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Making The Deal 1-20 Complete

1. A New Client

Sex sells. We all know that. And maybe that was why my previous business partner hired Tanya in the first place.

Because honestly, the girl was like sex personified.

Twenty-two years old. Legs that seemed to go on forever, emphasized by the tight short skirts and dresses she so often wore to work, always paired with killer heels. The ass that sat on top of those near-infinite legs was round and firm and desperately inviting, practically begging to be slapped, to be squeezed, to be bitten. Above that, her tiny waist and toned stomach suggested she was no stranger to the gym, and her hourglass figure was emphasized by the big breasts that swelled under her clothing, straining against the fabric of whatever she wore. Were they real? That was almost the first question my partner had asked once she left the job interview, making me shake my head at the inappropriateness of it, even if I couldn’t deny that I had noticed her figure. Part of the reason we parted ways, in fact. At the time, I was a married man, and having this sexpot working for us seemed like either a sexual harassment lawsuit waiting to happen or a temptation that might bring my marriage crashing down around me.

Though in the end, it turned out I didn’t need Tanya’s help for that.

She always came to work with a full face of makeup, too. Long dark lashes that framed her hazel eyes, flecks of green shining in among the tan color of her iris. She had long, honey-colored hair, sometimes wearing it down on her shoulders, sometimes up in a neat bun. But however she wore it, it always looked fantastic, shining like spun gold in the light of our office.

It was more than just that. The world is full of pretty and even beautiful women, including Tanya. But not all of them have her undeniable sex appeal. It wasn’t just her incredible figure, though that was obviously a huge part of it. It was something else. Sexiness seemed to emanate from her every pore, surrounding her like a halo that was stronger some days than others, but never fully went away. It was in little things. The way she would hold your eyes just a little bit longer than most people do when she was talking to you. The way her gaze would occasionally drop to your lips, just for a second. The way she moved. God, just the way she walked was enough to keep a man up at night, a long-legged strut that carried her across the office and made it almost impossible not to look at her, even though I knew all too well the dangers of even appearing to be attracted to an employee of mine.

In the end, my partner never got what he clearly wanted. He used to make inappropriate comments to her all the time, trying to gauge her interest, and she batted them right back at him with a skill that seemed at odds with her young age, but made sense when you considered the way she looked. Probably she had been fending off horny guys for years by now. All of that stopped when I finally managed to buy him out and get full control of our tiny agency. Now I was basically in business for myself, but I kept Tanya on to keep answering the phones and processing paperwork for me. All the things I didn’t want to do. Besides, I’ve always believed that if you want to be big someday, you have to start acting like it from day one. Having her to answer phones and bring clients coffee made me seem like part of a bigger organization, and lots of people like that.

Still, I saw the way people looked at her. Sometimes I wondered about the wisdom of hiring someone who looked the way she did. Yes, sex sells, but in my experience, it’s generally wives who make the real purchase decisions when it comes to buying real estate. I saw the way husbands looked at Tanya, sneaking guilty glances as she got up from her desk to offer them a drink. I saw the way women’s eyes narrowed at the sight of her body dressed in whatever inappropriate outfit she had chosen that day. I couldn’t fire her for being sexy, of course. Besides, she did her job well. Maybe she was glad not to have my partner drooling over her on a daily basis anymore, though she never said anything about it. For my part, I tried to keep my attraction to her under wraps. Even if it only got harder as the days went by it since my divorce. The longer I went without a woman, the more I found myself desiring Tanya. But I never acted on it. I knew it was stupid. She was basically half my age, and she worked for me. Literally any other woman, with the possible exception of my ex-wife, would have been a better choice if I decided I wanted to pursue someone.

Still, I could look. And even if I tried to be covert, even if I did my best to keep my looks to myself, it was impossible not to admire her at multiple times, whenever we were in the office together.

Maybe it was a good thing I spent so much time on the road.

I pulled into the driveway of the house, killing the engine of my car and taking a moment to straighten my tie in the rearview mirror. I was there before the client, as always. Never keep them waiting. This particular client had come in via a phone call, and from what Tanya told me, it seemed like they were all business. They hadn’t wanted to come to the office to meet me first, and they didn’t seem interested in hearing about some of the other properties we had listed. They just wanted to see this one house. That was okay by me, I reflected as I stepped out of the car, grabbing the keys to the front door from the passenger seat beside me. I love a client who knows what they want. It can make them harder to please, but it can also save a lot of time. And I was excited to maybe move this house. It was one of the pricier listings we had at the moment, and it promised a fat commission if I could get it sold.

The gravel driveway crunched under my shoes as I made my way up the few steps to the front door and let myself inside. The seller had told me they would be away all week, so I could show the place anytime. They had had a cleaner in too, and the house looked immaculate. Although it was still full of their furniture, nothing was out of place, and every surface gleamed. It even smelled good. Perfect. A seller who knows the game, and a buyer who, though I hadn’t met them yet, didn’t seem to want any nonsense. With a little luck, I could get the place sold soon and move on with two more happy clients in my files.

I looked up at the sound of a car engine outside and watched another vehicle park on the gravel beside mine. I stepped back from the window, hoping I wouldn’t be seen as I took a look at this new client. First impressions can tell you a lot about a person. If nothing else, they tell you how a person wants to be seen, how they want to appear to others. And that, by itself, is a window into their desires, their drives, their fears. Sales, after all, is the ultimate people business. The more you know about someone, the more you can guess, the more accurately you can focus on what drives them and give them what they want.

I don’t know what I was expecting. But I certainly wasn’t expecting the person I saw stepping out of the car making their way up the driveway toward the front door of the house.

It was a woman, and she was alone. That’s not typical, but it’s not unheard of either. I’ve helped some very focused and driven young women buy condos in the city. I’ve helped divorcees start a new chapter of their lives with a new home for their family. What struck me about this woman, though, wasn’t so much that she was alone. It was more that she didn’t seem like the type of woman who is ever alone.

Everything about her screamed high-end. I’m not the most fashionable guy in the world, not by a long stretch, but I can tell when a woman has put serious effort into her appearance. There wasn’t a single detail of her outfit that was out of place. From the large sunglasses that covered her eyes above her bright red lips to the dark wool coat that trailed out on either side of her like the wings of some magnificent bird, down to the black leather boots that crunched on the gravel with every step she took, every detail of her outfit seemed deliberate and considered and, for all I knew, very much in fashion. She had money then. Of course, given the price of the house, I knew she would have to. That made it even more surprising that it was a single person buying it, though again, not unheard of. Maybe she was a CEO. Maybe she came from old money. Maybe she was a black widow type with a fortune inherited from an elderly husband. I didn’t know, and I don’t judge. Ultimately, it’s not my business where a person’s money comes from, and it doesn’t change how I treat them. As long as the bank approves their financing or they have the cash to spend, who am I to complain?

I got to the door and pulled it open before she could ring the bell. Beneath the sunglasses that hid her eyes completely, her lips compressed slightly in the tiniest of smiles.

“Hi,” I said, beaming my most welcoming smile at her as I stepped aside, holding the door wide. “I’m Jason Padgett, Meta Realty Group. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Annalise Horvath,” she said. There was a rich, warm tone to her voice, and she spoke in a way I’ve often noticed rich women do, with a kind of precision and confidence less successful people usually don’t. As I took the hand she offered, I noticed that her fingernails were painted the exact same shade of red as her lips. Of course. This was not a woman who neglected details, not a woman who left anything to chance. I mentally filed that fact away, already adjusting my strategy and approach to accommodate this new information.

I swung the door shut as she stepped into the house. The high heels of her boots echoed on the hardwood floors, ringing back from the high ceiling. It was a house made to give a good first impression, the front door opening straight into a grand living room filled with light, with a ceiling that went all the way to the top of the house.

“So what are you looking for?” I asked as I adjusted my jacket. Her fingernails shone slightly as she raised both hands to her temples and removed her sunglasses.

Her eyes caught mine. And even in that moment, something in the way she removed her glasses made me think that she knew the effect these eyes had on people. In a way, some strange way, they reminded me of Tanya’s eyes. They were a deeper shade of green than those of my pretty office assistant, more like green flecked with hazel instead of hazel flecked with green. And maybe that wasn’t the only reason why she suddenly reminded me of Tanya. She was much older, probably around my age. Mid to late 30s, maybe early 40s, given how rigorously she clearly took care of herself. But as those eyes met mine, as the corners of her red lips twitched slightly upward in a slightly deeper smile, I could see that she was a gorgeous woman. And maybe that’s part of what made me think of Tanya the moment I met Annalise.

Of course, her black hair was quite different from Tanya’s blonde. It was a deep jet black, hanging down absolutely straight to her shoulders, framing her beautiful face. There wasn’t a fleck of gray in it, nothing but flawless rich black that felt like you could lose yourself in it. Her eyebrows were dark too, making the striking color of her eyes all the more impactful. And as she turned momentarily away from me, sliding her arms out of her coat, I stepped forward to take it from her, to help her out of it. And as I did, I saw she wore underneath. A sleeveless dress, dark blue and black, the high collar up around her throat but the hem of the dress ending somewhere in the middle of her thighs. Under that, she wore black mesh stockings that clung to her shapely legs before they disappeared into the top of the black leather boots that rose up just above her knees.

I tried not to stare, of course. There are few worse ideas than ogling a client. And already, just from the first impression she made, I got the sense that Annalise was not the kind of woman who would put up with disrespectful treatment, anyway. It was hard to define. But although she was relatively petite, a kind of strength seemed to radiate from her. Already, she gave the impression of someone who it might be a bad idea to get on the wrong side of. And I had a commission to worry about.

I hung her heavy coat in the hallway closet. Meanwhile, she cast her eyes around the house. That black hair shone like silk, and as she stood with her hands on her hips, I noted the shape of her body, revealed by the dress she wore that fit her like a glove.

“Privacy,” she said.

“Well, as I’m sure you noticed on the way in, the yard here is so big, you have a good distance from your neighbors,” I said. “Let’s start with the kitchen. Do you cook?”

“Rarely,” Annalise said. But she followed me as I led her through the huge living room toward the kitchen. The sound of her boots on the floor formed a rhythmic counterpoint to my own heart beating in my chest, and I questioned why I felt so strangely nervous. I had long ago stopped counting how many house showings I had done, and this was just another. By now, I knew the game inside out. But something about this woman put me off balance. Yes, she was hot. But really, it should take more than that to make me uncomfortable. Maybe my isolation since Marta left really was getting to me more than I realized. It had been months now since I had been with a woman. Even as our marriage was falling apart, we had had sex more regularly than that. I probably hadn’t had a dry spell like this since before I started dating her more than a decade ago. Maybe that was it, I told myself. A kind of sexual frustration that I was going to have to control if I wanted to make the sale.

“So I guess this huge gas stove and these marble countertops won’t matter that much to you,” I said as I stood next to the kitchen island, letting her look around. “Does your husband cook?”

“I don’t have one,” Annalise said. Those startling eyes flickered toward me, just for a second, and the smile on her face seemed just a little bit deeper now. She knew what I was doing. Fishing for information that I could use to try and close, without trying to seem like that was what I was doing. But maybe there was more to it than that, too.

“Wife?”

Her smile deepened even more.

“No, not one of those, either. I prefer men, though sometimes I wonder why.”

I laughed.

“Well, if you’re not going to cook in this kitchen, at least it looks nice when you have guests over. You do a lot of entertaining?”

Those eyes fixed me again, holding my gaze for longer this time. She paused before speaking, and it can’t have been more than a second or two, but in my inexplicably agitated state, it felt like much longer than that.

“Sometimes,” she said at last.

“Well, there you go. I find the kitchen usually ends up being the hub of the action during dinner parties and things like that, and this is a great space to get together with your friends and have a few drinks, snacks, whatever.”

“I suppose so,” Annalise said, trailing her manicured fingers over the glossy surface of the marble countertop. She stepped past me as she did so, and I took the opportunity to look her up and down again. The shape of her thighs as they showed between her dress and the top of her boots, accentuated by the black mesh of her stockings, was sending powerful signals through my body. I wanted her. That was the truth. At that moment, I didn’t know which I wanted more, her or the commission on this house. But only one of those things, I thought to myself, was a realistic possibility. So that was the thing to focus on.

“Okay, so maybe the kitchen isn’t going to wow you the way I hoped it would,” I said, tearing my eyes away from her legs for a moment as she turned to face me. “But wait until you see – “

“The basement,” she cut me off. I blinked, caught by surprise. The customer is always right, of course, and whatever she wanted to see, that was exactly what I would show her. But it was hardly the most impressive room in the house, and in my experience, women who buy houses  usually far less interested in occasionally-used spaces like that.

“Sure, we can take a look,” I said. “You saw the photos on the listing?”

“Yes.”

“So you know it’s basically finished, but pretty bare, right? Lots of potential. But the current owners didn’t really use it for much other than storage.”

“How do we get to it?”

Just as I suspected, she was a woman who knew what she wanted. Stepping past her, I led her out of the kitchen, down the short hallway to the door beneath the stairs that led down under the house. Opening it, I stepped aside, flicking on the light so that she could go first. She turned slightly sideways to walk down the stairs in her high heels, her hand sliding gracefully over the railing as she descended. And I followed, watching the changing light shining on her hair, watching her skirt sway around those beautiful thighs, listening to the click of her high heels on the concrete floor of the basement as she reached the bottom.

“So, like I say, not much to see here,” I said. My voice echoed a little in the empty space. Over by one wall of the basement, there were a couple of shelving units, holding boxes and crates belonging to the house’s current owners. Other than that, the place was virtually empty. The walls had been drywalled and painted white, but the floor was just concrete.

“It has power, obviously, and the plumbing has been put in,” I went on. “It’s more or less a blank slate for whatever you want. You could make it into a rec room or guest suite. The sky’s the limit, really. In some ways, it’s better like this, because you can do whatever you want with it.”

“Can I ask you something?”

Her dark hair shone as she turned suddenly to me, almost pirouetting on her high heels to make her skirt swirl around her. I met those eyes resolutely, determined not to look at her body, no matter how tempting it was.

“Sure. That’s what I’m here for.”

“Okay.” For the first time since she had arrived, she was smiling fully now, perfect white teeth showing between her bright red lips. Looking at her, I got the impression that that smile was another potent weapon that she knew exactly how to use. I could only imagine what that smile had gotten her over the years. Or let her get away with.

“Can you stay down here for a moment while I go back upstairs?” she asked still grinning at me. “And I want you to scream.”

“You want me to scream?”

“Yeah,” she said softly. “I’m just wondering what the soundproofing is like. Once I’m back upstairs, I want you to yell, as loudly as you can.”

Unsure of how to react, I laughed nervously. And she laughed too, but there was no nervousness in her laughter. I was right about her, I thought to myself. She knew exactly what she wanted, and didn’t much care about how she got it.

She might be laughing and smiling. But that didn’t mean she was joking. And as she held my eyes with that smile on her face, I realized she was serious.

“I mean… Yeah, sure, I guess. I have to say, that’s a new one. Can’t say anyone’s requested that before.”

“Thanks so much,” she said. And as a salesman myself, believe me that when she laid a hand lightly on my arm, I knew exactly what she was doing. The sudden flirtatiousness, the smiles and laughter. It was all meant to achieve a goal, to get me to do what she wanted. Which was fine, as far as that went. Again, I wanted that commission.

Taking her hand off my arm, she turned and walked toward the stairs. I watched her go, watched her dress swaying around those tempting thighs. One hand on the railing, one foot on the lowest step, she turned to smile at me again over her shoulder. Then, she climbed the stairs, the muscles of her legs showing with every step. I watched until her boots disappeared from my view, listening to the door of the basement close behind me. Then, shaking my head, I yelled.

The sound of my voice echoed back from the bare basement walls. Then, I heard the door open. The sound of my voice had only just faded in the open space of the basement as Annalise climbed back down the stairs, her sexy black leather boots appearing first, then her knees, her thighs, and the rest of her.

“Thanks,” she said again.

“How was it?” I asked.

“Not bad. Not bad at all.”

“Okay. Well, I think we’ve seen all there is to see down here, shall we head back upstairs and – “

“Bedroom. Master bedroom,” she said, cutting me off firmly again. Only this time, she smiled as she did it. As if it was some little game between the two of us. Certainly, it felt like we had entered into some kind of flirtation, and that was perfectly fine by me. It doesn’t work for male realtors the way I know it sometimes can for women, especially pretty ones. But flirting with a gorgeous woman like her didn’t exactly seem like a terrible way to spend my time at the viewing, either.

“Master bedroom it is,” I said, holding my hand out toward the stairs to invite her to climb in front of me. Again, she grinned at me over her shoulder as she mounted the stairs. This time, right behind her, I got a good view up her dress. Just a glance, mind you. I didn’t want to get caught. But my attraction to her was growing by the second, and the more she played along with it, the less I was thinking about her money and the more I was thinking about her.

Reaching the main level of the house, we headed toward the sweeping staircase and climbed that, too. That one was wide enough for us to walk side-by-side, and at the top, I led her down the hallway to the master bedroom with its ensuite bathroom. I started telling her the square footage, but she hardly seemed to be listening. Instead, she walked toward the bed. Sitting down on it, she bounced up and down a couple of times, as if testing the springs. Then, swinging her legs off the floor, she pushed herself back on the bed, sitting on the mattress and leaning back against the headboard.

“Not bad, this bed,” she said, smiling wickedly at me.

“The place doesn’t come furnished.”

“Oh. That’s a shame. Because if it did, I was going to suggest testing this bed out.”

Look, I’m not proud of it, okay? I never said I was a great guy. Sure, I do my best not to ogle Tanya anymore than I can help it. I don’t make inappropriate comments way my business partner used to do. But that doesn’t change the fact that I am a man. Plus, thanks to the divorce, I was a man who was going through the longest dry spell he had had in years. And this was an exceptionally beautiful woman who now, for whatever reason, seemed to have gone beyond mere flirting and was openly inviting sex.

Even at the time, part of me knew was a bad idea. It was a total betrayal of the trust the home’s owner had put in me, and about the most unethical thing you can do short of embezzling somebody’s funds. But she looked so gorgeous, sitting there smiling at me, her dress sitting high on her shapely thighs, her wicked black boots shining in the light. And I had been alone so long, forced to work every day with sexy Tanya and explicitly forbidding myself from taking any kind of advantage of that fact.

I’m only human. I cracked.

My heart hammered in my chest as I stepped toward the bed, barely able to believe this sudden stroke of good fortune. But Annalise’s smiling face reassured me. The mattress sank beneath my weight as I climbed onto it, climbing toward her. And, leaning forward, she took hold of my tie and pulled on it, pulling me closer toward her. Her face dissolved from the closeness as she pressed her red lips against mine, kissing me deeply. Her tongue invaded my mouth, an aggressive kiss I hadn’t expected, but eagerly returned.

And all the while, desire was exploding inside me, filling me with wild lust until I felt like I might burst with the pressure. Annalise’s body was soft and warm in my hands, and as she began to unbutton my shirt, I pulled her dress up above her hips, my hands sinking to find the warmth between her legs. She moaned as she kissed me, and I moaned back, and every rule of conduct I had, every instinct for caution and preservation I had ever felt, dissolved under the pressure of desperate lust as I gave into the primal desire to have sex with this woman I had only just met.


  
2. Begging For It

Her stockings were thigh-high. I remember that. In fact, I remember everything about that day, every moment of that unexpected and barely believable encounter burned forever onto my brain.

I’m not some blushing innocent. I consider myself a man of the world. I’ve had my share of sexual experiences, ranging from the ridiculous to the sublime. But what I had never had until that moment was something like that. Being so wild and naughty and exciting. It broke all the rules of personal relationships and professional behavior. There is a bond of trust between an agent and a seller that you should never violate by using their home for your own purposes. It’s almost the first thing you learn when you train to be a realtor, and it’s the last thing you should forget.

But I couldn’t help it. Even at that moment, at our very first meeting, Annalise had a strange effect on me. She could make the most insane ideas seem almost normal. She could make the most outrageous games seem desirable. From the moment I met her, she was so poised, so in control, as if she never doubted herself or what she was doing. And she was aggressive in a way no other woman I had ever met was, so confident in what she was doing and so sure of exactly what she wanted. It was impossible to resist her, and impossible not to be caught up in her exciting world.

Plus, in my defense, it’d been a long time since I was with anyone.

And it soon became apparent to me that I had never been with anyone like this.

I pulled Annalise’s dress up, her jet black hair falling free as I lifted it over her head. Underneath, she wore a matching black set of underwear, a lacy bra and some tiny panties that told me she had expected someone to see them that day, whether it was me or not. Her stockings were no impediment to what I wanted, ending at they did at midthigh. And I left her boots on. The creaking of the leather as she moved added a strange erotic thrill to what we were doing as I undressed her, my hands reaching for her panties. She smiled at me, those stunning eyes shining under her dark brows, her face framed by the hair that fanned out around it like a black halo. With hunger growling inside me, I pulled down her underwear, sliding it over the soft, smooth leather of her tall boots, and the sight of her pussy artfully framed by a carefully-manicured strip of pubic hair was enough to make me growl in desperate lust.

But Annalise was far from a passive partner in all this. She let me take off her underwear, as if it amused her to let me treat her like a doll, just for a moment. But once it was off, she started moving again.

By now, my shirt was open. Grabbing my tie, she pulled it, using it to pull my face closer toward her. And as she kissed me again, her skillful fingers unfastened the knot of the tie, pulling it free from my collar with a whisper. Letting it fall to the bed, she pulled my shirt off my shoulders, off my arms, tossing it onto the bedroom floor. My pants were open too, and she lifted one leg, hooking the high heel of her boot into the fabric and using it to pull my pants down. I kicked my way out of them, and she repeated the maneuver, running her thin heel over my lower stomach and under the waistband of my boxers. She pulled those down too, smiling all the while, her eyes flashing as she looked at my cock. I was already rock hard, of course. Lying in bed with this beautiful and sexually aggressive woman, there wasn’t any other way I could be. Annalise looked me up and down, her white teeth showing between her painted lips as she smiled. Then, she sat up.

Sitting in front of me, she grabbed the back of my neck with one hand. She kissed me again, pressing her lips hungrily against mine, almost as if she was trying to take something from me. I kissed her back, just trying to keep up with a woman who was clearly, in so many ways, out of my league. And as she kissed me, her hand reached down between my legs, her fingers closing around the shaft of my cock.

I groaned as she squeezed it, just gently for now. Pleasure raced up and down my spine, old nerves responding in a way I had almost forgotten that they could. I moaned into her warm mouth, and I felt her lips smile as she pressed them against mine, knowing the effect she was having on me. The effect she would have any man. She was beautiful and wild and incredibly sexy, and I didn’t even bother to think about the consequences, about whether what we were doing was a good idea. I wanted her and I wanted this, and that was all that mattered.

Annalise released her grip on my cock. Lifting her lips my mouth, she moved on the bed, rising up onto her knees, her leather boots creaking around her thighs. And those thighs gripped my hips as she threw one leg over me, straddling me, my cock throbbing urgently between us as if nothing had ever been more important than the sex that I knew was coming my way.

Smiling down at me as she sat in my lap, Annalise placed her hands on my chest. She pushed me playfully down onto the mattress, pinning me there with her arms. Her dark hair fell like a curtain around us as she leaned over me, the smell of her perfume and the warmth of her body enveloping me in a kind of dizzying cloud, and I felt like every sense I had was full of her now, as if the whole world had disappeared and all that was left was the two of us in this bed together.

She kissed me. I kissed her back. And I kept kissing as she lifted her lips from mine, as she moved, leaning further forward over me. I kissed her neck, feeling the faint purr of pleasure she gave as I pressed my lips against the skin. I kissed my way down over her collarbone, down her chest, moving inevitably toward her breasts that were still contained in the no doubt expensive bra she wore. And Annalise leaned forward, lying on top of me, letting me lavish her with affection for a while. Letting me worship that body that had me bewitched, that had me craving her the same way I needed air to breathe.

But in the end, as it turned out, Annalise had other plans.

While I had my face buried in her boobs, she moved on top of me. I didn’t know what she was up to, and I didn’t give it any thought. As she pulled my arms abruptly above my head, holding my wrists in her hands, I smiled against her cleavage, enjoying the way she took control. It wasn’t until I felt something tighten around my wrists that I tried to protest. And by then, it was too late. Annalise moved quickly, knowing exactly what she was doing. She had fastened a loop from my discarded tie, drawing it over my hands and pulling it quickly tight. Now, holding the other end, she quickly wrapped it several times around one of the bed posts. And as she sat up, straddling my hips as she finished tying a knot, I realized that she had me trapped.

“What are you doing?”

Annalise beamed down at me, her dark hair making those stunning eyes shine out all the more as she grinned.

“Whatever the fuck I want,” she said. “Which is basically what I always do. You’ll learn that about me. I get what I want, always. And I don’t care what it takes to get it.”

“Fine by me,” I smiled. After all, I wasn’t worried. The fact that a woman I knew next to nothing about, a woman I had only just met that day, now had me tied naked to a client’s bed didn’t bother me at all. I was too caught up in the thrill of the moment, too excited by everything that was happening. Danger was the furthest thing from my mind. Clearly, this was all some kind of kinky sex game, and I was into it. It wasn’t something I had ever done before. I had a girlfriend once, back before Marta, who wanted me to tie her up, and I happily obliged. But it only happened a couple times, and that was as far as it went. Once I had her my mercy, I couldn’t think of anything better to do than have sex with her. It was fun, but I wasn’t about to make it a lifestyle. And certainly, I had never really thought about being on the receiving end of a bit of bondage. But I wasn’t complaining. There was something so powerful about Annalise, something so raw and wild in her sexuality, that somehow, this seemed to fit her. All part of being the powerful, confident, uncompromising woman she clearly was.

“Yeah, you say that now,” Annalise said. “You have no idea what you’re in for. This is fun for me. Much more fun than finding a guy who’s already into the scene. Ever been tied up by a woman before?”

“No.”

As I spoke, I tested the strength of the bonds around my wrist. But the tie held. The knots were tight, the fabric pressing against my skin, and it was abundantly clear to me that Annalise knew exactly what she was doing. I didn’t ask if she had ever tied a man up for sex before. Somehow, the answer seemed obvious. There was nothing entry-level about her, nothing that gave the sense that she was making it up as she went along. She went about the whole operation with a confidence and skill that I knew could only have come from having been in this position many times before.

“Good. Didn’t think so.”

Annalise looked so pleased with herself as she sat astride me now. Her knees pressed against my sides, and I could feel the warmth and strength of her body through the leather of her boots between us. My cock was throbbing and surging desperately, rising up from my body just in front of her and her naked pussy, and I looked her up and down, unable to take my eyes off her beautiful body, letting the image in front of me burn itself onto every receptive cell of my brain. After all, with my hands tied, there wasn’t much else I do. I longed to reach out for her, longing to take her in my arms, to take her right there on the bed. But clearly, for now, that wasn’t what Annalise wanted. And clearly, for now, what my sexy new client wanted was all that mattered.

“I like it better that way. I like to take a regular guy like you and teach him what it’s like to do what he’s told.”

“Oh yeah? So what are you going to tell me to do?”

I surprised myself at the excitement I felt at what was happening. Let’s face it; there are worse places to be than tied up naked underneath a sexy woman like Annalise. It felt strange to give up control, to be a prisoner for the first time in my life. But I didn’t hate it. I was finding that the excitement only grew when you couldn’t immediately do anything about it, when you had to wait for the other person to decide what would happen. My first few moments of submission to Annalise were, inarguably, some of the most exciting I had had in a very long time.

Annalise paused for a moment, looking down at me. There was still a faint smile on her lips, her eyes half closed, their green glow tilted through thick dark eyelashes as she looked at me as if considering what to do next. As if deciding my fate.

Then, she leaned forward. I groaned as she crawled up my body, her pussy running against the underside of my cock, and for one thrilling moment, I thought she was going to climb on top of it right there and then. But she didn’t. She kept moving, my cock bouncing back into position as she continued to crawl up my body.

Finally, she sat on my chest. Her leather-clad knees pressed against my bound arms now, pinning them even more against the side of my head. I looked up her amazing body, studying the way the lean toned muscles moved under the flawless skin, and my desire was burning at an all-time high, making me almost tremble with lust I could do nothing about until she decided to let me. And Annalise, I could already see, was a master of letting the moment linger. She was fully enjoying her control over me, savoring every moment, and every moment she made me wait only served to remind us both just how deep that control went.

Then, she rose up higher on her knees. She shuffled forward a little more, and I stared right at her pussy as it filled my vision. She pointed at it, her painted fingernail tapping on her lower abdomen right above the swollen lips of her sex.

“Lick it,” she ordered.

I stared up her, tearing my eyes for a moment away from her sex that hovered right in front of me. Above the swell of her breasts, I could see her face looking down at me. She was still smiling, but something about her smile made it look almost like a sneer, a look of cool command on her beautiful face as if it never occurred to her that I had any other choice.

Maybe I didn’t. And that thought, too, sent a cold thrill of excitement racing through my body. I had never been in a position like this before, and part of the wild thrill I was feeling was the sheer novelty of it. But mostly, I knew, it was her. Mostly, it came from wanting her so badly, more badly, it felt right at that moment, then I had ever wanted anyone. And being unable to do anything at all about it except exactly what she wanted.

I don’t make a habit of going down on women I have only just met. That’s such an intimate act that it’s something I do exclusively in committed relationships, like the one I had with Marta. It’s not that I have any problem with doing it. It’s just that it feels so vulnerable, so servile, that it’s something I often feel is best left for wife or steady girlfriend.

But clearly, Annalise didn’t care. And everything I had learned about this woman so far convinced me that she wouldn’t be particularly interested in any qualms I might have. Besides, I couldn’t deny that the idea was certainly exciting. It was so deviant, so depraved, such a transgression of all the ordinary norms of relationships and human behavior. It excited me. Along with the bondage she had me in, it made me feel like I was there for her pleasure, and I couldn’t explain why that was such a massive turn-on, but there was no denying that it was.

I opened my mouth. Annalise shuffled forward a little more on her knees, the creaking of her leather boots louder now in my ears. Rising off my chest, she straddled my face, and I ran my tongue over the soft folds of her womanhood. Yes, it felt strange. Of course it did. I hadn’t even known the woman for an hour, and now there I was, tied to the bed, eating her pussy. But my cock was raging like never before as it rose up from between my legs, the desire glowing inside me like a raging inferno convincing me that everything was all right, that nothing mattered except pleasure. That all I needed to do was exactly what Annalise told me, and I would be admitted to realms of pleasure unlike any I had ever known before.

It sounded good to me.

And it sounded good, too, as Annalise gave a little sigh of pleasure. It sounded good as she began to groan, spreading her legs wider to press her pussy down more firmly against my mouth. It sounded good as I slipped my tongue inside her, as I tasted her wetness, as I heard her moan in mounting pleasure. From my position beneath her, I couldn’t see much of her except the sex I was servicing. But her moans and sighs told me everything I needed to know. And with every soft sound of pleasure she gave, my excitement grew, and my inhibitions eroded. Desperate for her now, consumed by my desire for her, I found that I wanted to please her. I wanted to make her moan, wanted to make her sing with wild lust and unbridled pleasure. I used every trick I knew, moving my tongue inside her, pressing my lips against hers, raising my head from the mattress to press my face against her and rub my nose against her swollen clitoris.

Annalise’s body opened to me like a flower, and I tasted the nectar of her passion as the juices began to seep out of her. I felt her wetness running into my mouth, running over my cheeks and chin, her wetness growing with the heat of our passion. I kissed her with desperate passion, sliding my tongue in and out, holding it rigid while she bounced up and down on top of my face. There was nothing subtle about her cries of pleasure now, nothing hidden about what a great time she was having. The stray thought of getting caught flashed through my head. Imagine if the seller had lied about being on vacation or had decided to come home early and found me here in their bed, tied up with a beautiful woman I had only just met sitting on my face?

But I batted the thought away. All I had to do was concentrate on the task at hand. All I had to do was keep doing what Annalise wanted, keep working to bring her pleasure. And then, hopefully, she would give me some of my own.

I’m not sure I ever gave a woman orgasm with my mouth before. Not that I didn’t know what I was doing with oral sex; I hoped I did. But until that day, it had always been nothing more than foreplay for me. Something I would do sometimes to get a woman in the mood, something to help her get excited. In my experience, women usually stopped me long before reaching orgasm that way.

But not Annalise. She didn’t care. She wasn’t self-conscious like every other woman I had ever been with. She didn’t feel intimidated by having me buried beneath her most sensitive organ. Or if she did, she gave no sign of it. She sat on my face like some conquering queen astride her favorite horse, and as she cried out with pleasure, letting her yells and shouts roll back from the walls of the bedroom around us, she didn’t seem like she wanted to be anywhere else. She had no intention of dismounting until she got exactly what she wanted. Somehow, I knew I wouldn’t be getting anything else until I finish the job here.

And I did. Having a woman’s pussy spasm in orgasm around my tongue was a new experience, but one I found incredibly sexy. And hearing her cry out, hearing the breath catch in her throat as a great wave of pleasure washed over her, lifting her temporarily out of herself, was a feeling like no other. My cock, ignored and neglected, raged and throbbed in the empty air, desperate for the body on top of me, desperate for the pussy I could taste filling my mouth with its flavor as juices poured out of the clenching wet tunnel. Annalise held absolutely nothing back, giving into the most animalistic screams and cries, convulsing with wild passion above me as her body exploded in bliss.

I was still lapping gently at her swollen folds as she relaxed on top of me with a sigh. I blinked in the light, feeling her hot juices cooling on my skin as she shuffled backwards, sitting once again on my chest. Her weight compressed my lungs just a little, but I didn’t complain. Somehow, I didn’t think she would care about something like that. Everything we had done so far had been about her and about what she wanted, and I had never imagined that it would be such a thrill to be so sexually overwhelmed. She was right in what she said about herself. Clearly, she was a woman who took what she wanted and didn’t worry too much about what that meant for other people. The only mystery to me was why it felt so good to be treated like that.

But I didn’t have the time or the mental energy to ponder this new and unexpected development in my psyche. Because Annalise, although temporary satisfied by the orgasm I had given her, wasn’t done with me yet.

Swinging one leg over my body, she sat on the mattress beside me. While she looked at me, a smile on her face, her cheeks newly flushed from the pleasure of orgasm, I looked at her, admiring every intoxicating curve of her body. She lay partially on her side, one hand on her hip, the other underneath her, propping her up as she grinned back at me over the length of her body. Her feet were close to my head, her shapely ass almost filling my view, and it took an effort of will to look past it and see her gorgeous face. The position she was lying in made it easy for her to reach out and run her fingers over my cock, and that’s exactly what she did. I hissed between my teeth, feeling that pleasure racing up and down my spine again, and I heard Annalise chuckle under her breath. She closed her fingers around my shaft, stroking it slowly, but she kept her touch light. Infuriatingly light, in fact. I struggled against the tie that held me bound to the bed post, raising my hips off the mattress to trying get more contact from her hand. But she kept me right where she wanted me, expertly stroking me enough to keep me turned on but not enough to push me over the edge into orgasm.

“Seems like somebody’s excited,” she said with a smile. I didn’t respond. There was no need to say anything. My cock was throbbing desperately in her hand, the blood boiling in my veins, and there was no way to doubt exactly how I felt about her and about what was going on.

“How badly do you want to fuck me right now?”

As she spoke, Annalise fluttered her eyelashes at me. Her hand continued to stroke my cock, up and down, up and down, making me struggle pointlessly against the tie that only seemed to grow tighter around my wrists the more I fought against it. I was breathing heavy, still tasting the residue of her orgasm on my tongue and lips, and in that moment, I felt like I had never been more turned on. I felt like I had never wanted anything more than I wanted her, and that nothing else mattered except getting what I wanted. But there was nothing I could do to make it happen. Nothing except try and convince her to give me what she already knew I craved.

“So badly,” I groaned.

Annalise’s smile never faltered, her hand still moving in its maddening motion, keeping me trembling and desperate with desire as I lay beside her on the bed. She had me right where she wanted me, and even in my desperately aroused state, I could see that. But it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the pleasure she was giving me and the pleasure I knew she could still give me, if she wanted to.

“Yeah? Then prove it. Beg me to fuck you.”

I gasped in surprise. I don’t know what I had expected, but I certainly hadn’t expected that. But Annalise, staring at me with those unforgettable eyes as she held my cock in her hand, was as poised and sure of herself as ever. She might be smiling, but she wasn’t joking. She squeezed my cock, just a little, and I groaned and trembled once again, and with every passing minute, my will to resist her and my astonishment at what was happening seemed to erode just a little more. Having her was all that mattered, my body screamed at me, overriding my conscious mind that pleaded for caution. It was okay to say whatever it took. It was okay, in the heat of the moment, to give in to this possibly crazy but undoubtedly gorgeous woman. Everything was okay if it got me what I needed.

“Please, Annalise,” I said last. And the sound of her laughter was like a hot nail driven into my heart. I felt my cheeks burning with shame and embarrassment, felt my mind rebelling at how easily she had taken control of me. But I didn’t fight it. I couldn’t. I couldn’t escape the prison of my own desire, and I knew that my only choice was to give in to this enchanting woman and enter the strange new world she was ushering me into.

“Please,” I said again, hating myself as I heard the word coming out of my mouth but knowing how little option I had. And Annalise kept laughing, the sound of my begging seeming to Feel Her with sadistic joy as she lay beside me, still holding my desperate manhood. “Please have sex with me, please!”

“Oh my God, you’re so pathetic,” Annalise said. “Men are just too easy sometimes. You know what? Maybe you’ll get lucky. Maybe I might actually let you cum. But not yet. You’ve got a lot of work to do before you can convince me you deserve that. Now, come on. Let’s see you really beg for it.”

And I did. I absolutely did. Lying there tied to the bed in a house I was supposed to be selling, I babbled and begged for her body in a way I never had for any woman before. My pride stung me, my shame overwhelming me, but through it all, my desire for her continued to burn bright, driving me onward. And Annalise laughed and laughed, enjoying every moment of her newfound dominance as I pathetically begged for the pleasure she was withholding.


  
3. Learning To Beg

“Please, Annalise, I’m begging you!”

My voice rang out in the bedroom of my client’s home. I was supposed to be selling this house, and a healthy commission check waited for me if I did. But right now, that was the furthest thing from my mind. Driven wild by a desire for sex that had been cruelly denied by this mysterious woman, I was ready to give up everything. I felt keenly the shame of the pathetic position I found myself in, but it didn’t matter. If the only way to have her was to play her little game, to beg for her in a way I had never begged for anyone, that was what I would do. And I could see, from the joy that radiated out from her pretty face framed by the long black hair that hung down on either side of her head, that Annalise was thoroughly enjoying doing this to me. She had me right where she wanted me, desperate with longing, half mad with desire. Tied to the bed, I couldn’t stop her. I couldn’t resist whatever she wanted to do. I could only hope that this kinky game she had tricked me into would end the way I hoped it would.

“You know, just saying you’re begging doesn’t mean you’re actually begging,” she said. “I want to see you really begging for it. There’s nothing sexier to me than when a man admits his own inferiority. I love seeing men humbled, seeing them forced to admit that they are slaves to their desire for women like me. You know how you do that?”

“No,” I gasped. Frankly, I had very little idea what she was even talking about. She delivered the words almost as if it were a prepared speech, and some tiny portion of my brain wondered how many times she had done this before. Her confidence, her skill with the bondage she had improvised, her attitude all suggested she had been down this road many times before. Even her outfit, I now reflected, had a wickedly dominant edge to it, thanks mainly to those tall leather boots she was still wearing along with her thigh-high stockings and her black bra. Lying beside me, she looked, quite frankly, like a dominatrix, and her jet-black hair only helped emphasize that impression. It framed her beautiful face, enhancing the striking color of her eyes, and with my cock throbbing in her soft hand, I felt like she was the most beautiful woman I had ever been with. All the loneliness and hunger of the past few months since Marta left dissolved in a bright burst of sexual excitement.

But it wasn’t just the dry spell I had been going through. No matter what kind of mental state I was in, there was no way to deny that this would have been one of the most thrilling sexual experiences of my life. After all, a woman I had only just met, a woman of unbelievable beauty and sexiness, was taking control of me, as if she wanted me so badly that she was willing to ignore all normal rules of human behavior. What’s not sexy about that?

“Of course you don’t,” Annalise smiled, completely in control as ever. Again, I had to admire the woman’s confidence. She spoke and acted as if this was all so obvious to her, as if there were nothing more normal than seducing a realtor in the house he was trying to sell to you, tying him to the bed, and making him into your sex slave. And maybe for her, that was completely normal, and that thought both terrified me and turned me on as I lay beside her, just trying to keep up with a woman unlike any I had ever met before.

“That’s what I like about you,” she went on. “You’re totally new to this. You’re not a lifestyle submissive. You have no idea where this is going, do you? God, I love training boys like you. I’m going to teach you to submit to me. Do you understand what that means? I’m going to make you my slave. You’re going to love me for it. Now, kiss my foot to show me you understand your place.”

As she spoke, Annalise straightened one leg, holding her foot out close to my face. The wicked spike of her black leather boot shone just above me, and I looked at her in disbelief. Surely she couldn’t be serious? But of course, every interaction I had had with her up to that point, everything she had said and done, only served to demonstrate that of course she was serious. Just because she was smiling didn’t mean she didn’t absolutely intend to do what she said. And lying there tied to the bed, my throbbing cock in her teasing hand, I didn’t see what power I had to resist her.

It’s not like I didn’t try. Annalise waited while I hesitated, as patient as a hunting cat. She held her leg straight out, her boot moving just a little above my face. I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Even though a huge part of me screamed at me that it didn’t matter, that nothing mattered as long as I got what I wanted. Yes, it was kinky, but what was wrong with that? People did stranger stuff in the bedroom all the time. Just because I had never played a game like this didn’t mean I couldn’t learn. And if it got me the orgasm I was craving, the one I could practically feel glowing inside me like a red-hot bowling ball in my guts, then it was the right decision.

Part of me believed all of that. But another part hesitated. The more rational part of myself, the part that feared the unknown, feared what might happen if I took this irreversible step. I knew nothing about this woman, and yet here I was, completely at her mercy. And it was thrilling. But I didn’t want to give in to absolutely everything she said. I didn’t want to be that easy for her to control.

In the end, it didn’t matter.

Annalise was still holding her boot above my face, still holding my cock in her hand. Suddenly, she dug her fingernails into the shaft, and I hissed in pain between my clenched teeth.

“You’re going to do it,” she said. “I have so many ways to make you do what I want. They all submit in the end. I think it’s cute how you try to resist. I love it when a guy is reluctant to face the truth. But trust me. You’ll give in. I’m going to make you. And you can make it a lot easier on yourself if you just do what you’re told like the good boy I know you secretly want to be for me.”

