you getting carried away,” she said as she stepped closer toward me. “You need to take a shower before we get started. I don’t trust you in here by yourself with the cage off. I know you’ll just end up jerking that dick of yours, thinking about me and all the nasty things I do to you. And we can’t have that. So, turn around. Put your hands behind your back.” 
 
With a sigh, I did as I was told. Stepping close behind me, Laura locked a set of handcuffs around my wrists, binding my arms behind my back. Once I was immobilized, she stepped around in front of me again. Detaching the chain that hung around her neck under the dressing gown, she lifted out the key to my chastity device and slid it into the lock. As she removed the steel device, I sighed, feeling my cock rapidly swell toward full hardness. Ignoring it for now, Laura pulled down the humiliating panties she had put me in last time we played together. Peeling them off my body, she let them fall to the bathroom floor. Now I was fully naked in front of her, my cock standing erect and proud from my body, desperate for what I knew I couldn’t have. Desperate for what she wasn’t going to give me. And Laura smiled as she gripped one of my manacled arms and pulled me gently toward the shower. 
 
“Get in,” she said softly. As I stepped into the cubicle, she reached past me to turn on the water. I yelped as cold water struck my skin, but soon enough, it began to turn warm. Meanwhile, standing outside the shower cubicle, Laura undressed. Setting the chastity device and the key on its chain on the bathroom sink, she unfastened her robe and slid it off her shoulders. Underneath, she was completely naked. Taking off her glasses and putting them down, she stepped into the shower cubicle along with me. 
 
With both of us in there, the space was cramped. As warm water cascaded over both our bodies, I felt myself trembling with desire. Just having her this close was a wild torment for me, just as Laura knew it would be. Just as she intended it to be. But she went about her business, reaching past me to grab some body wash and a sponge. Her eyes on my body, she began cleaning me, sponging me off while I trembled to her touch. As the sponge moved ever lower, over my chest, down over my stomach, toward my surging cock, I groaned. And Laura chuckled to herself as she soaped up my cock and testicles, toying with them and make me tremble with unrelieved lust. 
 
“Don’t you dare cum, panty boy,” she said with a smile as she gazed up at me. “You have to earn your orgasms. You know that. And you’re really going to earn it tonight. If you’re a very good panty boy for me and my friends tonight, I’ll let you cum. But if you’re not, it might be a very long time before I touch this useless cock of yours again.” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I moaned, making my mistress laugh again. She loved to talk like this. She knew it would only increase my desire for her. And it turned her on too. And once again, sexual tension was crackling in the air between us, unrelieved and all the more potent for that fact. Laura carried on washing me, soapy water pooling around her ankles as she went about her job thoroughly. And my cock raged and throbbed with desperate desire, but nothing happened. Laura knew where to stop. She knew exactly where the line was, just how much she could get away with. After two weeks of virtually no contact with this goddess, I was primed and ready to explode. Laura made sure she didn’t give me enough to send me over the edge. Instead, she kept me just this side of ecstasy, shaking and trembling to her touch but unable to get the release I craved. 
 
Once she had finished washing me, Laura turned and bent over in the cubicle. It was all I could do not to moan out loud at the sight of her pussy shining between her legs, her gorgeous ass thrust out toward me, almost but not quite touching the throbbing head of my surging cock. And when Laura straightened up again, turning toward me with her bulky razor in her hands, I thought she was going to shave her legs. But as she crouched on the floor of the shower in front of me, my desperate cock swaying obscenely in front of her face, I gasped as she began to run the razor over my upper thigh. 
 
“Hold still,” Laura said, frowning slightly as she focused on her task. “You don’t want me to cut you.” 
 
“Laura, what are you doing?” I groaned. And my ex-girlfriend smiled as she looked up at me, her dark hair slicked back from her pretty face and her eyes shining with delight. 
 
“Shaving you, silly,” she said. “I want my panty boy nice and smooth before I showed you off tonight. Really, I should’ve made you do this yourself. But there’s no time for that. So just be a good little slut and hold still while I make you pretty for my friends.” 
 
Her words were calculated to have a powerful effect on me, and they did. Another jolt of desire rolled through me, my cock throbbing and twitching in the empty air as warm water dripped from its throbbing length. Reaching up between my legs, Laura gently took my balls in her hand. I hardly dared to breathe as she began to shave off my pubic hair, rinsing the razor in the streaming water from the shower regularly to keep the blade clean. 
 
It took a long time. And with every stroke of her girlish razor, I felt as though Laura was taking away a little more of my masculinity. Whatever little remained, now that she controlled my cock completely. But eventually, she had me completely shaven from the waist down. It was a truly bizarre sight. I hadn’t had such smooth legs since I was a child, and it looked inexplicably strange to me. But after all, it didn’t matter what I thought. What mattered, all that ever mattered, was what Laura wanted. 
 