Her words were mocking, just as they were supposed to be. Her tone was that of a calm and rational adult who is just a little weary of the petulant defiance of a child. As if she was so wise, so right, and I was just being needlessly stubborn. And again, it wasn’t at all hard to imagine her as a mistress of many slaves, not at all difficult to believe that she knew exactly what she was talking about. I didn’t deliberately try to think about how many men she might have done this with before, but it rattled around in some part of my brain, and it only made her seem more powerful, more interesting, more sexually exciting to me than she already did.

Sometimes, you have to know when you are beaten – even if it’s hard to admit. It seems almost funny now, looking back from my current vantage point after all the things I’ve done, all the things I’ve been made to do. But at the time, giving into her seemed so serious, such a huge thing to humble myself like that. But I had no choice. Not then, not now. And maybe if I knew what was waiting, maybe if I had had a better handle on the unbelievable delight that came from bowing to the will of a woman like her, I wouldn’t have hesitated as much as I did.

But just as Annalise predicted, I gave in in the end. Raising my head from the mattress, I closed my eyes as I pressed my lips against her boot. And Annalise gave a long laugh of triumph, a chuckle that seemed to rise from some deep place in her chest as she luxuriated in the feeling of being in control.

“There. That wasn’t so hard, was it?” she teased as I opened my eyes again to see her smiling down at me.

“That was really humiliating,” I said.

“Well, yeah,” Annalise said, her eyes growing momentarily wide as she mocked me. “It’s meant to be. Men like you need to be taken down a notch or two. That’s good. I like that you have some spirit, that you’re not just a totally submissive weakling from day one. It makes training you more fun. Besides, I usually find it’s guys like you, guys who have never done anything kinky before and to have to be made to do everything, who end up making the best slaves. One of these days, you’re going to be jumping every time I snap my fingers, happy to carry out my commands.”

“Oh really?” I said. Despite the blow my ego had just taken from giving in to her, I couldn’t help the hope that rose inside me at her words. “You mean we’re going to do this again?”

Annalise laughed again, making no effort to hide her amusement. She seemed to get a kick out of how badly I wanted her, even after my reluctance to do what she said. Clearly, it wasn’t the first time she had done something like this. But it was also clear that she still enjoyed it, still taking real pleasure in playing these wild games she had introduced me to.

“See? You want it. Part of you wants nothing more than to serve a woman like me. You know it. It’s the natural order of things. Women should always be in charge, and men should just be there to be our little servants and do as they’re told. You know it, even if you’ve never thought about it in those terms. Even if you would never admit it to yourself. And I know it too. That’s why it’s so easy to train a guy and turn him into a slave.”

With that, she finally released her grip on my cock. I groaned in disappointment as she rose up onto her knees, her leather boots creaking as she positioned herself beside me on the bed. Again, she looked me up and down, her eyes lingering on my body. I had the strange and unfamiliar feeling of being looked at like I was a piece of meat. Like a tool to bring her pleasure. It was unfamiliar, but it was undeniably exciting. She looked so gorgeous as she looked down at me, confidence and power seeming to radiate out from her like the rays of the sun. In some strange way, she was right. I wanted this again. I wanted her, and I would put up with whatever it took to have her. But maybe there was more than that going on, too. Maybe it wasn’t just her I wanted, but the thrill of being dominated by her, too. I didn’t know, and in that moment, I didn’t have the mental sharpness to give it much thought. It was only afterward, in the long hours when I replayed in my mind over and over again what had happened, that I was able to think along those lines.

“Now, what we do next depends on how you behave,” Annalise said, adopting again that lecturing and condescending tone she seemed to enjoy speaking in. “That’s the first thing you need to learn. When it comes to training men, I prefer to use a carrot, but don’t think for a second that I don’t know how to wield the stick as well. Do as you’re told, accept my superiority, and I’ll give you pleasure unlike any you’ve ever had before. Defy me, and you’ll find out just how mean a mistress like me can be. Is that clear?”

“Yes,” I murmured as I looked up her, even though really, it was anything but. I didn’t doubt her seriousness, of course. I’d have to be mad to doubt her ability to do what she said, or her willingness to step outside the normal rules of human relationships. After all, I had only met her about an hour ago, and now she was talking about making me her slave. It all happened so fast that my head was spinning, and my desperate desire for her was hardly helping me form coherent thoughts. But I did understand that I was in trouble. And I understood that, for whatever reason, this was the kind of trouble I didn’t want to escape from. Instead, if anything, I wanted to go deeper into it. I wanted to explore this new world she was showing me, even though it terrified me. Even though I worried about where it might all lead and what kind of state it might leave me in. There was some dark light shining in there, something absolutely irresistible about her and her insane plan. I couldn’t tear myself away, and it wasn’t just the bondage she had put me in that made me helpless to her.

“You say that,” Annalise said, her gorgeous eyes shining as she looked down at me. “But we’ll see. Every guy thinks he’s up for it until he finds out what it really means. Then, a lot of guys turn out to be too cowardly to submit to a woman. I guess we’re going to see what you’re made out of, Jason. Because make no mistake: that’s what I’m really offering you. Not just the best sex of your life, but the chance to find out who and what you really are. It’s not a chance every man gets, so I expect you to be grateful for it.”

I frowned up at her as she spoke. She had to be crazy. I couldn’t deny, even at that moment, that there was a wild thrill to everything we were doing, and that I absolutely wanted more. More of her and more of this, more of the thrill of submission that I had never imagined I would ever enjoy. But to expect me to be grateful for being humiliated like this? That seemed too far, even for her.

But beautiful Annalise didn’t press the issue. She had a better idea. Shifting on her knees, she swung one leg over me again, straddling my face, and for a moment, I thought she was going to make me lick her pussy again. I welcomed it, even in my state of desperate arousal, even when all I really wanted to do was have her climb on top of my cock and ride it to orgasm. I was more than ready to give this beautiful woman pleasure again. But Annalise, I was quickly learning, had many ways to receive pleasure, her sexual imagination and responses far more sophisticated and wide-ranging than mine.

Balanced on one knee and her foot on the other side of my head, her slender high heel sinking into the mattress beside me, Annalise turned her body away from me. The twin round globes of her ass filled my vision as she bent a little forward, one hand on my stomach for balance. Between her legs, I could see her pussy shining with the moisture of arousal, and it sent a familiar shockwave of lust racing down my spine to my twitching cock.

“Kiss my ass,” Annalise said. “You’re going to be doing it a lot, so you may as well get some practice in now.”

And I did. I raised my head from the mattress underneath me, pressing my lips against the soft, smooth skin of her ass. I could feel the toned muscle of her body underneath as she giggled in pleasure, turning her head to watch me over her shoulder as I debased myself for her amusement. Her pussy was right there, just inches away, but I had my orders. Already, the pattern was becoming clear. Annalise would tell me what to do, and I would do it, all in the hope of earning the reward of sex with her. I still had no idea if that was ever going to happen, but it was the shining prize that kept me in her service.

“Good boy,” Annalise purred condescendingly. “See? It’s not so hard. Once you realize who you’re dealing with, that you’re in the presence of a woman who knows her power, it’s easy to just give in. Just do as you’re told. You know it gets tiring, having to make decisions for yourself all the time. You know that part of you wants to give all that up. That’s what I’m here for. From now on, I decide everything. All you have to say is, Yes, Mistress.”

She paused above me, still looking down at me over her shoulder, and I realized that she was waiting for something. Her little speech was over, and she didn’t move, expectant as she looked down at me. And clearly, I didn’t give it to her, or at least, not as promptly as she would’ve liked.

Because Annalise began to move. Turning her body back toward me, she rose slowly to her feet, balancing herself carefully as the high heels of her boots sank into the mattress. Placing one hand on the wall behind the headboard for balance, she lifted her left foot. Slowly, carefully, commandingly, she set her foot down on my throat. My neck was in the gap between her heel and the toe of her boot, and as she slowly but mercilessly pressed down, I felt my airway getting tight. I looked up her in a panic, straining against the tie that bound me to the bed. But I already knew it was no use. I already knew that she had tied me up in a way I couldn’t escape from. I was at her mercy, and for maybe the first time that day, I was realizing exactly what that meant.

“From now on, you address me by my title,” she said. The smile had vanished from her pretty face now, her beautiful eyes blazing with an inner light of cruelty and dominance that I would have found scary if it didn’t turn me on so much. No woman had ever been like this with me, using the threat of violence to control me. It was hard to even understand why it was so thrilling, but it was. Maybe she was right, I thought to myself with a rising sense of panic. Maybe it was easier just to give in. Maybe, by forcing me to do what she wanted, I could escape some of the shame that came with submitting to her. After all, what choice did I have?

“Yes, Mistress,” I croaked through my tight throat. And the smile returned to Annalise his face. Lifting her foot off my throat, she placed it instead on my chest, and I winced at the pain as she dug her heel into the skin.

“There you go,” she said. “Now, believe it or not, I was thinking about fucking you. But now, since you tried to defy me, I’m not going to do that. Instead, you’re going to learn what happens when you displease your mistress. Wait there.”

Like I had a choice. Tied to the bed, all I could do was turn my head to watch as Annalise stepped over me. Stepping down off the bed, she moved across the large master bedroom of the house I had been trying to sell her, heading toward the closet. It was still full of the personal possessions of the seller, and she had no right to go through their things. Then again, what right did she have to do any of this? I told myself not to even try saying anything, not to even think of protesting as Annalise searched for something among the closets and shelves.

She found it. When she turned back to me, I saw that her arms were full of belts and ties, anything that would serve as a restraint. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched her walk toward me, looking every inch the dominatrix she was, ready to bring about the most humiliating experience of my life. And my cock never stopped throbbing, almost painful now with the pure force of my desire.

Annalise climbed onto the bed, kneeling on the mattress beside me. Taking one of my client’s ties, she tied it around my cock and balls, making me grunt as she pulled it into a tight knot. I grunted again as she pulled on it, pain merging with my excitement as she smiled down at me.

“Sit up,” she ordered.

Squirming on the bed, I did as I was told. Under her instructions, I struggled toward the headboard, then sat up against it. Annalise took hold of my bound hands, enough slack now on the tie that held them to allow her to guide them into my lap. And I watched in disbelief as she tied the other tie around them, binding both my hands to my cock and balls.

Only when that was done did she untie the other end of the other tie from the bed post. She was taking no chances, not allowing me to be free for a moment. It was hard to believe what a turn-on that was.

“Get up,” Annalise said. As she spoke, she climbed off the bed herself, rising to her full height. She was still holding the end of the first tie that had been tied to the bed post, and she pulled on that now, pulling on my bound hands and my bound cock. Swinging my legs off the bed, I slid toward the edge and stood. She looked me up and down as I stood in front of her, and again, I felt my cheeks burning with unbelievable shame to be in front of her like this, so helpless, so outmatched. Annalise might be used to this position of power, but I was in no way used to being treated like this. And I couldn’t even understand why I found it so exciting, why it lit a fire in my blood like nothing else ever had.

“You still haven’t finished showing me around the house yet,” Emily said with a grin. And I watched as she reached out with her free hand to pick up a leather belt from the bed. She folded it in half, holding it by the buckle and the other hand, and there was no mistaking what she was doing. She had turned it into a weapon, and it added a fresh menace to her gorgeous dominatrix look as she stood in front of me, keeping me on a leash.

“Let’s go,” she ordered, turning toward the door and leading me along behind her. Bound as I was, I had no choice but to follow. And my cock was raging underneath my hands as I followed along on her leash, giving this mysterious client the most humiliating, most unbelievable, most erotic tour of a property I had ever performed.

Annalise led me down the hallway, opening the doors of the bedrooms we passed while I explained to her what they could be used for. I’m not going to say I was at my best, my usual sales talk evaporating with the craziness of what was happening. Not that she really cared. She led me on, never pausing for long in one room, leading me back down the sweeping stairs to the ground floor. I followed her, totally emasculated, through the high-ceilinged living room and past the designer kitchen that had failed to impress her, and as she led me to the door to the basement, another wave of fear crashed over me. I remembered how she had tested the soundproofing, how she had made me yell down there to see what it sounded like. Now, finally, and maybe too late, I understood why.

Annalise led me down the stairs, her high heels clicking on the steps and on the concrete floor as she reached the bottom. As she descended, I watched over her shoulder as her breasts bounced in the black bra she still wore. She led me away from the steps and toward the middle of the basement. Then, ordering me to stop, she walked slowly around me in a circle. Like she was checking me out, or coming up with her next move. I turned on the spot, trying to keep slack between the tie tied to my hands on my manhood and her.

“Don’t move,” Annalise ordered. And this time, I didn’t. I stood still as she circled back around behind me again, stopping this time. There was a pause, and then a hiss I didn’t immediately recognize. But when the leather belt cracked loud against my ass, the sound bouncing back from the undecorated walls of the basement, I gave a shout of pain.

“Take it, bitch,” Annalise said between clenched teeth. And she brought the belt down on my ass again, whipping me while I stood there, barely able to believe what I had gotten myself into.

The belt fell five, six times. By then, it felt like my whole backside was a single red throb of pain, the skin on fire from the blows of her improvised whip. And I had never associated pain with pleasure before, never brought any kind of pain into my sex life. Never wanted to. But now, I could barely believe that my cock was still hard after the beating she had given me, the burning sensation on my ass somehow merged with my desire so that one fed the other. It was painful, and unbelievably humiliating to be treated like that. Like everything about Annalise, it turned me on, too.

Her boots echoed on the floor as she walked back around to stand in front of me again.

“Get on your knees,” Annalise said at last. At the same time, she pointed toward before the basement floor with the doubled-up belt in her hand. I paused for just the briefest of moments before doing what she said. The concrete floor was hard and cold, but my new mistress wouldn’t care about that, and I knew it was useless to complain.

“Have you learned your lesson, you pathetic slut?” she snarled at me. She wasn’t smiling anymore, but she looked every bit as beautiful as she always did, standing above me with the belt in one hand and the tie tied to my manhood in the other.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. After all, my ass was still on fire with pain, and Annalise had proven her point. She could do whatever she wanted with me, and somehow, it only made me want her more.

“Look at you. Still excited. Still desperate for me,” she said, smirking now as she raised one foot from the floor to tap the toe of her boot on the underside of my cock. I grunted as I gazed up her, craving the pussy that shone between her legs, right in front of me. But Annalise wasn’t in the mood to give me what I wanted. I should have guessed that things would never be that easy.

“You want to cum?”

“Yes, please, Mistress!” I panted. “More than anything!”

Annalise smiled.

“Okay. I’ll allow it,” she said, as hope bloomed inside my heart, excitement spreading its wings around me. But her next words cut me back down to size immediately.

“But you’re not going to fuck me,” she said. “I tied your hands that way so you can touch yourself. Go ahead, bitch. Jerk off at my feet and show me you understand your place.”

I groaned at the pure humiliation of what she was saying. And as I did, Annalise made the belt she held into a loop. Lowering it over my head, she pulled it tight around my neck, holding onto the other end like a leash. She tugged gently on the belt, smiling down at me now, enjoying the pathetic spectacle of what she had turned me into.

“Go on, cum for your mistress,” she said. “Before I change my mind.”


    
4. Negotiating With A Mistress

As unbelievable as the encounter with Annalise had seemed when it was happening, it was even more unbelievable once I was out of it. Once the blood rush stopped, once the glow of excitement faded, and I was forced to confront the fact that this wasn’t some crazy fantasy, some wild trick of the imagination. This was my life. Somehow, things had taken this wild turn, sliding completely out of control, and when it was all over, I had to return to reality as if nothing had happened.

Annalise untied me. It seemed like she had had her fun. She returned to the bedroom to put her clothes back on, and then left the house soon after, telling me she would think about it. She didn’t say any more about what had happened between us, didn’t give any indication of what the future might hold for us. She just left, leaving me alone in the house to gather up my things and try and make myself somewhat presentable. Only the creases in my tie and the probably astounded expression of disbelief on my face to show that anything had happened at all.

I drove back to the office. All the way, my head was buzzing with the memories of what had happened, clawing at my consciousness as I navigated the light middle-of-the-day traffic. Would I ever see her again? Did I even want to? But that last one was easy to answer. I did. As strange as it might be, as little sense as it might make, there wasn’t much more I wanted than to see Annalise again. I didn’t understand what happened, or why I had enjoyed it so much. But I didn’t need to understand it to feel it. She was a woman unlike any other I had ever met, and she had shown me things I had never even imagined, and it gave her some strange power over me that I couldn’t explain but couldn’t avoid feeling. Couldn’t help wanting. It didn’t make any sense. But it was the truth.

Pulling up outside the office, I stepped inside. Tanya smiled at me from behind her reception desk as I entered, and that hardly helped.

That day, she was wearing a beige dress with short sleeves and a high neck. The dress was ankle-length, and might have sounded perfectly modest if it wasn’t absolutely painted onto her body. It was made of some stretchy fabric that hugged her every curve, showing off her figure more than it concealed it. Even as she sat behind the desk, I could see the swell of her breasts, the narrowness of her waist heading toward the full spread of her hips, and it turned me on. She had her head down that day, the long blonde locks falling artfully over her shoulders, her lips pink and glossy, her eyes framed by long dark lashes. Again, I had the chance to consider how different and yet how strangely similar they were to Annalise’s eyes, the same pattern of hazel and green, only reversed in the case of the young woman. And thinking of Annalise in that moment while I stared at my sexy assistant had a predictable effect on me. Arousal bloomed inside me again, my head spinning as I struggled desperately to process everything that was going on in my life. It had been a dry spell that lasted months since I broke up with Marta, and Tanya’s highly inappropriate work outfits had made those months even more difficult than they needed to be. Now I had broken that sexless streak in the most unexpected and improbable way imaginable, but it didn’t make me want Tanya any less.

For about the millionth time, I considered talking to her about the things she wore to work. And for the millionth time, I decided not to do it. It was an awkward conversation to have in any circumstances, but today definitely wasn’t the day for it. Besides, how could I have that conversation with her? There was only the two of us in the office. I couldn’t hide behind saying that somebody else had complained, or that it was making anybody else uncomfortable. I would have to admit that I was the one who was made uncomfortable by it. And she would know exactly what that meant, if she didn’t know already. I was attracted to her, even if I was committed to not ever doing anything about it. Then again, looking the way she did, it was probably safer her to assume that just about every man she met was attracted to her, one way or another.

“How did the showing go?” she asked. And I hoped that I wasn’t blushing, hoped that the red glow of my cheeks didn’t give anything away. Now that I was out of that situation with Annalise, I felt even more keenly the shame and embarrassment of what I had done. I couldn’t stop thinking about the things I had said, the things she had made me do, but it made my heart vibrate with embarrassment, even as it made my cock swell with excitement. Neither of those emotions was something I wanted to share with my pretty secretary.

“Yeah, pretty good,” I said.

“You think they’ll buy it?”

“Too early to say. I mean, it’s a great house. I hope she was impressed. But she’s a hard woman to get a read on.”

That was a drastic understatement of the facts. Annalise, at least in the relatively short time I had spent with her, was completely impenetrable. And for most of the time we had spent together, the property I was supposed to be showing her was the last thing on either of our minds.

“Well, here’s hoping,” Tanya said with a smile. That smile was so radiant, so warm, so inviting, that I had to turn my head away.

“Yeah, let’s hope,” I said as I headed for my own desk.

Sinking into my chair, I woke up my computer and stared for a while at the screen. I had a few tabs open, emails to answer, comparables to look up, listings to write. But I didn’t do any of it. Instead, I sat staring at the screen, my mind a million miles away. My mind, of course, was on Annalise and the things we had done together. My mind was on the future, wondering desperately what it might hold for the two of us. My mind was on Marta, too, in some small way, the sex I had just had reminding me of how long it had been and why I had had this particular dry spell. We had never done anything like that. Neither of us were that experimental, that uninhibited, that wild. Maybe if we had been… But there was no point thinking like that. The past is the past. Besides, for the first time in a long time, my present was starting to look pretty interesting to me. Annalise might’ve come completely out of left field, but I couldn’t pretend to myself that it didn’t make me feel good to be desired after everything that had happened with my ex-wife. Maybe Marta didn’t want me, but that didn’t mean that no women did. And a woman like Annalise, as beautiful and sexually aggressive as she was…

I couldn’t help it. I had work to do, and it would’ve been a more constructive use of my time to get on with it. To try and put her out of my mind and focus on something else, even if I knew that was basically impossible. But I couldn’t stop myself. I searched the Internet for her name, signing into every social media site I knew, trying to find her. There was nothing. For now, she was going to remain the mystery she had always been. Maybe that was part of the attraction, too. Let’s face it: it wasn’t like Annalise needed any help being attractive to me.

There was nothing else to do except try and get some work done. So I went about my tasks in a perfunctory way, uploading photos and trying without much success to write a listing. My mind was elsewhere. Even replying to client’s emails seemed like too much trouble. The owner of the house I had shown had already emailed me to ask how the viewing went, and I couldn’t bring myself to respond. I felt a bitter stab of guilt to think of how I had betrayed their trust, and it made it impossible to talk to them, even electronically.

I procrastinated. I dallied. For long stretches, I found myself staring right through my computer screen or sitting with my phone in my hand, paying no attention to the device in front of me, my mind a million miles away. My mind on Annalise, wherever she was, whatever she was doing. I knew nothing about her, and yet I was obsessed with her already. I both wanted to know more, and didn’t. Because even then, part of me knew that maybe it was better this way. Maybe the mystery was part of what made her so attractive, the enigma she represented an irresistible pull on my mind just the way her body was an irresistible pull on my desire. I examined the situation I found myself in from every angle, and never came up with any helpful conclusions. All I knew was that I didn’t understand what we had done or why I had allowed it, and yet, I wanted to do it again.

Hours passed that way. And later in the day, I lifted my head to see Tanya coming toward me. Her long dress, more appropriate for a date than a day at the office, stretched around her swaying hips and her bouncing boobs, kicking out around her ankles with every step she took in her high heels. She was smiling as she approached; she was always smiling. And young as she was, she was always composed, practically glowing with confidence. Why shouldn’t she? She looked incredible. Not just today, but always. I knew nothing about her personal life, and quite frankly, I liked it that way. It seemed safer not to know anything, never to ask. But there was no doubt that she had more than her share of male attention. The thought of a dry spell without sex that lasted months, like the one I had just enjoyed, was probably unthinkable to a woman like her.

“That woman called, the one you showed the house to this morning,” she said as she stuck her head through the open door of my glass-walled office.

“Annalise?”

“Yeah, that’s her. She wants to talk to you about it some more.”

“At the house?”

“No, here at the office. There was a gap in your schedule, so I booked her in for tomorrow morning.”

“Oh! Oh. Okay. Yeah, no, that’s fine. Okay, thanks, Tanya.”

“Don’t mention it,” she said, her smile growing wider as she turned in the doorway of my office, keeping her eyes on me just a little longer than seemed strictly necessary in that way she had. She walked away, a vision of absolute loveliness, of undeniable sex appeal, her youthful body swaying from side to side with every step she took, her round ass straining the stretchy fabric of her beige dress. Under my desk, I felt my cock hardening at the sight of her body, and no amount of self-recrimination, no amount of telling myself my feelings weren’t appropriate, would do anything to change that. It wasn’t just her, of course. It was the thought of Annalise that had desire burning inside me, that had me getting excited all over again.

Already, I knew it was going to feel like a long wait until I saw her again.

****

It was a strange mental dance I did the following morning. Trying to get ready without admitting that was what I was doing. I didn’t want to admit that I was trying to look my best for Annalise. I didn’t want to admit that she had had that big an effect on me.

It was strange, I know. After all, I was inescapably attracted to her, and why wouldn’t I be? In fact, she had pretty much gone out of her way to make sure that I was. She had instigated everything that happened between us. She was the one who pursued me aggressively for sex, not the other way around. Clearly, for whatever reason, she was into me. Why shouldn’t I take a little extra care in the way I dressed to meet her?

At the same time, it felt faintly embarrassing. After all, I’m a divorced man, not some nerdy kid trying to look his best for his prom date. There was something almost juvenile about it, something embarrassing about putting in that kind of effort for a woman that I basically knew nothing about except that she was beautiful, and the most adventurous sex partner I had ever had, by an incredibly wide margin.

But I wanted her. I wanted her to like me, to do more kinky and exciting things with me. Even though I knew there was no chance of that at the office, I couldn’t help hoping that was the real reason Annalise wanted to see me again. By now, I didn’t even care about the potential commission on the sale of the house. That seemed like a small reward compared to the possibility of Annalise becoming part of my life. Even though it scared me. Even though I had no idea what else she might do with me. That, I had to admit, was part of the thrill.

So I got ready with a little extra care, even if I felt embarrassed by it. Tanya had keys to the office, and when I showed up, I could see she was already there. When I stepped inside, she lifted her face from the computer in front of her, fixing me with that radiant smile she always used to greet me when I came back to the office.

“Hi,” she said. “You look nice today.”

“I… I do? Uh, thanks,” I said, thrown off-balance by the compliment. I guess I hadn’t wanted my efforts to be so noticeable, but Tanya picked up on them right away.

“So do you,” I added, and Tanya, used to being complimented on her appearance in a way I would never be, just smiled back in response.

I wasn’t lying. She had her blonde hair up today, every strand slicked back from her face and gathered in a perfect round bun at the back of her head. Her lips were a deep red that made her mouth the center of attention, balanced by fairly heavy makeup around her eyes that made those dazzling irises seem to glow. She was wearing a pink sleeveless blouse with a low neckline, paired with a tight black miniskirt that was scandalously short as she sat at her desk. Almost the first thing a client would see when they stepped inside the office was her long legs, her toned thighs, the faint hint of inviting darkness under that revealing skirt. Tanya didn’t care. She liked the attention. And I loved the way she looked, even if I worried again about how appropriate it might be. Every guy who came in thinking of buying a house would be bewitched by her beauty, but women might not be so impressed.

I tried not to admit that I was wondering what Annalise would think when she saw my assistant. I tried not to admit even to myself that already, her opinion mattered that much to me. I told myself it was just business, just the sensible precautions of a man who had an agency to run. But just like always, I didn’t say anything to sexy Tanya. I just enjoyed the view before heading toward my own desk.

Of course, I couldn’t know what Annalise really wanted. Even if I had my own ideas, my own hopes and dreams. I had to be prepared. Maybe she really did want to discuss the house. After all, it was interesting that she was coming to my office rather than meeting me there. So I pulled up some info on comparable houses that had sold in the area, getting a sense of what they went for and how long they sat on the market. Our pricing strategy seemed about right. There might be some room for negotiation, of course; there always is. And something told me that Annalise was the kind of woman to drive a hard bargain.

The morning wore on like that, with me burying myself in work and trying with diminishing success to pretend I wasn’t nervous about what was coming. The clock crept toward the top of the hour, and my stomach fluttered more and more aggressively with every passing minute. Eleven o’clock came, the time for my appointment with this vixen, and by then, I was no longer capable of even pretending to work. I just waited, and the minutes kept ticking on.

11:01. 11:02. Soon, five minutes had passed, then ten, and I started to wonder if she was even going to show up. Maybe it was all some cruel joke. Or maybe - and I didn’t know how to feel about this thought as it occurred to me - she had had second thoughts. Something about me had put her off. Something about the way I played her games, even though I did everything she asked of me. She had decided she wasn’t that interested me after all. Maybe, I thought with a stab of unexpected pain in my heart, she had found someone else. Beautiful as she was and aggressive as she could be, I knew it wouldn’t take her anytime at all to find another willing victim.

And then, the phone on my desk buzzed in its shrill insistent voice, almost making me jump even though I had been longing to hear it. I snatched up the receiver to hear Tanya’s voice on the other end.

“Your 11 AM is here,” she said.

“Okay. Send her - send her in,” I said, pausing for a moment to clear my throat. Setting the phone back down in its cradle, I rose to my seat, adjusting my tie, sliding my arms into my jacket that had been resting on the back of the seat. And through the glass wall of my office, I saw them both approaching. Sexy Tanya, stalking along in her skirt that barely covered her ass, the black fabric stretching around her with every high-heeled step she took, her gorgeous young body on full display again as it invariably was. And, just a step or two behind her, Annalise.

Thanks to Tanya’s high heels, Annalise was a little shorter than the younger woman, though not by much. Then again, her own footwear was hardly modest, either. She was wearing black leather boots again, different from the ones she had worn and made me kiss the previous day. These ones rose only to her knees, but they still had a wicked heel that made her body sway with every step just like Tanya’s did. And above the boots, she wore an item of clothing that set my heart racing at once. A pair of skintight leggings that looked like latex, polished to shine in the light of the office, making every rounded curve of her hips and her thighs glow unmissably. Those hips swayed from side to side with every step she took, the light dancing off the pants that fit her like a second skin, and I had to tear my eyes away, not wanting to be seen staring.

Above the pants, she wore a red top. The neckline was low, a deep V crossed by laces that showed tantalizing glimpses of her skin, the shape of her breasts swelling against the fabric. She had her hair tied back too, a sleek black ponytail swinging from the back of her head with every step she took. And the black leather jacket she wore completed the look. Frankly, she looked like a dominatrix. Even if I hadn’t known what she was like in bed, I might have wondered about the sexual proclivities of a woman who dressed like that in public. But I wasn’t complaining. She looked fantastic. And I hoped that the erection I could feel rapidly rising between my legs didn’t show through the fabric of the pants of my suit.

“Here he is,” Tanya said with another one of her lingering smiles as she stood in the open doorway of my office, raising one hand to invite Annalise to step inside.

“Thanks, Tanya,” I said.

“No problem,” my receptionist smiled. And again, she turned, holding that smile for just a little while before returning to her own desk near the front door. I wondered what she thought of the woman she had just guided to my office. I’m not going to claim to be an expert on the opposite sex, but even I know how women check each other out, how they examine every detail of another woman’s outfit. Today, with Annalise, I was doing the same. Though admittedly for completely different reasons.

“Good to see you again,” I said cautiously, my eyes moving over the woman’s pretty face as I searched for some sign of how she felt about me. Seeing her here, in my office, was a totally surreal experience, another little stab of unreality after the wild adventure we had had the day before.

“Have a seat,” I said, relying on practiced platitudes to get me through a meeting where I felt completely out of my depth. Smiling, Annalise sat down in the chair on the other side of my desk, crossing her legs to make the latex pants shine on her thigh. At the same time, she shrugged off her leather jacket, draping it on the back of the chair. And those eyes looked deep into mine, those eyes that were so different and yet so similar to Tanya’s, and I felt almost as though I was shrinking under that gave, unable to meet the eyes of a woman who had done what she had done to me.

“Can I get you anything to drink?”

“No. Your secretary already offered. She’s a pretty one, isn’t she?”

“Tanya. Yeah. Yeah, she is.”

“Let me guess. That’s why you hired her.”

“No,” I said defensively. “Not at all. My ex business partner hired her, actually. I didn’t have much to do with that. But she’s good at her job.”

“Glad to hear it,” Annalise said. She was smiling faintly, lifting the corners of lips painted a bright red with a poise that seemed unflappable, no matter what I said. It felt suddenly hot in the small space of my office, and as I breathed in air tinged with a faint hint of her perfume, I felt myself getting dizzy. Almost like she was a drug that acted immediately on my body, eroding my sense of self and my self-control, making the most outrageous scenarios seem not only possible, but desirable.

“Have you guys ever…?”

“What? No. I mean… That’s kind of a personal question, isn’t it?”

“It is. Though we’re kind of personal at this point, aren’t we? But you’re right. Business first.”

Annalise leaned forward in her chair, as if she wanted to drive the stare of those eyes even deeper into mine. As she did, I heard the leather of her boots creak, and I remembered how the boots she wore the day before had creaked on either side of my head as she sat on my face. Under my desk, my cock was raging unstoppably, screaming at me that I needed to do what came naturally and have this gorgeous goddess, no matter what the consequences might be. But I resisted. The truth was, Annalise made me feel uncomfortable. I wanted her. I liked her. But I felt completely off balance around her, totally out of my depth. The truth was, the woman was out of my league.

“I like the house,” she said. “I’m thinking of making an offer.”

“Oh really? That’s fantastic! I’ve just been pulling up some of the comparables, and I know it’s priced pretty well. Still, there might be some wiggle room for the right buyer. Do you have an agent?”

“No. I don’t think I’ll need one.”

“That’s fine. That’s perfectly fine. And since I don’t have to split commission with another agent, I can probably help you get that price reduced a little bit more.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” Annalise said, smiling broadly now as she sat back again in her chair. “I had a feeling you’d want to help me.”

It was the first reference she had made to the relationship we had, even if it was a little bit oblique. Still, it worked to send a jolt of arousal through me, along with that strange swelling of hope that there might be more to this than a simple real estate transaction. I hadn’t felt this nervous about negotiation ever in my entire career, not even when I was first starting out. Somehow, it seemed like there was so much more at stake now.

“Of course,” I said. “Can you give me a number you’ve been thinking of?”

Annalise said a number. There was no hesitation, no doubt. There was that confidence again, that confidence I found unbelievably sexy. And the number, though a little lower than I had expected, wasn’t so low as to insult the seller.

“I mean, I don’t think they’ll go for that,” I said honestly. “But I think it’s reasonable enough to be a starting point for negotiation. Are you willing to go higher if they come back with something closer to asking?”

“Within reason.”

Within reason. Nothing about this woman was within the bounds of reason. But I nodded anyway, scrolling a few figures on a notepad.

“Okay, I talked to the seller,” I said. “They’re abroad at the minute, so I don’t want to call them. But I’ll send them an email. They usually get back to me very quickly. They’re pretty motivated.”

“So am I.”

As Annalise spoke, she grinned wolfishly at me. Leaning further back in her chair, she lifted her feet from the floor and propped her boots up on my desk, crossing one ankle over the other. The heels pointed at me like weapons, the leather gleaming in the light, mimicking the glossy shine of her thighs in the tight latex pants. She was absolutely gorgeous. And looking at her here, in this familiar space, was enough to almost blow away every thought I had of the commission I was standing to make on the sale.

“Now, the other thing,” Annalise said, speaking slowly and clearly like she always did. “Your sexy assistant there. What time does she take lunch?”

“Usually around noon, I guess?”

“Good. It’s nearly that now. Send her out. I want you to myself.”


    
5. Dominated In His Own Office

“Tanya? Are you taking your lunch break soon?”

As I spoke into the desk phone, I could feel Annalise’s eyes on me. That smile on her gorgeous face never faltered. The woman seemed immune to self-doubt, completely incapable of ever lacking confidence in what she did or what she wanted. Before I met her, I had thought of myself as a pretty confident person. It’s an important trait to have if you want to close, after all. But compared to her, I was a blushing, bumbling idiot. And in some way, her towering confidence seemed to erode my own. It was hard to be strong and confident around a woman like her, just because she was so much that way herself.

Of course, it didn’t help that we were in what was for me completely uncharted territory, this world of kinky domination and submission. And this was a world, I could tell, that she knew very well.

“Yeah, at noon,” Tonya said down the line to me. I looked at the time on my computer. Not long to wait.

“Okay. Why don’t you go out for lunch? Take the company credit card. Go wherever you want.”

“Oh really? Why?

“Just because… You’ve been doing such a great job lately.”

“Well, thanks, boss. Hey, if you sell that house, we’ll have to have a little celebration, right?”

I knew she didn’t mean anything by it. Still, at any other time, those words would have given me some pretty wild ideas. I knew I couldn’t do anything with Tanya, and I had no reason to believe she would ever consider doing anything with me either. Still, looking the way she did, dressing the way she did, it was impossible not to think about it. Usually.

But usually, I didn’t have a woman like Annalise in front of me, dressed in a low-cut top and latex leggings and tall leather boots, her feet up on my desk, her eyes studying my face with evident enjoyment. Usually, I didn’t have a woman in front of me who had made her intentions clear, who absolutely was considering doing something crazy.

“Yeah, totally,” I said. “Enjoy your lunch.”

“Thanks!”

I set the phone down, looking back at Annalise as she smiled at me over the desk. She looked so completely at home, as if this was her office I was in instead of the other way around. My mind raced, my heart buzzing with all the possibilities of what she might want to do. Somehow, it never even occurred to me to say no. It never even occurred to me that I had any choice. After all, if it were up to me, we would do exactly this. We would do whatever Annalise wanted, and all I could do was hope that it would be something I wanted, too.

“She’ll leave soon,” I said.

“Good. Let’s hope she doesn’t come back too soon, either. I don’t think you want her to catch us doing what I’m thinking about doing to you.”

A shiver of desire raced through me, just the way Annalise no doubt knew it would. My cock was raging underneath the desk, my heart pounding in my throat as I looked at her. She was so forward, so unashamed. She owned exactly who she was and who she wanted to be.

“What you’re going to do to me? Do I have any choice in it?”

“Of course you do,” Annalise said through her unwavering smile. “You always have a choice. You can say no. You can turn down one of the most amazing sexual experiences of your life and go back to being boring and lame. Or you can say yes and let me make all the rest of your decisions for you. Don’t lie. We both know what you want. We both know what you’re going to say.”

Her confidence and self possession will almost maddening, but what really made me mad was the fact that she was indisputably right. As if she somehow knew me better than I knew myself. Or at least this newly discovered part of me, anyway. I had never submitted to anyone like this, never had any desire to do it. But Annalise was so powerful, so in control, so sure of herself, but somehow, it felt right. Of course, it also felt unbelievably, lusciously wrong at the same time. And as she spoke, I already knew the terrible truth. I wasn’t going to say no. I was scared of what she might do to me, completely intimidated by her wild sexual power and her seemingly limitless kinky imagination. But I was going to let her do it just the same.

“So you’re not fucking that gorgeous assistant of yours?”

“No.”

“That’s a shame. I bet you want to, don’t you? Tell me the truth.”

“Yeah. Yeah, I do.”

Somehow, it seemed pointless to lie. Man or woman, you only had to look at Tanya to know how attractive she was. And the sexy outfits she wore to the office only made her more alluring. Marta always had a jealous streak, and around her, I learned never to admit any attraction to other women. But clearly, this was a completely different type of relationship I was embarking on. There wasn’t much point lying to Annalise, I thought to myself. After all, I barely knew the woman. Besides, for some reason, I got the distinct impression that she would know if I was trying to hide anything from her. Those gorgeous eyes of hers seemed to have an incredible ability to see right through me, her x-ray vision peering past whatever flimsy barriers I tried to erect to protect myself from the parts of her that scared me.

“Of course you do. Did you try, and she turned you down?”

“No. I didn’t try. I’m her boss; it’s not appropriate.”

Annalise snorted.

“Like that stops most men.”

“I’m not most men.”

“No. I guess not,” she said. She smiled as her eyes flickered over my face, over my body, the tip of her pink tongue showing in the corner of her slightly open mouth, contrasting with her red lips. Her boots creaked on my desk as she flexed her feet inside them, drawing my attention to the leather that gripped her legs tightly.

“It’s like that stupid non-joke pathetic guys make when they have a female realtor, an attractive one,” Annalise went on. “Do you come with the house?”

“Yeah, I’ve heard about that one,” I said. Honestly, I wasn’t sure how to react. But Annalise always had a gift for putting me on a back foot, for keeping me guessing about where she was going and what was going through that beautiful head. She paused for a moment, letting my uncertainty play in my head, magnifying itself while I waited for her next idea.

“Well, do you?” she asked.

“Me?”

“Yes, you. I’d consider paying a little more for that house if you come with it.”

“I - what do you mean?”

“Just what I said. The house has more value to me if it comes with a submissive boy toy to train. It would be like I was buying you. Like I own you,” she said, and her eyes flashed dangerously wide as she spoke. Again, I felt a shiver raced through my body, sending a powerful jolt of arousal to my cock. What she was saying was completely insane, and I knew that. I had heard that guys sometimes made that joke to female agents, but had never heard it directed at a man. And I had never heard of someone actually going through with it. Still, there was something undeniably exciting about the idea. Looking at Annalise as she sat in my office, so totally confident, so completely self-possessed, the crazy idea struck me that being owned by her might not be such a bad thing. Not if it meant more adventures like the one we had the day before, anyway.

“How much more?”

“Don’t be conceited,” Annalise smiled. “You’re not worth that much. It’s not like it’s hard for me to get men to worship the ground I walk on.”

“No, I guess it probably isn’t,” I admitted. What stopped the woman’s confidence from being mere arrogance was that she was right. She knew what she looked like, and she had to know the effect it had on men. After all, I had submitted to her completely almost from the first moment we met. And I knew I wasn’t the first. When you live a life like that, how could you not be full of yourself?

“I’m not paying asking price, no matter what,” Annalise went on. “You just see what your seller says, and I’ll see what I want to do. I’m just saying, throw yourself in as a kind of little perk, and I might be willing to come closer to what they want.”

“You’re crazy, you know that?”

The words burst out of me before I could really think about what I was saying, before I could think about the potential danger. Annalise was much smaller than me, but somehow, already, I felt totally intimidated by her. But she just smiled in response, as perfectly poised as ever.

“You’re certainly not the first person to tell me that,” she said. “But you know what I think is crazy? Living your whole life and never once getting what you really want. Being so scared of your desires, and of what society tells you about them, that you never have the guts to make yourself happy. That seems absolutely crazy to me. Far crazier than anything I might do with a guy like you.”

The layout of our small office hid Tanya’s desk from me when I sat in my office, a bend of the hallway separating us. But I heard the front door of the office open and close, and I looked at the time. Noon. I was alone in here with a woman I barely knew, but already feared. A woman who had seemingly limitless power over me, and enjoyed nothing more than demonstrating it.

“That’s Tanya heading out,” I said. Annalise beamed a smile at me.

“Good,” she said. “Now you can take your clothes off.”

She didn’t ask. It wasn’t a request. It was an order, and I knew it. But again, I had to acknowledge it was an order I wanted to obey. What I wanted most was to take her clothes off, to see her naked, to enjoy that gorgeous body again and maybe even get to do what she hadn’t allowed me to do at yesterday’s viewing. But I knew the only way to even get close to that was to obey this gorgeous dominatrix and give her whatever she wanted.

So that’s what I did.

I slid my suit jacket off my shoulders, turning in my chair to drape it over the back of the seat. Then I loosened my tie, tugging the knot open. Annalise, her feet still propped up on my desk, held out her hand as she watched.

“Give me that,” she said. And I did. Even though I worried about the consequences. Even though I remembered all too well what she had done with nothing more than a couple of ties and a leather belt the day before. My ass was still sore from the whipping she had given me, making it uncomfortable to sit down for too long. But I still gave her my tie anyway, knowing she was going to do something kinky with it.

“Stand up,” she ordered, settling even more into her chair as she looked me up and down. “Give me some eye candy. Something to look at.”

Suppressing a sigh, I did as I was told. Dropping my shirt to the floor, I stood up from my chair behind my desk, reaching for my belt and unfastening it.

“Put that on the desk,” Annalise ordered. And I tried not to let my fear and anxiety show as I removed the belt, setting it down on the desk in front of me. I remembered all too well what she could do with a leather belt.

“Now the rest,” Annalise ordered.

Stepping out of my shoes, I pulled down my pants and my boxers in one swift motion. My cock sprang out, already fully erect, desperately hard for her. And she grinned to see it, unneeded confirmation of her radiant beauty and the powerful effect it had on my body. She already knew I wanted her. But it seemed like she enjoyed the reminder as I stood in front of her, hoping my body pleased her enough for her to give me what I wanted.

“You know why I came here today? It wasn’t to make an offer on the house. I could’ve done that over the phone.”

“The thought did cross my mind,” I admitted.

“It was for this. It was fun dominating you at the house yesterday. But I thought to myself, you know what’s even sexier? Taking away a man’s power in his own office. Making you into my little bitch right here behind this desk, where you usually call the shots. Because then, you’re going to have to come here to work every day, and you’re going to think of me, aren’t you? You’re going to think of what I made you do, and you’ll never be able to think of yourself as being the boss ever again.”

“What are you going to do?”

“You’ll find out. But first, we need to start properly. You need to show me that you haven’t forgotten your place, that you haven’t got any ideas above your station. That you remember who you belong to. You know how you’re going to do that?”

“No.”

Annalise’s dark eyebrows rose in surprise on her face as I spoke.

“See? I knew you’d need to be trained all over again. You don’t speak to me like that. What do you say?”

I gulped. The way she chose to be addressed had just slipped my mind. It wasn’t like I hadn’t thought about it since, in the long night after the viewing when she was all I could think of. It burned me up with shame every time I remembered how she had made me talk to her, but that did nothing to stop it being powerfully erotic.

“No, Mistress,” I said, mumbling the word a little, some part of me unwilling to concede even though I already knew I would. But Annalise seemed satisfied, at least for now.

“That’s better,” she said. “But it’s not enough. Now, kiss my boots. Bend over your desk and kiss the soles of the boots I walked here in to show me you know how much lower than me you are.”

I hesitated. I was reluctant to do what she said. In fact, it disgusted me. And of course, I knew that was the point. I might not have been as practiced at these kinky games as Annalise was, but I got the general idea.

Worse, I knew how little choice I had. I never doubted that she was the kind of woman who would shut the whole thing down if she didn’t get what she wanted. I wouldn’t put it past her to simply walk away, to never see me again if I failed to give her exactly what she wanted. After all, as she had pointed out herself, she had plenty of other options.

So I did it. While shame and humiliation burned inside me, while the increasingly irrelevant rational part of my brain screamed at me not to, I bent forward, my hands on my own desk, to place my lips against the soles of her boots. Annalise watched, her eyes shining with mischievous delight, and that was the only thing that kept me going, that kept my cock throbbing as I debased myself for her amusement.

“See? You’re good boy at heart. You just need the right training. It’s lucky you met me. Now, come here. Stand beside me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Clearly, I was getting the hang of things. She was right, anyway. It was better just to give in, to abandon all pride and let her make all the decisions. Easier to tell yourself you had no choice. Easier when she tied me up, when she forced me to do her bidding. So as I stepped toward her around my desk and she reached into the pocket of her jacket on the back of the chair to grab a pair of steel handcuffs, I was both scared and relieved.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she ordered. And I did. On her instructions, I turned to face away from her, my cock jutting out obscenely from between my legs, the glass walls of my office offering no protection. I put my hands behind my back, and Annalise tightened the steel cuffs around my wrists, and again, I was helpless in her presence. Hers to use for her pleasure, all over again.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

I turned to face her, and Emily smiled as she leaned forward in her chair, her feet on the floor now. She took my cock in her hand, stroking slowly, just as she had the day before, and I groaned in repressed desire just as I had back then. She was so sexy, and she knew exactly how to use the power her beauty gave her, and in just a few minutes, in my own office, I had been completely emasculated and turned once again into her toy. Because it just felt so good. Because I just couldn’t say no to this incredible woman.

Releasing her hold on my cock, Annalise pulled out the tie she had taken from me. Cupping my balls in one hand, she slowly, carefully wrapped the tie around my scrotum and the base of my cock, tying it in a tight knot until I winced in pain. Then, with the other end of the tie in her hand, she stood. My eyes followed her movements nervously as she reached toward the belt that lay on the desk, folding it in half into a weapon it just as she had with one of my client’s belts the day before.

“In case you get out of line and forget who the boss is here,” she said, brandishing the belt for a moment. Then, she turned toward the open door of my office. I had no choice but to follow, dragged along behind her on the tie tied tight around my manhood. And I didn’t want to leave my own office, didn’t want to follow her down the corridor. As vulnerable as I felt behind my own desk, it felt a lot worse as we moved closer to the front door. Tanya usually took an hour for lunch, but what if she didn’t today? What if she had forgotten something and came back early? Annalise didn’t care. After all, this wasn’t her job, her business. She had nothing to lose.

Confident as ever, she led me down the corridor toward Tanya’s desk. As I followed, I watched her ass swaying in the shining latex that covered her and yet hid nothing, that if anything, only emphasized her flawless figure, her unbelievable curves. My cock was throbbing desperately at all this humiliating treatment, that same strange submissive desire boiling inside me the way it had the day before. Everything that, when I had time to think, had seemed so strange, so unbelievable, now made sense again. All at once, I understood exactly why I had let her treat me like this. She was irresistible. She was a force of nature. She was giving me something I never knew I wanted, but now, at times like this, felt like I couldn’t live without. Like any humiliation and disgrace was a small price to pay to get what I wanted from a goddess like her.

Annalise led me toward Tanya’s desk. Setting the belt down on its surface, she pushed back the chair. I watched hungrily as she hooked her thumbs under the tight waistband of her latex leggings and pulled them down to her knees, as far as the boots they were tucked into would allow.

Underneath, she wore nothing. She sat down in Tanya’s chair, behind the desk, her leggings around her knees and her pussy completely exposed. And she tugged on the tie, pointing to the floor at her feet, leaving me in no doubt about what she wanted. I dropped to my knees, crawling under the desk, and Annalise spread her legs apart, letting me gaze at the pussy I had not stopped thinking about since I first saw it twenty-four hours earlier.

“You ever think about doing this with that sexy assistant of yours?” she asked, smiling down at me. The danger was even greater now. We were so close to the front door of the office, and anyone could just walk in and see what was going on. We didn’t get a lot of walk-ins, but I couldn’t rule it out, either. And that fear added another undeniable thrill to the game we were playing, the fear and the pleasure and the lust all merging together to make my head spin as I kneeled on the floor before my new Mistress.

“Not exactly this, Mistress, no,” I said.

“Well, you’re going to dream about it now,” she said. “You’re going to dream about being her little slave boy, just like you are mine. What’s her name again?”

“Tanya.”

“Yeah, that’s right. Tanya. Well, now I’m Mistress Tanya. And you’re going to beg to eat my pussy at my desk, and you better make it convincing. Because the longer it takes to convince me to let you, the higher the chances she’s going to come back from lunch and find you here.”

I could barely believe what she was saying. As crazy as Annalise could be, as wild as I knew her ideas were, she still took me by surprise. And as always, she was right. The longer I spent hesitating, the longer I spent trying to argue, the greater the chances my assistant would find us like this. As always, the best thing to do was just to give Annalise what she wanted and hope in the end, I would be rewarded.

“Please, Mistress Tanya,” I said, while Annalise laughed out loud, sprawled in Tanya’s chair. “Please let me eat your beautiful pussy. Please allow me to give you pleasure, please! You’re a gorgeous goddess, and I know I’m not worthy. I’m only worthy to grovel at your feet and worship the ground you walk on. But please allow me to pleasure you, please! I’ll do anything you say.”

“Wow,” Annalise laughed. “Are you sure you haven’t fantasized about submitting to your assistant? Because you did that really well. It seemed to come really naturally to you.”

Tugging a little on the tie wrapped around my cock and balls, she shifted in Tanya’s seat, inching forward and spreading her legs even wider. Then she tugged on the tie again, and I shuffled toward her on my knees, my movements made awkward by my handcuffs. My cock was raging as desperately as ever between my legs, but to her, I knew, that didn’t matter. I was there for her pleasure, not for my own. And as I lowered my head between her gorgeous thighs, Annalise placed her hand on my scalp, guiding me toward her.

I pressed my lips against hers. I stuck out my tongue, flickering it gently over her swollen lips. Again, I tasted her excitement, her arousal, and it sent a jolt of pleasure radiating through my whole body. I slipped my tongue between those silken folds, and heard her sigh in pleasure, felt her hand tighten on the top of my head.

“Woah, what’s the rush, pussyboy?” she said in a voice that dripped with growing excitement. “You have somewhere better to be? Take your time. I want to enjoy the orgasm I’m going to make you give me.”

“Yes, Mistress Tanya,” I said, my voice slightly muffled by having my mouth pressed against her sex.

“How does your assistant’s pussy taste, slut?”

“Oh my God, Tanya, Mistress Tanya, your pussy tastes so good!”

I knew by now what this beautiful dominatrix wanted to hear. But also, I was speaking the truth. Her pleasure tasted amazing to me, and the more I licked, the more her juices flowed, and the more excited we both became. I followed her instruction to take my time, but soon, Annalise was moaning in pleasure. Her cries of passion filled the office, and again, I felt the fear of discovery as I thought of someone walking in. But the only way to avoid it was to give her what she wanted. I licked and kissed her fragrant sex, and soon, I was treated to the hot flood of my mistress exploding in orgasm.

Annalise gave out a loud cry of pleasure, her bare thighs trembling on either side of my head as I kneeled beneath her, between her body and the tight pants that were still around her knees. Then, with a shuddering cry, she slumped back in Tanya’s chair. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open, her black ponytail shining on one shoulder as she writhed in the afterglow of the pleasure I had given her. And when her eyes finally open, when she looked at me, another big smile spread across her gorgeous face. Her lips were still trembling with the force of her orgasm as she spoke to me.

“There. Now every time you see that hot slut sitting in this chair, you’re going to think about how you ate my pussy here and called me Mistress Tanya. How does that feel?”

“Humiliating but sexy, Mistress,” I said, making Annalise laugh.

“Yeah, well,” she grinned. “That’s probably a combination of feelings you’ll want to get used to. Because that’s how I like making men feel. Now, let’s get out of here before your assistant comes back from lunch and finds you in this embarrassing position.”

Annalise swung her leg over my head. Rising from Tanya’s chair, she pulled up her latex leggings, covering her pussy once again. Then, taking up the tie tight around my genitals, she tugged on it, ordering me to rise to my feet. Springing up, I followed her eagerly down the corridor back toward my own office. Surely now, with the wild energy of sex crackling in the air between us, I would finally get what I wanted most, the unrivaled joy of fucking this unbelievable goddess?

But as she led me back to my office, Annalise untied the tie from around my cock and balls and tossed it carelessly on the desk. Producing a key from the pocket of her jacket, she unlocked my handcuffs. Slipping key and cuffs back into her jacket, she pulled it on and stepped toward the open door.

“Where are you going?” I asked, fear and disappointment rising in my heart, only belatedly remembering to add, “Mistress” to avoid her wrath.

Standing in the open doorway, Annalise smiled at me.

“What? We’re done for now. I got off, and that’s all I came here for. Now, let me know what the seller says about the house. And think about my offer. Think about whether you want to give yourself to me along with the house.”

And just like that, she walked away from me. Without a second glance, she disappeared down the corridor, and I stood naked and aroused in my own office, listening to the front door open and close behind her.




    
6. A Hard Bargain

There was always something a little bit surreal about the encounters I had with Annalise. At least based on the ones I had had so far, anyway. But now, I was finding that was even more true after having this adventure in the office. I hesitated to call it sex; after all, I hadn’t cum, even if she had. But in a way I found hard to define, that was part of what made it so exciting. It felt like the collision of two worlds, my ordinary working life smashing head-on into this new and unbelievably exciting adventure, and the way Annalise was invading my life was a thrill unlike any I had ever experienced before.

The fact it was at least a little bit dangerous was all part of that.

Because I was keenly aware of the danger. Annalise left me standing there in my office naked, my clothes strewn around the small room. I looked at the clock, I saw how long our little encounter had lasted, and my heart felt tight in my chest. Tanya could come back from lunch at any moment, and what would she think if she saw me here like this?

I got dressed quickly. My movements were hurried, almost desperate. I tried not to think about sexy Tanya in her sexy outfits seeing me naked, tried not to indulge in some unrealistic fantasy of what that might potentially mean. It wasn’t going to happen. But it wasn’t easy not to think about it, either. Annalise had left me in such a state of high arousal, such a condition of desperate desire, and I knew like everything else with her, it wasn’t accidental. Probably she had planned this all out with the deliberate intention of leaving me sexually frustrated. She wanted me to feel like this, wanted me to be at war with my own desire, to be desperate for her and weak for her. Her primary method of control. I pulled my boxer shorts and my pants on over a cock that refused to stop throbbing, and thinking of her and thinking of Tanya could only make that remorseless throbbing worse.

I barely had my shirt buttoned up again when I heard the front door of the office open. Quickly, I tied my tie, trying without much success not to think about the uses Annalise could put it to. She might have left me alone in the office, but still, somehow, she was everywhere in there. Her presence was inescapable, the memory of her and her beauty and her irresistible sexuality vibrating within me in a way that felt like it would never go away. It was becoming like an obsession, I thought to myself. Like I was becoming obsessed with sex with this woman and what she did to me, and there was nothing I could do about it. Nothing, if I was being completely honest, that I wanted to do about it.

With a quiet sigh, I sat down at my desk, relieved that I managed to beat the buzzer and get dressed again before Tanya noticed anything was wrong. But as I sat, an unexpected looseness in my pants sent a swell of fear racing through me. I patted the waistband of my pants with a growing sense of horror. I had forgotten my belt. Desperately, I scanned my office, but there was no sign of it anywhere. And that sinking feeling of horror only grew as I reflected that the last time I remembered seeing it was when Annalise had it.

A moment later, I heard the sound of Tanya’s high heels on the office floor. Through the glass wall of my office, I saw her walking toward me, and as always, I felt that familiar sense of desire for the young woman who worked for me. In fact, it was amplified now, the teasing Annalise had given me working to keep me perpetually aroused. Tanya had rarely looked so good as she made her way down the hall toward me, her revealing outfit exposing more of her gorgeous young body than it could ever possibly hide. I watched her coming, practically frozen to the spot with fear and nervousness and doubt. And when I saw this what she had in her hand, that she was carrying my leather belt coiled up in one fist, I knew I had been discovered. I felt the heat of embarrassment rising to my cheeks, burning just under my skin, no matter how I tried to control it. My mind raced, but when I tried to think of what to do, what I could say to take the edge off this unique situation, I drew a blank. It felt like there was no way out. And although it wasn’t completely rational, it felt like just from that one item, that one small clue, Tanya would be able to piece together everything that had happened and the secret I had been carrying inside my chest for the past two days like some glowing ball of kinky desire.

Tanya stepped into the open doorway of my office, raising the hand that held the belt. I looked at her, trying not to look at her body so beautifully displayed in her provocative clothes, hoping that my desk hid the unrelenting bulge in my pants that I had not had time to do anything about and that now, with her standing in front of me, was unlikely to shrink even a little.

“Is this yours?” Tanya asked, raising her carefully-sculpted eyebrows as she spoke.

“Uh, yeah,” I stammered. “I had to take it off because… I thought was something wrong with it, and I guess I left it out there.”

“Okay. Here you go.”

Tanya stepped forward, those inviting long legs of hers carrying her across the short space of my office in no time at all. She held the belt out to me, and I took it, setting it down on my own desk. Then, for a moment, she just stood there.

She always had that habit, I told myself. It was just the way she was. She often let gaze linger too long, often paused when another person might not. That was all it was, I urgently told myself. Just another facet of her character that didn’t mean anything, didn’t in any way reveal her thoughts about what was really going on.

That’s what I told myself. That’s what I wanted to believe. But all the while, those doubts snagged at me, gnawed at me, made my heart flutter in my chest as my mind raced, trying to imagine what was really going on inside that pretty head of hers. I would die of shame if Tanya knew what I had just done in the office, or what I had done at the showing the previous day. And that fear occupied my mind until it seemed impossible that things would go any other way. As if the simple fact of a belt on her desk was enough to give Tanya all the information she needed to conclude that I was now the desperate sex slave of a woman I barely knew. I knew it was ridiculous, of course. But since Annalise come along, it felt like I had entered a world where the normal rules no longer applied. Everything was strange and new, everything negotiable. Everything had to be navigated all over again, and I had no idea where any of this was going. But I knew that I was very much along for the ride.

“Okay then,” Tanya said. Her smile was absolutely radiant, lighting up her already gorgeous face, and I wondered how many men had fallen victim to that same smile. I had always believed that the less I knew about my assistant’s private life the better, but lately, I found myself wondering without knowing why. Maybe just because I now had secrets of my own. Maybe because for the first time since Marta left, I had something going on in my life that was actually interesting. Maybe it reminded me that other people had their own angles, their own entanglements, their own interests. Their own stories that I would never know, just as I firmly hoped that no one would ever know about this.

Tanya turned gracefully in her high heels and walked away from me. And I watched her go, simultaneously wanting her and afraid of what she might know, what she might have pieced together about me and about this unexpected turn my life had taken.

Only when she disappeared around the corner, returning to her own desk, did I allow myself to breathe a sigh of relief. My heart was pounding in my chest, so loud that it felt as though it would be audible to anyone in the room with me, and my mouth was dry with sudden fear.

And just as Annalise intended, just as she had said, I thought about Tanya sitting at that desk, oblivious to what had just happened there. Oblivious to the fact that I had already serviced my new mistress while Annalise sat in Tanya’s chair, bossing me around in my own office. Just thinking of her was enough to drive me half mad with desire and desperate lust. And somehow, I suspected that these wild games had only just begun.

At least, that was what I hoped.

****

Work was different now. After all, how could it not be? After the things Annalisa done, to thread herself and the image of her dominant beauty into my work life, how could I ever look at anything the same way again? That was her plan, and I had to acknowledge the reality that it was working beautifully, whether she knew it or not.

And what kept me going was the idea that hopefully, she would want to know that it was working. That somewhere out there, whatever this mysterious woman was doing, she might think, now and then, about me.

For my part, I could hardly think of anything else but her. The obsession was growing, day by day, almost minute by minute. It was hard to think of anything that wasn’t her. And I had other clients, other houses to sell, other business to conduct, but all of that dwindled into unimportance compared to Annalise.

I had never wanted to sell our house more in my entire life.

It didn’t take long for the seller to respond to me, even if to me, in the state of desperate desire I was in, it felt like an eternity. The day after I told him about Annalise’s offer, they replied. They didn’t agree to her prize. I honestly didn’t expect that they would. But all the same, my heart soared, because I knew that a response from them meant I would get to speak to her again.

I waited until the moment was right. I waited until Tanya was out of the office, off on her lunch break. Then I dialed Annalise’s number and listened to the phone ring. My heart was thumping in my chest, as though I was some horny teenager and not an accomplished and experienced businessman making a business call. Because deep down, I knew there was much more at stake here than just business. I felt like so much was riding on this call, so much that I wanted and feared. And given the way Annalise was, I knew there was no way I could predict what she would say or how she might react. That was part of what made her so irresistible, after all. With a woman like her, you never really knew where you stood.

“Hello?”

She had my number. I suspected she knew exactly who was calling. But she answered as if she didn’t, as if she had no idea what this call might be about. As usual, I had to play her game.

“Hi, it’s Jason from Meta Realty. Is this a good time to talk?”

There was the briefest of pauses on the other end of the line, and feverishly, I found myself wondering what she was doing. Wondering what she was wearing. I was trying to imagine her, trying to re-create her astonishing beauty in my mind so that I could get a useful image of where she was and what she was doing. So that I could imagine her, could re-create her in my mind, could know what I really had no right to know. To be part of her life in some way, and have her be part of mine, if only mentally. After all, the woman seemed to have taken over my consciousness and my imagination completely, almost from the moment we met. If I was obsessed with her, if I was addicted to her, if I could hardly stop thinking about her at any time, day or night, that was her fault, not mine.

“Yes, I can talk now,” she said.

“Okay, great. Well, I’ve heard back from the seller. They rejected your offer, but they are willing to come down in price. Honestly, I think what they are offering is more than fair for a house with those features in that neighborhood. Like I say, it was competitively priced to begin with, so them being willing to compromise at all is a good sign, I think.”

“Are you trying to sell it to me?”

“Sell? No. I don’t sell. Look, you’ve seen the house. You seem to like it. I don’t know how many others you’ve looked at, but if you’ve done any research, you’ll know this offer is more than fair. Still, it’s up to you. I don’t need to sell a house like this. If you don’t buy it, somebody else will.”

On the other end of the line, I heard Annalise laughing. And unexpectedly, I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. It was probably the most confident I had ever been in her presence since we met. I had never talked to her before like that. But it came naturally to me. After all the years I had been selling houses, this kind of talk was just natural. I didn’t even need to think about it. But given what she had seen of me so far, it seemed like it caught Annalise by surprise.

“Well, you make a good argument, I guess,” she said. And her voice seemed to drip with honey as she spoke, sending desire racing through my body again. Apparently, that was all it took. All I needed was to hear this woman speak, and I was already turned on. My cock was throbbing in my pants as I sat there in my office, picturing her on the other end of the phone, trying with very limited success to imagine where she was and what she was doing. There was no background noise to give me any kind of clue. Not that it mattered, of course, I told myself. It was just part of my barely-understood desire to know more about this woman who so easily owned me.

“But an offer like that is more than I wanted to pay,” she said. “So if you want to make the sale, you know what you have to do. Do you come with the house?”

I gulped. Of course, I knew exactly what she meant. Every moment of the time we had spent together in my office was practically burned onto my brain, and I remembered every word she said as if it were holy scripture. I remembered her crazy talk about me coming with the house, about me becoming in some way her property. And it terrified me, as it no doubt should, but there was no denying that it turned me on as well. She was so forceful, so powerful, so confident, and she didn’t care at all about the normal rules of human interaction. Annalise said and did what she wanted. And I didn’t imagine for even a moment that she was anything other than deadly serious about what she was saying.

“Well… I mean, if that’s what it takes,” I said. And for just a moment, there was silence on the other end of the line. A long, seemingly endless silence in which I listened to the powerful beating of my own heart, listened to the blood roaring in my veins, and did my best not to listen to the voice in my head that screamed at me that this was all insane, that I was doing something ridiculous, that although I had had fun with Annalise, this was going way too far.

Because I wanted to be owned. That was the simple yet unbelievable truth of the matter. Never in my life had I wanted to give up my freedom and autonomy. Never had I imagined giving anybody else that kind of power, let alone a woman I had only just met. But I had never encountered anyone like Annalise before. I had never had the wild joy I was experiencing now, never had sexual experiences that came anywhere close to the things I had done with her. She was irresistible, and what she represented was a paradoxical kind of freedom. The freedom to give in, to not think anymore, to let somebody else call the shots. To be so desired by a beautiful woman that she would do something so insane, so outrageous. It was a feeling I hadn’t had even when I was with Marta, a feeling I had never experienced before in my life. A feeling that, now I had experienced it, I simply couldn’t let go of and go back to my normal, boring, lonely life.

On the other end of the phone, I heard Annalise laugh. And that laughter sent shockwaves of desire and disbelief racing up and down my body, leaving me breathless with the pure excitement and strangeness of what I was contemplating doing. That laugh told me just how easy this all was for her, just how much pleasure she took in being reminded yet again of the irresistible power she had. It told me how much trouble I was in. The problem was, it was exactly the kind of trouble I wanted.

“Okay then. If you come with the house, I’ll pay that price. Let’s be perfectly clear. I own you now. You’re my property. That means when I call you, you answer. When I tell you to do something, you do it. Is that clear, slut?”

“Yes,” I said, and heard Annalise chuckle again on the other end of the line. “No, that’s not good enough,” she said. “You know that. What do you call me?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, prompting more laughter from her. Tanya was still out, and I was alone in the office, but still, I felt shame Raced through me as I gave into her unreasonable demands. Then again, I told myself, I was going to need to get used to it. This woman wanted to own me, and for whatever reason, I wanted that too, and this was what it looked like. This was what it meant, to be her slave, to lick her boots, to give in to her in every way imaginable, all for the hope that she might reward me with the sex we still hadn’t had. My head was spinning with the full implications of what was happening, and on the other end of the line, my new mistress was fully enjoying the inarguable sense of power she had over me.

“That’s better,” Annalise said. “Come to my place tonight. We can finalize the paperwork. And discuss your new role.”

“Yes, Annalise.”

It felt like there was nothing else for me to say. Nothing else I could say, when this woman was so powerful, so dominant, so completely in control. Not for the first time, I felt as though my life was spiraling out of my control, as if I was heading into unmatched regions about which I knew nothing. It was thrilling, because it scared me. I hadn’t been scared like that in a very long time, maybe never. Maybe, whatever else she might be, Annalise was exactly what I needed.

She hung up the phone, without saying goodbye. Just like that, I was dismissed, as if I were nothing more than a servant. Nothing more than a slave, I thought to myself, with another shiver of wild excitement. I was already looking forward to that evening, the hours between now and then seeming almost insufferable, something to be gotten through as quickly as possible so that I could explore this new exciting part of my life.

But for now, all I could do was wait.

****

I wasn’t sure I had never been more nervous than I was when I showed up at Annalise’s house.

She had given me her address, and I had headed here as soon as I could. It wasn’t even dark yet, the sun still clinging to the sky and casting lingering shadows over the street. She lived in an apartment, in one of the nicer buildings downtown, and I could see that she clearly had the money to be looking at the house I had shown her. After finding a place to park, I buzzed her number and waited nervously on the sidewalk until I heard her voice inviting me in.

The elevator ride was quick, and before I knew what was what, I was knocking on the front door of her apartment. I had no idea what to expect, but I knew what I was hoping for. That by completely submitting to her like this, by acknowledging her supposed ownership of me, I would finally get what I wanted. And what I wanted was her.

I didn’t know what to expect when she answered the door. After all, Annalise had already demonstrated what a gift she had for surprising me. And she did it again. The door swung open, and she stood there dressed head to toe in black leather. She wore a strapless black leather dress with a low neckline that revealed acres of her cleavage, then hugged her body tight as it ran all the way down to just below her knees. Underneath the dress, she was wearing a pair of matching black leather high-heeled boots. And black leather gloves covered her arms, running up past her elbows. Her black hair framed her gorgeous face, and the stark black outfit made her incredible eyes shine all the more as she smiled at me. As always, she looked incredible. And as usual, I felt myself falling all over again under her spell, a spell I was never really free from but that only became more powerful whenever I was in her presence.

“Come in,” she said, her smiling red lips the only other hint of color in her monochrome outfit. And as she turned, leading me deeper into her apartment, I studied the way the leather clung to the round bulge of her ass, and I felt my cock swelling even more inside my pants, making a noticeable bulge I couldn’t hope to hide from her.

I closed the door behind me, and Annalise let me further into her apartment. Standing in the center of the living room, she stopped, turning to face me.

“Hi… Mistress,” I said awkwardly. But it made her smile.

“I see you remembered your manners finally,” she said. “Did you bring the paperwork for the house?”

“Yeah, I did,” I said, patting the bag I carried on one shoulder.

“Well, business later. Pleasure first,” Annalise said with a smile. “Go on, get naked. I know you’ve been thinking about this last time I saw you.”

The bag slid easily off my shoulder, dropping to the floor. I no longer cared about paperwork, no longer cared about my business, about the healthy commission that was coming my way. This was what I cared about. Being with her and hoping to finally have sex with her, dreaming of the reward that had been held out in front of me over the last few days until it was all I could think about. I shed my clothes in a hurry, letting them fall carelessly to the floor along with my bag until I was stark naked in front of her, my cock rising up into the open air.

Annalise’s dress whispered around her body as she stepped forward. I sighed as she closed one leather gloved hand around my cock, gently stroking it.

“Have you been thinking about me?” she said with a smile, looking deep into my eyes as she spoke. “Have you been dreaming about me?”

“God, Annalise, Mistress, you’re all I can think about,” I said. It was nothing more than the truth. Still, she smiled to hear it.

“Even with that sexy assistant of yours prancing around the office, dressed like a slut?”

“Even then. You’re all I want,” I said. And I meant it. And Annalise seemed to see that. Those gorgeous eyes flickered over my face, studying every detail of my expression while her hand continued to move over my cock.

“Get on the couch, slut,” she ordered. And as she released her grip on my manhood, I did as she said. I stepped toward the sofa, sitting down.

“Lie down. On your back,” she said. And while I did that, she reached behind her back, unzipping her leather dress and letting it slide with a whisper off her incredible body.

Still wearing her leather boots and gloves, she stepped toward me. Raising one leg, she climbed onto the sofa above me. Beneath the dress, she wore no panties, and her pussy shone with the juices of her arousal as she climbed on top of me. Again, I felt the smoothness of her leather glove around my shaft as she took hold of my cock, guiding it slowly inside her. I moaned, and so did she, the incredible feeling of her pussy making me tremble as she finally allowed me inside her.

“You belong to me now,” she said, making deep eye contact as she began to ride me, her hands on my shoulders to help her keep her balance. “That means I get to use you anyway I want. But don’t imagine that this is how I’ll be using you most of the time. This is just what I want to do right now. And don’t you dare cum before I give you permission.”

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I panted as pleasure swelled inside me, the first inklings of orgasm already glowing deep in the pit of my stomach. I was ready to do it all, ready to do whatever she said, just as long as she kept giving me this incredible pleasure. Just as long as she kept dominating me, kept using me, kept taking away all my control and making me hers.


    
7. Jason’s Punishment

Annalise looked unbelievably beautiful as she rode up and down on top of me. I had imagined this moment so many times before, and after all the things I had done with her, it wasn’t all that hard to imagine. I knew what she looked like when she climaxed, knew what her pure pleasure looked like written all over her beautiful face. But it had never been quite like this before. I felt like I was caught in some beautiful storm as she bounced up and down on top of me, her tight warm pussy clenching around my cock.

I was in heaven. But as always with Annalise, things weren’t that simple. I couldn’t give in to the powerful desires inside of me, not all the way. I had to hold back. I was at war with myself and with the most natural impulse in the world, but I knew it was a struggle I had to win. Annalise didn’t make jokes about things like this. I didn’t doubt her ability and willingness to make me pay if I let her down.

So I battled to hold back my orgasm. I shut my eyes tight, only to open them again, unable to keep myself from looking at her for long. I held her by the hips, feeling the toned muscle moving under the skin as she fucked me. Her leather boots creaked, and the leather of her gloves was smooth against my skin as she gripped my shoulders, her black hair swirling around her face with the movements of her body. She closed her eyes, those magnificent eyes of indeterminate color that I never could resist, and a soft moan escaped her lips, followed by another. On fire with lust, lit up by it until it seemed to radiate out from her flawless skin, encircling us both like a halo.

I felt her orgasm coming. She tipped back her head. Her breasts rose on her chest as she took a deep breath, only to let it out in a long cry of passion that filled her apartment from wall-to-wall, making the air vibrate until it felt like we were inside some huge instrument. I growled like an animal as I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, the rhythmic contractions making it impossible to control myself. But somehow, without knowing how, I held back. Maybe my fear of her was just that great, or my desire to please was just that strong. Even though all I wanted was to explode inside her, to join her in that ecstasy she was experiencing, to let go completely and have what I had been dreaming of having for so long. I didn’t do it. I don’t know how.

And as Annalise returned to earth, she opened her stunning eyes and fixed them on me. I gazed up at her in something close to disbelief, that a woman this beautiful, this gorgeous, this wild would even consider me as a partner. And she smiled, her teeth showing between her painted lips, her face flushed with pleasure, absolutely glowing with happiness to know what she had done to me, what she was continuing to do to me, that she was driving me crazy with desperate desire and loving every moment of it.

“Good boy,” she purred in a voice that dripped with sex. “That’s a good boy. You’re going to keep being a good boy for me, aren’t you? You’re going to keep doing what you’re told. Keep doing what Mistress tells you.”

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I panted, and she let out a little sigh of pleasure to hear me speak the words. It turned her on, all of this. To know the power she had, to be addressed in the way she insisted on, to watch me bend to her will, overcome all over again in this uneven contest between us. Her beauty was all the weapon she would ever need. Her pure sex appeal was far too much for me to resist, and we both knew it. And she clearly got off on knowing it, delighted by how easily she brought me to my knees.

“Good. That’s what I want to hear. I’m going to enjoy training you to serve me. That’s what you want, isn’t it? Say it.”

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I said. “I want to be yours. I want to serve you.”

“Oh my God, that’s so hot,” Annalise groaned. And I groaned too, once again feeling her pussy tighten around my cock. Pleasure was the only law now, the same wild impulse we were both following, and anything seemed permissible to get what we both wanted. Bewitched by her beauty, overcome by her dominant sex appeal, I was completely lost myself, willing to say or do whatever it took. Annalise knew that. She relied on it.

And as her excitement got the better of her, she began to ride up and down on top of me again. I groaned, mostly in pleasure, but also with a kind of despair. I remembered her order, and the last thing I wanted to do was disobey her. But at the same time, the body has its limits. It seemed impossible to hold out any longer, with this incredible beauty riding up and down on top of me, her pussy tight and warm around my manhood, sending bolts of pleasure racing through my body over and over again.

“That’s it,” Annalise said, a new aggression in her breathless voice as she spoke, her breasts bouncing on her chest while my body bounced underneath hers on the sofa. “That’s it. You’re going to be mine. You’re going to do everything I tell you and beg for whatever I give you.”

“Yes, Annalise,” I groaned, abandoning all semblance of pride, of self-respect, of rational thought. “Please, please, Mistress Annalise, please let me cum, please!”

“Fuck, I love making boys beg,” she gloated. “Just a moment longer. You’ve been a good boy, but I’m about to cum again. And that’s what matters, isn’t it? My pleasure. My orgasms. That’s what you’re here for.”

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I groaned. Naturally, in the position I was in, I would say whatever it took to make her happy, to get what I wanted. But also, in that moment, I halfway believed it. After all, it was more or less impossible to argue with Annalise and the power she had over me. Impossible, in the position I was in, to pretend that my pleasure and desires counted for anything at all.

Annalise groaned again, and again, she closed her eyes. And that groan grew louder and stronger, and I groaned too, almost wincing as I felt her pussy tighten around me again. She was so wild, so uninhibited, so unrestrained. So powerful. I had never been with a woman anything like her before, and already I knew I never would again. They don’t make them like her.

And I tried to hold out. I really did. All I wanted was to make her happy, to do what she said. But I have my limits. I’m only human. And as she tipped over the edge into orgasm, as her pussy tightened and contracted around my cock again, I lost what little self-control I had. I gave in to my desire, crying out in a combination of bliss and disappointment as my orgasm shook my body. Annalise felt it too, and her screams of passion grew even louder, as if feeling my explosion inside her enhanced her own pleasure. She paused in her wild bouncing on top of me, and her body seemed to tighten all over as she gave full voice to her pleasure. And we cried out together like that in that moment of pure ecstasy, our yells bouncing back from the walls of her apartment as a testament to the pure joy we were giving one another.

And then, Annalise opened her eyes. Her hips still moved on top of me, her pussy still sliding up and down my cock, only slower now. And I was still feeling pleasure burning brightly inside me, but not with the same ferocity as before. Now, it was more moderate, more subdued. Though of course, that didn’t make it any less real.

Annalise was smiling. Her radiant eyes caught mine, seeming to glow even brighter than usual after the pleasure I had given her. And absolutely, it felt good to know I pleased her. It felt good to make her happy, even if I hadn’t been able to hold out. What she wanted was probably impossible, after all. I mean, did she even realize how good she looked?

“Naughty boy,” she said at last, her voice dripping with pleasure as she spoke. And she leaned forward, gripping my shoulders with her gloved hands. My hands rested on her hips, feeling the warmth of her body, the softness of her skin, totally at odds with the tough dominatrix persona she adopted, yet somehow enhancing it at the same time.

“I didn’t give you permission to cum, did I?”

“No, Mistress,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

And even as I said it, I cringed. I couldn’t believe I was apologizing for the most natural thing in the world, for an aspect of my body that wasn’t even in my control. And if I did come, whose fault was it? Who was it that was having sex with me? Who was it that was driving me wild with her beauty and her dominance? It was her fault. But already, I knew the rules of the game well enough to know that wouldn’t fly with her. Annalise was fully in control, every bit the Mistress she made me call her, and a Mistress is never at fault, no matter what.

“You’re sorry? Well, I guess that’s something. Not enough, of course. Maybe I need to teach you a lesson.”

She closed her eyes for a moment, her lips parting as she reached down and slid my cock out of her. I groaned as I lost the slick feeling of her pussy around my manhood, already missing the feel of it and the closeness of her body as she climbed off me. The high heels of her boots thumped softly on the floor as she stepped away from me. And in some weird way, I was gratified to see that she was a little unsteady on her feet, her legs shaking just a little as she stood in her own living room, looking down at me. Not that I doubted that I had made her cum; I had seen and felt and heard the two orgasms that tore through that gorgeous body. Still, it felt good to know what I had done to her. It felt good to know that I had pleased her, had given her the same pleasure that still glowed in the crackling pathways of my nerves. And looking at her standing there, looking at me, I already knew she wasn’t done. After all, a woman like Annalise is never satisfied. She wasn’t going to stop until she got exactly what she wanted from me. And I, caught up as I was in her beauty and domination, welcomed that.

“Now, what should I do with you?” Annalise said with a smile. She looked me up and down, her hands on her hips now, her feet spread in a dominant pose.

“I mean… if I have any choice in the matter, more of the same,” I said, making Annalise laugh.

“Horny boy, aren’t you? Yeah, I’m sure you’d like that. But I’m not sure you realize that sex with me is a rare treat for a guy like you. A reward for good behavior. And right now, I think what you really need is punishment, not reward.”

“I couldn’t help it, Mistress.”

After orgasm, it felt even more shameful, even more embarrassing, to be talking to her like this. But I knew the rules of the game. Nothing changed just because I had finally cum. And even though my orgasm had taken the edge off my desire, it didn’t stop me wanting her. There she was, standing in front of me, looking as beautiful and dominant and powerful as ever, and I wanted her just as much as I had the first day we met. My cock lay against my thigh, softened by orgasm, but already, I knew that wasn’t going to last. Already, I could feel desire for her growing inside me, her beauty making me weak for her the way it always did. It might be embarrassing. It might be shameful. But I already knew I was going to do what she wanted. I would say and do whatever it took and treat her however she wanted me to treat her if it got me more of the pleasure she had finally allowed me.

“Couldn’t help it. That’s what they all say. Like they have no self-control at all. But I guess that works for me. That’s why men like you need to be controlled by women like me. Because you just can’t control yourselves.”

I said nothing. No answer seemed to be required of me. But also, I wasn’t sure what answer I could give. I wanted to say that she was wrong, that this might be all well and good as a kinky game, but it didn’t reflect any kind of actual reality. But after what had happened, after my inability to control my own body because of her beauty and sex appeal, it was kind of hard to deny the truth of what she was saying. Even if I didn’t want to admit it. After all, though I still couldn’t understand it myself, the truth was, I wanted to be controlled by her.

“Come with me,” she said. And as always, she gave her orders as though it never occurred to her that I would do anything but obey. As she spoke, she turned on her high heels, striding across the living room, her black leather boots shining in the light. She didn’t even look back to see if I was following.

I sat up on the sofa, totally naked. Not for the first time, it occurred to me that I could put a stop to all of this right now. I had finally gotten what I wanted, finally been able to have sex with this beautiful goddess. It could end right there.

But she still hadn’t signed the deal for the house. The paperwork was sitting in my bag on the floor, ignored for now while we got down to other business. And I could tell myself that was why I was staying, the prospect of that juicy commission keeping me in this bizarre situation with this unbelievable woman. But it would be a lie. I was there because I wanted to be, because it excited me in a way I couldn’t explain and couldn’t control but also couldn’t deny. Playing these games with her was the biggest thrill of my life, and even though I didn’t know what was coming next, even though I was scared of what Annalise might do, I wasn’t going anywhere.

I stood and followed her as she led me across her apartment, toward the bedroom. I watched her go, her body swaying from side to side with every step she took in her tall high heels, her ass moving seductively, almost hypnotically, making me desire her even more, if that was possible. I followed her silently, immediately, as though I truly had no choice in the matter, as though my body was moving of its own accord. And although I couldn’t see her face from where I worked behind her, I could easily imagine Annalise smiling to know that once again, I was doing exactly as I was told.

The bedroom was big. The middle of it was occupied by a huge bed, the dark wooden frame making a bold statement in her ultramodern apartment. And as I got closer, I noticed that this was anything but a normal bed frame. Both headboard and footboard had holes in the wood that reminded me of medieval stocks, and a shiver passed through me as I realized what that meant. Annalise was a dominatrix, and she made no secret of that fact. Still, being reminded of that, seeing the visual evidence in front of me and pondering what it meant, sent a chill racing through my body.

“Get on the bed,” Annalise said, turning to face me at last and pointing needlessly to the mattress. I felt nervous as I climbed onto the furniture, but I did it anyway. She watched, her eyes shining with mischief and malice, glittering like cold hard jewels as I did her bidding. And somehow, already, my cock was swelling once again, rising toward erection just at the thought of what she might do to me. What she could do.

Once I was sitting more or less in the center of the broad mattress, Annalise climbed on the bed with me. She shuffled toward me on her knees, her leather boots creaking again, her high heels catching now and then in the sheets. She didn’t care. And as she reached me, she placed her gloved hands on my shoulders again and pushed me down onto the mattress. I didn’t resist. I let her do it. And as she reached up toward the headboard, I heard a rattle of metal as she reached for something hidden behind it. Her beautiful body arched over me, and I couldn’t resist the urge to touch her. Her skin was smooth against my lips as I kissed her side, her hip, her thigh, and she just giggled while she continued doing whatever it was she was doing at the head of the bed.

Finally, she sat back. She had pulled two long chains from behind the headboard, and I saw there were substantial shackles on the end of each. There was no question of who they would be used on.

“Give me your hands,” Annalise ordered. And without waiting for a response from me, she grabbed one of my wrists. She placed it inside the shackle and locked the restraint shut, binding me to the bed. Then she did the same with the other hand. And of course, I let her. I just lay there passively with my arms above my head while she attached my wrists to the chains anchored to the heavy wooden bed frame. Again, she had me captive, at her mercy, desperately turned on and afraid and excited all at once.

Then, she moved toward the edge of the bed. Standing, she circled around the bed while I watched her. Bending over the foot board, she grabbed two more chains with two more shackles on them. Her breasts hung from her chest as she leaned over the bottom of the bed, reaching for my ankles. Soon, she had those shackled too. The chains on my arms and legs were long enough to allow for a little bit of movement, but there was no doubting just how immobilized I was. I wasn’t going anywhere until Annalise decided otherwise, and until then, she could do whatever she liked with me. Predictably, the thought excited me, and my cock stood at full mast now, rising up from my body and throbbing once again in the empty air as she grinned down at me, admiring her handiwork.

Then, she walked away from the bed. I watched her stalk across the room with that hypnotic, provocative gait, heading toward the large closet on one wall. Pulling open the door, she stepped inside to what appeared to be a good-sized walk-in.