Rising to her feet, she began to rub some kind of shaving lotion onto my chest. Then she started shaving me there, too. It was another weirdly intimate moment as I stood there, unable to touch her, my cock throbbing as it pressed against her bare thigh while she went about her task. It didn’t take long. Soon, I was as smooth’s there as everywhere else, only the hair on my head and face remaining. Finally, Laura set the razor aside. 
 
“That’s better,” she said. “I think I like this. It looks so much cleaner and smoother. I mean, I like a hairy man, too. But you’re not really a man anymore. Certainly not tonight. So you may as well be smooth like a girl.” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I muttered. It was about the only response I could muster. Just as it always did, Laura’s physical presence seemed to weave a kind of spell over me. That, and her teasing, mocking, frustrating words. Stripped and shaven with my hands bound behind my back, I was once again ready to give into her. Even though I knew that my dominant ex-girlfriend had something especially wild planned for that day. Defying her seemed to never even occur to me these days. At least not while she was around. Sometimes when I was alone, when the full enormity of what was going on hit me, I told myself I should grow some balls and put an end to all this. But deep down, I knew I never would. And whenever I was around Laura again, the thought of standing up to her rapidly vanished. 
 
“Fuck. Okay then,” Laura said with a sigh, as though coming to the conclusion of a long argument she had been having with herself in total silence. And as she placed her hand on my shoulder, pushing down gently but firmly, I knew at once what the conversation was. Without a word of protest, I dropped to my knees, the cascade of warm water passing over my head now to run down over Laura’s shining body. Her pussy was right in front of me as I kneeled at her feet, and as Laura placed her hand on my head, pulling me gently toward her, I knew exactly what she wanted. It was what I wanted too. She spread her legs as far she was able in the tight space, and I ran my tongue over her swollen lips, tasting shower water and a faint hint of her pleasure that grew stronger as I slid my tongue inside. 
 
Laura moaned. It wasn’t the first time I had eaten her out in the shower. But she seemed to take as much pleasure from it as ever. And so did I. Ever since my ex-girlfriend had started dominating me, licking her pussy had become my main sexual outlet, far more common than the occasional releases she sometimes saw fit to grant me. And I still loved it. Nothing made me feel more submissive, more completely owned, than kneeling and pleasuring her with my mouth while my own needs went totally ignored. And I devoted myself to my task as best I could, devoting all my well-honed skills to pleasing this beautiful goddess. 
 
It worked, just like it always did. By now, I reflected with a flash of mingled pride and shame, I probably knew more about licking Laura’s pussy than any other man in the world, including her boyfriend. Soon, she was gasping and moaning above me, spluttering with rising pleasure under the cascading water of the shower. I felt her pussy spasm against my lips, and I thrust my tongue deep inside, searching out the taste of her, feeling her juices flowing over my face. Kissing and licking and longing for her the way I always did, performing my role as a living sex toy in her life while she selfishly treated herself to the pleasure she wouldn’t permit me. 
 
Laura came. With a loud cry, she leaned back against the far wall of the shower, panting with pleasure. I stayed on my knees under the running water, gazing up at her, acknowledging that she was never more beautiful than when she was physically satisfied. But I also knew that wouldn’t be enough for my dominant goddess. It never was. And as she opened her eyes to smile down at me, I knew that Laura, after her momentary loss of self-control, was ready to move on to the next chapter of the wild night that lay ahead. 
 
“Good girl,” she grinned. Straightening up on legs that still trembled slightly, she reached toward the faucet and turned the shower off. Stepping out of the cubicle, she wrapped a towel around herself and began to dry herself off. Uncertainly, I rose to my feet. As she stepped out of the shower, Laura picked up another towel and began to dry me off, too. As she ran the towel over my body, she giggled at the way my cock surged and bounced, as though trying to reach her. And when I was finally dry, she looked me up and down, standing naked in front of me as I stood naked in front of her, my hands bound behind my back to keep her safe. That, and my crazy submission to this incredible woman. The embarrassing fact that all I wanted was to do as I was told. 
 
“Stay here,” Laura said. Wrapping a towel around herself, she stepped past me, heading out of the bathroom. I did as I was told, standing waiting in the bathroom with my cock throbbing as I awaited the return of my mistress. Soon, she reappeared, holding something in her hand. A bag of frozen peas. I yelped as she stood in front of me, pressing the bag between my legs. I tried to step back, but Laura wrapped an arm around my waist, holding me in place. The cold was especially jarring after the warmth of the shower, and I struggled against it, but was unable to get away.  
 