I waited. After all, there wasn’t anything else I do. My cock throbbed at full mast, desperate for her and her touch, but I couldn’t even reach my own manhood if I wanted to. I just lay there, breathing steadily, my heart pounding in my chest to know that I was completely at her mercy. The shackles she had attached to wrists and ankles were no joke. They were heavy, industrial looking things, and I knew without testing them too much that there would be no escape until Annalise decided to release me, whenever that would be.

Finding what she was looking for, Annalise returned from the closet. She was carrying two things. One was a white plastic object with a power cord and a rounded head, and I felt a jolt of recognition to know that I had seen things like that before, but only in porn. It was a sex toy, a state-of-the-art one, as high-end and luxurious as everything else about her.

But it was what was in the other hand that made me really afraid. She was carrying a riding crop.

Stooping for a moment at the side of the bed, Annalise plugged in her sex toy. She set it down on the bed, then raised one leg high in the air, placing her foot on the mattress. She stepped up onto the bed with remarkable grace, given that her high heels sank into the mattress. She walked toward me, moving carefully, then stood over me. I looked up her, her beautiful body calling to me, her moist pussy showing between her spread legs, and as usual, I felt desire raging inside me and knew there was nothing I could do about that.

“Roll over,” Annalise said as she playfully trailed the tip of the riding crop down over my chest. “You need to be punished for coming without my permission.”

“Come on, Mistress,” I said. “It wasn’t my fault.”

“You’re a man. It’s always your fault. Besides, I own you now, and if I decided to punish you, you just have to shut up and take it. Now, roll over onto your stomach. Or should I punish this side of you?”

As she spoke, her riding crop drifted lower. I grunted as it slid it against the side of my cock, then sank even lower, gliding over my exposed balls. I winced at the thought of what she was proposing, fear blooming inside my chest once again.

I did what she said.

The shackles of my wrists and ankles made movement difficult, but I was able to roll over onto my stomach. I had to bend my knees and lift my hips so that I could get my hard cock properly adjusted underneath me, lying flat on the mattress underneath my stomach. And Annalise just watched the whole spectacle, smiling slightly, secure in her sense of power and control.

Then, as I lay there, the riding crop cracked loudly against my ass.

I was still slightly bruised from the first day we met. But straightaway, I realize that this was a new level of pain. It was sharper than the blows of the leather belt, more direct, hotter somehow. And I moaned into the pillow, but of course, that didn’t stop my cruel mistress for even a second. The riding crop kept falling until I was crying out in pain, until the air in her bedroom became a symphony of my moans and the cracking of the whip. And by the time she stopped, my entire backside felt like one red throb of pain.

“Have you learned your lesson, slut?”

As Annalise spoke, I could hear the faint trace of breathlessness in her voice. She was excited. She didn’t even attempt to hide that. And even though I was in pain, my cock kept throbbing underneath me, excited by her excitement. Her pure sadism, her evil dominance, was all a massive turn-on to me. I couldn’t help it. When it came to Annalise, I couldn’t really help anything.

“Who cums first?”

“You do, Mistress Annalise,” I groaned, face down on the mattress.

“You’re goddamn right I do.”

I didn’t lift my head to see what she was doing. After all, I knew I would find out soon enough. Besides, after being beaten like a dog, it was hard to even look at the woman who was doing this to me and making me love it at the same time. But I felt her sudden weight on my body, heard the creak of her leather boots as she dropped down on the mattress, sitting on top of me. I suppressed another groan of desire as I felt the heat of her pussy against my skin, the wetness of her excitement. It was all such a strange, wild, unbelievable thrill.

I felt her weight shift on top of me. She was reaching for the toy she had plugged in earlier. As she picked it up, I heard it begin to buzz as she switched it on. Her thighs gripping my sides, her knees in the leather boots pressing against my skin. And I felt the buzzing of that toy even more insistently on my back as Annalise placed it between her legs.

Straightaway, she began to moan. And then again, and again. The effect the toy had on her was clearly powerful, because in no time at all, she was moaning almost desperately, her body on fire with pleasure.

But for a woman like Annalise, that could never be enough.

Sitting on my back, she pleasured herself with the toy. But at the same time, she used the riding crop in her other hand to strike my side, beating my hip and thigh in a steady rhythm. And the high heels of her boots dug into my skin too, the dominant woman using them almost like spurs as she rode me like a pony toward yet another climax.

I groaned, caught between pain and desire, between humiliation and pleasure. The weight of her body and mine pressed down on my cock trapped underneath me, keeping me desperately excited. But not nearly excited as my Mistress was.

The toy kept buzzing between us, the riding crop kept falling, and soon, Annalise was howling in pleasure. I felt her legs tighten their grip on me as she came, right there on my back. And I felt the hot juices flow out of her body, accompanied by another wild cry of sheer ecstasy as she used me like a toy to get herself off.

I lay beneath her, almost stunned, beaten and humiliated and trapped in inescapable bondage. As hard as it was to believe I had got myself into such a situation, it was even harder to believe that despite the pain, despite the disgrace, I really didn’t want anything else.


    
8. Closing The Deal

When I arrived at the office, my heart skipped a beat. Tanya often arrived at work before I did; there was nothing unusual about that. What was unusual was seeing another car next to hers. Annalise’s car.

Not that I hadn’t been expecting to see her again. She had made an offer on the house, and the client had accepted it, and so we had genuine business to conduct. Then, of course, there was the kinky sex aspect of it, too. We were in a relationship now, and just because it didn’t look like any relationship I had ever had before didn’t change the fact that I guess officially, I was seeing someone. Someone who wanted to own me. Someone who took pleasure in ordering me around, in dominating and humiliating me. That still counts.

Last time I saw her was at her apartment. She pleasured herself on my back with her buzzing toy, turned on by the thrill of whipping me, of punishing me. Then, with me still tied to her bad, hopelessly horny, she went to the living room in just her boots and gloves and pulled the paperwork for the offer out of my bag. Going back to the bedroom, she climbed on top of me again, sitting astride me and using my shoulders as a kind of table to sign the offer. Somehow, Annalise found a way to make even that, signing paperwork, something that was a regular part of my working life, into something exciting and sexy.

Then, with the paperwork signed, she told me to roll over. I did, my cock still throbbing and aching with desperate lust. And then, Annalise climbed on top of me. Again, I felt that tight wet pussy around my shaft, felt the pleasure of sex swelling inside me, making me vibrate with ecstasy and joy. Annalise rode my cock until she was fully satisfied, our moans once again merging into a duet of pleasure, her kinky bedroom once again the scene of blissful, passionate sex.

It was still impossible to believe that this was really my life, that I was in this relationship with this beautiful and wild woman who took me to places I never previously knew existed. But I was. And as Annalise took care to remind me as she signed the offer, I was hers now. Her property. Her toy. Hers to use in any way she saw fit, my own opinions completely relevant.

But of course, my new mistress knew my opinions. It turned me on so much to submit to her like this, to let her take control and make all the decisions. In a regular relationship, like the one I had with Marta, it’s sometimes hard to know where you stand. You never really know what the other person wants and needs. Even if they tell you. If they love you, they moderate what they say, telling you what they think you want to hear, hiding parts of themselves to avoid rocking the boat. Annalise didn’t believe in doing any of that. Annalise was many things, and I could easily imagine how for some people, she would be way too much. What she always was, unmistakably and unapologetically, was herself. With her, you never knew what you were going to get, but you did know that she was fully into it. That she was right where she wanted to be, doing what she wanted to do. You never had to doubt that for a minute. I had never thought about how valuable that was, never having had it before in my life. But now I did. It filled me with this unexpected and unrivaled excitement to think about all the possibilities that lay ahead for the two of us.

But after our sex that day, she had released me and sent me home. I didn’t even stay the night. She didn’t even kiss me goodbye. She had used me for what she wanted and gotten what she needed, both the house and the opportunity to punish and humiliate me. Now, evidently, she was done. I tried not to be hurt as I made my way home, trying to tell myself that this was how was between us. She called the shots. She did what she wanted, without even thinking about my feelings. That was what made it so exciting. I could hardly complain when it ended like this.

I didn’t see her again until it was time to close the deal on the house.

I had been expecting her, of course. The deal went through no problem. I didn’t try to look deep into the finances of my new Mistress; that was the bank’s job. But either Annalise had access to vast reserves of credit, or, even more unbelievably, she had the cash to buy the new house outright. My realtor’s brain couldn’t help but wonder what she was going to do with the old place, who she was going to list it with, and whether, since she so clearly enjoyed doing business with me, I might not be able to get that listing for myself, too. But I didn’t push it. Not yet. After all, there was so much more I wanted from Annalise than just a condo listing.

I stepped out of my car and made my way toward the front door of the office. Knowing she would be coming that day, I’ll admit that I had dressed up a little. Again, I was wearing one of my better suits. After all, any meeting with her was a kind of occasion. But she wasn’t supposed to be here for hours yet. Trying to ignore the nervous butterflies that swirled in my stomach, I stepped through the door of the office to be confronted head-on by two very different but equally enticing examples of feminine beauty.

Annalise was standing next to the reception desk where Tanya sat. I saw her black coat hanging on a coat hook near the door, and I saw with a shiver of recognition that she was wearing the same boots she had worn in bed the last time she dominated me. That alone was enough to get my cock rising inside my pants, the way her presence invariably did. Above the boots, her legs were bare between the leather and the high hem of her dress. She was wearing a black dress today, or mostly black. A sinuous thread of red swooped along both of her sides, thicker at top and bottom, thinner in the middle, accentuating her natural hourglass figure. Her hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail that shone in the light of my office, the delicate features of her gorgeous face on full display, those multicolored eyes fixed on me as I stepped through the door. She smiled as she saw me, and it was the kind of smile that made my heart contract with both desire and fear. It wasn’t a smile of warmth. Instead, it was more like acknowledgment of the ferocious power over me she knew she had. More like a smile of memory at what had happened between us last time we were together. I knew she wouldn’t have forgotten that anymore than I had. Wearing those same boots she had worn that day, I had to admit, was a nice touch. The perfect way to make sure I couldn’t forget the nature of the relationship we had, as if that would ever be possible.

And if I wanted to keep my arousal in check, if I wanted to keep my state of desperate desire hidden from the two women in front of me, Tanya was hardly helping. Today’s outfit was a tight blue dress that seemed to have been wrapped around her body like one long bandage, the stretchy fabric conforming to every delightful curve of her breasts and her hips and her thighs. She wore her hair long, the cascading blonde waves framing her pretty face. Her full pink lips smiled at me, just like Annalise did, as I stepped into the office. And the fluttering in my heart didn’t stop, even for a moment. I had tried so hard for so long not to think of Tanya that way, not to be turned on by my sexy office assistant. I had tried so hard, in fact, that I had even partially convinced myself that it worked. But then Annalise came along, her sex appeal seeming to invade almost every aspect of my life, and now I couldn’t ignore it anymore. I was so turned on all the time that it was impossible not to think of sex, and with Tanya around, that was even more true. She was young and probably single and, if I’m being honest, way out of my league. And there was no reason to think she had even the slightest interest in me. But Annalise had changed my ideas on what was and wasn’t possible. Realistically, a woman like her, so beautiful, so high-class, so sexually uninhibited, shouldn’t have been interested in me either. But for whatever reason, she was, and I wasn’t about to question it. Maybe that gave me a kind of foolish hope, on some deep subconscious level, about Tanya. Or maybe it was just that I was really, really horny.

“Hi,” I said, trying desperately to compose myself and act at least somewhat normal. “I wasn’t expecting you until later in the morning.”

“Yeah, but I had nothing to do today, so I thought I’d hang out here,” Annalise said. “I’ll wait for our appointment. Your gorgeous assistant here is good company.”

As Annalise spoke, Tanya turned her head to smile up for a moment at the older woman. And whether it was what Annalise said or whether it was that smile, I felt my nervousness grow. Arrogant, I suppose, to imagine that if these two women were talking, they had to be talking about me. Then again, besides both being almost and speak utterly beautiful, it was hard to imagine what else they might have in common. And if they did talk about me, what would they say? I remembered all too well how Tanya had found my belt on her desk after the last time Annalise was here, and she had accepted my quickly concocted excuse, but did she really believe a word of it? Plus, as always, I had absolutely zero idea what Annalise might say or do. Unpredictability was one of her defining characteristics.

But it wasn’t like I had a lot of choice. As always, when it came to Annalise, what happened next wasn’t really up to me.

“Um, okay,” I said. “I have a couple of things I have to see to first. Let me just get to those, and I’ll take care of you in about an hour or so?”

“Take your time,” Annalise said, that provocative smile never wavering on her face. Always completely in control, never filled with doubt and anxiety and nervousness the way I was. And as I stepped away from the front of the office, heading down the corridor to my own desk, I heard the two of them resume whatever conversation they had been having. I tried to listen, but the closer I got my own desk, the harder it became to hear. I could hear that they were talking, but not what they were saying. And as I sat behind my desk with a sigh, I felt like it had never been more important to hear something in my life than it was to hear that.

I would have seen Annalise immediately if I could. But I really did have some pressing business to deal with. Another deal, highly time sensitive, that I had to do something about right then. Still, for all the pressure it came with, it was hard to focus. Hard to think about anything but that gorgeous body out there, perfectly displayed in that tiny and probably extremely expensive dress. And Tanya too, of course, that gorgeous young body I had never seen naked, but had seen in so many provocative outfits that I felt like I could clearly picture how she must look with no clothes on. I tried not to think about what she looked like in the throes of orgasm. I tried not to think about the musical sounds that might come from her throat when she came. It didn’t really work. Every thought I had that was not about Annalise was about Tanya, and was extremely inappropriate. But I couldn’t help it. These women had me so fired up that something as simple as doing my job seemed at that point like a forlorn hope, never to be realized.

Still, I tried. I hopped on a video call with my client, trying to navigate their doubts and fears and demands, trying to keep focused and show them I was fully engaged when I was anything but. I seemed to manage okay. By the time I got off the call, we had come to the resolution I was hoping to reach about pricing and terms for the property they were trying to sell. Not bad for a man who found himself almost dangerously obsessed with sex to the point where it seemed impossible to think about anything else.

As I got off the call, I sat back in my office chair, closing my eyes for a moment. My heart was thumping in my chest, and my cock was throbbing with anticipation of what might lie ahead, knowing that Annalise was there. So was Tanya, of course, so I knew we couldn’t do what we had done last time my Mistress was in my office. Still, just having her here was enough to get me going, enough to turn me on. But I needed just a moment to myself, just a moment to get my head right and prepare myself for whatever she had in mind.

Then, I stood. Making my way back down the corridor toward the entrance of the office, I heard Annalise and Tanya laughing. The two of them were clearly getting on like a house on fire, and again, I found myself desperately wondering what exactly they found so funny. As I stepped around the corner, both their gorgeous faces turned toward me, and I was able for the first time to study their eyes side-by-side. I have been struck before by the similarity, and now, seeing them like this, it was even more obvious. Annalise’s green eyes were flecked with specks of hazel, and Tanya’s hazel eyes were flecked with specks of green, the two of them reflecting one another, only in reverse. Maybe it was just coincidence. Maybe I had a type. I had never seen eyes quite like it, but now, I was looking at two pairs staring at me, bright enough to take my breath away. Any confidence and poise and preparation I might have mustered up to that point was gone in an instant, vanished as if it had never been.

“Okay,” I said, trying not to stammer as I spoke. “I can see you now.”

“Remember what I said,” Annalise said to Tanya, turning her head to address the young woman as she began to walk toward me. As always, her tall high-heeled boots made her body sway provocatively with every step she took, and as usual, I found myself slightly breathless just from watching her, turned on in a way I could hardly process and barely even describe.

“I will. Thanks,” Tanya said, smiling at the other woman. And then, her eyes flickered toward me, holding mine in one of those unexpectedly long pauses that was essentially a trademark of the young woman. It didn’t mean anything, I told myself. Tanya was always like this, always looking at people with a gaze that seemed to linger just a second or two too long. Like her unquestionable beauty, it was all part of the effect she had on others, particularly men, and I wasn’t even sure how aware of it she was. But in the circumstances I found myself in, this strange and almost unbelievable situation, I couldn’t help feeling some wild charge at that stare, even as I told myself it meant nothing at all.

Taking a half-step back, I held out my arm, indicating Annalise should walk in front of me down the corridor. Without a word, with just that sly smile, she did. And I was being polite, as all salesmen must, but I was also letting myself study her body from behind, watching her ass move underneath that skimpy dress, watching the muscles of her legs slide easily under the soft skin I had kissed and was thinking unstoppably about kissing again. I didn’t doubt even for a moment that Annalise knew that. But she didn’t turn her head to look at me. Confidence just radiated off the woman, and I knew her attitude was essentially that if I wanted to look, she was happy to let me look. After all, the more turned on I got, the more powerful she became.

She strode into my office the way she walked into every room she entered, as if she owned the place. She didn’t wait to be invited, but just sat down on one of the chairs in front of my desk. I made my way around the desk and sat down too, glad at least that my sitting position helped me hide the erection I was sporting under my pants. Then again, it wasn’t like Annalise didn’t know exactly how I felt about her and the way she looked. It wasn’t like she didn’t know exactly how desirable she was.

“Well, shall we sign the paperwork?” I asked. After everything we had been through together, there didn’t seem to be much point in being too formal. Annalise seemed to agree. She nodded her head, her eyes shining as much as ever, and I tapped a few buttons on the keyboard of my computer, bringing up the necessary forms and agreements and quickly printing them from the printer on my desk. Then, I slid them across the desk for her to sign. The whole time I worked, I felt her eyes on me, the stunning eyes watching my every move, the brain behind them filled with who knew what crazy ideas. To say that Annalise was unlike any woman I had ever met would be a gross understatement. She was unlike any woman I had ever heard of, the kind of woman who seems like she can only exist in fiction. But there she was, sitting in front of me in the flesh, the endlessly appealing, infinitely beguiling flesh that had entranced me from the moment I met her.

Picking up a pen on my desk, she signed the paperwork. Her eyes flickered over the print quickly, taking it in as fast as she could. It was a standard contract, with no nasty surprises. She seemed to trust that I had done my job, and despite all the monumental distractions I was dealing with, I had. That was the easy part. The hard part was dealing with all this, dealing with what had happened and what might happen next without ever knowing, without ever feeling like I had any control over it at all. Of course, that was what made it fun, too.

She slid the paperwork back across the desk toward me. I looked it over, making sure her signatures were the right places. They were.

“Congratulations,” I said. “It’s your house now.”

“I noticed one item that was missing from the contract,” she said. “You.”

“Yeah, well,” I said, a smile spreading across my face in spite of myself. “It’s not legal to sell yourself. Besides, it’s not something I’m exactly keen to shout from the rooftops.”

“Why not? Are you ashamed that I own you now?”

Annalise spoke the words at her normal volume, and my eyes darted down the corridor with Tanya’s desk at the end of it.

“I wouldn’t say I’m exactly proud of it,” I answered, my eyes returning to hers.

“You should be. You know how many men would kill to be in your position?”

“I don’t doubt it. Look, don’t get me wrong. It’s fun, and you’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met. It’s just… This isn’t something I ever envisaged doing. It’s not the kind of thing I thought I was into.”

“That’s what makes it fun,” Annalise said, her white teeth showing as her smile got even wider. “That’s what I like about you. You’re not in the scene. You’re not always comparing me to other mistresses you’ve had in the past or trying to top from the bottom. I can train you and make you into exactly what I want.”

“That’s one way of putting it.”

I was trying to stay calm, but in reality, my cock was throbbing wildly inside my pants. Just being near her, just on the opposite side of the desk, was enough to have me vibrating with desire. She looked so good as she sat there with her legs crossed, her leather boots shining in the light, her hair shining on her head and her eyes glowing with that same beautiful mischief they always did. If she had ordered me to drop to her knees and grovel at her feet right there and then, I didn’t know if I would be able to resist. Even with the threat of being discovered by Tanya, Annalise was just too irresistible. My assistant might be right down the hall, but Annalise was right here.

“Well, it’s official now,” Annalise said. She uncrossed her legs, the leather of her boots echoing the inward grown I tried to suppress as I watched her body move in the chair sitting across from mine. She infected every part of my life now, and the office was no relief. I couldn’t stop thinking about the things we had done here, and I couldn’t keep myself from wanting to do them again, even if I knew the danger inherent in that.

She looked like she was about to get up, about to leave and go back to doing whatever it was she did all day. I still didn’t know what she did for living, or where she got the money she so clearly had. In the limited time we had spent together, I had never bothered to ask. But Annalise paused for a moment, her hands gripping the arms of the chair she sat in.

“You know, she’s very smart, that assistant of yours.”

“I know,” I said. “I told you she was good at her job.”

“Ambitious, too. And very pretty, of course. She could go far if she wanted to.”

“Yeah, I bet she could. I wouldn’t doubt it.”

“I think she might have something to say to you,” Annalise said with a smile. “And you’d be wise to listen to it.”

“What? Did she say something to you? Does she… Annalise, does she know about us?”

Panic gripped me, fear racing up my spine as I sat in my chair. And Annalise rose to her feet, tiny movements of her hands adjusting her skimpy dress as she stood.

“I’ll call you with your next orders,” she said as she turned toward the door.

“Annalise!” I called after her, then, lowering my voice, “Mistress!”

But she didn’t turn around. She stepped out of the open door of the office, and I watched her through the glass wall as she headed down the corridor, leaving me behind. Leaving me behind to stew in my fear and doubt, my mind racing with a potent cocktail of fear and desire. I heard the door of the office open and close, Annalise stepping out in the parking lot, returning to her car, heading back to whatever it was she did all day. Leaving me, the way she liked to do, with this new bombshell, this new source of confusion in my life.

And only a few moments passed before I heard movement from the front of the office. From behind my desk, I watched Tanya walking down the corridor. That blue bandage dress of hers was absolutely scandalous, the fabric stretching desperately around every curve of her body as she walked toward me. She was smiling as she came, her hips swaying from side to side with every step she took in her high heels, dressed more like she was going out to a club than coming to work in the office. But she knew I would never say anything about the way she dressed. And I had to turn my eyes away, had to stare without seeing up the computer screen in front of me, not to be caught drooling over my assistant in the state of desperate arousal Annalise had left me in.

“Can I talk to you for a minute?”

Tanya stood in the open doorway of my office, and I nodded as I raised my head from the computer screen. She strutted through the door and took a seat right where Annalise had been sitting, lowering her beautiful body into the chair, her tight dress sliding even higher on her shapely thighs as she crossed her legs and tugged at the tight hem. My cock was throbbing desperately, and I had never wanted my assistant more as I stared at her, wondering just how much she knew about my new kinky sex life, just how much Annalise had told her.

“What’s up, Tanya?” I asked, hoping the slight catch in my voice as I spoke didn’t register with her.

“Well… Looks like you’re going to make a chunk of money on selling that house to Annalise.”

“Yeah. Yeah, it’s a great property.”

“Well, I’ve been thinking… I’ve been working here for a while now. And it’s cool, but I don’t want to be a receptionist my whole life.”

“Yeah. Yeah, I guess not.”

“I think I want to be a realtor, like you.”

“You do?”

“Yeah. I mean, I’ve seen what you do. I think I’d be good at it, with the right training. Is that something you’d be interested in giving me?”

Maybe Annalise intended it this way. Maybe not. Maybe it was just a lucky coincidence. But I was so relieved that Tanya wasn’t telling me that she knew all about my new sex life that anything else seemed like a win. I tried not to smile too much at her words. She wanted to be realtor? Fine. Absolutely fine by me. Anything, so long as my secret stayed safe between me and the Mistress who now owned me.

“Yeah. Yeah, actually. No problem. I mean, we’d have to talk about how we go about it. You’d have to get your license. But yeah. Maybe. Maybe in the future, we could work together on that.”

Tanya smiled, a smile that seemed to well up from someplace deep inside her, lighting up her beautiful face right in front of me, and I felt my heart contract even as my cock throbbed with desire for this woman.

“Thanks, Boss,” she said. She had never called me that before. And as she leaned forward in her chair, I tried not to look at the deeper glimpse of her cleavage I got down the front of her dress.

“I told you that we should go out and celebrate when you sold that place,” she grinned at me. “What are you doing tonight?”


    
9. Tanya Gets An Idea

What on earth must people think of us?

It crossed my mind more than once that night to wonder. I’m not a guy who suffers from a lack of confidence. In my line of work, you really can’t. But I feel like I have a realistic appraisal of myself and the way I seem to others. And to see a guy like me with a girl like Tanya, the two of us out on the town with her dressed in her skintight blue bandage dress and me almost twice her age, had to make an impression on others. If I had seen us, I might imagine that I was some rich guy who’d rented her for the night or something. It would seem extremely unlikely, to say the least, that we were dating.

Of course, we weren’t. I wanted her badly, and that desire only seemed to grow from one day to the next, but I hadn’t changed my position about what a bad idea it would be to get involved with her. Even if that was something she wanted. And after all, she had given me no indication of that. Sure, she had invited me out tonight to celebrate a big sale, the juicy commission I would get for selling that big expensive house to Annalise. But that was just a friendly gesture on her part, I was sure. It didn’t mean anything more than that.

Although I will admit, it did cross my mind that I kind of hoped certain people saw us together. One of Marta’s friends, perhaps, who would report back to my ex-wife that they had seen me out on the town with this stunning young woman on my arm.

Honestly, it had been a while since I went out with anyone. Even if this wasn’t a date, it was exciting. And even though I was now seeing Annalise, was now in a sexual relationship for the first time since my marriage broke up, Annalise and I didn’t go on dates. We didn’t do normal couple stuff like that. All we did was have kinky sex, and I wasn’t going to complain about that. It was fantastic. Still, it was fun to spend some time with a pretty woman, even if I knew nothing was going to happen.

We went straight from work. I followed Tanya home so that she could leave her car, then drove us both to a bar. The moment we walked inside, I saw heads turn, saw hungry eyes focused on Tanya, and I got an insight into what it must be to live as a sexy woman like her. She seemed oblivious to it all, no doubt used to being stared at by both men and women. Used to being the center of attention wherever she went, being wanted by strangers, some of whom made absolutely no attempt to hide it. She didn’t seem to care. I couldn’t imagine what it must be like to have that kind of confidence, that kind of poise and self belief, to not care at all about what others think of you when you know everyone is looking. It was another thing about Tanya that reminded me of Annalise. The women were very different in so many ways, but they had that in common. They were both beautiful, and they both had to deal with what that meant and the effect it had on others.

We sat at the table, and a server brought us drinks. Tanya looked absolutely radiant as she sat across from me, her beautiful body tightly wrapped in the blue fabric of her dress. Far more appropriate here, at a bar, than it was in our office, but I wasn’t complaining.

“Well, here’s to the big sale,” Tanya said, raising her glass, and I clinked mine against it. We both drank. Her eyes shone over the rim of the glass, and again, I couldn’t help noticing how similar they were to Annalise’s, while still being completely different. Maybe she was like a young Annalise, I thought to myself, Annalise as she might have been when she was Tanya’s age, and that thought sent another bolt of desire racing through me. Tanya was sexy enough based on her looks alone. The last thing I needed was to picture her being as dominant and sexually uninhibited as my Mistress was.

“Well, maybe someday, you’ll be making sales of your own,” I said.

“Yeah, I hope so,” Tanya said. “I know I have a lot to learn, but I’m excited for it. I think this is going to be really great, working together more closely like this.”

“Yeah, me too,” I said. “I mean, I still need you to answer phones and do the paperwork and all that stuff you have been doing.”

“Yeah, sure,” Tanya said, taking another gulp of her drink, “for now. But who knows? Maybe one day we’ll be partners, and we’ll be looking for a new assistant together.”

“Who knows?” I echoed. But as Tanya stared into my eyes, I could see she was serious.

“You – you want to be my partner?”

Tanya shrugged, her slender shoulders moving up and down, her breasts bouncing in the tight blue fabric of the dress that revealed the enticing curves of her young body.

“I don’t know. Maybe,” she said. “Is that something you would be into?”

“Well, Tanya… I mean, you know I had a partner before. You know how that worked out.”

“Yeah. But I’m not like him.”

“No. No, you’re definitely not,” I smiled.

“Although… If our new assistant was some sexy guy who was hired to be eye candy for me, I wouldn’t exactly complain,” Tanya said with a smile, and I almost choked on the mouthful of my drink I was swallowing.

“What?”

Tanya’s smile only grew wider.

“Look, I know the deal,” she said. “I know why I was hired. Your partner was kind of sleazy, but believe me, I’m used to it. I don’t look like this by accident. I know the effect it has on people. He wanted some hot girl he could stare at all day, and maybe, if he impressed me enough with his big commissions, he thought I might go to bed with him. He was wrong about that, of course. One thing I like about you is you never tried that.”

“No, of course not,” I said. “It’s so unprofessional. And honestly, it’s kind of gross.”

“Yeah, well,” Tanya said, her eyes drifting to the side for moment, “that seems to be a minority opinion among the men I’ve met. You’re the first boss I’ve ever had who hasn’t tried to hit on me.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. Look, I get it. A lot of my friends are models or do work in promotions, and the way you look is a huge part of that. That’s fine. A girl’s gotta use what she’s got. But I’ve always thought in this line of work, it was kind of weird. I mean, women buy houses too. We don’t get a lot of single man buying properties, do we? And I think I make their wives more mad than anything.”

“That’s…uh, that’s interesting you would say that.”

“Why?”

Tanya took another drink as she waited for my answer.

“Well… It’s just, I’ve always kind of thought the same thing. That’s why it never made sense to me that my partner hired you. A lot of women feel threatened when they see a woman who looks like you.”

“Especially when they see their husband trying to sneak a peek,” Tanya laughed.

“Yeah, I bet that happens a lot.”

“All the fucking time.”

It wasn’t until that moment that it dawned on me that I had never heard Tanya swear before. We had a friendly and casual relationship at the office, but clearly, she had at least some standards of professionalism. Now, she seemed to be willing to let her hair down. And I was already learning more about her after a few minutes than I had ever known after working with her for all this time.

“So… Can I ask you something?”

My heart fluttered in my chest as I spoke, and I didn’t really know why this idea popped into my head. But I was curious. And if I gauged the situation correctly, it seemed like a time when we could be loose with each other and say what was really on our minds.

“Sure.”

“Well… If guys are always looking at you and pissing off their wives… Why do you dress like you do?”

“Why? You don’t like the way I dress?”

“Oh, don’t get me wrong. I think it’s great. I mean, you look amazing. I just… doesn’t it get you even more attention?”

“Yeah, I suppose it does. But honestly, guys are going to look anyway. I get hit on going to the laundromat in sweatpants, so I don’t think dressing down would help any. Besides, why should I? I like wearing nice clothes, and if a few horny guys can’t handle that, that’s their problem.”

“Absolutely,” I said, shaking my head. “Absolutely. I don’t have any problem with it.”

“You don’t? You don’t find the way I dress in the office distracting in any way?”

Tanya smiled as she spoke, her eyes looking deep into mine, and I gulped. I was doing my best to cope with all the changes Annalise had brought into my life recently, but lately, it felt like there was some hidden script that I was unaware of, but that the others around me were following.

“No,” I lied. And from the smile on the young woman’s face, I guessed she could tell I was lying.

She finished her drink, setting the empty glass down on the table. Raising one hand, she summoned the attention of the server and ordered another round, without even asking me what I wanted. Still, I was happy to have another drink with her. And as the drinks arrived, we drank again, and Tanya’s beautiful eyes flickered over my face, and again, I was reminded of the woman I now apparently served.

“That Annalise really knows how to dress, doesn’t she?”

“Does she? I don’t really know anything about fashion, as you can probably tell.”

“Don’t say that. You look good. In fact, you always look good when she comes to the office. Is there some reason for that?”

She was teasing me. The smile on her face and the way she raised her eyebrows told me that much. But of course, she was right. Still, it made me uncomfortable to be called out like that, that my behavior was that obvious. I knew I shouldn’t have been surprised. Still, any indication that Tanya was paying that kind of attention to what went on between me and Annalise had me worried she might know more than she was letting on.

“No,” I said defensively. “I mean, I wear a suit sometimes. It’s not a big deal. And she’s only been to the office twice.”

“And you wore a suit both times,” Tanya said. “Including that time you left your belt on my desk. What was wrong with it, by the way?”

“Something wrong with the buckle,” I lied. Tanya’s smile never wavered.

“You must’ve got it fixed then. I see you’re wearing it today.”

“What? Oh, yeah. Yeah, I got it fixed.”

“Where do you go to get a belt fixed these days? I’ve never even tried that.”

Tanya’s smooth brow furrowed slightly as she spoke,. I knew I hadn’t heard the last of that issue with the belt. I knew it was stupid to think I had got away with such an obvious lie. And now, I was just trying to lie my way out of even more trouble. For a guy who makes his living off the things he says, I was struggling to think what I could possibly say next.

“There’s a place near my house,” I said. “He cuts keys, repairs shoes, things like that. I took it to him.”

“Well. That’s lucky.”

Tanya took another drink, and so did I. I was tense now, and I got the feeling that Tanya was enjoying that tension in me. Maybe I was reading too much into it, too influenced by the way Annalise was around me. But somehow, I got the feeling that Tanya was toying with me. Not the way that Annalise did, maybe. But still, it was there, that sense of being gently mocked, as if she could see right through me. As if all women could.

From moment, silence fell between us. That’s not something that usually happened between Tanya and me. Normally, we always found something to say. But my mind was preoccupied with thoughts I barely even dared consider, and it didn’t leave much mental energy for the conversation. Then, after taking another drink, she decided to surprise me even more.

“Are you fucking Annalise?”

“What?”

“It’s fine if you are. I mean, fine by me. I’m not a realtor yet, but I’m sure there’s probably something in the code of conduct about that. But if everyone’s into it, I don’t see the harm. I mean, good for you if you are. That woman is gorgeous.”

“Tanya…” I began. But then I realized I didn’t have anything to say in follow-up. She was right. I hoped we hadn’t been that obvious, I hoped we had done a better job of hiding the true nature of our relationship. But clearly, I was wrong about that. Then again, for all I knew, Annalise had already told her exactly what was going on. Again, that thought sent a shiver racing through my body as I considered.

“Kudos,” she said after a pause, raising her glass. But I didn’t clink mine against it, so she reached forward and touched her glass against mine where it sat on the table before taking another drink.

“This is… This is not really professional…” I said weakly.

“No, I guess not,” Tanya said. “But we’re not in the office right now. And I mean, it’s not really professional having sex with a client, either, is it? I don’t know. Really, I have a lot to learn about the real estate game.”

She smiled as she spoke and took another drink, and I couldn’t help it. I smiled too. I even laughed a little. The whole situation was so ridiculous, so insane, but I couldn’t help it. Besides, in some way, it felt good to admit the truth. This crazy secret I had been harboring was more of a burden on me than I may be realized, and having it out in the open provided unexpected relief.

“Well, that part’s not in the training manual.”

“I’m sure I’ll figure out for myself.”

“Jesus. I hope not. If you start doing that, you’ll be selling ten houses to every one I sell.”

Tanya laughed loudly, and I laughed too. The drink was already having an effect on me, and I was sure was having an even bigger one on her. But honestly, in a weird way, I was having fun. This was a side of her I hadn’t seen before, though I wasn’t surprised it was there. And in some strange way, it felt like the drink and the newfound honesty were bringing us closer together.

“So are you seeing anyone? I know I’ve never asked before. Part of that whole not hitting on you thing. Trying to be professional.”

“I guess we’re past that now.”

“I guess we are.”

“I see lots of people,” Tanya said with a shrug. “No one especially serious.”

“I’m surprised. Girls – women who look like you are almost always taken, in my experience.”

“Yeah, well. Not all of us want to be taken.”

A high-pitched yell echoed suddenly through the bar, and Tanya lifted her head toward the source of the sound. I turned in my seat, looking to see what was going on, and saw a group of three young women staring right at us. Across the table from me, Tanya squealed in delight. The three women charged toward our table, and Tanya bounced out of her seat, wrapping her arms around each of them in turn before turning her glowing face toward me.

“Jason, these are my friends, Sasha, Rachel, and Kylie. Guys, this is my boss, Jason. Come on, sit down. We’ll make space.”

Tanya busied herself rearranging chairs around the table, and her friends sat down. As I said hi to them, I saw that they were all very attractive young women. She hadn’t been lying when she said she was friends with models and promotions girls. Every one of these women looked like they could close a deal with anyone based on just the way they looked.

But part of me regretted this new development. I had been getting to know Tanya a lot better, our conversation heading down some interesting parts, and while I wasn’t exactly thrilled to know that she knew about my affair with Annalise, I was glad to hear she didn’t have a problem with it. Now, I felt like an extra, hanging out with four young women I didn’t know who were almost young enough to be my daughters and who were, at least based on their looks, way out of my league.

The girls were all chatting to one another, talking over one another as they caught up on whatever they had been doing. I kept quiet, taking gulps of my drink, wondering if it might soon be time to excuse myself. At least I had plenty to look at. Clearly, Tanya’s friends had the same attitude toward clothing that she did. They were all wearing revealing dresses and high heels, their young bodies beautifully displayed to anyone who cared to look. But it wasn’t my scene. I felt completely out of place, sitting there in silence and letting them talk.

“Guess what? I’m going to become a realtor,” Tanya said, to squeals of delight from her friends. “Jason’s going to teach me.”

“Well, I’ll do my best,” I said. “Something tells me you’ll pick it up quickly.”

Tanya smiled warmly at me while her friends offered congratulations. Probably it was her way of bringing me into the conversation, and maybe I should be grateful for that. But still, my main thoughts were of escape. But Tanya quickly ordered another round of drinks, her friends making requests too, and I knew I couldn’t leave just yet.

“That’ll be so great,” one of Tanya’s friends said. In the rush of the meeting, I hadn’t been able to put a name to a face. “You deserve it, babe.”

“Thanks,” Tanya replied. “I just have to remember not to sleep with the clients. Right, Jason?”

I spluttered on my drink as Tanya and all her friends turned their eyes on me. Her friends exchanged meaningful looks, guessing at once what she was getting at.

“Oh my God, do you do that?” one of her friends asked.

“No,” I protested. “Just… once, in my whole career. And I don’t really want to talk about it.”

“Yeah, you can’t blame him,” Tanya said. “I mean, you should see her. She’s so sexy. And Jason here split up with his wife a while ago. Have you had any since then?”

“Tanya!”

But her friends kept laughing, and I knew that she had the result she wanted. Maybe she was drunk, or maybe she was just being spurred on by the fact that we had company now, but Tanya ignored my warning completely.

“You should see her,” she said again. “She’s like this total boss lady. Rich and gorgeous, and she dresses awesome. You should’ve seen the boots she was wearing today. She looked like a dominatrix. Doesn’t she, Jason?”

“I don’t know,” I said, shifting uncomfortably in my chair. The way Tanya was looking at me, the way she was speaking, refueling the panic that was rising inside me. I had thought I had gotten away with it, thought I had concealed what was really going on. Tanya might’ve guessed that I was having an affair with Annalise, but she didn’t know exactly what that meant. Except now, I was realizing that maybe she did. Maybe she knew more than she had let on, and the presence of her friends was encouraging her to reveal it all.

“She definitely does. She could definitely whip a man into shape, if you know what I mean. I mean, she has you whipped, doesn’t she, boss?”

Around the table, Tanya’s friends burst out laughing. And I felt my cheeks burning with shame. Of course, my ass was still tender from the last beating Annalise had given me, and the hard chair of the bar was unforgiving. But that wasn’t what was making me so uncomfortable as I sat across the table from my assistant. It was the thought that she knew everything. I didn’t know how, but I felt anger burning inside me as I considered the possibility that Annalise had told her. I wouldn’t put it past her. I wouldn’t put anything past that woman. As angry as I felt, I couldn’t deny that it turned me on, too. Being exposed like this was my biggest fear, the thing I thought I dreaded the most. But as embarrassing as it was, it was turning me on. I was realizing all over again in that moment just how deep this all went, just how much humiliation had become a part of my sexual desire. Frankly, it scared me.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“Oh, please. Annalise told me everything. You don’t need to be embarrassed. Lots of guys are into that kind of thing. Tell him, girls. Who here has had a guy ask you to tie him up or do something weird to him in bed. Show of hands!”

Tanya’s friends looked at one another, smiling and giggling in disbelief. But every single one of them raised her hand. I looked from one pretty face to another, my heart vibrating in my chest, shame and desire at war inside me once again. I was completely blindsided by what was happening, and I couldn’t decide how to react. So I panicked.

Without saying another word, I rose to my feet. The bar had become more crowded while we drank, and I made my way toward the counter, flagging down a member of staff to pay my bill. Behind me, I heard Tanya’s high heels on the floor as she hurried toward me, placing hand on my arm while I handed my credit card to the barman.

“Don’t go,” she said. “We’re just having some fun. I mean, it’s true, isn’t it?”

“That’s not the point.”

“Well, I’m sorry if I revealed something sensitive. I was just joking.”

“Did Annalise really tell you all that?”

“Yeah. We had a good discussion about the two of you.”

I nodded as I slipped my credit card back into my wallet. Without saying another word, I turned to the door. Tanya came with me, still holding onto my arm, trotting along beside me in her high heels as I stepped out into the parking lot.

“Don’t go, Jason, please! I’m sorry,” she said, but I ignored her as I walked toward my car. Unlocking it, I swung myself into the driver’s seat. To my surprise, Tanya hurried around and pulled open the passenger door, then climbed inside. Even annoyed with her as I was, I couldn’t keep myself from noticing the way her tight blue dress slid even higher on her thighs, threatening to expose her as she sat beside me. She had such gorgeous long legs, such an incredible figure, and just sitting this close to her in my car was enough to make me vibrate with desire. Apparently, I could be mad at someone and still want them at the same time. The same, I felt sure, would apply to Annalise.

I pressed the button, and the engine of the car rumbled into life. But it fell silent again as Tanya pressed the same button to switch it off.

“What are you doing? Get out of my car,” I said.

“No,” Tanya said, crossing her arms under her breasts. “You can’t drive. You’ve drank way too much.”

I paused for a moment. She was right about that. I had to have had at least four or five drinks in the bar, and that was more than enough to put me way over the limit. And as I sat there behind the wheel, I could feel the effect of the alcohol coursing through my veins.

“Fine. I’ll call a taxi,” I said, pulling my cell phone out of my pocket. I opened an app and summoned a car, and all the while, beautiful Tanya sat beside me in her skimpy dress, her eyes studying my face.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I was just having fun.”

“This is my life, Tanya,” I said. “This is my business. You think I want that getting out?”

“Well, if you don’t, you should probably be more careful,” she said. “I mean, even if Annalise hadn’t told me everything, you leaving that belt on my desk was just careless.”

“Thanks for the advice. I’ll be more careful next time,” I said sarcastically. But Tanya’s tone was softer now as she spoke.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” she said. “Lots of people do this stuff. And honestly… Well, I wasn’t going to tell you this. But I think it’s kind of sexy.”

As she spoke, she placed one hand gently on my leg. I turned to look at her skeptically. But I couldn’t deny the power that her touch had on me, the power of her beautiful face staring into mine. My mouth felt suddenly dry, but my cock never stopped raging in my pants as I looked or her.

“You… You do?”

“Yeah, I do. I mean, Annalise was telling me how it all works, and to be honest, she made it sound pretty awesome. Having a man so desperate for you that he’ll do whatever you say. Owning him. Making him yours. I don’t know. It doesn’t sound like the worst thing in the world having a guy that you can make do whatever you want.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say as I looked at her. I just stared, and Tanya smiled back, and again, as it so often did with Annalise, I felt like I was drifting into some realm of human experience I could barely understand. But it excited me. There was no denying that.

“Maybe we should give it a try sometime,” Tanya said with a smile, and I felt as though my brain was about to explode with the sheer unbelievable nature of the situation I found myself in. “Maybe you can train me to be a realtor, and I train you to be a good slave for Annalise. Anyway, your taxi’s here. Think about it.”

Without waiting for a reply from me, Tanya opened the door on her side of the car and stepped out. In the headlights of the waiting taxi, I watched her walk back across the parking lot, returning to the bar where her friends waited. My head was spinning, my heart pounding in my chest. It was all so unbelievable.

But as I stepped out of my car, making my way toward the waiting taxi, I couldn’t deny that once again, my life and taken a very interesting turn.


    
10. Taking Possession

“I can’t believe you told her.”

“Why not? Are you embarrassed?”

“Of course I’m embarrassed! This is my workplace, Annalise. My business. She’s my employee. I don’t need her to know about my sex life.”

All valid points, I knew. But there was no getting around the fact that already, my anger was subsiding. Just to even call her in the first place is to required me to work myself up to a pitch of rage, and all the while, there was that voice in my head that screamed at me not to mess up a good thing. Not to argue with her, because it might easily backfire. But I told myself I had to. I told myself there was too much at stake to stay silent. And when Annalise wasn’t around, I almost believed it, too.

Then she picked up the phone, I heard her voice, and even that, just hearing her, was enough to make me doubt myself. Even her voice was sexy, and all the outrageous things I had heard her say, all the crazy things we had done in the short time since we had met, raced through my mind again, and all over again, I found myself weakening. Annalise, as ever, didn’t seem the least bit surprised or alarmed to hear my doubts. She took it all in stride, the way she did with just about everything. As if she had been expecting this, and for all I know, maybe she had. After all, it couldn’t come as a big surprise that I was shaken by the way this newly discovered sexual preference of mine had already been exposed to someone else. The fact it was Tanya was neither here nor there, I tried to tell myself. But the moral high ground wasn’t looking nearly as inviting now that I could hear Annalise on the other end of the phone, not in the least bit surprised, not even slightly caught off guard.

“That’s funny. I remember you saying that I own you now. And owning someone or something, in my book, means I do whatever I like with them.”

“Look, Annalise,” I said, deliberately not using the title of Mistress she had awarded herself. That was all fine in the heat of the moment, while we were playing crazy games. But now I wanted her to know how serious I was. That this wasn’t part of the game, that this was about real life. But I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help the erection rising in my pants to hear her talk like that, to hear all her talk of owning me. It never failed to turn me on, and as I found myself wondering where she was, what she might be wearing, what she might be doing. I already had the feeling I was losing this argument.

“Look, that’s fine in the bedroom. But I have a real life to live.”

There was a pause then, on the other end of the line. Just a brief one, but it worried me all the same. The truth was, on some level at least, I was scared of her. Or not precisely of her, but of what she might say or do. Annalise was capable of anything, and she had already demonstrated her power over me, her ability to make me do things I would never have imagined myself doing. But that wasn’t what really scared me the most, I realized as I sat in my car, talking to her on the phone. What really scared me was the thought that if I made her angry enough, she might stop playing these games at all. All my self-righteous anger evaporated when I thought of that, all my pride and dignity crumbling to nothing. I wanted her so badly, and I knew that she knew that. But I was only just discovering it. And as always when it came to me and Annalise, I really wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

“Well, see, that’s where you’re wrong,” Annalise said, just as cool and calm as ever. “I don’t know what you’d call this if not life. This is what life is. For me, anyway. The rest of it, working, paying bills, all that boring stuff, that’s just something you do to allow you to pursue your passions. This is my passion. This is my real life. I was thinking it could be yours, too, but if you don’t want that…?”

The threat in her words was obvious. Negotiation is part of my job, and I know when someone’s playing me. But somehow, Annalise managed to get away with it in a way I suspected nobody else would. Because Annalise knew something about me that nobody else knew, that I was only just coming to recognize myself. When it came to her, deep down, I wanted to be played. I think I wanted her to talk me into this, to make it somehow okay. When I had called her, I had really believed that I was genuinely upset, that I was outraged that she would do this to me. But it only took a few minutes of talking to her for me to realize that something else was happening. I hadn’t called her to argue with her. I had called her so that she could could convince me that it was all okay.

And she wasn’t even doing that. Instead, her argument seemed to basically be, take it or leave. Annalise Horvath, we both knew, would be just fine without me. Clearly wealthy and extremely beautiful and sexually uninhibited, Annalise didn’t need me. I counted myself lucky that she even wanted me, and that was the condescending attitude that practically dripped down the phone from her as I listened to her voice. I probably shouldn’t have been surprised to find how much that turned me on.

“No,” I said, breathing out slowly with a sigh. “I do want it. It’s not that. It’s just… Well, I guess I wasn’t ready for this. I don’t know how this might affect my working relationship with Tanya. I mean, I could get in trouble for this.”

“Oh please,” Annalise said, and I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. “Your super sexy young office assistant wants to help me dominate you, and you’re thinking about the trouble you might get into? With who? And anyway, what’s wrong with a little trouble? Don’t be so boring. Trouble’s good.”

In spite of myself, I smiled at her words. It was honestly impressive, how quickly she talked me around to her way of thinking. Then again, I had never in my life tried to negotiate with someone who had the kind of leverage over me that she did now. As always in dealing with her, I was completely overmatched, completely out of my depth. I don’t know why I even tried, to be honest. Some vestige of pride, I suppose, some attempt to reclaim a shred of the dignity and independence I had so easily lost. It didn’t work. It never even really came close. I guess I felt that in some way I had to try, but look where trying got me. Already, she had talked me around to her point of view.

After all, I told myself, she was kind of right. Tanya was unbelievably sexy, and in my admittedly limited experience, the more beautiful a woman was, the less into sexual experimentation she tended to be. Really pretty girls don’t have to try that hard, or something like that. Well clearly, Annalise had proved that little idea wrong. And now, it seemed as if Tanya wanted to do the same. The thought of doing anything sexual with her filled me with all kinds of complicated thoughts. For a long time now, I had been resisting any hint of that, denying any attraction I felt to an objectively beautiful young woman who always dressed to impress. Now that I was finally allowing myself to think along those lines, it was as if my fevered brain was trying to make up for lost time. I could barely get the thought of her out of my head, and if it hadn’t been for the position Annalise already occupied my brain, it would’ve felt impossible to think of anything except Tanya. As it was, visions of what might lie ahead floated in front of me day and night, distracting me at all hours of the day. And just hearing Annalise say it, just hearing her even mention the faint possibility of kinky games with my sexy assistant as well as her, was enough to make me feel breathless with possibility.

“I take possession of the house tomorrow.”

“I know,” I said, my voice quieter now, my anger vanished as if it had never been there in the first place. Of course I hadn’t forgotten that. The house Annalise had bought was going to give me one of the biggest commissions of my career, but that wasn’t what occupied my brain the most when I thought about it. No, it was her, and the insane deal we had struck together. The ownership she claimed over me, that I had offered her just to close the deal. Except that wasn’t true, either, I reminded myself. I didn’t give her that for money. I did it because I wanted to, because she and her wild talk excited me in a way nobody else ever had. As ashamed as I was to face the truth, there was no getting around it. I wanted this. I wanted to be hers, wanted it in a way I felt I had never wanted anything else. I didn’t know what the future held, with me and her and now even Tanya. But Annalise was right; it wasn’t going to be boring. Lately, especially since Marta left, my life had been a bit of a monotonous void. I tried to get absorbed in my work, tried to stay busy, to keep my mind off the end of my marriage. But until Annalise came along, nothing really worked. Now, though, I was finding I could go for hours or even days at a time without thinking about my ex. And whenever I realized it, it was with a faint sense of surprise, as if I had forgotten that she ever existed and what she once meant to me. There was a time not long ago when I would have thought that was completely impossible. But now, Annalise was proving to me just how full of surprises life can be. She had me. She knew it, and so did I.

“So I guess you’ll be coming round for that?”

“Yeah,” I said with another sigh. On the other end of the phone, I heard Annalise chuckle. She had won. She knew I had no control, barely any choice in what happened next. She found it all so damn funny. Just as Tanya probably would. And predictably, that thought sent a little shiver of lust racing through my body. As if it wasn’t bad enough that I was completely obsessed with Annalise and the kinky things she did to me. Now, I had my sexy assistant to deal with as well.

“Good,” Annalise said firmly. “Maybe I can train you to accept your place a little bit more then.”

I bit my tongue. Tempted to ask what she could possibly mean by that, what exactly she thought my place was, I instead decided to drop it. After all, I had no doubt I would learn all about it soon enough. And as new as our relationship was, I already knew that arguing with Annalise was never a good idea.

“Wear something that’s easy to take off,” Annalise said. And then, without another word, without saying goodbye, she hung up the phone.

I sat in my car, feeling a little bit breathless, the way I so often did after talking to her. The effect she had on me was undeniable. It was always the same. Talking to her, being reminded of her ferocious power over me, always left me feeling a little bit dirty, a little bit ashamed, and very much turned on. And I knew that wasn’t going to change. I knew that was only going to get more true as time went on, and both of us – all three of us now – became more and more involved in this kinky game of domination and submission we were all playing.

It was outrageous. It was unbelievable. It was hard to even remember how we had got here, and impossible to imagine where it might lead. But in the end, Annalise was absolutely right. At least it wasn’t boring.

****

The next day, I showed up at the house I had sold her. I had the keys in my hand, ready to hand over to her. Some buyers like a little bit of fanfare on these occasions, a little bit of a ritual. Annalise, I knew, wasn’t the sentimental type. For some people, buying a specific home is a dream, and they get invested in that dream, but Annalise was far too hardheaded and pragmatic for that. Instead, I guess I was the one feeling strong feelings about what it represented. Because of course, as Annalise loved to remind me, the keys to the house were the least of what I was handing over to stay. More importantly, more humiliatingly, I was handing myself over to her. Symbolically, and maybe more than that, too. And for her, this was real life. More than a kinky game, this was how she chose to live. I wasn’t at all sure I was ready for that, but I knew for a fact that I couldn’t resist.

I got there early, and sat in the driveway, waiting for her. I don’t know exactly why, but it would have felt strange to me to go into the house without her now. The paperwork was all done and filed, all legal and complete. The house was hers, which meant I was hers, and I was anxious, I guess, not to overstep my bounds.

I waited for about 15 minutes, my cock throbbing inside my pants, until Annalise’s car pulled into the driveway.

Parking beside me, she stepped out of the car. She was wearing a long dark coat, and huge sunglasses covered half of her face. But as she stepped away from her car and I opened the door of my own, I saw that below that long coat, she was wearing her trademark tall leather high-heeled boots. The sound of them on the paved driveway was like a string tugging at my arousal, the rhythm of her walk bewitching me like some magical spell as my body responded to the sight of hers. Above the boots, I could see that she was wearing mesh stockings, the elastic fabric clinging jealously to her shapely thighs, where the toned muscle bulged with every swaggering step she took. In short, she looked as radiant as ever. It wasn’t like I had been sitting there wondering why I obeyed her so readily, why I was so shamefully willing to do whatever she said. But if I had been, seeing her was more than enough to dispel any questions or doubts of that kind. You only had to look at her to know why I wanted her so badly, and why I let her treat me the way I did.

“Hi,” she said, smiling at me beneath her sunglasses. “Big day.”

“Yeah, you can say that again,” I said as I fell into step beside her. She kept smiling as we made our way to the front door, and I reached into my pocket, handing over the keys to the house. I had done that same thing hundreds of times before, but this time, of course, it was different. This time, it was far more than a house I was handing over.

And Annalise took the keys from me. She didn’t say anything, but I knew that she was no more ignorant of the magnitude of the moment than I was. Her fingers with her painted nails went through the bunch of keys, one after the other, selecting the right one to open the front door. Pushing it open, she stepped inside, her high heels loud on the wooden floor.

“Come in,” she said. And I stepped through the door, my heart pounding in my chest, my cock raging inside my pants at the thought of what might happen next.

The house echoed. The seller had arranged to have all the furniture moved out, and now, it was completely empty. The sound of Annalise’s high heels on the floor clapped back from the bare walls like gunshots, and her head turned from side to side as she surveyed the place she now owned. I saw her take a deep breath, and let it out. Then, still smiling, she turned her face to me. Her hand reached up and took hold of her sunglasses, sliding them off her face. Those startling eyes were locked on me as she slipped the sunglasses into a pocket of the coat she was still wearing, and as she did that, I got a glimpse of the bare skin underneath it, making my heart pound even more in my chest.

“The movers are on their way with my things,” she said. “Do you have any other appointments today?”

“Nothing that can’t be postponed,” I said, gulping as I spoke. Annalise’s smile deepened.

“Then I think you know what to do, don’t you?” And when I stood there, and certain as ever, Annalise spelled it out for me. “Take your clothes off.”

“Oh. Right.”

Under her gorgeous and watchful eyes, I quickly took off my shirt, kicked off my shoes, pulled down my pants, exposing myself in front of her in a matter of seconds. At least now, the house was hers. The fact that the movers were on their way made me nervous, but I knew there wasn’t much point arguing with her. Besides, this was what I wanted. I wanted her, and the idea that she wanted me, even if only to tease and abuse, filled me with excitement. Excitement she could clearly see as I stood in front of her, my hard cock throbbing to the rhythm of my heart, desperate for her while she stood in front of me fully clothed.

Slowly, Annalise removed her coat. And I almost gasped when I saw she wore underneath it. Her stockings went up to the middle of her thighs, held in place by black suspenders that trailed from the bottom of a tightly-laced black leather corset. Her breasts swelled in the cups, straining against the lingerie that seemed to be struggling to contain them, the entrancing mounds of flesh rising and swelling with every breath she took. Under the corset, she was wearing a pair of black satin panties, tiny little things that barely showed between her legs, just about covering the pussy that I knew hid underneath, that part of her that called to me and practically made me drool with desperate desire for that incredible body.

Annalise gathered up her coat in her hand, her movements as controlled and confident as ever. She reached into a pocket and pulled out a length of red rope which she gathered up in one hand. Then, she looked around for somewhere to put her coat. Seeing nothing, she set it down on the floor close to the front door.

“Let’s go check out the basement,” she said. I felt nervous, especially seeing her with that rope in her hand. But I had no power to resist her, none at all. She walked across the room, and I simply followed, transfixed by the sway of her body, the incredible hourglass shape calling to me, her ass almost making my mouth water as I watched it move. I followed her through her new and empty house, my stiff cock seeming to lead the way like a dowser’s wand, irresistibly drawn to her as she led me through the kitchen and down the stairs into the basement, her sharp high heels ringing on every step.

The basement was as empty as the rest of the house. And I didn’t know what she had planned, but I hardly cared. I was so excited to see what happened next, I hardly dared to breathe.

“You’re going to be seeing a lot of this place,” Annalise said as she looked around the basement. “May as well get used to it.”

“Is that right?” I said, my response almost cocky. But Annalise shut that straight down with a single look.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she said. “This is why bought this house. You know the kind of dungeon I could make down here? I can keep you locked up, just coming down to use you whenever I feel like it and keeping you imprisoned the rest of the time. Does that sound like fun? Your whole existence based around serving me, pleasing me. When you’re not being used, you’ll be locked away like a little toy. God, that turns me on. Get on your knees.”

I didn’t hesitate. The concrete floor of the basement was cold against my skin, but I didn’t care, I dropped at once to my knees, gazing at Annalise the whole time, and as she seemed to grow taller, towering above me, I only wanted her more. She was so regal, so powerful, so beautiful, and every cell of my being was caught up in my desire for her, throwing away every last bit of caution as I gave in to desire.

“Hands behind your back,” Annalise said, and I knew what was coming, but I did as I was told. I placed my hands behind my back and turned my head to watch as Annalise circled around behind me. I didn’t want to take my eyes off her fabulous body for even a second. I didn’t want to deny myself that stunning sight, even though I knew it was only making me weaker for her and her schemes.

Annalise’s corset creaked as she crouched on the floor behind me, binding the rope around my wrists. It was softer than I had imagined it would be, but my mistress pulled it tight all the same, making sure I wouldn’t be able to escape. As if I would try. As if I wanted anything more than this. Tying my hands together behind my back, Annalise left one end of the rope long, and she held that end of the rope as she circled around to stand in front of me again, holding it like a leash while I kneeled at her feet.

“Well, you know the drill, slave boy,” she said. “Why don’t you kiss Mistress’s boots to show her you know you’re not worthy to be in my presence?”

Her words stung, of course. They were supposed to. They were supposed to make me feel small and weak and pathetic, and that’s exactly what they did. But I did it anyway. On my knees, I bowed at the waist, leaning over precariously to plant my lips against the top of her feet. I kissed each of her leather boots, first one, then the other, my cheeks burning with shame, and that shame flowing through me to fuel my arousal as I groveled in front of woman who, in that moment, as in many others, genuinely looked like some kind of goddess. My cock would not stop throbbing, and even the feel of her feet through the soft leather of her boots was enough to turn me on. And as I kissed, performing my pathetic act of submission, I gazed up at her and her beautiful body standing above me, and I almost trembled with desire. This was nothing, I told myself. If this was what it took to have her, in whatever way she let me, it was worth it. It was always worth it, all the shame and humiliation, all the disgrace. It was all a small price to pay to be with a woman like her.

“Lick them,” Annalise ordered, giving a slight tug on the rope tied around my wrists. “Shine them for me with your tongue.”

And I did. After all, I told myself, what was the difference? I stuck out my tongue, running it over the leather of her boots, tasting the bitterness and feeling every ounce of my total shame, just the way Annalise wanted me to.

“That’s a good boy,” Annalise said, smiling down at me. “See? You can learn your place after all. You just need to be reminded. And you’re going to let Tanya use you, too, aren’t you? You belong to me now, and that means you do everything I say. And if I’m not there, you do what Tanya says. Guys like you need to learn that women are always superior. You need someone with a vagina to tell you what to do and to give you permission to exist. That’s how you earn the sex I know you want with me. Don’t you?”

“Oh, yes, Mistress,” I said. I was so desperate by now, so worked up to a fever pitch of desire, that I would say and do anything. Besides, in my state of arousal, what she was saying sounded unbelievably sexy to me. There was nothing I wanted more. I knew it was outrageous, ridiculous, potentially dangerous. But I no longer cared. All that anger and irritation I had felt before at Annalise completely overstepping the bounds of our relationship to tell Tanya about us was gone. Now, all I could see was the possibilities it created.

“Good. That’s a good boy. Now, I have another use for that tongue of yours.”

I raised my head from her feet to see Annalise sliding her thumbs underneath her corset, under the waistband of the tiny panties she wore. As she pulled them down, I saw she had put them on over the suspenders that held up her stockings for just that reason. She pushed them down her body, and her pussy shone in front of me, her lips already swollen with desire. I was completely entranced. Her panties slid down over her boots, and she stepped out of them, picking them up. Then, she stepped toward me, spreading her legs as she placed her free hand on the back of my head and pulled me toward her.

Not that she needed to. There was nothing I wanted to do more. I lunged forward with my hands tied behind my back, already sticking out my tongue, eager to taste the divine sex of my mistress. And as I gratefully licked her pussy, Annalise closed her eyes, her mouth opening as she let out a long moan that reverberated in the empty space of the basement.

It had been a strange road to get here. But as her cries of pleasure reverberated around the basement she threatened to make into my future prison, I couldn’t regret a single step of it.


    
11. Annalise’s Basement

Annalise’s moans were loud, made even louder by the echo in the basement of the house she had just taken possession of. The house I came with, the kinky deal the two of us had worked out together now put into action. I was there to serve her, and that was exactly what I was doing, and nothing turned me on more than the thought that this is what she wanted, what she demanded of me, what she was willing to break all the normal rules of human behavior to get.

It was incredible.

Her pussy tasted like heaven as I continued to lick her, kneeling on the cold basement floor with my hands tied behind my back. I didn’t even notice the discomfort of the position I was in. I didn’t even think about how insane it was that we were doing this, how wild to be going down on her in this empty house, being used for her pleasure like some kind of living sex toy. I was too caught up in the moment, and nothing else mattered. I didn’t even think about work, about Tanya, about all the changes in my life that had happened recently. There was no room in my mind for anything except what was now going on, no room for anything except Annalise as she stood above me dressed in corset and boots, enjoying every moment of being completely in charge, completely desirable, completely in control.

I was a slave. In the light of day, when I was at work or at home, alone, trying to rationalize everything that had happened and everything I had allowed to be done to me, that seemed like a joke. A kinky game, the kind of thing I had heard of people doing but never engaged in myself. At moments like this, when I was kneeling on the floor in Annalise’s basement, my hands tied behind my back in a way that I genuinely couldn’t escape, it was impossible to ignore the reality of it. I was reduced to an object, just a willing and hungry tongue with the sole purpose of bringing pleasure to this woman who demanded so much, who saw it as her right to treat me like this. And if I allowed it, maybe it was. Maybe the fact that she was powerful enough to make me submit like this proved her right to do so. For me, in that moment, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was how it felt. And it felt incredible.

Annalise kept moaning, and unlike last time we had played together in this house, I didn’t have to worry about anything else. It was her house now, and this was what she wanted. This was what she had forced me into, as if I would ever have chosen anything else, given the option. That was what felt so amazing, or part of it, anyway. In the end, this beautiful goddess was only making me do I wanted more than anything anyway.

Annalise’s pussy spasmed against my tongue. I thrust the muscular organ deeper inside, desperately seeking her pleasure. I could feel the wet walls of her sex spasming around me, and I knew she was getting close. I knew I was doing my job, the job she had recruited me for, the job she was training me to perform at this very moment. Bringing her pleasure was all that mattered, and I devoted myself to it with a single-mindedness that was almost obsessive, desperate to make her explode, as if her climax was actually mine. It wasn’t, of course. But underlying it all was the certain knowledge that the more I pleased her, the more likely my mistress was to give me what I wanted. What it felt like I needed in that moment, as much as I needed oxygen to breathe. Giving Annalise pleasure was its own kind of bliss, but at the same time, it was the promise of getting more that made me work so hard.

Annalise cried out. I felt her hand gripping the back of my head tightly, her thighs trembling on either side of my face. Suddenly, the juices of her orgasm, already trickling out of her, exploded in a hot flood, and I lapped them up with desperate desire. For a moment, she stood like that, eyes closed, head thrown back, an expression that mimicked pain on her beautiful face. But I knew it was pleasure I was looking at, a deep and powerful pleasure that I had given her.

As her climax came and went, Annalise shuddered. She sighed loudly, then stepped back, the high heels of her boots once again loud on the floor. Her cheeks were flushed from her orgasm, her eyes shining like glass as she looked at me. And as a sly smile spread across her face, I couldn’t keep myself from mimicking it. I smiled back at her, feeling the juices of her orgasm cooling on my face. All my fears and doubts were removed, at least for a little while. As crazy as this all was, as hard as it was to believe that Annalise had reduced me to this, it felt so good in that moment that I knew better than to question it. It was the most exciting experience of my life, serving her. As humiliating as it might be, there was nothing I wanted more.

“Stand up,” Annalise ordered. She was used to giving orders. Again, I noticed that she gave them as if it never occurred to her that I might disobey, that I might argue. She was right about that. I rose to my feet, only realizing how numb my knees had gone once I stood. But Annalise didn’t care about that. My comfort wasn’t even a consideration. She was fully in the grip of her own sexual dominance now, and it was an unbelievably beautiful sight to see.

She was still holding one end of the rope that was tied around my wrists, and as she turned away from me, she used in like a leash to lead me across the basement with her. Not that I wouldn’t have followed anyway. The bewitching hourglass shape of her body called to me, her bare ass swaying from side to side with every step she took, the laces of her black corset revealing glimpses of the soft skin underneath while her high heels clicked rhythmically on the floor. I would follow a body like that anywhere. I would follow her forever, desperate to feel the pleasure I knew that she could give me, willing to worship at the feet of a goddess like that on command.

Annalise walked toward one wall of the basement. Still holding the end of the rope in one hand, she leaned forward, the steel boning of her leather corset creaking as she spread her legs and leaned against the wall. She placed both her palms against the wall, supporting herself with them, the red rope hanging in a low loop from one hand to my hands bound behind my back. And as she shifted her weight in her high-heeled boots, spreading her legs even further, I saw her pussy shining between her legs, and hope swelled in my heart, my cock throbbing desperately for her.

“You know what to do, slave,” Annalise said. As she spoke, she didn’t even turn her head to look at me. Her face was hidden from me by her black hair hanging down over her shoulders. But I imagined how she looked. I could imagine the light that burned in her eyes, the one I had seen so many times before. The way her whole gorgeous face lit up when she was in charge like this, when she knew exactly what she was doing.

“But don’t you dare cum until I give you permission,” she added.

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I said, the words falling immediately from my lips with no effort on my part. At moments like this, it just seemed to come naturally. Submitting to her, giving in to her outrageous commands, felt like the most normal thing in the world at times like this. As if the wasn’t a man alive who could resist her dominant power. Besides, more than ever, she was ordering me to do exactly what I wanted most in the world anyway.

I stepped forward. My throbbing cock pressed against her body, the bulbous head sliding over her ass as I sought out that wet slot I could still taste in my mouth. As I leaned against her, Annalise reached one hand down under herself, bending even more as she took my cock in her hand and slid it inside herself. We both groaned then, letting out a long moan of pleasure that echoed in the empty basement, our bliss harmonizing with itself.

And then, as Annalise placed her hand back on the wall, bracing herself, I began to fuck my beautiful Mistress.

It felt incredible. After the fever pitch of desire she had worked me up into, it felt absolutely amazing to be inside her. Her pussy was tight and warm and wet, and I slid easily in and out of her as I pushed my hips back-and-forth, every thrust bringing both of us pleasure. Already, I could feel the wet walls of her pussy trembling and spasming around me, and I growled deep in my throat as I tried to hold back. If I had been allowed, I didn’t doubt that I could have exploded right there and then. After all, I just wanted her so badly.

And looking at her wasn’t helping, but I couldn’t turn my eyes away. She looked absolutely amazing, bent over in front of me like this, the laces of the corset running up her back, her round ass pressed against me, her face hidden by her long black hair. In the admittedly brief time I had known her, it wasn’t like her to take a somewhat submissive position like this, but it couldn’t have turned me on more. Besides, one thing about Annalise was that she always did exactly what she wanted, whatever it might be, and she didn’t care how it might look to others, ever. That was something I admired about her.

But it wasn’t admiration I was feeling as I continued to drive my throbbing cock in and out of her spasming pussy. It was pleasure and desire and a little bit of fear, too, as I tried my best to resist my natural urge to orgasm. Annalise was wailing now, her screams bouncing back from the concrete floor as she howled, her whole body trembling as I thrust my cock as deep inside her as it would go. We were both panting, breathless with exertion, both moaning and crying out as bolts of pleasure raced through both of us. It was a wild animalistic sound, the ancient music of sex ringing out in the basement of my mistress’s new house. I didn’t dare cum without her permission, but again, it seemed impossible to resist. The most natural impulse in the world, the pleasure she was calling out of me, boiling inside me like molten lava, making me grit my teeth as I fucked her and tried to hold out.

Annalise screamed as she came. Her orgasm was no surprise, but the sheer power of it seemed to catch her off guard somehow. I cried out loud too as I felt the powerful contraction of her pussy around my cock, felt the pure pleasure that made her body vibrate like a tuning fork to my movements. Again, hot juices poured out of her, dripping this time over my cock and balls, falling in fat drops on the bare floor beneath us. Annalise’s climax seemed to go on and on, leaving her throat ragged from her screams, leaving the walls of the basement ringing with her joyous shouts.

But finally, the peak of her pleasure came and went. And I still stood behind her, still sliding my cock in and out of her, more slowly this time, trying to control myself while sweat beaded on my brow.

Annalise straightened up. Reaching behind her back, she placed her hand on my lower stomach and pushed me gently but firmly away. I groaned in a mixture of pleasure and frustration as my cock slid easily out of her streaming pussy, and the basement air felt cold on my hot skin as her juices dripped from my throbbing member. Annalise turned around to smile at me, sweeping her dark hair back from her face where it clung to her shining cheeks. More than ever, she looked radiant with bliss, the powerful orgasms she had just had shining from every pore of her body. I had no doubt that I had pleasured her. After all, I had felt that orgasm swelling up inside her as intimately as if it were my own. Still, it felt good to see her like this. She was always so poised, so beautiful, so in control, and the only time she had so much as a hair out of place was at times like this. It felt good to know I had pleased her. It felt good to know I had made this woman cum, even if I hadn’t been allowed an orgasm of my own.

“Good boy,” she said condescendingly. Playfully, she slapped the end of the red rope she held against my bare chest that was rising and falling rapidly as I struggled to recover myself. “I guess you do have some uses around here. That’s good, because that’s all you’re for now. Pleasing Mistress. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I gasped. I did understand. Of all the things you could accuse Annalise of, being unclear wasn’t one of them. And as horny as I was, as frustrated as I felt at not being granted the orgasm I craved, I was still in a mindset where I would say and do anything to please her. That, I suppose, was the point. Annalise understood this submissive side of my sexuality far better than I did, and she knew how to use it to her advantage. She knew that by keeping me wound up and turned on, she would keep me obedient to her kinky desires.

“Get over here,” she said.

Without waiting for a response from me, she turned on her high heels and stalked across the basement. Again, I had no choice but to comply as she led me across the room by the red rope tied to my wrists. Again, I marveled at the sight of her body, her incredible hourglass figure taunting and teasing me, my dripping cock pointing straight at her delectable ass as I watched it sway from side to side.

The basement was mostly unfinished, but the previous owner had put in a couple of walls. The heating system was hidden inside a room without a door, and that’s where Annalise led me, switching on the light. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she had me turn, moving me to stand with my back to the furnace.

Taking hold of the red rope with both hands, she passed it behind a couple of pipes. Then, she wrapped it around my neck.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered, and when I did, she wrapped the rope around my head three times, three strands of it in my mouth, between my teeth, depressing my tongue. Then, she threaded the rope under the loop she had placed around my neck, and tied it off to the same pipes. I just stood there, breathing heavily, staring at her and her beautiful body in amazement, all will to resist or defy her drained away by how badly I wanted her. She knew that, of course. As I stood there, my desperate cock pointing up at her and throbbing with humiliating desire, she wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly, her skin shining with her own hot juices.

“I’m done with you for now,” she said, those gorgeous eyes staring deep into mine. “So you’re going to stay right here, and not make a sound. I don’t want to hear from you until I decide to use you again, whatever that is. Whenever I feel like it. You know, I thought about gagging you with my panties, but I’m going to need them. Still, this should keep you quiet. Besides, trust me. You don’t want to make a sound and have your predicament discovered.”

Discovered by who? The question exploded in my brain, but I couldn’t ask. The rope in my mouth was a crude but effective gag, preventing me from closing my jaw, limiting how much I could move my tongue. When I tried to speak, all that came out was incomprehensible noise. And Annalise giggled at that, delighted as always with her total control over my body, her ability to decide what I would do and when and how.

Still stroking my cock, Annalise leaned forward. The smell of her body and the sex we had just had intoxicated me as she pressed her face against mine, kissing my open mouth. Then, her eyes lingering on me for a moment as she stepped away, she turned. I watched her go, that gorgeous body swaying its way out of my sight, disappearing through the open doorway and around the corner. I listened to her high heels clicking on the floor as she moved through the basement, taking a moment out there. Then, I heard her climbing the stairs to the rest of the house. The door shut behind her, and she was gone.

Some predicament this was. When I showed up to meet her here, I knew something was going to happen. I hadn’t imagined exactly this, but I told myself I was prepared for the possibilities. I knew what Annalise liked, after all. And I was getting a better handle all the time on what I liked, too.

Still, I wanted her badly. My desire was still vibrating inside me, my cock still rockhard. All I could think about was her, still tasting her pussy in my mouth, still feeling the ghost of the vibrations of her body against mine. And I listened, but I could only occasionally hear footsteps on the floor above me, the sound of her moving around her new house. I couldn’t imagine what she might be doing up there. After all, there was nothing to do. No furniture.

And then, it hit me. My heart clenched like a fist in my chest as a cold thrill raced up my spine. She had told me the movers were coming. She was waiting for them. And that meant I, tied up and helpless in her basement just like she had promised, was going to have to wait, too.

The time passed slowly, my brain buzzing with fear and desire and, strangely, a kind of admiration. She was so devious, so wild, that I couldn’t help but be impressed by it, even when I was the victim of another of her crazy schemes. And when I finally heard a knock at the door, heard her high heels drumming on the floor above me as she went to answer it, I held my breath.

I could hear them talking, could hear the male voice that answered her. But I couldn’t make out what they said. I certainly heard her high heels moving on the floor above me, and the heavier, duller tread of a man following her. I felt that clenching in my heart again as I wondered what she was wearing. Had she answered the door just as she was, appearing to the strangers in her leather corset and fishnet stockings and tall leather boots? A strange stab of jealousy raced through me as I pictured it, remembering how she had said she would need her panties. I knew Annalise was bold, wild, confident in a way no woman I had ever met before was. But was she really that uninhibited? I hadn’t heard her go outside to her car, and she didn’t have any clothes here. The only thing she could possibly have done to cover herself up was put her coat back on. Even that would still make her look unbelievably sexy and provocative. At the same time, as my cock throbbed away there in the utility closet, I found myself hoping she hadn’t covered up.

There was nothing else I could do but stand there and listen. So that’s what I did. And for a long time, all I heard was the heavy steps of men unloading furniture into her house. I could hear Annalise’s voice from time to time, telling them where to put something. Sometimes, I heard her high heels clicking on the floor above me as she led the men to wherever she wanted them to go. It went on for a long time, and after a while, it felt almost like I had entered a bad dream. Except this was real. And the urgent throbbing of my cock never went down, never softened even a little. Imprisoned against my will and being helpless to do anything about it – it was all so sexy to me. It was all so unbelievably erotic, and it made me want her even more, if that was possible.

Then, the door to the basement opened. I heard Annalise’s high heels descending the stairs, and behind her, the tread of men. In the utility closet, I was hidden from their view, but there was no door, and all it would take would be for someone to stick their head around the corner, and they would see me standing there, bound and naked and embarrassingly turned on. Silently, I raged. I trembled. Torn between anger and terror and deep arousal, I didn’t know what to think. But of course, Annalise wanted me to understand that it didn’t matter what I thought or how I felt. This was what she wanted to do, and that was all that mattered.

“You can put that right there,” Annalise said, and I heard the men grunt as I set down some heavy item of furniture. There was a slight pause, and then I heard one of them speak.

“So this is going to be your dungeon, I guess?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Annalise said, and I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. She was totally unashamed, completely uninhibited. She didn’t care who knew the kind of sex she enjoyed. Again, I had a vision of her standing there in front of some moving man, dressed like the dominatrix she was, and my cock surged desperately at the outrageous idea.

“I never really got into all that whips and chains stuff myself,” the man said.

“No? It’s not for everyone. Then again, you might be surprised. I know a lot of guys who didn’t think they were into this kind of thing until they met me.”

“Yeah, I bet,” the man said, and Annalise giggled. There was no doubt in my mind. They were flirting. My cheeks burned with jealousy as I stood there, forced to listen and unable to do anything about it.

“I like the outfit though,” the man said. And as he spoke, I heard a new noise. It was kind of creaking sound, almost like the sound Annalise’s leather boots made when she moved in them, except much louder. The furniture, I guessed. Someone was sitting on whatever it was the man brought down the stairs.

“You like this outfit?”

“Yeah, I love it,” the man said with a smile in his voice. And now there was no doubt. My Mistress was out there in her sexy lingerie, completely exposed to men she didn’t even know, and she was loving it.

There was a pause, a moment of silence in which I felt as if the noise of my own heartbeat might give my presence away. And then, Annalise spoke, and it took everything I had in me not to let out a loud groan of shock and despair and jealousy as I heard her next words.

“Well, why don’t you do something about it? Both of you.”

There was another pause. Maybe the men had been taken by surprise by such a bold offer from such a stunning woman. But clearly, it didn’t set them back on their heels for long. They didn’t say anything else. I just heard them move, heard a rustle of clothing, heard things falling to the ground. And then, I heard Annalise let out a breath, I heard the wet sound of someone kissing someone else, and I stood trembling in the closet, sweating in the warmth of the furnace, my heart on fire with disbelief and rage and unrivaled desire.

I heard them moving out there. I heard the furniture, whatever it was, creak. And I heard Annalise gasp. It was a gasp I knew well. A sound of excitement, a sound of growing desire. The furniture creaked again, and this time, I heard her moan.

The movements out there got louder, more forceful, more insistent. And along with them, so did Annalise’s cries of pleasure. And now I knew, beyond any doubt. She was having sex with them. With both of them, two men she had never met before now using that beautiful body that I had to earn the right to please. I drooled from the ropes in my mouth, gagging me, and my cock throbbed desperately in the warm air, and there was nothing I could do except listen to the mounting cries of pleasure of the woman who now owned me. Those cries were muffled, and I trembled as I wondered why. Even though I couldn’t see anything, I could imagine it all as if it were happening right in front of me, my mind tormenting me with the vision of Annalise, on her hands and knees in her sexy corset and boots, getting fucked from behind by one guy while she orally pleasured another. She was such a slut. It was unbelievable. And yet, somehow, it only made me want her more.

It went on a long time. Just from the sound of the movements, from the moaning and groaning going on in the basement, I could tell how passionate this threesome was. I could hear Annalise shrieking with pleasure as she enjoyed one orgasm after another, so greedy, so uninhibited, so wild. And the men took full advantage of what had to seem like the most unbelievable luck. They fucked her hard, making her scream, making her cum, enjoying every inch of that incredible body that I so desperately craved, that made me willing to do whatever this goddess said.

My cock ached from being so hard for so long without relief. But that, I knew, was the point. Annalise had threatened to teach me my place, and she was doing just that in a way I knew I was never going to forget.

Her moans of pleasure, along with those of the moving guys, went on and on. And standing there bound and gagged and naked in a closet, all I could do was listen.


    
12. Caged For Disobedience

Standing there in the closet in the half-finished basement of Annalise’s new home, I felt almost as if I was losing my mind. How could this be reality? How could this actually be happening? It was absolutely beyond belief. And yet, it was the world I found myself plunged into, seduced by her beauty and made helpless by my desire for her.

It was the first time in my life I had ever witnessed someone having sex. I mean, I’ve watched my share of videos; I’ll admit to that. But I had never been in the room with someone while they had sex without me. From where I stood, tied to the furnace vents, I couldn’t see what was happening. But I didn’t need to. I could hear everything, and my vivid imagination filled in the blanks.

I could picture Annalise perfectly, every inch of her gorgeous body absolutely radiant as she pleasured two men at once. Dressed up in her sexy lingerie, looking like sex personified, giving herself to men whose names she probably didn’t even know. It was the most outrageously provocative behavior I had ever seen from anyone, and part of me thought that maybe I should be mad about it. Maybe I should be enraged. Maybe I should be livid that she thought she could get away with treating me this way, that she was so confident and secure in her power that she didn’t even question her ability to do whatever the hell she wanted.

But I didn’t. I didn’t think that way. Instead, my mind was occupied entirely by my almost demonic lust. I trembled where I stood, aching for her, desiring her with a passion and force unlike any I had ever felt before. And given the way I had wanted Annalise from the moment I met her, in this very house, that was saying a lot. But this was something else. This was like a hot nail driven into my psyche, like a lightning rod conducting a wild charge up and down my spine, setting me on fire with a kind of focusless jealous rage. She was the one doing this to me, she was the one making me feel like this, yet somehow, I wasn’t mad at her. I couldn’t be. I wanted her too badly, and that meant I was completely under her spell.

And from outside, the sounds of pleasure went on and on. I heard her moaning as an orgasm came and went, and her moans were muffled, and I cringed with helpless rage as I knew exactly why. At one point, I heard the men exchange a few words, and then I heard movement from outside. Again, I heard leather creaking, her body moving, heard Annalise’s breathless gasps as she repositioned herself. I heard the footsteps of the men, heavy on the concrete floor, moving around the body of the woman I so feverishly desired. And then, the whole thing started all over again.

Annalise was gasping and spluttering. I could hear her moaning and groaning, leaving me in no doubt about just how much pleasure she was feeling. I stood there, helpless, my cock raging as if it were about to burst, as I listened to her have another orgasm, and then another one. The unknown men out there were using her like a piece of meat, and from the moans and groans my mistress was making, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she was absolutely loving it. She was having the time of her life, and even though I hadn’t known her for very long, I knew that knowing she had me tied up and helpless and forced to listen to what I wanted and couldn’t have would only make the whole situation even more arousing for a goddess like her.

But no matter how I struggled and strained, the ropes tied around me held fast. There was no escape. And after all, I didn’t really know what I would have done if I could have freed myself, anyway. I could hardly burst out there, naked and erect, and impose my will on anyone. Standing there burning up with shame, I had to admit that even if I hadn’t been tied up, I wouldn’t have been able to do much more than pleasure myself to the wildly erotic sound of my mistress getting fucked.

After all, it was beautiful. There was no denying that. Listening to her moan and groan, listening to her gorgeous body thrash in the throes of sexual ecstasy, was one of the most powerfully arousing things I had ever heard in my life. Somehow, the fact I wasn’t involved made it even sexier, in a way. It made it possible to really listen, to really hear every moan and gasp, the way her voice caught in her throat as she scaled another orgasmic peak, in a way I couldn’t do what I was having sex myself.

Annalise was so beautiful, so sexy, that even listening to her torment me with selfish pleasure was an arousing experience of its own. And I was a tight ball of desire, every ounce of my being consumed by this monstrous lust that swept everything else away. In some ways, as I had noticed before, that made things easier. I didn’t need to think about anything else. I just needed to listen and crave and feel every last bit of my deep humiliation to know that the woman I wanted more than anything in the world was clearly willing to fuck just about anyone except me.

For me, these were uncharted waters. Not for Annalise, though. I once again found myself wondering about her past. What had led her to this? What had made her the incredible woman she undeniably was? Maybe I would never know, and I didn’t know why it mattered to me. I just knew that it did. She had captured me like no woman ever had, not even Marta back when we first met. Annalise was unbelievable, the sheer intensity of what she did to me beyond anything I had experienced with anyone else, and at times, especially times like this, it almost felt like I was drowning in my desperate need for her. Like I was being swept away by a great wave that I couldn’t control and couldn’t fight against, that I was in the grip of something infinitely more powerful than I was. I suppose that was true. And it wasn’t even Annalise, or not solely her, anyway. It was me. My own desire was a weapon she used against me. I had never imagined anyone using it so well.