The cold spread slowly through my body, and soon, my cock began to feel numb. It softened as it cooled, until soon, it was hanging limp between my thighs. Then, Laura tossed the bag of peas into the kitchen sink. Stepping over to the bathroom closet, she produced another pair of the panties that proclaimed me Laura’s Panty Boy. These ones were black with the same white lace trim as all the rest. She ordered me to step into them, and I did as I was told, allowing her to pull them up my body and put them on, then feed my limp cock through the hole in the front. Then, she grabbed the chastity device and slid that onto my manhood, locking it in place. Just like that, just that easily, I was locked and in her power again. The speed of it all astonished me. I stood there in a state of shock, gazing at Laura. She didn’t take my chastity device off nearly regularly enough for my liking. Usually, when she did, it at least meant an orgasm for me. One I would have to earn. One I would probably have to endure all kinds of outrageous humiliations to get. But an orgasm all the same. Now, it seemed, Laura had figured out a way to get me locked up again without giving me what I wanted. And at the look on my face as I stared at her, my devious mistress burst out laughing. 
 
“Don’t worry, I’m still considering unlocking you later,” Laura said. As she spoke, she took up the key and refastened the chain around her neck, letting it dangle down toward her bare breasts. “But I want you locked around my friends so they can see how I control you. That way, you’ll be much more obedient. Besides, no one wants to see your silly dick all hard and desperate. Sissy sluts like you should always be locked away. Now, come with me. Don’t you want to see what you’re wearing tonight?” 
 
I didn’t really. In fact, it filled me with dread. I wondered if Laura would once again lock me into the embarrassing pink corset her roommate Valerie had seen me in. Or maybe she had something even more emasculating in mind, if such a thing were possible. But I knew I had no choice. And Laura didn’t wait for me to respond. Turning, she headed out of the bathroom, and I had no choice but to follow. For now, we had the house to ourselves. I had no idea where her roommates were. But I knew they would be arriving sooner or later, and that I would be in for all manner of outrageous humiliation once they did. Once again cursing myself for ever agreeing to such a degrading experience, I followed my dominant ex-girlfriend into her bedroom. 
 
Still wrapped in her towel, Laura turned toward her closet. I heard the rustling of bags and boxes that told me she had bought something new for the occasion. As she turned toward me with something black and shiny in her hands, my heart contracted with fear. Gloating in her total power, Laura held it up in front of me, letting me see what she wanted me to wear for the night. A unbelievably skimpy French maid outfit, a tiny dress with a tiny skirt that would look pretty sexy on a woman like Laura, but would look absolutely ridiculous on a guy like me. 
 
“You’re going to be our sissy maid for the night, slut,” Laura giggled. “Isn’t that exciting?” 
 
“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said, shaking my head. But Laura only grinned over the dress that she held up between us. 
 
“I think you know by now that I’m not,” she said. “Now, don’t fight me on this. I know it’s hard on you, but you know you love it. Be a good girl and let me put this on you. Remember, your orgasm depends on me being pleased with your submission tonight.” 
 
Laura knew she had me there. The key hanging around her neck gave her all the power she needed. And my pride balked at the idea of doing what she said, of allowing her to humiliate me like this. But after all, I could hardly be surprised. After the last outfit she made me wear, I knew how much it pleased Laura to embarrass me like this. Better just to let her have her way and remember the reward that awaited me if I kept her happy. 
 
So that’s what I did. Pushing down my deep shame, I stood still while Laura advanced on me, unfastening the dress as she came. As she wrapped it around my body, I saw that it contained a corset. Laura stepped behind me, pulling the laces tight, pulling my waist in and giving my body a more feminine shape. Once again, I felt the tight embrace of steel-boned shapewear, and I took shallow breaths from the top of my chest as the corset grew ever tighter.  
 
Once the dress was in place and the laces pulled tight, I felt Laura fussing with something else behind my back. I tried not to sigh as I heard the click of lock, knowing she had locked this dress on to me just as she had with the pink corset I had worn last time I was here. Then, she wrapped a leather collar around my neck, the same one I had worn when Valerie discovered my humiliation. The one with the tag that stated I was a sissy slut and the property of Laura. That, too, was locked into place. 
 
In a soft voice, Laura ordered me to sit down on her bed. Wordlessly, I complied. She slid white stockings on my legs and added a pair of black ankle boots, the heel even higher than the one I had worn last time, though still low by Laura’s standards. Again, she locked the boots into place with padlocks that slipped into the ankle straps designed for them. There was no getting out of this outfit. Not until Laura decided otherwise. And now that she was convinced she had me completely controlled and emasculated, Laura unlocked the cuffs that held my hands behind my back. Sitting at the edge of her bed, I plucked at my new outfit while she watched me. The tiny skirt sat outrageously high on my thighs, high enough that my caged cock peaked out from under the frilly bottom. I could feel my cheeks burning with shame and embarrassment, knowing what a ridiculous spectacle I was going to make in front of Laura’s roommates. At the same time, my cock wouldn’t stop raging and throbbing in its captivity. My brain crackled with desperate desire, and as always, the more badly Laura treated me, the more turned on I got. 
 