The sounds of sex went on and on. Every time I thought it was about to finish, that all three of them must be getting tired by now, it would start up again. Tied and gagged in her doorless furnace room, I had no way of accurately measuring the time. I could only go by what I felt, and to me, it felt like they were at it for hours. Long hours in which I had endless time to ponder what had become of me, endless time to ask myself how I had gotten into such a ridiculous predicament. And always, the answer came back the same. Because, on some level, I wanted this. Because I wanted Annalise, and submitting to her was the price I had to pay for that. But also because part of the reason I wanted her so badly was because she was the way she was. Because she was this demanding, selfish, uncompromising, unbelievable dominatrix. Because no one had ever made me feel the way she did.

And finally, at last, the sex outside came to an end. I heard Annalise shriek, and for once, I heard her mouth was empty, so that her cries rang out loud and proud in the echoing space of the basement. At almost the same time, I heard one of the men groan, dissolving in his own powerful release. I heard Annalise spluttered with laughter as the other man groaned too, both of them moaning like animals, the sound of it horrifying me, tormenting me with the unmistakable sign of the pleasure I wasn’t allowed to have.

After that, there was a pause. A heavy silence in which the only sound was that of heavy breathing, three people trying to compose themselves after strenuous sex. Maybe even Annalise was struggling to believe what had happened. Maybe even she needed a moment to process what she had done. I didn’t doubt that the moving men could hardly believe it. Life, after all, is not a dirty movie, and I would be shocked to learn that anything like this had ever happened to them before in their professional lives. I didn’t have to have watched everything that went on to know they would never forget it, or her. But what they had done with my beautiful mistress would remain a source of delight and amusement for them for the rest of their lives, just as it would remain a source of shame for me.

I heard that loud creak of leather again as somebody moved. And I heard Annalise’s voice, still faintly breathless from the multiple orgasms they had given her, dripping with the pleasure she probably still felt radiating through that gorgeous body. But my mistress was never sentimental. I knew from experience just how little Annalise cared what other people thought of her, and how pointless she found it pandering to the feelings of others. She took what she wanted, and that was that. Once again, she had done exactly that.

“Well, that was fun,” I heard her say. “I guess you boys have other jobs to get to. And I don’t suppose, under the circumstances, a tip is strictly necessary.”

“No,” one of the men said breathlessly while Annalise giggled. “That was amazing.”

“Yeah, it kinda was,” Annalise said. “But now I need you guys to leave so I can finish moving in.”

There was a pause, just a slight one.

“Can – can we have your number or something?” One of the moving men asked. And Annalise laughed, a bubbling and melodious sound that echoed have the basement.

“Oh, I don’t think so,” she said. “This was fun, but it was most definitely a one-time thing. Go on, guys. Get out of here.”

Her words might’ve sounded harsh, but the way she delivered them took the edge off them. So different to the way she sometimes bossed me around. Still, the moving men seem to get the message. As reluctant as they undoubtedly were to leave this gorgeous woman, even after they had had climaxes of their own, it was clear that Annalise wasn’t joking, even if she said her words with a smile. I heard the rustle of clothing as they dressed themselves again, heard their heavy footsteps on the basement floor. Finally, I heard them climbing the stairs. I went my heart pounding in my chest, and I listened to them walking across the floor above us, heading for the front door. The door opened and closed, and for a while, nothing happened. I listened as closely as I could over the sound of my heart hammering in my chest, and thought I picked up the sound of their truck engine starting. It drifted away, the two of them gone at last, and still, silence reigned in the basement of the house I had just sold.

But not for long. Soon, I heard the steady click of Annalise’s heels on the concrete floor. She was walking toward me, and with every step she took, my heart seemed to climb higher into my throat. Finally, she appeared around the corner, her striking eyes gazing right at me through the open doorway as she approached. She looked just as beautiful as I remembered. Maybe even more so, now that she was glowing with the radiance of recent sex. Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, and her beautiful eyes were on fire with that look I had seen in them before, only intensified even more now. There was no way to look at her in that moment and see anything except exactly what she was, a woman fully and thoroughly satisfied with what she had just done. But a woman who still, somehow, wasn’t finished. A woman so intoxicated by her own sexual power that she would keep pressing forward, new plans and schemes forming in her devious mind even as she walked toward me.

Annalise turned in front of me. Close enough to touch, if I hadn’t had my hands tied. I smelled her perfume, smelled the sex she had just had, felt the warmth and satisfaction radiating off her body, and it felt like some wild hormonal surge that only fueled my ridiculous desire. My cock was rock hard, pointing up at her as ever in worship, and of course, Annalise noticed. Her full lips spread in a sly smile as she reached out and wrapped her fingers around my manhood, holding it gently, almost possessively.

“How was that, cuck?” she said, letting me hear the faint sneer of contempt in her voice as she spoke to me. “How did it feel listening to me get fucked by two dirty, sweaty moving guys? Did it make you jealous? Did you wish you were them?”

I tried to speak, but the rope in my mouth prevented me from forming any intelligible words. Instead, I frantically nodded my head, and Annalise laughed, getting the message. Of course, with my rockhard cock throbbing desperately in her hand, she could hardly be unaware of how I felt about what had just happened. She knew exactly what she had done to me. She had all the proof she needed right there in front of her.

“You should get used to that. I really enjoy sex, and I enjoy it even more when I know I’m denying it to somebody even as I give it to someone else. Besides, I’m way too hot to be stuck with just one guy. I assume you’re okay with that?”

Her eyes flickered over my face as she spoke, just for a second. She wasn’t asking permission, of course. A mistress like her would never do that. Still, this was a kind of pivotal moment. In her own way, she was checking in on me, without dropping the character of the sadistic and selfish dominatrix she played so well. It seemed crazy at the time, and it seems even crazier now, but that little check-in made my heart expand, made a feeling of ridiculous warmth toward her spread through my chest. I should be mad, I thought to myself. I should be furious. But I wasn’t. I wanted her. No woman had ever done anything like this to me, and I had never imagined that they would, or that I would want them to. But now that it had happened, I was completely entranced by this new aspect of her unbelievable sexual dominance.

“Look how bad you still want me,” Annalise said with a giggle. I groaned and trembled as she slid her hand up and down my cock, drawing more bright burning pleasure out of my frustrated body as I stood trembling in front of her. “You want to fuck me so badly right now, don’t you?”

Again, I nodded, making wordless sounds with my mouth. And again, Annalise laughed.

“Well, you know how that goes. If you want something, you need to give something up to get it. Namely, your freedom. If I let you fuck me right now, you have to do exactly as you’re told. No matter what it is. Even afterward. Understand, bitch?”

I didn’t even hesitate. Again, I nodded, making those wordless sounds with my mouth, and again, Annalise chuckled. It was all so easy for her, and she knew that. She knew just how incapable I was of resisting her. She had proven to me over and over again just how wild she could be, just how willing she was to make me do degrading and humiliating things. And yet I wasn’t even hesitating to agree to more of the same treatment. That was what this woman did to me.

“Alright then,” Annalise said. Releasing her grip on my cock, she reached behind me and untied the rope from the pipes. Then, she unwound it from around my head and neck, letting it hang slack between us as she held it in her hand, connected to my bound wrists. I moved my jaw, working out the stiffness that came from having it held open by the rope. And Annalise looked me up and down, still dressed in her fabulous lingerie that displayed her hypnotically desirable body. Perfectly in control, as always.

“Okay, horny boy. Come with me.”

She already knew. Holding one end of the rope, she turned, and once again, I studied the shape and motion of her glorious ass as I followed along behind her. The clicking sound of her high heels on the concrete floor matched the drumbeat of my own heart as I followed while she led us out of the utility closet and into the main area of the basement.

What I saw there shocked me. After everything I had done with Annalise, you might’ve thought I was beyond being shocked, but somehow, this woman always found new ways to surprise me.

Annalise’s basement was furnished now. Against one wall, I could see a huge cross made of black wood with shackles attached to each point. Beside it, there was a shelving unit, empty for now, but I could easily imagine it heavy with the tools and toys of the dominatrix she was. But that wasn’t what caught my attention the most. In the center of the room, as if put there for the purpose of being displayed, a heavy black metal cage made me gasp in surprise.

The cage was big, big enough for the largest of dogs, but already, I knew that wasn’t what it was for. It was for people. It was for men. As I looked at it, I saw that the top was padded with a thick cushion covered in black leather, and at once, the loud creaking sound I had heard while she had sex with the moving crew became clear to me. It had happened right there, right on top of that cage, and the moving men must’ve known exactly the kind of woman she was as they moved this furniture into her basement. Annalise didn’t care. She was proud of her dominant nature, proud of the power over others her beauty gave her. And as I looked at the cage, I felt a thrill of fear go through me like cold water poured over my head.

But Annalise led me toward the cage, the rope growing momentarily taut between us as she dragged me forward. I heard the creak and groan of that leather cushion under the weight of her beautiful body again as she climbed on top of it. She leaned back on her elbows as she turned over onto her back, her eyes shining as she looked up at me, still pulling steadily on the rope. And while she did that, he spread her legs, and inevitably, my eyes dropped toward her sex. I could see her juices shining there between her puffy pink lips, and not just hers, either. My stomach spasmed as I thought about the moving men fucking her while I listened, knowing I was now seeing the wreckage of the sex I hadn’t been allowed to have. But my cock kept remorselessly throbbing, not letting me forget even for a second just how badly I wanted her. Annalise pulled on the rope, no longer smiling, instead looking at me with an expression of desire on her beautiful face. I stepped forward, my cock rockhard, ready to do its job, not caring who else had had her or how. Pleasure, after all, was all that mattered now.

I stood at one end of the cage, between the spread legs of my mistress, and Annalise reached down with one hand take hold of my cock and guide me inside her. My throbbing member slid easily into her, and I tried not to think about the mingled juices that lubricated our sex. The woman was insatiable, absolutely unbelievable, and I had never in my life had sex with a woman right after she had taken on multiple other men, but in that moment, I didn’t care.

Annalise sighed as I entered her, and I groaned in desperate pleasure. Her eyes were locked on mine, her free hand still holding the rope that connected us, and I saw her eyelids flutter as I began to move my hips back and forth.

“How does that feel, slut?” she sneered at me. “You like my sloppy seconds?”

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I said, already slightly breathless from my exertions. And Annalise laughed, a laugh of dominant cruelty and sadistic pleasure that I had heard before, but that I never stopped being turned on by.

“Well, that’s all a bitch like you deserves,” she said. “In fact, you don’t even really deserve that. But you looked so desperate, standing there in my utility room, that I thought I’d be nice to you for once. So enjoy it. And don’t ruin this for me. Don’t you dare cum until I give you permission, okay?”

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I panted. As usual, her command seemed almost impossible to fulfill. But as usual, I knew I had no choice. I wanted nothing more than to please her; almost nothing more, anyway. And I knew that if I wanted to feel pleasure like this again, to feel the raw joy and passion of having sex with this unbelievable woman, I had to do what she said.

So I did. I fucked her hard, driving my cock in and out of her dripping pussy, and soon, she was once again moaning and howling in pleasure. The heavy steel cage she lay on shock to the rhythm of my thrusts, and I growled like an animal, staring down at her the whole time, the image of her pleasure and her body and her sexy outfit burning itself once again onto my brain. Those cries of passion intoxicated me once more, making me weak for her all over again. And even as I fought my hardest to obey her cruel command, Annalise held nothing back. She let the room ring with her cries of bliss, and I groaned as I felt her wet pussy tighten around my cock in the unmistakable throes of orgasm. Her creamy breasts heaved in the top of her corset, bouncing with the rhythm of our sex and with her heavy breathing, and she looked infinitely desirable, and I clenched my teeth and made fists of my bound hands as I fought against the desperate impulse rising up inside me.

“Please – Mistress – please, I’m about to cum,” I panted. And at my words, Annalise let out a long groan of pure pleasure.

“You think you deserve that, bitch?” she said in a voice that vibrated with sexual bliss.

“No, Mistress,” I growled through gritted teeth. “But I can’t help it. You’re so beautiful and so sexy, and I – my God!”

And then, I exploded. I had Annalise gasp as she felt my orgasm inside her, the hot gush of pleasure pouring out of me and into her. My cock surged desperately, my balls pulled up tight against my body, every ounce of my being devoted to emptying myself into her over and over again. And of course, Annalise took it all. She took every drop I had to give her, crying out in pleasure as my orgasm seemed to trigger another one of hers. Her pussy contracted around me as if to take in every drop of what I had to give her, her eyes closing, her breasts rising higher on her chest as she howled with pure pleasure.

My orgasm was powerful, leaving me trembling where I stood at one end of the cage. But finally, it had to come to an end. And when it did, it left me gasping, lightheaded, overcome with the powerful physical sensations she had given me.

Annalise opened her eyes. The look on her face was indescribable, a mixture of pleasure and malice and excitement and satisfaction. Raising one leg, she placed the sole of one boot against my lower stomach and slowly but firmly pushed me away from her. My cock slid out of her dripping pussy, temporarily spent. But as she sat up, her body so beautifully displayed in her dominatrix outfit, I felt that my desire for her had not gone away.

“What a disappointment,” she said, shaking her head to make her jet-black ponytail sway from one shoulder to the other. She sat up on the padded top of the cage, then slid off the cushion, her high heels cracking on the floor. Almost as tall as me in her sexy footwear, she looked me up and down.

“Now, you know you need to be punished, don’t you, cuck?” she said. And I had nothing to reply. Of course I didn’t want to be punished, even though it turned me on so much to know that she gave herself that right. Besides, I knew nothing I might say would make any difference in that moment. Annalise, as always, was going to do whatever she wanted.

“Get down on your knees,” she ordered. And I did. Without hesitation, I sank to the cold concrete floor. Annalise was still holding the rope bound around my wrists as she circled around behind me and bent over at the end of the cage in front of me. She swung open the heavy door, and pointed inside.

“Get in there, slut,” she ordered. “Get in the cage where you belong while I decide what to do with you.”

“Annalise, please, Mistress,” I said. But it was no use begging. Annalise was no longer smiling, her beautiful face instead fixed in a firm expression. And I dreaded being kept in captivity like that again, unable to escape, but I also knew I had no choice. I shuffled forward awkwardly on my knees, my hands still bound behind me. I crawled into the cage, and Annalise swung the door shut behind me. She slid the heavy bolt into place, and a lock clicked, and fear bloomed in the pit of my stomach to know that I was her captive once again. This might all be a game, but that didn’t change the fact I couldn’t escape. I was stuck there until she decided otherwise.

With the door safely locked, Annalise stepped swiftly away from me, leaving the long rope that bound my wrists together trailing across the floor. Moving toward a corner of the basement, she picked up her phone, then walked back toward the cage.

“Smile, bitch,” she said as she took a photo of me in captivity, and then another. I didn’t smile. I couldn’t smile. Instead, I just gazed at the camera with an expression of shock and disbelief on my face as she captured this latest humiliation for posterity. Then, smiling down at the screen, she tapped her phone a few times before tucking it into the top of one of her boots.

“There,” she said, beaming with satisfaction. “I just sent those to your sexy little assistant so she can see what a pathetic loser you are. Now, be quiet down here. Your Mistress has lots of things to do, and you’re going to stay here until I decide how I want to use you next.”

Annalise didn’t wait for any kind of reply for me, and I had none to give her, anyway. Locked in the cage with my hands still tied, I simply watched as she turned on her high heels and stalked away from me. I watch those sexy boots climbing the stairs of the basement, heard the door shut behind me, and listened to the sound of her moving across the floor upstairs. Just as she had promised, I was her captive, her prisoner, her toy.

And there was nothing sexier to me than that.


    
13. Humiliated By His Secretary

I sat alone. There was nothing else to do but listen to where she was in the house, tracking her movements by the rhythmic motion of her high heels. For a while, it stopped, and I wondered if she had gone upstairs. But eventually, the sound came back, and whenever it did, my heart swelled with the hope that maybe this time, she would come down to the basement and play with me some more.

But she didn’t. Annalise, it was clear to me, knew the power of keeping me waiting. Because it only fueled my desire for her. I hadn’t been locked in the cage for long before I felt my cock swelling back to full hardness, turned on just by the idea of what she was doing to me and the position she had me in. To know she had the power to imprison me like this, to keep me in a cage like an animal, and that she was willing to do such an outrageous thing, was so unbelievably sexy to me. So sexy, in fact, that had my hands not been tied firmly behind my back, I might have given in to the temptation to take my throbbing cock in hand.

But that wasn’t an option, and something told me that Annalise had planned it that way. After all, she always seemed to know my desires even better than I did. She knew what I wouldn’t be able to keep myself from doing the moment she left me alone, and she made sure it couldn’t happen. She wanted me horny, frustrated, desperate. She knew I was more obedient that way. And so did I, and that knowledge only added to the shame I felt, and that, in turn, turned me on even more.

It was a strange cycle of denial and desire I was trapped in as I kneeled there in Annalise’s basement, a helpless sexual prisoner in the house I had sold to her. And as I kneeled, bent over under the low roof of the cage, my discomfort grow. The hard floor of the cage wouldn’t have been a comfortable place in the best of times, but with my hands tied behind my back, I had to take my full weight on my knees. There was barely room to move in there, but as it became clear that Annalise wasn’t coming to release me anytime soon, I managed to lean against the solid bars and then slide down them so that I could lie on my side on the floor. It wasn’t much. But it was the best I could do. And that’s how I lay there, curled up, naked and shivering with desire as I listened to my cruel Mistress moving around her new house.

Time passed. Just as it had it when I was tied up in the utility room, the minutes passed like hours. Again, I had no way of knowing how long it had been since she left me down there, but it felt like days. But no matter how long she kept me caged and helpless, my cock refused to soften, my desire for her never diminishing by even the smallest amount. If anything, it grew. Just listening to her up there, knowing she was still dressed like the dominatrix she was, knowing that I was her personal property that she would keep locked away like anything else she owned until she decided to use it, was the sexiest thing imaginable.

And I didn’t dare cry out. I knew that would only make my goddess more angry. Besides, the soundproofing of the basement was one of the first things Annalise had tested when she viewed the house. I had never imagined back then that I would end up a prisoner here. I had certainly never imagined that I would enjoy it so much.

And then, my heart spasmed again as I heard something new. Annalise’s footsteps were quicker than before now as I moved to the front of the house, and I heard the front door open. Shame and fear bloomed inside me, the twin emotions that shaped so much of my time with her as I wondered what might happen next. Annalise, after all, seemed capable of just about anything. I had learned the hard way not to put anything past this unbelievable woman.

Footsteps echoed on the floor above me again. And this time, I realized with a strange swell of hope that I was listening to more than one pair of high heels. Whoever Annalise had let into her house, it was another woman, and without being able to express to myself exactly why, that seemed better than it being more men. And as those high heels made their way across the floor, the hope and the arousal that came with it only grew stronger. Pressing myself against the bars of the cage, I struggled back up onto my knees, and meanwhile, I heard the door at the top of the stairs open. Two sets of high heels descended the stairs, and two women came into view, feet first, while I kneeled in my cage and waited helplessly to see what came next.

Annalise led the way. The shiny black boots came down the stairs first, stepping carefully in her slender high heels on each step. Above that, I saw the fishnet stockings that clung to her shapely legs, held up by suspenders. She had put on a pair of black panties again, over the suspenders, hiding the pussy I craved so desperately. Above that, she was still wearing her black corset that shaped her body into such an unbelievable hourglass figure. She still had her hair tied back, still looking every inch the dominatrix that she was, completely unashamed and uninhibited to despite herself like this in front of just about anyone.

And as Annalise descended the steps, the other woman came into view behind her.

She was wearing a pair of strappy stiletto heels with black straps that spiraled up both legs to the middle of her calves. Her legs were long and every bit as appealing as Annalise’s were, and I could see acres of smooth skin on display before the hem of her skirt. She was wearing a tiny patterned dress that came no further down the top of her thighs, barely covering her ass, swaying enchanting way around her hips with every step she took. As she descended behind my Mistress, I admired the way her dress swooped in around her narrow waist before swelling up toward her chest. The top of the dress was plain and black, low-cut and looking more like a bra than anything else. Her big breasts strained against the cups of the dress, jiggling delightfully with every step she took as she followed Annalise down the stairs. The body under that dress was incredible, and I could feel my hunger rising with every moment as I watched these two beauties walk toward me.

And then, as the woman’s face came into view, I gasped, unable to help myself. Unable to hide my sound of shock and despair and, yes, excitement. Because the woman who was following Annalise down the stairs was Tanya.

She had her honey-colored hair tied up behind her in a neat bun. With her hair swept up behind her like that, her gorgeous features were even more prominently on display. A faint smile was on her pink lips as she stepped down into the basement, and again, I noted the way her eyes so closely resembled those of Annalise. But I couldn’t meet her gaze for long. I cringed with shame as I kneeled there in the cage, completely humiliated and emasculated in front of the gorgeous young woman I had worked with for years. In my opinion, Tanya already knew far too much about the kinky games I played with Annalise. But now, she was seeing it for herself, and the pure shame of that vibrated through me like the shockwave of an exploding bomb.

The women walked toward me, Annalise leading the way, Tanya following behind. The sound of their high heels on the floor haunted me, vibrating in my brain as their swaying bodies approached. They looked so different, Annalise in her dominatrix gear and Tanya in her flirty little dress. But they both looked unbelievably attractive. And in my lowly position, bound and caged and kneeling helpless on the floor, it was hard not to see them both as dominant mistresses who deserved to be worshiped.

“Here he is,” Annalise said as she stopped in front of the cage, and I could hear the smile in her voice just as, if I craned my neck, I could see it on her face. She was delighted by all this. She knew just how much this was humiliating me, and she reveled in it. Her black leather boots creaked softly as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, resting one hand on the padded top of the cage. “Doesn’t he look cute in there?”

Tanya stepped forward. Reaching the cage, she crouched down to the floor, her knees together. The tiny dress hanging down behind her almost exposed her ass completely as she hugged her knees, balancing gracefully on her high heels to get a better view of me. I could only look at her in snatches, unable to meet those shining eyes. But I took in the shape of her ass, her legs, her breasts swelling over the top of her dress, and yes, her beautiful face, too. I had never felt so ashamed in my life, and given the things that had happened to me lately, I knew what a powerful statement that was.

But Tanya, even newer to these games than I was, took it all in stride. She just looked at me, her eyes moving as she took in the spectacle in front of her, me in my submissive little prison. And my cock had not softened one bit. I was still rockhard, still throbbing, this cruel teasing and humiliation only serving to turn me on even more. My employee could see that. She could see just how badly I wanted this, how badly I wanted Annalise, and I wondered if she knew how badly I wanted her, to. Probably. After all, Tanya was far too beautiful not to know the effect she had on men.

Then, a smile spread wide across Tanya’s gorgeous face. She laughed out loud, and even though the sound was like music in the echoing space of Annalise’s basement, it sent a tremor of fear through me. It wasn’t as if I had expected Tanya to save me, of course. But that laugh told me just what she thought about me, about finding me here like this. It told me, in its wordless way, just how much trouble I was in.

“On my God, you look so pathetic,” Tanya said, holding one hand coyly over her mouth as she laughed. “How are you doing in there, boss? Because you look fucking ridiculous.”

“I told you. I told you I could make him do anything I wanted. He’s accepted his place already. Haven’t you, bitch?”

As she spoke, Annalise kicked the bars of the cage, creating a sharp and sudden sound that made me jump a little. I had no choice. I knew that these women could get me to do a lot worse than saying humiliating things. Still, I hesitated, if only for a moment. Bad enough debasing myself in front of Annalise, but somehow, in front of Tanya, it seemed so much worse. And yet, I couldn’t see any other option.

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I said. Tanya laughed again at my words, and then stood up. Leaning on the top of the cage, she stood with one foot on the floor, the other resting on its toes. From where I kneeled, I couldn’t see her face. But I could almost see up her long legs under that skimpy dress, and my head turned from her to Annalise and back again, helplessly taking in the beauty of these two women as they stood above me like the goddesses they were.

“It’s not like I didn’t believe you when you told me,” Tanya said. “But seeing it like this is so much more… I don’t know.”

“Real?”

“Yeah. Real. And funny. I mean, he lets you lock him up in a cage like an animal?”

“Of course he does. He’s my property now, and he has to do whatever he’s told. Watch this.”

Shifting her weight slightly again, Annalise put the toe of one boot through the bars of the cage.

“Lick my boot, loser,” she said, to a gale of laughter from Tanya. Cringing, I leaned forward, struggling to maneuver in the cage. I pressed my mouth against Annalise’s leather boot. Right there in front of my office assistant, I licked her boots, my tongue sliding over the leather in a show of groveling submission while both women laughed at my pathetic inability to resist them.

“On my God, this is too funny,” Tanya said.

“That’s nothing. Why don’t you tell Tanya what happened earlier? Tell her what happened with the moving man, cuck.”

Cringing, I looked up at Annalise. Standing as close to the cage as she was, I still couldn’t see her face. Silently, I pleaded with her for mercy, but I already knew there would be no such thing. Annalise was enjoying showing me off, enjoying impressing the younger woman with her complete power and control. And I was locked in a cage with my hands tied behind my back, licking her boots and unable to free myself except by doing exactly what I was told. There was no way out. There was no escape. Once again, I was going to have to do what Mistress wanted.

“Mistress Annalise… Had sex with the moving men,” I said. As Tanya shrieked with outraged laughter, I felt my cheeks light up with the red burn of shame.

“And what were you doing while that was happening, cuck?” my mistress demanded.

“I was… tied up in the closet.”

“Oh my God,” Tanya said again. Just like Annalise, I couldn’t see the younger woman’s face, but from the sound of her voice, I could tell she had both hands pressed over her mouth. “On my God, I can’t believe this. Did you enjoy that?”

“Answer her, cuck,” Annalise demanded in the silence that followed Tanya’s question. I took a deep breath and sighed before responding.

“It was… Intense,” I said truthfully. “It was a total mind fuck. It was such a tease, and it made me want you so badly.”

“You should have seen how hard his cock was afterward,” Annalise said, making Tanya laugh again. “Just like it is now. I think your boss is a bit of a humiliation slut. He gets off on being belittled and degraded by women. Keep licking, bitch.”

And I did, to another bright chorus of female laughter. Both women were enjoying this immensely, and I guess in my own way, so was I. It was hard to admit that, which was precisely why Annalise had made me do it. Easier, in some ways, to grovel at her feet and pretend I had no choice in the matter than to admit just how badly this turned me on.

“He needs to be constantly reminded that having a penis makes him completely inferior to us,” Annalise said as I continued licking her leather boot through the bars of the cage. “Luckily, I really enjoy doing that. Put your feet next to the bars, and I’ll make him kiss them, too.”

“Really?” Tanya said. But already, she was moving. Already, she was repositioning herself so that the toes of both feet poked through the bars of my cage. Her strappy high heels showed off both her feet completely, and I could see the polish on her nails, can see her long and sexy legs stretching up above me, disappearing at last under the hem of her tiny dress. The darkness underneath that skirt called to me, filling my head with all kinds of visions of desperate desire. And I trembled with shame at the thought of what was required of me, knowing that if I gave in, nothing would ever be the same again. I worked with this woman, saw her almost every day of the week, and after this, neither of us would ever forget how Annalise had made me bow down and worship her. But as usual, I had no choice. As usual, it was easier to tell myself that, to focus on that, then to admit that a huge part of me wanted nothing more than to feel exactly this deep and erotic shame.

I shifted in the cage while the women waited. I lowered my head to the floor and kissed Tanya’s feet, first one, then the other. She burst out laughing, her toes moving slightly in her high heels as she felt my lips against them.

“Now thank her,” Annalise commanded. “Say, thank you, Miss Tanya, for allowing me the privilege of kissing your beautiful feet.”

Tanya laughed again, but I didn’t. I knew that Annalise was absolutely serious about what she wanted. She never joked about things like this. And I choked down the shame as I gave in all over again, submitting myself for the millionth time to the wild whims of a woman I could barely believe I had met.

“Thank you, Miss Tanya, for allowing me the privilege of kissing your beautiful feet.”

“Miss Tanya. I like that. Maybe you should start calling me that around the office, too.”

“Oh, he definitely should,” Annalise laughed. “In fact, I think this is going to work out very nicely. With you dominating him at work and me taking control of him in his personal life, he’ll never spend a minute of the day free. And he shouldn’t. Pathetic losers like him need to spend all their lives being controlled by women like us.”

“You know, when I first heard about all this, I thought it was kind of crazy,” Tanya said. “But seeing him like this now… I don’t know. It makes a kind of sense. I mean, any guy who would let himself be treated like this deserves what he gets. Maybe it is better this way. Maybe he should be controlled by women.”

“Of course he should,” Annalise said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “All men should. They’re too stupid and too driven by their desires to make rational decisions. If it was up to me, every single one of them would be in a cage, only allowed out when his Mistress wanted to use him.”

Again Tanya laughed, that same outraged laughter I had heard from her before, and after a moment, Annalise joined in. They were having so much fun lording it over me, and that only made them sexier to me.

“Unfortunately, this boss of yours has displeased me today,” Annalise said. “He had an unauthorized orgasm, which is one of the worse things a slave can do. So if you like, you can help me punish him for that.”

“Okay,” Tanya giggled, without so much as a moment of hesitation.

Annalise’s high heels echoed on the floor as she circled around the cage. I heard the lock behind me click, heard the door swing open, and felt my Mistress tugging on the rope tied around my wrists. Crawling backwards on my knees out of the cage was even more difficult than crawling into it had been, but slowly, I managed it. And once I was out, Annalise swung the door shut behind me, then ordered me to stand. I rose to my feet, stretching my legs, unable to keep myself from glancing over at Tanya again, just for a moment. She stood watching the whole thing with her arms folded under her breasts and a sly smile on her face.

“Bend over, slut,” Annalise snarled behind me. She grabbed the back of my neck, pushing me down toward the padded leather top of the cage. I bent at the waist, my cock trapped underneath me as I pressed my chest, stomach, and head down on the cushion. And Annalise kept her grip on the back of my neck as she circled around to the side of the cage where Tanya stood.

“Hold him here,” she said. “I need to go get something.”

My head was turned to the side Tanya was on, and I gazed up at her beautiful body as she stood above me, reaching out to place one hand on the back of my neck next to Annalise’s. Her skin was warm and soft, and she didn’t hold me nearly as tight as Annalise did. But it didn’t matter. I wasn’t going anywhere. Annalise released her grip, and I watched her walk away from me, heading to the basement stairs and climbing them back up to the rest of the house. Then, it was just me and my employee in the basement together, with Tanya’s hand holding my head down on the cushioned top of the cage.

“I can’t believe what a mess you’ve gotten yourself into, boss,” she said.

And the position we were in made the word ‘boss’ sound just as mocking as I was sure she meant it to me.

“I can’t believe it either,” I admitted.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself.”

It wasn’t a question. And I didn’t answer. After all, there was no point denying the truth that I was enjoying every minute of this shameful show.

“I know we talked about me being your partner,” Tanya said, still smiling down at me. “But now I’m starting to think I could aim for being the dominant partner, don’t you?”

Again, I didn’t answer. Annalise was already climbing down the stairs, and I looked past Tanya to see that my Mistress was holding a riding crop. My heart sank in my chest, but I didn’t even try to escape. And as Annalise walked toward me, bending the flexible shaft between her hands, I felt Tanya tighten her grip on my neck, growing by the second more into her new dominant role.

“Keep him pinned down,” Annalise instructed as she took up a position behind me. The riding crop sighing through the air as she swung it, and I tried without much success to stifle the cry of pain that rose within me as the leather tip cracked loudly against my skin. Tanya burst out laughing, and her laughter formed the backdrop to the sound of the riding crop rising and falling, the loud crack of the implement meeting my ass echoing in the open space of the basement.

Annalise was harsh. She didn’t hold back anything, beating me with all the considerable strength she had. Before long, my ass was on fire with pain, throbbing desperately as I squirmed, and Tanya had to use both hands on the back of my neck to hold me down. But together, the women punished me for my crime of doing what came naturally, my crime of being born male and desiring them. And all the while, underneath me, my cock never stopped throbbing, despite the considerable pain my Mistress was inflicting.

I didn’t count the blows. I didn’t have the mental capacity to do anything but try and deal with the agonizing sensations I was feeling. But by the time she stopped, Annalise was breathless. My skin was burning from the blows, my breath ragged in my chest as I squealed in pain.

“Have you learned your lesson, cuck. Don’t ever cum before a woman gives you permission.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I babbled, overcome by pain and desire and ready to say or do whatever it to make the whipping stop. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I’ll try my best from now on not to disappoint you again.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” Annalise growled. “You have to learn that there are consequences for your actions, and any time you have an orgasm without permission of me or Miss Tanya, you’re going to have your pathetic ass whipped until you learn your lesson.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

From behind me, I heard something close to a growl from Annalise. Tanya kept my head pinned down on the cushion, and all I could see was my sexy assistant standing above me, her beautiful eyes shining as they took in the whole show. I heard Annalise moving, fumbling with something. Then, she began to walk down the side of the cage, the opposite side from the one Tanya still stood on. I felt the cushion sink underneath her weight as she climbed on top, sitting down in front of me with her legs spread on either side of me.

“Look at me,” Annalise ordered. And Tanya lightened her grip on the back of my neck so I could raise my head and rest my chin on the leather cushion I lay on.

Annalise sat in front of me with her legs spread. And now her pussy was right in front of me, getting even closer as she inched forward. She didn’t care that Tanya could see. She didn’t have the faintest trace of inhibition or self-consciousness. As I gazed up at her beautiful face and her incredible body, all I saw in her startling eyes was the same confidence and the sense of entitlement she always had to know she could make me do whatever she wanted. Whipping me in front of my employee had clearly turned Annalise on, and as her pussy moved closer toward my face, I was glad of that. I wanted her so badly, and I was happy to be used this way, to be a tool for the sexual pleasure of the woman who had turned me into her mindless slave.

“Lick my pussy and make me cum, cuck,” Annalise ordered. “Show Tanya that you’re at least good for something. And while we do that, she and I are going to discuss your new role at your company. You’re going to make her a partner, like you should have done a long time ago. You’re going to do everything she says from now on.”

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I said, any ability to defy her thoroughly beaten and teased out of me by now. “Yes, Miss Tanya.”

The women laughed again. And underneath me on the cushion top of the cage, my cock throbbed with desperate desire. But as usual, there was nothing I could do about that, and nothing my Mistress would do about it. Instead, I was there for her pleasure, so I buried my face between her fragrant thighs, kissing and licking her pussy for all I was worth while Tanya held the back of my neck and the two women discussed my future as if I had no say in it at all.

After all, we all knew that I didn’t. I was Annalise’s pussy-licking slave, and clearly, I also had a new mistress to serve, too. So while the women decided my fate between them, I did my best to eat Annalise out until my gorgeous Mistress had yet another powerful orgasm.


    
14. Tanya’s First Listing

“Boss? Can you come here for a minute?”

Tanya’s voice floated down the short hallway of our office to my ears. On hearing it, I couldn’t help but sigh, just a little.

There was a weird atmosphere in our office now. And it didn’t take a genius to figure out why. After what had happened between us, nothing could ever be the same again. Now, Tanya knew something about me that until fairly recently, I hadn’t even known about myself. She knew that I was the slave of a beautiful woman who loved nothing more than to remind me that I belonged to her completely. And she knew that humiliating fact was a massive turn-on for me.

Our encounter at Annalisa’s new house had ended once I made my mistress cum with my mouth again. Annalise didn’t care even one little bit about my satisfaction, or my sexual frustration. Though actually, that wasn’t true at all. She cared about my frustration in the sense that it turned her on. It made her happy to know that I wanted her badly, that my body was desperate for sexual release, and that she wasn’t going to give me any. Neither, it seemed, was Tanya. They were both perfectly happy with the way things were, willing to use me for their sadistic pleasure then dismiss me like a servant and send me on my way. Though not a servant, I reminded myself, technically. Servants get paid. What I was, in the truest sense of the word, was a slave. A willing one, yes. But that only made the shame of what was happening to me even greater.

But that, after all, was the game we played. That was the water we swam in. This wild game of power, of pleasure and frustration, was only getting more intense. Because now it was creeping into my work life, too.

This was the first day back at the office since Tanya had seen me caged like an animal and beaten by the woman I now served. My ass was still sore from the steady blows of Annalisa’s riding crop, another little reminder of what my life had become. Not that I was in any danger of forgetting, of course. Annalise occupied my thoughts nearly every moment of every day, an obsession with her growing almost hourly. And now, of course, she wasn’t the only beautiful and dominant woman in my life. Now, there was Tanya, too.

As usual, Tanya was at the office before me that day. I walked in with my head down, dreading the encounter with my employee that I knew had to happen sooner or later. She smiled as she saw me, greeting me the way she usually did. But if that smile was a little more suggestive that it usually was, if her eyes glowed with a little more mischief than they used to do, that was hardly a surprise. Tanya now knew something about me that I had been desperate to keep a secret, and she didn’t have to even say anything about it. I knew immediately what was on her mind when she saw me.

Probably she knew what was on my mind, too. She was dressed that day in a dark blue dress, the high neckline doing absolutely nothing to hide the huge swell of her breasts underneath the fabric. She had her hair up in a bun, just like she had when I last saw her at Annalise’s house. Her lips were an inviting and ultra-feminine shade of pink, her makeup carefully done to accentuate her beautiful features and make her even more desirable than she already naturally was. I tried not to look at her; really I did. I knew that looking at my beautiful assistant and her gorgeous body could only make my predicament worse. After what had happened with her and Annalise in the basement, I felt like I was burning up with desire, as if sex was filling my thoughts to the exclusion of everything else. I didn’t need any encouragement. But all the same, my eyes drifted below her desk, and I saw how short her dress was, how it exposed what seemed like miles of her toned legs before they disappeared into a pair of black leather knee-high boots. A perfectly normal thing for a young woman to wear, I supposed. Especially one who always liked to dress provocatively at work the way Tanya did. But those boots couldn’t help recalling the dominatrix gear Annalise had worn the last time I saw her, and I wondered if that was deliberate. Tanya looked pretty and put together the way she always did, but she also looked sexy, and the black leather boots gave her outfit dominant edge that I couldn’t help suspecting was intended to remind me of her new position in my life.

Because I hadn’t forgotten that, and I doubted she had. She and Annalise had concocted a plan to make her a partner in my company, and although I wasn’t against that, although I had always thought that Tanya deserved it and had the brains to be successful, having it happen this way served to make my work life just another aspect of my sex life. That was something I had never expected. But of course, I had never expected any of this.

Muttering a greeting to Tanya, I fled down the hallway to hide in my own office. I had always resisted the urge to be attracted to her, and certainly would never have acted on it, but now, she was the one forcing my hand. It put me in an extremely uncomfortable situation, and the truth was, Tanya and her sexy outfits and her gorgeous body filled my thoughts almost as much as Annalise did. Together, they were unstoppable. Together, I already knew they could make me do just about anything they wanted to. My life was sliding out of my control day by day, and I was too turned on to even attempt to do anything about it.

For a while, I was able to hide out in my office, doing my best to get some work done while my mind buzzed with forbidden thoughts of dark sex. But then, after maybe a couple of hours of work, Tanya called to me, summoning me to her where she sat at the reception desk. And she called me Boss just to mock me, I knew. After our adventure in Annalisa’s basement dungeon, we both knew just how little power and authority I really had.

Rising from my desk, I walked slowly down the hallway toward her. As if drawing it out would change anything. As if anything I might do could protect me from whatever was coming. As if I wanted it to.

As I walked down the hallway to where my employee waited, I could feel my cock swelling in my pants, and there was nothing I could do to stop it. Tanya would see the obvious sign of my arousal, and even though she already knew just how much these games turned me on, just how much she turned me on, it would humiliate me even further to have her see it for herself once again. But there was nothing I could do about that. My own body was no longer really in my control, just another example of how I had lost control of every aspect of my life. I had handed it right over to Annalise and, now, to Tanya, as well. If only it didn’t feel so strangely good.

As I turned the corner to face her at her desk, she smiled at me. She was sitting back in her office chair, her feet up on the desk in front of her, her leather boots crossed at the ankle. She had never looked quite so relaxed, quite so insolently comfortable, in the office before. But after all, I guess it fit in with her new role. She had taken to calling me Boss to make fun of me, but the truth was, if anyone was in charge, it was her. She could sit however she wanted, do whatever she wanted, knowing I didn’t have it in me to stop her.

“Lock the door,” she said softly, the radiant smile on her gorgeous face never faltering. And my heart beat wildly in my chest as I wordlessly did as I was told, stepping past her toward the front door of the office and locking it. I turned over the Open sign to Closed, hoping that would be enough to keep people away. It wasn’t going to be easy to run a real estate business like this, but that was almost the last thing on my mind at that moment. For now, Tanya filled my thoughts almost to the exclusion of all else.

With the door locked, I turned back to face her. Smiling, Tanya crooked her finger, summoning me toward her. It was only a few steps to her desk from the front door of the office, but it felt like miles as I walked toward her, embarrassingly conscious of the bulge in my pants that told her what a powerful effect the sight of her was having on me. I wanted her desperately, and it was as if all those months of pretending I didn’t, of ignoring my undeniable attraction to her, were finding full expression now, tugging at every fiber of my being with a desire that wouldn’t be denied. She looked absolutely incredible, her long toned legs looking even longer as she sat with her feet up on the desk, totally confident, totally in control. She might be even newer to these games than I was, but somehow, my beautiful office assistant had turned out to be a natural dominatrix.

“Do you like my boots, boss?” she asked, her voice still soft, but every word she said echoing inside my skull.

“Yes,” I said, and Tanya giggled as I cleared my throat before trying again. “Yes, I do.”

“I bet you do,” Tanya laughed. “I never knew you were such a little perv. Just think of all the fun we could’ve been having all this time if I had known. Oh well. I guess late is better than never, right?”

“I guess so,” I said. After all, I knew my role. It wasn’t to disagree with these women, to contradict them in any way. It was to agree with them, to do as I was told, to do everything in my power to please them in the vague hope they might give me what I wanted. Somehow, with Tanya, I didn’t think that was likely. After all, a woman as sexy as her undoubtedly had better options. Still, the same could be said for Annalise, and at least my mistress let me pleasure her sometimes. I hardly dared hope for the same thing from Tanya, but there was no way to deny that the thought of it was vibrating in my chest all the same. It filled me with this weird hope, the strange desire to be nothing more than what they wanted me to be. A pathetic slave who did whatever a pretty woman told him, so desperate for sex that he would do anything, no matter how degrading, just for a chance to be with women like them.

“That’s not what you call me, is it?” Tanya said. The smile on her face never faltered. And yet, I knew she was nothing other than 100% serious in what she was saying. I hadn’t forgotten, of course. As was always the case in my encounters with Annalise, I felt as though every second of the last time we had been together was burned indelibly onto my memory. Tanya had mostly been an audience to my humiliation that day, but that didn’t mean she hadn’t gotten involved at least a little bit. And I remembered the new rules the women had imposed on me, rules designed as always to tease and frustrate and humiliate and belittle me. I knew my place.

“No, Miss Tanya,” I said, and her smile, already wide, went even wider as she stared at me, those striking eyes that were so alike and so different from those of Annalise glowing with the same sadistic mischief I had seen so often in the face of my mistress.

“That’s better,” Tanya said. “You know, it isn’t always easy keeping boots like this clean. So I think I have a job for you, boss. Lick them.”

For now, the smile had vanished from her face, replaced by a look of steely determination. She wasn’t joking, and she wanted me to know that. She didn’t want to be any doubt over the fact given me in order, and just like Annalise, she expected me to obey.

I hesitated. It wasn’t a big surprise, wasn’t even the most humiliating thing I had been made to do that week. Still, once again, it felt like another line was being crossed. I couldn’t turn back the clock even if I had wanted to, couldn’t make Tanya forget what she seen of my kinky new sex life in Annalise’s basement dungeon. If I did this, submitted to her alone now, I would be acknowledging what we both already knew. That she was my sexual superior, just like Annalise was. That she had the same rights the older woman in to order me around, to debase and humiliate me, to use me for her sadistic pleasure. We both already knew that unbelievable truth. But that didn’t mean I was ready to admit it.

Still, orders are orders, and I had mine. Tanya was waiting, and the marks of Annalise’s whip on my ass were still there to remind me what might happen if I defied her. Tanya didn’t seem like the type to take true pleasure in inflicting pain, but then again, I had learned from experience that with things like that, you never really know. Besides, by now, I knew she was in regular contact with Annalise. Maybe Tanya would punish me for disobedience, and maybe she wouldn’t. But Annalise most certainly would.

As usual, I did what was commanded of me. I bent over my assistant’s desk and pressed my lips against the leather of her sexy high-heeled boots. The smile returned to her face as she watched, practically glowing with pride and confidence as I ran my tongue over her footwear. I left a trail of my saliva glistening on the leather as I licked her boots, my face burning with shame, my guts boiling with rage, my cock throbbing with desperate desire. Because licking Tanya’s boots, I realized at once, at least gave me an incredible view of her gorgeous legs. The darkness under her skimpy dress called to me, teasing me with the possibilities of what lay underneath, what I couldn’t have unless I did exactly what this young mistress said. And probably not even then.

So I kept on licking. I kept on doing what I was told, just the way Tanya wanted me to, just the way Annalise would have wanted. And as she watched with obvious glee, I saw Tanya fish her phone out of the bag on the floor beside her desk. She pointed the phone at me as she tapped the screen, and I cringed to know that she was recording me, but I didn’t try to stop it. She and Annalise already had more than enough blackmail material, more than enough leverage to use against me if I ever tried to step out of line. But so far, I never had. If anything, with each session of domination we had, the thought of resistance seemed to get further from my mind.

This little ritual of submission went on for a while. Tanya’s boots were tall, and there was plenty of leather for me to lick. She waited patiently, enjoying the show, finally putting her phone away and just sitting back in her chair, smiling smugly as she watched me. She waited until I had licked clean every inch of the leather, until her slender heels were shining with my saliva. As I reached the top of her boot, my tongue slid over the exposed skin of her leg, and it took all the self-control I had not to groan with pure desire at the softness and warmth of her skin. And she just watched it all, reveling in my helplessness, enjoying the desperate and unfulfilled desire for her that I had no doubt was radiating from every line of my body.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Tanya finally said, her voice soft again. “Take them off.”

The leather of her boots creaked softly as she moved her feet, just a little, as she spoke. I looked at her without saying a word, pausing for only a moment before carrying out her command. I pulled down the zipper of one of her boots, feeling how soft and supple the leather was as it parted away from her leg. Carefully, I slipped the boot off her foot, setting it down on the floor in front of her desk. Tanya uncrossed her legs, and I battled desperately against the urge to try and sneak a peek up her skirt. I knew I wouldn’t see anything anyway, but that didn’t change my desire one little bit.

I unzipped and removed her other boot. Underneath, she wore thin socks, and she had me take those off her too. Her toes wiggled a little as she chuckled to herself, as if she couldn’t quite believe just how easy it was to boss me around. Though after seeing what Annalise did to me, she shouldn’t really be surprised.

Tanya pulled open one of the draws of her desk and reached inside. As she lifted it out, I saw she was holding a small bottle of nail polish out to me. Leaning over her desk, I took it.

“Ever painted a girl’s nails before?”

“No, Miss Tanya.”

“Well, it’s never too late to learn. Get to work. Paint my toes for me, boss.”

“Yes, Miss Tanya.”

It was just that simple. Just that easy for her to bring me to heel, to put me in my place, to make me serve her. There I stood, bending over her desk, carefully applying the tiny little brush to her toenails. I focused on my task, but all the time, I could feel her gorgeous eyes on me, enjoying the show. Enjoying yet another reminder of the fearsome power she had, the pure and unstoppable power her beauty gave her.

“I like this,” she said at one point, when I was about halfway through painting her toes. “I think I might make this a regular thing for you. Part of your duties around the office, to be my pedicure slave.”

“Yes, Miss Tanya,” I said humbly, trying to hide the shockwave of desire that raced through me at her words. I had no idea why I found that thought so sexy, but I did. Again, it was all about power, all about control. All about her ability to make me debase myself and do things I would never have imagined doing before.

She said nothing more, and neither did I, until I had painted each one of her toenails the same shade of deep blue as her fingernails were. Then, she gave me another order.

“Blow on them,” she said, her eyes fixed on me down the length of her raised legs. And I did. Carefully, I blew on Tanya’s nails to dry them while she continued to watch, her face radiating with absolute glee at everything she was making me do.

“Okay, when they’re dry, you can put my socks and boots back on,” Tanya said, almost as if she was doing me a favor and not the way around. But I obediently said, “yes, Miss Tanya,” and did what the beautiful young woman wanted, with her watching in that same smug satisfaction as I put her shoes back on.

Then, she swung her boots off the desk. Placing her feet on the floor, she stood, adjusting the skimpy dress that rose up around her as she moved. Unsurprisingly, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. Unsurprisingly, I was transfixed by her beauty, on fire with lust for her, desperate for release without much hope of getting what I wanted. It was exactly the position these women loved to keep me in, the position that gave them such irresistible power over me. The constant and unignorable theme to my wild new life.

“Okay, let’s go,” Tanya said brightly, reaching for the bag on the floor beside her desk. I blinked in confusion.

“Go where?” I asked, and then hurriedly added, “Miss Tanya,” as she slowly raised her carefully sculpted eyebrows at me.

“Go out to a listing,” she said. “I just got my first one.”

“ What? You’re not even an agent yet. You haven’t even passed the licensing exam.”

“No, but I will soon,” Tanya said with a confident shrug. “Until then, we can just put your name on the paperwork to make it legal. But this client insisted on using me. So, why don’t you show me what it is you do all day when you’re not dreaming of being bossed around by beautiful women?”

She laughed as she spoke, as if she was joking. But of course, we both knew the truth in her words. And once again, I had the feeling that events were moving too fast for me to even keep up, my mind spinning with all this new information. But as usual, I didn’t imagine I had a lot of choice.

So I grabbed my jacket and followed Tanya out of the office, locking the door behind me. The heels of the boots I had just licked rapped rhythmically on the concrete of the parking lot outside, and again, as I had in Annalise’s basement, I had a feeling almost as though I was being hypnotized by the sound. Maybe I was. Maybe it was another part of the spell these beautiful women wove around me. Maybe that could help to explain why I let them treat me this way.

Tanya walked toward my car, and I opened it for her. She climbed inside, her boots gleaming from my attention, her tiny dress rising up around her thighs as she sat. Her beauty was irresistible, unstoppable, more than I could handle. As I climbed into the driver’s seat, I tried without much success to keep myself from staring at her gorgeous figure.

She gave me an address, speaking curtly and simply, not even looking at me as she stared out of the windshield in front of her. Something about the address tugged at my memory, but I couldn’t place what it was. After all, in my line of work, I hear a lot of addresses every day, and it’s impossible to keep them all straight.

As we drove through the streets, heading toward downtown, Tanya said nothing. Neither did I. Somehow, it didn’t seem like it was my place to say anything. I was taking all my cues from her, just doing whatever she wanted. Just waiting to see what would happen next.

But as we got closer to downtown, as we headed down the street toward one of the tall residential buildings in the city’s core, I suddenly realized why the address seemed so familiar to me. In a flash, I knew exactly where we were going, and everything fell into place. It all made sense, why a client would ask specifically for an unlicensed and untested receptionist to be the one to list their property. It was Annalise’s apartment Tanya was going to sell.

I pulled into the guest parking space, and I could see a faint smile on Tanya’s face as she stepped out of the car. Once again, I listened to her high heels tapping on the concrete floor as she headed toward the elevator, and I followed her. My heart hammered in my chest, recalling the unforgettable encounter I had had with Annalise in her sexy leather outfit in that very apartment. Fishing the keys out of her bag, Tanya let us both in.

The place had been cleared out. But not completely. I knew, better than anyone, that Annalise had hired a moving crew to transfer her belongings to her new house, but not everything was gone. The couch, the TV, and the TV stand were missing, the kitchen completely empty. But a few stray bits of furniture were still dotted around the apartment here and there. A side table against the wall; a couple of dining room chairs positioned incongruously in the living room. Tanya moved gracefully through the small space, turning her head this way and that, taking it all in. She moved to the bedroom, and I followed her.

“Oh, my,” Tonya said with a giggle. “Look at that. Your mistress doesn’t play around, does she?”

Of course, I knew immediately what Tanya was talking about. For whatever reason, Annalise had left her bed in place. The heavy frame of metal and wood with its medieval stocks at either end, designed to imprison people for her to use as she saw fit. Just seeing it again was enough to turn me on, as if I hadn’t been excited enough already just by being around Tanya. And Tanya stepped toward the bed, running one hand gently over the foot board, admiring the no doubt expensive bed that served as much as a sex toy as a place to sleep.

“Ever been locked in these?” Tonya said, turning to me.

“Not exactly,” I said. “But I have been tied to that bed before.”

Tanya giggled.

And then, without saying a word, she strode quickly across the bedroom toward me. In no time at all, she was standing directly in front of me, the smell of her perfume rising around us both in a cloud. I grunted as she reached out with one hand and took hold of my throbbing manhood, straining against the front of my pants. Gently, she squeezed it, her painted nails sinking just a little into my bulge.

“I bet you liked that, too, didn’t you, you submissive little loser?”

She was still smiling, but she practically hissed words she spoke, and again, I felt fear and arousal blooming inside me the very same time.

“Get over here,” Tanya said, not waiting for an answer from me. Still holding my package, she pulled me toward the bed. And I went where she wanted, excitement rising inside me, my cock pressing hard against her hand, willing to do anything, absolutely anything, for a session with this gorgeous goddess.

“Lie down on the bed,” she said, climbing onto the mattress with me. “Arms above your head.”

And without even really thinking, I did what she said. I raised my arms, and Tanya leaned over me, lifting the heavy wooden stocks so I could put my arms through them, then lowering them down again. She padlocked the stocks shut with the heavy padlock that still dangled from the latch, and just like that, I was immobilized and at her mercy.

And Tanya smiled as she kneeled on the mattress beside me, looking me up and down, enjoying the power she had over me. I was now totally at her mercy, and the glow in her eyes told me I couldn’t expect very much of that at all.


    
15. At Her Mercy

Slowly, Tanya began to undress me. She could afford to take her time. With my arms locked in the medieval stocks at the head of the bed, there was nothing I could do to stop her, even if I wanted to. And if I had been free, I would’ve been more likely to help her than to stop her, anyway.

She smiled as she unbuttoned my shirt, one button at a time. And she pulled it open, exposing my chest. She pushed it up my arms, sliding it out from behind my head, pushing it as high up my arms as it would go until the stocks prevented it going any further. Then, she moved on to my pants.

Tanya unbuckled my belt, still smiling that smile, and I gazed up at her, barely able to believe that a young woman as gorgeous she was was interested in what lay underneath. But I was learning not to question these things. Tanya pulled open my pants, her practiced hands making me briefly wonder how many men she had undressed in her life before I pushed the thought away. It didn’t matter. What mattered was that she was here with me now, and for whatever kinky reason, she wanted to play with me. My cock sprang out as she pulled down my pants in one motion, and she chuckled to herself to see it surging toward the ceiling. She kept on moving, pushing my pants all the way down to my ankles. Reaching them, she took off my shoes and socks, tossing them carelessly on the floor of what used to be Annalise’s bedroom. My pants and underwear followed. Once I was undressed, Tanya lifted the other set of stocks attached to the footboard. Grabbing one ankle, then the other, she placed my feet in the holes in the wood, then lowered the top portion down and locked it in place. Even more immobilized now, even more powerless to resist her, I lay on my back in Annalise’s bed, my cock throbbing desperately in the empty air, every cell of my body on fire with lust for the woman who now controlled me completely.

Tanya turned her smiling face back toward me. Placing a hand on my chest for balance, she rose carefully to her feet. The high heels of her boots sank deep into the mattress, but she maintained her balance, swinging one leg over me and standing above me. Stepping toward the head of the bed, she placed one hand on the wall behind it for balance, then raised a foot. I gulped as she placed the sole of her foot on my throat. I stared up her, and the darkness underneath her dress called to me, making my cock surge all the more. My sexy office assistant had my full attention.

“That was so much fun, at Annalise’s house,” Tanya said. “You do that kind of thing all the time?”

“No,” I said, my voice cracking a little as she pressed down on my throat with her foot, just a bit. “We only just started doing this. I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“Me neither,” Tanya said. “I mean, I’ve done a bit of kinky stuff before. Usually, I was the one in cuffs, not the guy. I have to say, I think I like it better this way around. You look so cute when you’re helpless.”

“Thanks,” I said, and Tanya laughed at that. Lifting her boot from my throat, she placed it instead high on my chest, and I winced as she pressed down, putting more of her weight on it so that her high heel sank into my skin.

“Well, it’s true. And you’re just so needy. You want me so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Tanya,” I said truthfully, speaking through gritted teeth as she kept pressing that heel into my chest.

“You know what I always liked about you was that you never sexually harassed me, even though I could tell you wanted me,” Tanya went on. “Isn’t it funny that now, we end up here? Now, technically, I’m sexually harassing you.”

“I wouldn’t call it that.”

“No? Well, call it what you like. As long as you know your place.”

“Yes, Miss Tanya.”

“And what is your place, boss?”

I winced again as her high heel dug a little deeper.

“Beneath you, Miss Tanya,” I growled. “On my knees in front of you, and Mistress Annalise.”

“That’s right,” Tanya giggled. “That’s exactly right. Don’t ever forget that.”

Tanya sneered down at me as she spoke. But all the same, I could see what was happening to her. Sexual tension was crackling in the air. I wanted her desperately; that was a given. But all this talk, all this power, was exciting her too. I didn’t flatter myself that a woman like her would look twice at the guy like me normally. I tried to keep myself in good shape, but I was good bit older than her, and besides, a gorgeous woman like her could have pretty much any man she wanted. But this game, this sexy drama of control and submission, of teasing and desire, was turning her on. As if I was just a tool to excite her, an object for her to use for her pleasure. Just the way Annalise used me. That excited me, too.

And Tanya’s dress swirled around her gorgeous legs as she moved above me. Lifting her foot from my chest, she placed it on the mattress close to my head. Now she was standing above me, one foot on either side of my body, and I looked straight up between her thighs. She was letting me look, too. She was running her hands over her hips, smoothing out her dress, basking in my desperate attention, knowing all about my ferocious desire.

“You think I wore panties to work today, boss?” Tanya asked, her hands playing with the hem of her dress above me.

“On my God, did you?”

“Of course I did. I’m not a slut,” Tanya giggled. “But look how much that excited you. You like the thought of me sitting there in a skimpy dress like this with no panties underneath?”

“Of course I do, Miss Tanya.”

“Of course you do. Well, you’ll probably love this, then.”

As she spoke, she reached up to the darkness under her dress. I watched, hardly daring to breathe, my eyes locked on her and drinking in every movement of her beautiful body as she began to pull her panties down. I saw them coming, tiny black things trimmed with lace, but it was what was behind them that really excited me. Peering up under her skirt, I saw Tanya’s pussy for the first time in my life, and it was everything I had imagined it might be. My cock lurched at the site, her beautiful femininity teasingly on display in front of me. Tanya bent a little the waist as she continued to pull her panties down, leaving me practically gasping with unrelieved lust. And carefully, she raised one foot from the mattress, then the other, as she pulled her underwear off over her boots.

Still holding the black panties in her hands, Tanya straightened up. It was practically impossible to look at anything besides sex, even as she stared down at me, holding my eyes with her own. But for now, this young goddess let me look, no doubt enjoying the knowledge that she was driving me absolutely crazy with fearsome desire. Sometimes, it seemed that was all Tanya really wanted.

“How do you like that, boss?”

“Oh my God, Tanya, you’re killing me” I groaned, while my new mistress laughed out loud.

“No I’m not. Just teasing you a little bit. Putting you in your place. It’s no more than you deserve.”

“Deserve? For what?”

“Well, for being a perverted little beta male,” Tanya said, laughing again as she spoke. “This is what you get. This is just how it works, and the sooner you accept that, the better. And I think I know a way to remind you, to really show you what you are.”

As Tanya turned on the spot, her dress flared out around her, offering me another mouthwatering glimpse of her pussy. But it didn’t last long. Still holding her panties in her hand, she moved toward the foot of the bed. Kneeling beside my feet, she began working on the padlock of the stocks that my feet were imprisoned in, and I realized she was unlocking it. I had no idea how she would have the key, but then I realized that Annalise must’ve put her up to this. The two of them were working together to toy with me, to make me this submissive plaything, and that thought was sexy in a way I had more or less given up trying to understand.

Once she had my feet unlocked, Tanya pulled my legs out of the stocks. I felt fabric on my skin, and realized with a flush of shame that she was pulling the panties on over my feet. She giggled to herself as she pulled them up my legs, dressing me up like a doll. Endlessly pleased with herself, she pulled the panties all the way up my legs, ordering me to raise my hips so she could slide them underneath me. And I did. Feeling like the biggest loser in the world, feeling exactly like the beta male she had proclaimed me, I lay there bound to the bed and let Tanya pull her skimpy black panties up, stuffing my hard cock inside so that the elastic waistband pressed it hard back against my stomach.

Once that was done, Tanya placed my ankles back in the stocks and lowered the heavy wooden bar. As usual, I didn’t put up any kind of resistance. There wasn’t any point. I just lay there letting it all happen to me, deep shame radiating through me and making my cock throb even more, imprisoned by the tight elastic of Tanya’s panties that now held it so humiliatingly against my body.

Tanya kneeled beside me now. Reaching out, she placed her hand on both my cock and balls, squeezing through the fabric of her panties until I grunted.

“That’s more fitting for a beta male like you,” she said burning eyes staring deep into mine as she spoke, as if she wanted to make sure I was tasting every ounce of the humiliation she wanted me to feel. “You’re not a real man, so it makes sense for you to wear girly underwear like a little bitch, don’t you think?”

This time, I knew, she wanted an answer. And the tattered vestiges of my pride rebelled against what I knew this vixen wanted to hear, but I also knew that it was no use. I was just as powerless to resist her as ever, just as helpless against her beauty and her dominant nature. I was going to say and do exactly what she wanted, and we both knew it.

“Yes, Mistress,” I groaned, totally defeated all over again, and my assistant’s beautiful smirk of triumph only made it worse.

“That’s right,” she said. “That’s exactly what you are. And that’s exactly how I’m going to treat you. You’re going to help me sell this place, but I’m keeping all the commission from the sale. My first sale as your new partner. Better get used to it, pervert. From now on, you work for me.”

“Yes, Miss Tanya,” I groaned again. I was so lost in submissive desire that I felt there was absolutely nothing else I could do. She had me completely, literally had me by the balls, had me dressed up and dominated and humiliated and unable to do a single thing about. She had me right where she wanted me, right where Annalise always had me, and we both knew it.

“God, this is so fucking hot,” Tanya said. She spoke with a kind of sigh, as though some inner resistance had finally broken, and my heart surged with hope at the thought of what might happen next. Her movements were quicker now, almost frantic, as she crawled across the mattress toward me. Reaching the head of the bed, she gripped the headboard with both hands and threw one leg over my head. Her dress shirt out the light, but I knew what she wanted from me, and I was more than willing to give it to her.

Tanya sat on my face. And I stuck out my tongue, eagerly licking her pussy, tasting the juices of her excitement as they rolled out of her. A trickle soon became a flood, and before long, the sounds of female pleasure filled what used to be Annalise’s bedroom all over again. This time, it was Tanya, not Annalise, who was groaning in pleasure from what I was doing to her. And I still couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening. I still couldn’t believe this strange turn of events, that I was pleasuring a woman I had always thought I would never be with, a woman I had always to avoid being inappropriate around. None of that mattered anymore. All that mattered was the wild pleasure she was taking in using me like this, and the complementary submissive bliss I was getting from serving her this way. It was all ecstasy, all of it, and in that moment, ecstasy was all that mattered. Ecstasy was all that I could think about, and all that I could feel, thanks to the way her pussy contracted rhythmically around my tongue as she hurried toward orgasm. And for now, I knew, that was the closest to ecstasy I would get. To feel her pleasure, to be the vehicle of her wild passion, and have my body used as a toy to make this remarkable woman happy while she groaned in selfish pleasure above me.

Tanya rocked above me, thrusting her pussy back-and-forth against my face, grinding hard against my nose, my lips, my tongue. I could feel her fragrant juices on my skin, sliding off my face to collect on Annalise’s bed. Tanya didn’t seem to care. Just like my other mistress, she was so in control, so confident, that she never seemed to doubt even for a second what she was doing. She just took what she wanted from whoever she decided to use, and that made her unbelievably sexy to me.

And as her cries of pleasure rang out in Annalise’s bedroom, as her orgasm overcame her and her pussy tightened desperately around my tongue, I felt the same feeling I so often had when I played with Annalise. I felt like I had never wanted anything more than that. I felt like nothing could possibly be more enticing than this, that no matter what I experienced in life, it might never compare with what was happening now. Strangely enough, I had that feeling a lot lately, with Annalise continually increasing the pressure and distorting the boundaries of what I thought I could and couldn’t tolerate. And now, my beautiful assistant was doing the same exact thing.

Tanya howled in pleasure as her orgasm tore through her. Her body stiffened at the bright peak of ecstasy, then suddenly relaxed. With a groan, she sat back, lifting her dripping pussy off my face and sitting on my chest instead. She was still wearing her skimpy dress, but now the skirt was gathered up around her hips, the swollen lips of her pussy blatantly on display in front of me. I could feel the warmth of her desire as she sat on my heaving chest, breasts rising and falling under the fabric of the dress, her cheeks flushed with pleasure and her eyes glowing as she looked down at me. For a moment, she just sat there like a queen on her throne, breathing hard, staring at me as if she, too, couldn’t quite believe what had happened, even if it all been her idea. Even if this was, in the end, exactly what she wanted.

Then, she moved. Swinging one leg over me, she crawled toward the edge of the bed and stood. Her skirt fell down around her again, hiding the pussy I could still taste from my view she moved across Annalise’s old bedroom. Heading toward her bag, she took out her phone. Holding it in both hands, she walked back toward the bed, standing in front of the footboard, pointing the phone at me. Again, I knew she was taking my picture as she tapped the screen and smiled. Again, I knew there was nothing I could do about it. Now she would have this moment preserved forever, me shackled to the bed wearing her panties, erect and unsatisfied and desperate to please. It wasn’t like either of us were ever going to forget this it happened. But now with photographic evidence, my beautiful assistant could remind me with it any time she chose.

She tapped the screen a couple more times. Then, still holding her phone in her hand, she climbed onto the mattress beside me again. I felt the springs sink under her weight as she sat next to me, still in her dress and boots, still looking unbelievably desirable, still making my cock throb and surge in the panties she had made me wear as she smiled down at her phone. Then, she raised her head, and her eyes fixed mine with an irresistible stare.

“I just sent that to a few of my friends,” she grinned.

“What? Why, Miss Tanya?”

Panic was rising inside me, fear gripping my throat just as the boot had constricted my windpipe. But I didn’t forget my manners. It scared me how easily Tanya slipped into this dominant role, how gleefully she ordered me around and took control of my life. But it turned me on, too. Besides, with my ass still aching from the beating Annalise had given me, I knew I was in no position to demand answers. My head was spinning, my heart racing at the fear of this new fetish being discovered, but I was still mindful of the need to keep my mistress happy and show that I was still submitting to her.

“Because it’s funny,” Tanya said with a shrug. “Funny to me, anyway. I wanted to show them that I have my boss as my bitch right now. My horny little fuck toy, desperate to please. Are you ashamed of that or something?”

“Yes, very ashamed,” I said, as Tanya laughed again.

“Yeah, well. You probably should be. Then again, you know how many men would kill to be in your position right now?”

“I don’t doubt it, Miss Tanya,” I said. “But if this gets out…”

“Then everyone will know that you’re a pathetic slave boy who wears panties,” Tanya beamed down at me. “See, that’s funny to me. And that’s what you need to learn. I know you get off on this stuff, but like Annalise says, you’re not here for your pleasure. You’re here for mine. So if I want to share a few photos with my friends, you don’t get any say in it. At all.”

And again, Tanya seemed to be exciting herself with her own words. Setting the phone aside, she moved on the mattress beside me. Her leather boots creaked faintly as she swung her leg over me again, this time straddling my hips. Hope swelled inside me, a frantic hope for something that until a few days ago, I had never imagined was even a remote possibility. But now, there I was, helplessly tied up as my gorgeous assistant reached for my bulging cock.

Carefully, she pulled down the panties she had made me wear, just enough to release my manhood from its lacy prison. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft, squeezing firmly. My cock throbbed in response, and a groan escaped my trembling lips, my whole body vibrating with desperate lust for her.

Tanya shifted her weight on her knees, rising a little more upright. She was still holding my cock as she lowered herself down, and we both groaned together as I felt the wet lips of her pussy against my sensitive head. Her pussy spread wide to receive me as she lowered herself further down, both of us groaning, both of us writhing with bliss, but only one of us having any control of the situation at all. It felt like heaven to be inside her at last, and the fact that I had no choice, that I was bound to the bed and being used by this beautiful woman for pleasure, only make things even more exciting.

Tanya rode my cock slowly at first, taking her time. Her eyes burned as she looked at me, her face lit up with a sly smile of satisfaction. She increased the pace slowly, the bed creaking beneath us as she moved. I trembled beneath her, desperate for orgasm but trying to hold back at the same time. I wanted to please her. Even though she hadn’t asked me not to cum, I wanted to make sure she had at least one orgasm before I did. After all, being inside her was one of the greatest feelings I had ever felt in my life, and I wanted to be sure that Tanya enjoyed it too, if only to increase my chances of it happening again.

Tanya was still slowly picking up the pace when the phone rang out suddenly, piercing through our mutual moans of pleasure. Sweeping it up from the mattress, she smiled even wider as she looked at the screen. And then, my heart skipped a beat as she pressed the screen and held the phone to her ear, taking the call.

“Hey,” she said, eyes never leaving my face, the smile never leaving her lips as she spoke in a voice that was clearly breathless with pleasure.

“Yeah. Yeah, that’s my boss. No, right now. Yeah, I’m with him right now. Say hi to my friend, boss.”

Lifting the phone from her ear, Tanya straightened her arm out, holding the phone toward me. On the screen, I could see a picture of a young woman around Tanya’s age. I hesitated, unwilling to participate in this latest humiliation, but Tanya meant what she said. Reaching out with her free hand, she dug her fingernails into my stomach, raking them over the skin until I winced.

“Hi,” I said uncertainly, and the smile returned to Tanya’s face.

“Tell her what you call me, beta,” Tanya said, the snarl in her voice mingled with her total pleasure as she continued to ride my cock.

“I call you… Miss Tanya,” I said. And over my own breathlessness, over the sounds of Tanya’s rising pleasure, I heard a woman’s laughter on the phone. Tanya placed the phone back on her ear.

“See? I told you. Yeah, of course he’s into it. He’s just a little bitch who does whatever I say. And we’re going to be partners soon. I just got my first listing. Yeah, I know. Yeah, I’m there right now. Test driving the bed, I guess. The woman who used to live here is a gorgeous dominatrix, so she has some great toys. Yeah. Yeah, I know. I know. I can’t believe it either.”

Tanya grinned at me as she spoke, her body still moving on top of me, her pussy still sliding up and down my shaft. She was still wearing her dress and boots, and her breasts bounced under the fabric of the dress, her voice vibrating with the pleasure she could feel. She had no shame at all, no hesitation, no self-consciousness about talking to her friend while she was having sex. In that respect, she was just like Annalise. Neither of these women seemed to feel even the slightest hint of shame at what they did, unlike me. I was dripping in the stuff, bowed down under the weight of it. But of course, for me, that just turned me on even more.

And Tanya’s voice changed. Her eyebrows rose as her friend said something I couldn’t hear down the phone.

“Really? I mean… Yeah, I guess. Yeah, that does sound like fun. Yeah, okay. Let’s do it. All right. See you later.”

Hanging up the phone, Tanya let it fall onto the bouncing mattress beside us. Even as pleasure vibrated through every cell of my body, curiosity filled my brain. Who had she been talking to, and what had the other person said? But I didn’t dare ask. I knew Tanya was very unlikely to answer any questions from me anyway. And soon, waves of pleasure pushed the thought out of my head.

Tanya rode me faster now, bouncing hard up and down on my cock, her cries of pleasure echoing more and more in Annalise’s old bedroom. And I moaned too, the rhythm of our sex filling the air, almost keeping pace with the hammering of my heart in my chest as I watched the woman above me. She was so radiantly beautiful, so unbelievably sexy, and the crueler she was to me, the more I wanted to please her. So I struggled desperately, trying to hold back my own orgasm, and soon, I felt Tanya have a climax of her own.

I squeezed my eyes shut, struggling pointlessly against the heavy wooden stocks that held me to the bed while her cries of passion filled my ears. Her pussy tightened around my cock just as it had around my tongue, and this time, my pleasure was even greater. I felt a sudden outpouring of her juices as she slid easily up and down on my shaft, pouring out over my skin like a tidal flood of pure pleasure. And as Tanya sighed happily, sinking down on top of me, I felt myself hovering on the edge of the orgasm I had been fighting against since she put me inside her.

But I didn’t cum. I didn’t know if Tanya knew what she was doing, or just got lucky with the timing, but she stopped moving on top of me just before I reached the point of no return. My eyes snapped open as I gazed up into her beautiful face flushed with pleasure, silently pleading with her to take me over the edge. But I didn’t ask. Clearly, Tanya had other ideas.

My cock slid easily out of her dripping pussy as she climbed off me. Swinging a leg over me, she sat on the mattress beside me. She turned, swinging her legs in their sexy boots up toward my face, resting them on my chest. I looked over the high-heeled boots at her she sat, grinning at me, totally in control once again.

“I have to say, that wasn’t bad,” she said. “But I’m not done with you yet, boss. You just stay here and see what happens next. Maybe you’ll like it. Maybe you won’t. Let’s face it: it’s not like you have a choice either way.”

And her laughter sent another wave of desire and humiliation through me where I lay.


    
16. Used By Her Friend

Tanya left me in Annalise’s bedroom. Or what used to be her bedroom, I guess, before I sold her the new house. Now, it was my office assistant’s first listing, and once again, I found myself behaving completely inappropriately in the property of a client. It wasn’t my fault, I told myself. These women just did whatever they wanted with me. And of course, there was a lot of truth in that. But all same, that didn’t change the fact that this was what I wanted. It didn’t change the fact that this turned me on. There was no way to get around the reality that if I had had any choice, I would have chosen this, would have wanted this. It was just too good to ignore.

Once Tanya had had her fun with me, she left. She got up from the bed and walked away, leaving me locked in the stocks where I was. She was still dressed, and all she had to do was pull her dress back down around her hips to look at least somewhat normal. I watched her walk away, not protesting, not saying a word. I knew it was no use. My protests and complaints didn’t amount to anything. Not with Annalise, and now not with Tanya, either. And this was all part of the power-play, of course. All part of reminding me once again of how little control I had, of how everything that happened was up to the women who ruled my life.

I listened to Tanya make her way to the living room, listen to her sit down in a chair that was one of the few pieces of furniture still left after Annalise had moved. I didn’t know what she was doing out there, but I couldn’t keep myself from imagining her, sitting there in dress and boots, her cheeks glowing with the pleasure of the orgasm that she had taken from me, that I had been denied. It was just so unbelievably sexy. And I, of course, had not cum, and I was burning up with wild desire to feel that release of pleasure, but as usual, there was nothing I could do about it. There was no way to get what I wanted, and Tanya wanted me to know that. That I had to just lie there in bondage and wait an unspecified amount of time, without knowing what came next. I was, as always, helpless.

This time, I didn’t wait too long. Maybe ten minutes after Tanya left me alone in the bedroom, I heard her phone ring. I listened to her answering it, only saying a few words. Then, I heard her get up. I listened to her high heels crossing the floor of the almost empty apartment, caught only the briefest glimpse of her as she walked past the open door of the bedroom. Then, with a faint feeling of shock, I listened to the front door of the apartment open and close. Tanya had gone outside Annalise’s apartment, and I still had her panties around my thighs, so I knew she was wearing nothing under that short dress. Just like Annalise, the woman who had introduced her to dominating me, her confidence was incredible. I mean, she had every reason to be confident. She was a beautiful young woman, and she knew it all too well. Ultimately, it was just another reminder that these two women operated on some level beyond anything I could really understand.

I didn’t know where Tanya was going, and I didn’t have much time to think about it. Just a couple of minutes later, I heard the front door of the apartment opening, and heard her rhythmic tread inside. I’ll admit, it was kind of a relief to know she had come back. After all, the stocks on Annalise’s bed were serious pieces of equipment, not just toys. As far as I could tell, I couldn’t escape from them without her help, and if she had chosen to leave me there for longer, there wouldn’t have been anything I could do about it. But that relief changed to fear as I heard Tanya talking to someone else. Judging by the sound of the footsteps outside, there was another woman with her. And for a moment, there was a surge of hope in my heart at the thought that maybe Annalisa joined her, and I was in for some unbelievable kinky fun. But the moment I heard the other woman speak, I realize that wasn’t the case.

Talking and laughing together, they made their way toward the room where I helplessly waited. Tanya came first, leading the way in her skimpy dress and sexy boots, her beautiful face glowing with triumph. As hard as it was to turn my eyes away from her, I looked past her to see who she had brought. And at first, I didn’t recognize the other young woman I saw in front of me.

“Boss, you already met Rachel,” Tanya said, and as she spoke, the faint memory returned to me. So many things that happened over the past few weeks, it was hard to keep it all straight, and I barely had space in my brain to think of everyone I had met. But I remembered this girl from my night out with Tanya, when her friends had shown up and joined us.

Rachel was around Tanya’s age, no more than her early twenties. I’m no marketing executive, but she had what I would probably describe as chestnut-colored hair, turning lighter towards its ends that lay in loose curls around her shoulders. She had light brown eyes that caught the light in the room, seeming to glow from within as she looked at me with a sly smile on her full lips. If she was at all surprised by what she saw, a man she had met only once tied up naked on a big bed by her friend, she gave no sign of it whatsoever.

Rachel was wearing a yellow tank top and a ruffled black skirt, paired with high heels. I’ll admit that in the state of high arousal I was in, it was hard to keep my eyes off the woman. The truth is, I didn’t even try. Difficult as it was to look past Tanya, I looked over every detail of Rachel’s figure, and saw she was hardly any less desirable than my sexy office assistant. Beautiful women often have beautiful friends, and that was clearly the case here. Rachel would have stopped traffic wherever she went, and I would have found her desirable no matter when I met her. But meeting her like this, completely exposed as I was and sexually frustrated by Tanya, Rachel was absolutely irresistible to me. Then again, it wasn’t as if I could have her. Shackled to the bed like I was, I couldn’t so much as touch either of them. All I could do was look, to gaze with wild hunger at the beauty I was denied and hope desperately that just maybe, after all this teasing and humiliation, my new young mistress might take pity on me.

“Hi,” Rachel said with a little giggle, the first sign of uncertainty from her. Was every beautiful woman a natural dominatri?. Or was it just that they could take on that persona when they needed to? I didn’t imagine I would ever get an answer to that question, but it intrigued me all the same. Still, right now, I had much bigger things to think about.

Tanya sat down on the edge of the bed, her hip almost touching mine, she was so close. Although there was no doubt that I was totally helpless, Rachel didn’t come too close. Instead, she stayed standing at the foot of the bed, her glowing brown eyes looking directly at me while Tanya tease me. She placed her hand low-down on my stomach, achingly close to my throbbing cock that had not gone down even a little. Silently, I begged her to touch it, but for now, she didn’t. Instead, she reached down past my hungry manhood to toy with the black panties that were stretched tight around my thighs.

“Doesn’t he look good in panties?” Tanya said to her friend. “They’re mine, but he was telling me how much it would turn him on to think of me coming to work without any underwear. I thought, if I’m not wearing any panties, someone should. So there we go.”

“He looks ridiculous,” Rachel said, another giggle bursting out of her as she spoke. And I cringed, knowing the truth of what she was saying. Knowing that I must look absolutely ridiculous to these beautiful women. After all, that was the whole point. Tanya wanted to remind me how little power I had, how little control, and it was working all too well. There was absolutely no way, in the circumstances I found myself in, that I could feel anything other than pathetic, and that was exactly what I was supposed to feel.

“Yeah, he does,” Tanya said softly. “But he is pretty ridiculous. I mean, what kind of man lets a woman do this to him?”

“A pretty pathetic one,” Rachel said with another burst of laughter that made the blood rise to my cheeks. Tanya smiled.

“Yeah, exactly,” she said. “A really pathetic one. A guy who’s so weak that he knows that his true place in life is being ordered around. A guy who’s completely led by his cock and can’t even think straight whenever a pretty girl smiles at him. Is that an accurate description, boss?”

Again, I heard Rachel giggle as my assistant used the mocking title she had recently taken to using for me. But as always, it wasn’t like I could protest. It wasn’t like what she was saying wasn’t true. It was all horribly accurate, all embarrassingly correct. That was what gave Tanya’s words their real bite.

And I knew just how little choice I had. I knew what was expected of me, what was demanded. We both knew I had said far worse things in the past, done things way more humiliating than this. But Tanya, inexperienced in these games as she might be, seemed to intuitively grasp that the humiliation of submitting to her was compounded by having her friend witness it. Having another woman, and a beautiful one at that, see just how weak and easy to control I was. With Annalise, I put it down to experience. But Tanya seemed to just automatically know what was going on in my brain, better even, maybe, than I did myself. Because lately, the labyrinthine passages of my own psyche were an almost total mystery to me.

“Yes, Miss Tanya.”

I spoke the words reluctantly, knowing how humiliating it would be. And both Tanya and her friend burst out laughing again, delighted to see me brought so low. There was no point fighting it, I knew. There was no possible way to resist my new mistress. Her beauty and her raw sex appeal meant she could make me say or do whatever she wanted, no matter how humiliating, and I would just have to accept it. Better to just submit, I told myself. To just accept that I had no choice in the matter, and remind myself that in the end, it was all worth it. But somehow, that barely helped. There was no getting around the simple fact that it was disgraceful to be controlled like this, to be made to say whatever these women, much younger than me, wanted to hear.

“Oh my God, he’s so whipped,” Rachel said, the laughter in her voice never fading. And I could see that it made Tanya smile to hear it. She was showing off for her friend, and it was working. Rachel was clearly impressed by Tanya’s ability to make me do what she said. And that, I already knew, would only encourage Tanya to do more of it.

“I know,” Tanya said, turning to her friend with a grin. “And the fact he’s my boss just makes it even sexier. He doesn’t get to call the shots in the office at all anymore. He just does what I say. Because if he doesn’t, he knows what happens. Don’t you, boss?”

I groaned as Tanya reached out, suddenly taking hold of my balls in one hand and gently squeezing them. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but it was certainly a firm enough grip to show me what she could do if she wanted to. To remind me just how completely vulnerable I was to these two women. And I didn’t hesitate to give her the answer I knew she wanted to hear.

“Yes, Miss Tanya.”

Both women laughed again.

And then, Tanya turned to her friend and said words that sounded completely unbelievable coming out of her mouth, even after everything we had been together. But at the same time, there wasn’t much I wanted to hear from her more.

“Ever had your pussy licked by a sex slave, Rach?”

Rachel gasped. For that matter, I almost gasped, too. What Tanya was suggesting was completely outrageous, but at the same time, there was no point denying the simple fact that it fit completely with the scenario we found ourselves in. I was there to be used, and there wasn’t much I wanted more than that, and Tanya’s suggestion, crude as it might be, lit a kind of fuse of lust and desire inside me. My cock throbbed and surged in the empty air as I thought of it, gazing at the beautiful young woman standing at the foot of the bed who I had only met once before, and then only briefly. The idea that Tanya might make me serve her, just like she made me serve herself, was almost unbearably exciting. And I lay at their mercy, not saying anything for fear I might put them off.

“Are you serious?” Rachel said. Clearly, she didn’t know this side of Tanya as well as I did. Because I already knew that my sexy assistant was 100% serious in what she was saying, even if she delivered it with a smile. She absolutely meant it, and if she decided do it, it was absolutely going to happen, and as usual, I would have zero choice in the matter, zero say in anything I was made to. Then again, Tanya knew well enough that if I had been given a choice, I would be more than happy to do what she said.

“Of course,” Tanya said, acting like it was somehow the most obvious thing in the world. “I mean, if you want. No pressure or anything. I’m just saying, it’s really fun.”

“You’ve done that with him?”

“Oh yeah,” Tanya nodded enthusiastically. “It’s one of my favorite things. I mean, you know how it is. You know how some guys are about that. But my little boy toy here doesn’t have a choice, do you? He has to do whatever pleases me. Even if that means pleasing my friends, too. Besides, he should consider himself lucky. The only way a guy like him could ever get girls like us is by being our sex slave anyway.”

Rachel giggled at Tanya’s words, though I suspected her laughter came this time from nervousness as much as anything else. But as she stood at the foot of the bed, looking curiously at me, I saw her teeth shine as she bit her lower lip, and hope surged inside my heart as I suspected that I already knew how she would answer. Tanya, of course, was right in everything she said. I would never have even dared approach a woman like her or Rachel, never would have imagined I would have a chance with either of them. Maybe this was the only way I get interest from women like them, and if so, the humiliating truth was that I would take what I could get.