“This is awesome,” Laura beamed down at me. “My chastised, humiliated, dominated, helpless sissy slut. Oh, the girls are going to get such a kick out of this. And you need to be the perfect maid for them tonight, okay, panty boy? I want you to do exactly what they tell you, no matter how embarrassing or degrading it might be. Unless I tell you otherwise, you’ll do exactly as you’re told. I want to show off how well-trained you are, so you better not embarrass me in front of my friends. Otherwise, you can forget about an orgasm tonight, and for a long while afterward. Orgasms are for good girls, not disobedient panty boys.” 
 
“Okay,” I said in a voice that was choked with emotion. Honestly, sitting there on the edge of Laura’s bed, I didn’t know how I felt. The emotions raging inside me were almost too powerful to name. Of course I felt completely humiliated and totally emasculated, just like Laura wanted me to. But I also felt desperately turned on, just as she knew I would. And also, I felt something else, too. As though the further she pushed me into submission, the more natural it became. The more it seemed right. I knew what she had in mind for me was outrageous, and yet it also seemed somehow correct. That this was, in some way, what I was. A submissive panty boy whose place in life was serving a superior woman like the goddess my ex-girlfriend had become. 
 
“A dominant woman like me should have a maid,” Laura said. Knowing she had my full attention, she slipped the towel off her body and stood in front of me in all her naked glory, adding to my desperate desire as I gazed up at her helplessly from the edge of her bed. “Now you’re contained and have been taught your place, you can help me get dressed. I think I should look the part of a dominatrix, too. I’m going to wear that leather outfit you saw me in last time when I made you watch me fuck my boyfriend after Valerie discovered what a sissy slut you are. You’ll like that, won’t you?” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said dully, unable to resist. She giggled as I rose to my feet, completely defeated and ready to serve. Turning to her closet, she rummaged through the articles inside and produced the outfit I remembered from last time. The tight leather pants and the top with the silver spikes protruding from the cups that contained her gorgeous breasts. Handing the outfit to me, Laura stood, her hands on her hips in a triumphant pose while she waited for me to serve her. 
 
And of course, I did. Dropping to my knees on the bedroom floor, I struggled to pull the tight leather pants up over Laura’s beautiful body. As I fastened the laces in the front, I longed to press my lips against her pussy, to acknowledge the power her beauty and femininity gave her to turn me into whatever she wanted me to be. I resisted the urge. Instead, as Laura sat down on the edge of the bed, I slid her high-heeled boots onto her feet and zipped them up. Then, I stood and helped her put on the leather top that went with the outfit, zipping it up in the back. When I was done, she looked every inch the dominatrix she was. An unbelievably desirable creature who had unassailable power over me just because of how she looked. Just because I was weak and she was strong, and I had allowed her to take control of my manhood. Clearly, Laura was never going to give up control. And she was never going to fuck me, either. She had said as much, and her actions proved she meant it. The best I could hope for, maybe forever, was this. To be used as her sex toy and humiliated feminized slave, all in the hope of perhaps being allowed a humiliating masturbation session befoe being locked away again. 
 
We used to be lovers. We used to date. But even back then, I never wanted Laura the way I wanted her now. And I had wanted this, to be dominated and used by her. But I had never imagined sinking to these kinds of depths. I had never imagined Laura would put me through what she was putting me through now, my heart racing in my chest constrained by tight corset she locked me into. I didn’t have the imagination to concoct something like this. Laura did. 
 
“The girls will be back soon,” Laura said, turning to me and looking me up and down again. The smile never left her face, delighted by what she had turned me into. A pathetic sissy dressed in a skimpy French maid outfit, ready to serve her and her friends in the most humiliating way possible. Again, I could feel that sexual tension crackling in the air, both of us alive with desire that felt almost like a presence in the room with us. 
 
“Maybe we still have a little time,” Laura grinned. “God, this is turning me on so much. Get on your knees, sissy boy. Get down on your knees where you belong and make your mistress happy.” 
 
“Yes, Laura,” I said, dropping at once to my knees on her bedroom floor. Laura stood in front of me, smirking as she unlaced the front of her leather pants. As she cupped her hand on the back of my head and pulled my face toward her pussy once again, as I ran my tongue gratefully over the sensitive folds of her feminine sex, I felt a strange sensation that this was exactly where I ought to be. Locked up and on my knees and alive with frustrated desire at the thought of serving my mistress and her friends. 
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