“Come on,” Tanya said encouragingly. And as she spoke, she moved on the bed, rising up on her knees so that I could see the dark leather shine of her boots as she moved. She loomed above me as she turned her attention on me, and I gazed up at that beautiful face, on fire as always when she was around with unbelievable desire.

Tanya took hold of my cock. Her hand wrapped around my shaft felt like heaven as she toyed with me, but it wasn’t like I needed her help. I was already burning up with the desire that felt so powerful, it was like my bound body could barely contain it. As if past and future had been burned away by the evil heat, leaving me hovering in just this endless teasing, unbelievable present.

Tanya stroked my cock slowly, her hand moving gently up and down, keeping me trembling with the promise of pleasure. And the sly grin on her face told me she knew exactly what she was doing.

“Beg for it,” Tanya said with a smile. “Show my friend how badly you want to eat her pussy by begging to please her. Beg for just a taste of that beautiful pussy.”

“Please, Miss Tanya,” I began at once, but Tanya quickly corrected me.

“Not me. Her. She’s Miss Rachel to you now, and you need to beg her for a taste of that divine body of hers.”

Standing by the foot of the bed, Rachel burst out laughing again. But Tanya wasn’t laughing this time. I knew she was deadly serious. I knew she wanted this as yet another expression of her total domination of me, and we both knew that she would get it. Just like Annalise, what Tanya wanted from me was exactly what Tanya got.

“Please, Miss Rachel,” I said through lips that trembled with desire and shame, and my shame only grew as Tanya’s friend laughed out loud at me. “Please let me pleasure you, please! I just want to please you. Miss Tanya is right. I’m just here to pleasure women like you, to make you feel good. Please allow me that gift, beautiful mistress.”

Tanya and Rachel could not stop laughing, and I didn’t wonder why. I was making an absolute fool of myself, driven by desire. But the more Tanya teased me, the more she made me beg, the more her hand moved up and down my straining cock, the weaker my already faint resistance became, and the more I wanted exactly this. To have sex with two women like this was something I would hardly have even allowed myself to imagine just a few weeks before. It didn’t matter how it happened. It didn’t matter what I had to say or do to get there. No price seemed too high to pay for the erotic promise of this latest humiliating moment. Just like Tanya hoped, I would do whatever it took.

“He’s so pathetic, isn’t he?”

“Yeah,” Rachel said slowly, her teeth still showing as she bit her lip. “But I guess it is kind of hot, in a kinky sort of way.”

And as she spoke, she began to move slowly around the bed. I watched her approach, her skirt swaying around her thighs, her tight tank top straining to contain her generous breasts. Even as Tanya continued to stroke my cock, a vision of beauty and dominant power on my left, I watched Rachel circle around on my right, slowly approaching the bed as if mustering up the courage to do what Tanya was encouraging her to do.

I felt the mattress sink under her weight as she climbed onto the bed, one bare knee at a time. She moved slowly toward me, and I watched her coming, silently begging her to give in to her wilder impulses. Somehow, it seemed to work. Because Rachel leaned over me, her brown hair hanging around her pretty face, her deep cleavage showing even more in the tank top she wore as she reached out and took hold of my throat.

Behind her, Tanya laughed. Her hand had not stopped moving on my cock, keeping me in a state of raging desire as I stared up her friend. Rachel squeezed firmly, her glowing eyes looking deep into mine. Now, she wasn’t smiling. Instead, her eyes flickered over my face, taking in every detail of my expression while I stared up at her in unrivaled lust.

“Beg me again,” she said. Her voice was quiet, a little unsure of herself. She didn’t yet have the unrivaled confidence of Annalise or Tanya, after all. But clearly, she was getting there. She was awakening to the power her beauty gave her, just as the other women had, and I couldn’t deny that it was a beautiful sight to see.

“Please, Miss Rachel,” I babbled while a slow smile spread across her beautiful face. “Please let me worship you like the goddess you are.”

That got a smile from her, a smile that spread slowly but hypnotically across her gorgeous face. I felt her hand on my throat tighten just a little more before she took it away, moving quickly now on the mattress beside me as though she had finally come to a difficult decision. She reached up under her skirt, and I saw her pull her panties down, shifting her weight from one knee to the other as she pulled them down her long legs and tossed them carelessly away. Then, as Tanya looked on approvingly, Rachel swung her leg over my head, straddling me. She gathered her skirt up in her hands, pulling it toward her hips, and underneath, I saw her bare pussy framed by a dark strip of pubic hair that pointed almost like an arrow down toward what I desired. After the dry spell that followed the collapse of my relationship with Marta, I was having more sex now with more partners than I had ever had in my life, and none of it was really down to me. It was all because of Annalise and her dominant ways, and now she wasn’t even in the room, but I could still feel her influence over my life, making me desperate to serve these two beauties just as I was to serve my true mistress.

“That’s awesome,” I heard Tanya say as her friend moved forward. Rachel spread her knees further apart, lowering her pussy down onto my mouth. And I didn’t hesitate. I stuck out my tongue and began to eagerly lick her sex, using every trick I knew to please her. I heard the woman above me sigh softly, and a feeling of pleasure raced through my body to know I was giving her what she wanted. Annalise and Tanya had me well-trained. They had gotten me to the point where that excited me almost as much as getting my own pleasure did, as if nothing in the world mattered more than making these gorgeous women cum.

Rachel sighed again, and before long, that sigh turned into a moan. She tasted different to Annalise, different to Tanya, but no less delicious than either woman. And the kinkiness of the situation I was in, my total helplessness, the fact I was being used like a sex toy by these two women, naturally made the whole situation even more erotic than it would otherwise have been.

I slid my tongue inside Rachel’s body, and felt her tight pussy spasm around me, the wet walls taking me in. And as she began to grind her pussy against my face, I felt more movement on the bed, from Tanya this time.

I groaned into Rachel’s pussy as I felt Tanya climb on top of me. My cock slid easily inside, and I trembled as I felt the lubrication of her body, acknowledging how turned on this beautiful mistress was. Tanya groaned with pleasure as she rode up and down on my cock, and I lay beneath both of them, unable to see a thing but finding that my other senses seemed to be enhanced by that loss. It felt absolutely incredible to lie there in the dark, unable to move, unable to talk, unable to see, but feeling everything. Feeling Rachel’s pussy spasming against my mouth, and Tanya’s clenching around my cock. After the experiences I had had over the past few weeks, I couldn’t say this was the hottest one yet. But it was definitely up there. My life these days had turned into an unbelievable procession of one wildly sexy encounter after another, and again, I knew this was one I was never going to forget.

But I had a job to do. As tempting as it was to relax into the sensations of ecstasy I was feeling, to abandon myself to total pleasure, I knew I was still there to serve. And so I kept licking Rachel’s pussy, changing my angle and my rhythm, guided by her moans of pleasure and the movements of her body on top of mine. Before long, she was moaning in ecstasy, and I welcomed the feeling of her pussy spasming against my mouth, desperate for what came next. Silently begging for nothing more than the orgasmic release of a woman I barely knew on top of me.

And that’s what happened. Hot juices of pleasure poured out of Rachel’s body, and I heard her shrieking above me, giving full voice to her bliss.

I lapped up as much of her juices as I could. I drank them down eagerly, as though there were nothing more precious in the world. I swallowed every drop, but more of it kept coming, coating my face and my neck, dripping from my skin onto the mattress below. Rachel’s body writhed on top of mine, grinding her pussy against my face, as if she had completely forgotten that there was a human being beneath her. As if she no longer cared. And the taste of her orgasm filled my mouth while I spluttered underneath her.

I opened my eyes as the young woman swung her leg over my head and climbed off me. With a gasp, she sat down on the mattress next to my head, leaning against the headboard I was shackled to. For now, at least, she was satisfied.

But that still left Tanya riding my cock. And I lifted my head from the pool of Rachel’s juices it sat in to watch Tanya’s perfect body moving on top of me. She was still fully dressed, still wearing the dress and boots she had worn to work, her hair still gathered behind her head in the neat professional bun she wore. But seeing her like this was burning itself onto my memory, just as the sight of her in the throes of pleasure always did.

“You can cum now, boss,” Tanya said, in a voice that was thick with pleasure, her own orgasm hovering on the brink of realization. Beside me, I heard Rachel gasp again, but I barely noticed.

“Thank you, Miss Tanya!” I babbled. And perhaps the most humiliating thing of all was that I absolutely meant it.

Tanya laughed, but her laughter soon turned into a groan of pleasure, and I felt her pussy spasming around my cock. That was more than enough. With a loud cry, I emptied myself into her, and she moaned in bliss as her own body responded. The two of us came together, the air in what used to be Annalise’s bedroom filled with the sounds of sex.


    
17. Tanya Makes A Sale

“Boss! Come here!”

Tanya’s voice came floating down the small hallway that separated the reception area of the office from my own desk. And I could tell straightaway from her tone that it wasn’t a request, but an order. Tanya had gotten very used to giving me orders in a very short space of time. But after all, maybe that wasn’t such as a surprise. After the things we had done together, it was hard to pretend that she wasn’t firmly in charge. Hard to deny that she could make me do just about anything.

Technically, I supposed I was still her boss. Certainly, she loved to call me that. But now, she had received her real estate license, and was a fully fledged partner in my company. She still sat at the reception desk in the front of the office, for now at least. Anyone coming in would think it was the same old arrangement, that she was my assistant and I was in charge. But she and I and Annalise, and now even Tanya’s friends, knew our real arrangement. We were partners in business, but when it came to our increasingly exotic sex life, Tanya was very much in charge.

Rising from my desk, I stepped out of my office and headed down the hallway. As usual, my heart was beating fast in my chest, a wild excitement running through her veins. I didn’t know what would happen next, but that was part of the thrill. And everything Tanya and Annalise did to me, no matter how humiliating it might be, no matter how occasionally painful it was, filled me with an unbelievable joy. I had never had sex like this. I had never known kinky pleasures like the ones these women had shown me. I wasn’t going to resist. And the occasional things they did to me that I didn’t enjoy seemed like a small price to pay for the things I did. I was having sex with two of the most beautiful women I had ever met, and recently, even with Tanya’s gorgeous friend Rachel. I would put up with any amount of humiliation for that.

I rounded the corner to where Tanya sat behind her desk. She looked beautiful, as ever. Today, she had her long blonde hair tied behind her head in a loose ponytail, a careful braid running from each temple to the back of her head. Her makeup was as skillful as ever, enhancing the gorgeous features nature had given her, making those striking eyes of hers sparkle above full lips painted bright red. She was wearing a white shirt, cut to fit close to her body, the buttons open to reveal a tempting expanse of cleavage. The shirt was tucked into a black pencil skirt made of some stretchy fabric that clung erotically to her hips and thighs, the outfit finished off with her usual high-heeled shoes. As always, Tanya looked incredible. But if I had been able to think straight while looking at her gorgeous body displayed in that outfit, I might have noticed that, while still highly provocative, it was a little different to what she usually wore to the office. Maybe she looked a little less like a sexy secretary and a little more like a sexy businesswoman of her own. Maybe the change had come now that she was my partner, now that she was listing properties herself and, soon, taking commissions. But I didn’t think about that. All I think about was how good she looked, and how desperately I wanted her.

“Oh,” she said, her brow furrowing in mock confusion as I appeared around the corner. “I don’t remember saying you could walk here, do you? No, I think I want you to crawl. On your hands and knees.”

Her eyes blazed maliciously as she spoke, that sly smile I could never resist spreading across her face once more. She gave her orders with the same confidence she always had, as if she didn’t even question whether they would be obeyed. She was right not to, I guess. Just at the sound of her voice, my cock began to thicken, and now, hearing her boss me around like this, I could feel another powerful erection rising in my pants. And with that came my usual weakness, toward her and toward seemingly any other attractive woman. Tanya had joked in the past about how I was ruled by my desire, but the truth was, it wasn’t really much of a joke. It was the simple reality. My desire for her made her impossible to argue with, made me willing to debase myself in any way she decided I should just to make her smile and, hopefully, to turn her on.

At the corner of the reception area of our office, I sank to my knees. Tanya’s smile grew wider.

“Actually, you should be doing this naked, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Miss Tanya,” I said without hesitation. And I didn’t hesitate to take my clothes off either, knowing I had no choice. Tanya’s eyes flickered over my body the way they usually did, taking it all in, noticing my rigid cock crying out for her attention, the only thing she needed to control me completely. And when my clothes lay in a heap on the floor, I crawled toward her on my hands and knees, my cheeks burning with shame but my cock throbbing with pure desire.

“Stay there,” Tanya ordered, pointing to a spot under her desk, right in front of her feet. Of course, I did as she said, staring up her from my hands and knees, my eyes following the lines of her long legs as they disappeared under her skirt. My mouth was practically watering as I gazed at her, the way her hips spread in her chair making me crave that beautiful body and what lay in the darkness under that skirt, just out of sight. Right in front of me, but at the same time completely out of reach unless my new partner decided otherwise. There was no doubting the power relationship between us, no way to ignore the fact that she held all the cards. That whatever happened, or didn’t happen, was completely up to her.

“Are you thinking about my pussy, boss?”

“Yes, Miss Tanya.”

“I bet you are. What are you thinking about it?”

“How good it tastes, Miss Tanya. How much I’d like to lick it.”

I spoke without shame, even as my cheeks burned with embarrassment. After all, it was the truth, and by now, we both knew it. We had said and done far kinkier things than that, even if it still helped to reinforce my sense of inferiority compared to my sexy partner.

“You’re not thinking about fucking me?”

“I wasn’t, Miss Tanya. Now I am.”

Tanya burst out laughing, throwing back her head as the sound of her amusement erupted from between her red lips.

“I bet you are. But I like that that’s not even your first thought. I’ve broken you, haven’t I? Now, when you see a beautiful woman, you don’t even think about having sex with her. You just think about pleasing her.”

“Yes, Miss Tanya.”

It was true, at least partially. Since Tanya and Annalise began dominating me, I felt like I was becoming addicted to serving women. And there was no more erotic way to do that than to kneel at their feet and give them pleasure with my mouth. It obsessed me, at least half my fantasies and favorite memories revolving around that. Yes, of course, it felt incredible to have sex with Tanya, or with Annalise, whenever I was allowed to. It was the reward they dangled in front of me, that kept me going, kept me willing to serve them in whatever wild ways they requested next. But maybe Tanya was right, I thought with another flush of shame. Maybe she really had trained me to think of giving oral whenever I thought about sex now.

“Beg for it then, boss,” Tanya said, smiling down at me from the lofty heights of her office chair. “Beg to please me, and you better make me really believe it.”

“Please, Miss Tanya,” I said, raising my voice a little to make sure she could hear my words over the bright burst of laughter that rose out of her. “Please let me pleasure you like the goddess you are. Please let me taste your divine pussy. I know I’m not worthy, but you’re so beautiful, and you turn me on so much.”

“Just think,” Tanya said through her laughter. “Your creep ex-partner hired me so he could stare at me all day, and now you’re the one at my feet, begging for sex.”

“Yes, Miss Tanya.”

There was nothing else to do but agree. And after all, she wasn’t wrong. As hard as it was to believe at times, that was exactly what had happened, an outcome no one could have seen coming. And yet in its own way, it was an outcome that seemed almost inevitable to me now, as if we had been working toward this crazy game from the very first moment I met Tanya and was struck by her incredible beauty.

“Well, beg properly then. My feet aren’t going to kiss themselves.”

I didn’t even hesitate. By now, I was used to humiliating rituals like this, even if they never ceased to turn me on. Tanya sat above me with her legs uncrossed, her knees together, depriving me of the view I wanted most in the world, and in a show of submission, I lowered my head to the floor and pressed my lips against her skin, moving my mouth over the straps of her shoes and groveling like the pathetic slave I was in front of my young new dominatrix.

“Please, Tanya,” I babbled, my words punctuated by submissive kisses to her feet and shoes. “Please let me lick your gorgeous pussy, please!” For a while, the sound of my submission was the only sound in the office. Tanya let it go on for a while, taking great pleasure in watching me debase myself like this all over again. She loved to remind us both of her female superiority, the wild power her beauty gave her. She never wanted to let me forget it even for a minute.

But finally, she moved. I sat back on my knees as she spread her feet apart, her manicured hands reaching for the hem of her skirt. Hope vibrated in my chest as she began with some effort to pull her skirt up her legs, shifting her hips from side to side where she sat in her chair as she struggled with the clinging fabric that didn’t seem to want to let go of its hold on her body. Neither would I. I had never felt jealous of an item of clothing before, but I wanted Tanya so badly, it had me thinking all kinds of bizarre thoughts like that.

Finally, Tanya was able to pull her black skirt up around her hips. And I saw with a jolt of excitement that she wore nothing underneath it. Her pussy was uncovered by any underwear, totally on display for me as she pulled up her skirt, and my cock throbbed wildly at the welcome sight, feeling as if everything I had ever wanted was right in front of my face.

“Okay,” Tanya said in a voice that was almost weary, as if I had somehow convinced her, somehow talked her into this, when we both knew the truth. Tanya didn’t do a single thing she didn’t want to do, and anything that happened in this office happened because she wanted it. For now, for whatever reason, it pleased her to pretend that wasn’t the case. By now, of course, I was past questioning the kinky whims of the women who owned me.

And with Tanya’s bare pussy brazenly on display in front of me, pleasing her was all I could think about.

“Get to work, boss,” she ordered, pointing down at her beautiful sex with a single finger. And that was the only invitation I needed. On hands and knees, I practically lunged forward, already tasting her erotic flavor in my mind, even before my questing lips and tongue made contact with her body. She sighed in pleasure as she felt me kiss her sex, relaxing in a moment, knowing that for now, as always, it was all about her.

The sound of me licking her pussy filled the office, and again, Tanya let it go on for a while. Part of her dominant persona was that she was never in a hurry, always in a position of power that allowed her to take her time. For long while, she simply sat there, her breathing getting steadily faster, her breasts rising and falling underneath her shirt as she enjoyed my desperate attention. And as I usually did, I took it almost as a kind of challenge. I wanted to break through her composure and exercise the only power I ever had when it came to these women: the power to make them cum. I slid my tongue inside the soft passage of her sex, trying to please the woman who was now my partner and my mistress with a kind of vindictive desire.

But Tanya’s pause didn’t last forever. Crouching under her desk with my face buried between her thighs, it wasn’t easy to see exactly what she was doing. But I saw her pick up her phone, tapping on the screen a few times, and for a moment, my heart vibrated to wonder which dominant mistress she was calling to be part of my humiliation now. Maybe Rachel. Maybe Annalise. Ultimately, I knew it didn’t matter. All that mattered was that these women got to whatever they wanted with me, and my job was simply to obey.

But as I listened to Tanya talk down the phone, doing a surprisingly good job of repressing the desire and pleasure in her voice, I realized she wasn’t talking to another mistress or drafting in reinforcements to tease and humiliate me some more. My former assistant, sitting there with my face between her legs, was conducting business while I ate her out.

“Okay, so it’s a deal? Fantastic. You know you’re making the right decision, and you’re going to love living in that fabulous location. Yeah, the paperwork’s all complete. It’s all yours. Congratulations!”

I listened closely. Of course, I knew straightaway exactly what was going on. I couldn’t count how many calls like that I had made myself over the years. Tanya had sold her first house, and earned her first commission as my new business partner. And true to her character, she had done it while I, her former boss, kneeled naked at her feet, hungrily giving her pleasure with my mouth.

Tanya hung up the phone. Her eyes were blazing as she set it down on the desk, looking down at me. I kept licking her pussy as I looked up at her, not having heard an order to stop. Not wanting to stop, if I’m being honest. Wanting to stay exactly where I was, doing exactly what I was doing, to bring pleasure to this woman who by now, ruled over me completely.

“Well, that’s the buyer told,” Tanya said to me. “Now to give the seller the happy news.”

Of course, I knew exactly who that was. Annalise. And anytime these women got talking together, it usually ended in humiliation and sometimes even pain for me. And yet I welcomed it. I didn’t say a word, still kneeling at Tanya’s feet, still licking her pussy and doing my best to give her all the pleasure I could while she took her little victory lap. And soon, I heard her talking on the phone again.

“Yeah, it’s done,” she said. “Congratulations! The paperwork is all finalized, and the funds will be released today.”

There was a pause. From where I was, I could hear Annalise’s voice, but I could tell she was speaking as Tanya listened. I tried to imagine what my original mistress might be saying to her protégé, based on Tanya’sreplies.

“Oh yeah, he’s here,” Tanya said, casting a sly look in my direction. “He’s right where he should be. On his knees at my feet.”

And she burst out laughing before continuing.

“Yeah. Yeah, of course he is. As he should be. This could have been his commission, but instead he’s on his knees under my desk, eating my pussy to congratulate me on my first sale.”

Shame echoed inside me at her words, just the way I knew it was supposed to. Neither of them ever missed an opportunity to remind me of my lowly place in their lives, to remind me of my total inferiority as a man. It was a huge part of what made them so sexy, besides the incredible way they both looked, of course.

“Oh yeah, that’s a good idea,” Tanya went on. “Yeah, we should totally do that. Yeah, okay. Tonight? I don’t see why not.”

Lifting the phone away from her for a moment, Tanya turned her eyes and her voice on me.

“We’re going to a party at Annalise’s house tonight, boss,” she said. Not asking, of course. Just telling me what was going to happen and how it was going to be. She didn’t need a reply from me, and I didn’t give her one. It was obvious to us all that I had no say in the matter whatsoever.

“Okay, we’ll see you tonight,” Tanya said as she turned her attention back to the other woman on the phone. “Yeah, it’s going to be fun. Okay. See you later.”

Setting the phone down on her desk, Tanya turned her startling eyes on me again. I could see the desire and the lust that burned inside them, and naturally, it only fueled my own. My tongue was still working on her sex, my lips still pressed against hers, my mouth just a tool to bring pleasure to the goddess I served.

“Annalise is having a party tonight,” she said. “Perfect timing.”

*****

Annalise took my breath away the moment she opened the door to her new house.

It’d only been a few days since I last saw her, though it felt like much longer. Strange as it seems to admit, any time spent away from her felt like forever. I missed her when she wasn’t around, despite all the cruel things she said this to me. Because of them, more correctly.

And seeing her meant being reminded of just how powerful my attraction to this mysterious woman was.

She answered the door in full dominatrix gear. Annalise, never one to shy away from attention, had dressed herself in a black latex bodysuit that clung to her every curve, catching the light and throwing it back in a dazzling display of dominant female beauty. The catsuit covered her legs, her hips, her stomach, completely, rising all the way up to a high collar around her neck. But there was a cutout over the chest that exposed her deep cleavage, making my cock throb even more in my pants as I looked at her. The catsuit left her arms bare, and she was wearing thigh-high boots with high heels and laces that went all the way up the front. She had her black hair tied behind her head in an elegant braid that hung down between her shoulders, and as I stood on the doorstep in front of her, next to Tanya, she looked me up and down like something she had just stepped in.

We had come straight from work. Tanya was still wearing her sexy pencil skirt, white shirt, and high heels, looking every inch the sexy and successful businesswoman she was rapidly becoming. I was wearing my own work clothes, not that it mattered. Something told me I wouldn’t be wearing them for long. And something made me hope for exactly that.

“Get in here,” Annalise ordered, looking at me as she spoke. I stepped through the open door of her house as she stepped aside, and Tanya followed me, her high heels echoing on the wooden floor. As far as I could tell, there was nobody else at the house yet.

“Clothes off, bitch. On your knees,” Annalise briskly ordered while Tanya giggled. And of course, I complied. As always, I did exactly as I was told, shedding my clothes in a matter of minutes and dropping to my knees on the floor of the house I had sold to Annalise. The two women looked me over as they stood above me, a faint smile slowly appearing on Annalise’s face to match the one on Tanya’s lips. I was theirs, completely. They both knew it. And I didn’t know what they had in store for me, but I knew already that I was going to do it.

“Is that how you greet your Mistress?” Annalise said, her eyebrows rising dangerously on her smooth brow. And while Tanya laughed again, I saw what the dominant woman wanted. I crawled forward instantly, pressing my lips to the pointed toes of Annalise’s boots, leaving a faint moisture mark that was quick to evaporate from the patent leather while Tanya laughed at my pathetic submission.

“That’s better,” Annalise said. “At least you haven’t forgotten your manners completely. Now, crawl, pig. Down to the basement with you.”

Without waiting for a response from me, Annalise stepped past me. I saw Tanya raising her eyebrows as I glanced toward her, but I knew how little choice I had. Turning on hands and knees, I crawled after Annalise, watching the sway of her body in her tall boots, watching the light reflected from her gorgeous curvaceous ass as she led me to the door to the basement. Opening it, she climbed downstairs, and I followed the sound of her high heels, still crawling like a dog while Tanya followed behind me.

Walking briskly, Annalise headed to the center of the room. My heart skipped a beat as she bent over and swung open the door of the heavy iron cage. I trembled with fear, but by now, I didn’t have the mental strength to resist her.

And Annalise turned to face me, a sly smile on her gorgeous face as she leaned against the heavy cage.

“Having a basement bitch is a trademark of my parties,” she said. “And today, that’s going to be you. Do you know what a basement bitch does?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Whatever the fuck he’s told,” Annalise said, making Tanya laugh out loud again.

With that, she turned away from the cage and strode toward the rack of implements on the far wall of the basement. Picking up a pair of handcuffs and a marker pen, she strode back toward me. I stayed on my knees, terrified of what was about to happen but unable to do a single thing about it, knowing I had no choice.

Annalise ordered me to put my hands behind my back, and she crouched down behind me, her latex catsuit creaking with her movements. She cuffed my hands behind my back, then ordered me to turn around. Now that I was facing her, she uncapped the marker pen and wrote in huge letters on my chest, BASEMENT BITCH. Then, setting the pen down on the floor, she rose to her feet.

“Get in the cage,” she said, stepping toward it herself. As I shuffled forward awkwardly my knees, feeling Tanya watching my every move, I saw Annalise remove the leather pad from the top of the cage. It split in half, and as she removed one section of it, I could see that underneath, there was a round hole in the bars of the top of the cage. That section of the bars lifted up too, swinging silently on a hidden hinge so that the cage, for now, had no top, at least for half of it.

Annalise had me get inside and sit on the floor. She swung the top of the cage back down, the round hole meeting with the other half around my neck, and my mistress locked in in place. My head stuck out the top of the cage, the hole too small to pull my head through, and the other half of the padded leather cushion sat right in front of me, and a shiver of desire went through me as I considered the possibilities.

Annalise swung the door of the cage shut behind me. Not that it mattered. With my head sticking out through the hole, I could never escape from the cage, even if the door was open. Annalise circled around the cage, standing at one end of it and leaning forward on her elbows so that I was given a magnificent view of her cleavage straining against the low neckline of her latex catsuit.

“I’m sure you can imagine what happens next,” she went on. “You stay here, naked and horny and caged, while Tanya and I go upstairs. We greet my guests. We have some food, some drinks, and enjoy each other’s company. And any time anyone feels like using a toy, they come down here and use you. I’m going to tell everyone you’re down here, and you better not show me up. Make sure you are totally submissive to all my guests and do exactly as they tell you. They’re all superior to you anyway. Am I making myself clear?”

I licked my dry lips before answering. For all the wild things Annalise had done to me, this was the wildest yet. The thought of being used like this, of my kinky desires being publicly exposed like this, sent shockwaves of desperate lust through my caged body. But it wasn’t like I had a choice. Besides, just the thought of it made my cock surge desperately, made my head spin with unbelievable desire. What she was suggesting was absolutely outrageous, but that was the kind of woman she was. That was what I loved about her. And part of me, that ridiculous submissive part that she had introduced me to, found this to be about the sexiest thing I had ever imagined.

“Yes, Mistress Annalise,” I said in a voice that cracked with the pressure of desire I was feeling. And, smiling broadly now, Annalise straightened up. Turning toward Tanya, she grinned, and I saw the young woman smiling back at her.

“Okay, let’s go,” Annalise said, stepping away from my cage toward the stairs that led out the basement. And Tanya cast one last glance back at me as she followed the other woman. I watched them both disappear up the stairs, listened to the clatter of their high heels dying down as they shut the door behind them.

I was trapped once again. And once again, I had no choice but to serve Annalise in whatever way she wanted.


    
18. Basement Bitch

There was nothing else for me to do but listen. If I had had the chance, maybe I wouldn’t have been able to resist the temptation to touch myself. After all, this latest situation I found myself in, probably the most outrageous yet, was turning me on to an unimaginable level. But that was not an option. Maybe Annalise had predicted exactly that, and that was why she had kept my hands behind my back. Or maybe it was just habit. Maybe she did it just for the pleasure of putting me in bondage. Ultimately, it didn’t matter. What mattered was that once again, as usual, Annalise was getting what she wanted from me, and giving me very little choice in what happened next. And as usual, I was so turned on by it, it felt at times like I could hardly breathe.

But focusing on my breathing was about all I could do. Sit there and breathe and listen, and wait to be used.

Upstairs, I could hear the party starting, Annalise’s guests arriving one after another. I listened to the sound of footsteps on the floor, and heard voices, both male and female, too muffled by distance to make out what they said. Bad enough to think that there were women upstairs, friends of Annalise’s who would soon be exposed to my pathetic situation. But the thought of there being men up there actually terrified me. I have absolutely zero same-sex inclinations, absolutely no attraction to men in any way. But I remembered with horror that Annalise had said she wanted me to serve whoever came down into the basement in whatever way they chose, as if everybody on earth was somehow superior to me. I could mentally protest all I wanted, could argue in my mind with an image of her in a way I would never argue with her in real life. But the awful truth was, I no longer had a choice. This game of domination and submission had somehow become more than just a game now, had become terrifyingly real.

That was what I wanted, of course. Or at least, it was what a huge part of me wanted, the part that wanted only to give in, to submit more and more, to take things as far as they could go. But there was another part of me, an older part of me, that was still capable of worrying about the repercussions. And that part of me was absolutely lit up with worry and concern as I sat locked in a cage in Annalise’s basement, waiting to be used.

It took a while. Of course, I had noted before that time passes slowly when you’re in captivity. The minutes drag when you’re waiting for something else, time slowing to a crawl when you have no way to track its passage. That was very much my experience again now as I waited to see what came next. And upstairs, the noise of the party only grew steadily louder, reaching me where I waited in fear and uncertainty and tormenting me with the reminder of the freedom I no longer had.

But eventually, I heard the door at the top of the stairs open. I heard the noise of the party grow momentarily louder, music and laughter and the voices of others reaching me where I sat upright in the solid steel cage Annalise had trapped me in. I heard the sound of footsteps on the stairs, high heels, and I desperately hoped that it was Annalise or Tanya that I could hear approaching. Both of them, maybe; I could hear two sets of shoes coming down the stairs, after all. But as I turned my head as far as I could to see who was coming, I soon saw that it wasn’t the women I knew and already served. High-heeled shoes and shapely legs descended the stairs in front of me, and I cringed in shame and fear and embarrassment, knowing that my disgraceful submission was about to be exposed to someone else.

But just as Annalise wanted, there was nothing I could do about that.

Two women came into view, slowly becoming visible to me from the feet up as they descended the basement stairs. When they saw me there, caged and helpless, expressions of shock bloomed on their faces. I heard them gasp. I heard them giggle. But after all, I was hardly any less shocked than they were. Annalise had threatened to do this, and I had learned not to underestimate her or take her threats lightly. Still, this was intense, even for her.

I would estimate both women to be around the age of my primary mistress, in their mid-30s or early 40s. Right around my age, in fact. One of them was white, with dark brown hair that cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that was still pretty, even if it did show signs of surgical enhancement. There was no arguing with her body, though. She was wearing a black dress with a high neckline that bared her toned arms, and the skirt went no lower than the middle of her thighs. Her legs were wrapped in black mesh stockings that disappeared into the top of a pair of leather high-heeled ankle boots, and for a moment, I thought of Annalise, the way she had looked when I first met her on that fateful day in this very house. Back then, of course, I had had no idea what was coming. Back then, I couldn’t possibly have imagined the life that was waiting for me, this life, one of humiliation and desire and torture that all the same, I was unable to resist. If I had known what was coming, if I had seen clearly that the road I was on it would end here, for now, tied up in a cage in the basement of the house I had sold to Annalise, would I have done a single thing differently? These were the thoughts that kept me up at night, that kept me awake on those nights when I wasn’t busy pleasing Annalise or, just as frequently these days, Tanya. Helpless in the basement with two sexy women, though, was not the time to analyze the decisions that had got me there.

“She wasn’t joking,” the first woman said. “Look at him, Hannah. He looks so fucking ridiculous.”

Hannah giggled. By no means heavy, she was still heavier than her friend. Or curvier, perhaps, I should say, because she carried the weight extraordinarily well. She was wearing a ruched red dress that clung tight to every curve of her body, showing off her hips and the swell of her breasts, leaving her shoulders bare. She wore her black hair long and loose on her shoulders, a gold chain around her neck and a wedding ring on her hand. The makeup she wore played up her Asian features, long wings of eyeliner accentuating her exquisite features. She was smiling, laughing at my predicament, I thought to myself with another burst of shame. But she had one of those faces that seemed like it smiled a lot.

“Well, you know what Annalise is like,” Hannah said. And the two women walked slowly toward me, their high heels echoing with every step on the hard floor of the basement. They approached as if they weren’t sure of themselves, as if there was some danger in front of them. But I couldn’t imagine what that might be, because I couldn’t possibly be less of a threat than I was. Completely helpless, it was all I could do to turn my head in the top of the cage and watch them approach, entranced as ever by the movement of their bodies so beautifully displayed by their no doubt expensive clothes. I couldn’t help it. I had been doing it for so long that it was second nature to me now, even in extreme circumstances like this. As the two women approached, my brain did its little calculations, thinking about their probable income level and social status. As if I was going to sell them a house from my position in the cage.

“How are you doing in there, slave?” the white woman asked, raising her voice as if she thought I might be hard of hearing. “Never seen you at one of these parties before. Are you Annalise’s latest sex toy?”

“I… I guess so,” I said uncertainly, and both women exchanged a look, smiles showing on both of their beautiful faces.

“Looks to me like that’s exactly what you are,” the white woman went on. “Looks to me like you’re another pathetic loser that’s fallen under her spell. And now here you are, ready for us to use. Are you going to be a good boy for us today?”

She was straight into it. I had to give her that. No beating around the bush with this woman. Probably I shouldn’t have been surprised that Annalise’s friends were every bit as poised and self-confident as she was. And by now, of course, the nature of this party was clear to me. Annalise had said herself that this was common practice for her, to have a submissive in the basement to use and abuse. What was new to me was almost routine for her, and presumably her friends as well. As crazy as that was, I guess in a way it made its own strange kind of sense. Clearly, Annalise’s guests shared her taste for female domination, and that told me, if I hadn’t known it already, that I was in for a wild ride.

The white woman’s hand banged loudly on the padded leather cushion in front of my face, making me jump

“Answer me!”

Her voice was loud in the basement as she yelled, echoing back from the bare walls. I knew what was expected of me. I knew the trouble I was in. Annalise, after all, had left me in no doubt about my role for the night, and the behavior that was expected of me around her guests. I cringed at the humiliation of it all. After all, it was one thing to submit the way I did to Annalise and Tanya, and something else entirely to be expected to obey the commands of women I had never even met. But there was no denying that in some ways, that made it even hotter. These women didn’t even know my name, and they didn’t care. To them, I was just a piece of meat to use, and that thought found its target in the submissive part of my brain so that I couldn’t help myself from wanting this, and all the helpless humiliation I knew Annalise’s friends offered.

“Yes,” I said, hearing Hannah out laughing again.

“Yes? That’s yes Mistress to you, you little worm,” the woman said with a sneer on her beautiful face. It was crazy. She looked in many ways like women I had met so many times before, like women I had sold property to. Probably wealthy. Probably high maintenance. Maybe a socialite, a bored housewife who spent her time having lunch with her friends and engaging in pointless hobbies. In the real estate trade, you meet dozens of women like this. But now, this one was a screaming banshee in front of me, a dominatrix demanding my complete submission. And it was a foregone conclusion that she would get it, too. Annalise’s power over me was so great, so total, that she didn’t even need to be in the room with me to bend me to her will.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, doing my best to swallow my pride for what felt like the millionth time. And even though I had never met this woman before, I felt as if I knew the smile that spread across her face. The same smile I had seen on the face of Annalise in the past, and more and more these days, on Tanya’s face, too. It was a smile of triumph, of conquest. A smile that told me these women knew that they had won a victory so complete, it was hard to imagine ever coming back from it. And it was a victory they had been handed by nature, more or less. Because I couldn’t resist the way they looked or my desire for them, they could do whatever they liked with me.

“Better,” the woman said, turning her victorious little smile on me after sharing a laugh with her friend. “Let’s hope your skills are better than your manners.”

“Oh my God, Cheryl, you’re not –“

Cheryl absolutely was.

Maybe Hannah was less experienced in these kinky parties than her friend. Maybe she was just more inhibited. But while she gasped in shock, Cheryl didn’t miss a beat. She didn’t bother to take off her dress; she just pulled it up around her waist. I saw that she was wearing a pair of black panties above her stockings, and I watched as she unceremoniously pulled them down. She stepped out of them one foot at a time, setting them down at one edge of the padded cushion on top of the cage. And then, her pussy brazenly on display, she boosted herself up to sit on top of the cushion, pivoting so that she was facing me.

As wild as it all was, I was barely even surprised. After all, I knew that was what I was there for. I knew that was exactly what Annalise had intended, exactly what she had in mind. She had been very clear about that. This was what she wanted me to do, to be some kind of sex slave for all her guests, to pleasure them in whatever way they wanted. And admittedly, if I had to be used like that, this was how I would’ve chosen to do it. Being a sex toy of some kinky MILF was a lot better than several alternatives my worried mind could conjure, so I did my best to embrace my task and do as I was told.

Cheryl slid forward until she was sitting at the edge of the cushion, right in front of my face. She swung one leg over my head, and I heard a faint rattle behind me as she hooked her high heels into the bars on the top of the cage behind my head. Her pussy filled my vision, her lips already swollen with desire, already damp with the juices of her passion. I could see a faint hint of moisture shining in the dark curls of her pubic hair, untrimmed and untamed. The smell of her sex engulfed me, and again, my cheeks colored with pure embarrassment at the thought of what I was doing, what was demanded of me. But it didn’t matter how I felt. That was the whole point.

“Don’t just look at it,” Cheryl sneered above me. “Lick it, slut.”

And while Hannah howled again in laughter, I did as I was told. Bossed around by this woman I didn’t even know, I humbly submitted, inching forward in the cage as far as the hole in the roof would allow me and sticking out my tongue to run it over the pussy of a stranger.

A shiver went through Cheryl’s body, and she closed her eyes, her false lashes fluttering. I looked up her while she had her eyes closed, taking in the sight of her body, my cock throbbing with desperate lust that was only compounded by the shameful thrill of what I was doing. And as usual, there was absolutely nothing I could do about that. Once again, Annalise had me in a position where I had no power at all, where I simply had to surrender, and once again, it occurred to me that in a way, that made things easier. A few weeks ago, if a total stranger had asked me to eat her out, even a sexy one like this, I doubt I would have done it. Certainly not if she asked in the way Cheryl did. But now, I was more than willing to do it. Now, it turned me on.

Clearly, it turned Cheryl on too. And I moved my face up and down, making sure to lavish every inch of her dripping sex with attention. It was amazing how uninhibited she was, but then again, I guess I expected that from any friend of Annalise. Clearly, this was a group of kinky people like the kind of thing I had only ever heard about before, and had never imagined being involved with myself. And now, I had no choice.

Cheryl’s eyes were still closed as she reached out with both hands and grabbed the back of my head, pulling me harder against her. Taking the cue, I thrust my tongue inside her, moving faster as my nose rubbed against her swollen clit. Soon, I could hear her high heels rattling more urgently against the bars of the cage, the vibrations making the whole contraption ring like a bell with me inside it. And Cheryl’s mounting cries of pleasure bounced back from the basement walls, this basement that had already seen so much action in the short time since Annalise took possession of it.

And standing by the cage, Hannah watched it all. Standing there in her sexy red dress, observing everything with those hypnotic dark eyes. I could barely see her, with Cheryl’s stocking-clad thighs on either side of my face and her pussy filling my view. Knowing she was there added an extra little deviant thrill to everything that was happening, reminding me as if I could ever forget that this was a show that I was part of. Part of the night’s entertainment. Inside the cage, my cock would not stop throbbing, my desire burning just as bright as that of the woman I was pleasuring as she howled her bliss into the void space of the basement.

Cheryl came. I felt her pussy spasm around my tongue, her cries of bliss catching in her throat as she surrendered to the overwhelming feeling I so desperately craved and couldn’t have. There wasn’t a hot flood of juices out of her the way they often was with Annalise and Tanya, but still, there was no doubt that I had given her what she wanted. Her breathing was rapid and ragged, and she released her grip on my head as her eyes snapped open, looking down at me with an expression that, for a moment at least, looked almost surprised. As if she had forgotten I was even there.

She let out a long sigh that sounded almost like a growl. Reaching toward me again, she ran her fingers through my hair, grabbing a fistful of it and playfully pulling. Then, she swung her leg over my head and climbed down off the top of the cage, the sound of her high heels like a gunshot on the hard floor. Her friend watched as she picked up her panties from the cushion on top of the cage and stepped into them, pulling them back up into position before pulling her dress down over them.

“He’s not bad,” Cheryl said to Hannah. “Want to give him a try?”

I could hear the satisfaction in her voice, the pleasure that dripped from every syllable. And Hannah looked at me as she shook her head, her long dark waves of hair sliding over her shoulders.

“No thanks,” she said. And I wasn’t sure how I felt to hear that. Was there some disappointment in me to think I wouldn’t get to pleasure this beautiful woman like I had pleasured the last one? And if so, what did that say about how far I had fallen?

“Suit yourself,” Cheryl shrugged. Her high heels rang out again as she walked away from the cage, toward the stairs that led out of the basement.

“I guess we should get back to it. That’s got me going, and there are some cute guys at this party.”

Giggling, Hannah turned to follow her friend. I watched them both disappear up the stairs the same way they had come, heads disappearing first, feet disappearing last, and again, I heard the noise of the party swell momentarily as the open door closed behind them.

And again, I was left alone. Just like Annalise wanted. I had never felt more like what she said I was, an object to be used for the pleasure of others, a thing with no rights or desires of my own. But of course, I was burning up with the desire I could do nothing about, listening to the sounds of the party above, wondering what might be going on up there and where Annalise and Tanya were and what they were doing and with who, knowing I had no right to ask and no power to find out.

I waited. I waited a long time.

Finally, the door opened again. Again, hope surged in my heart as I looked toward the stairs, desperate to see Annalise or Tanya again. Desperate, if not to be released from captivity - I dared not hope for that - then to at least be in the hands of women I knew. Women without a shred of mercy, maybe. But at least their cruelty was familiar.

But that’s not who I saw coming downstairs. Instead, I cringed at the sight of more strangers coming to witness my shame and humiliation. I cringed even more when I saw that one of them was a man.

I could barely look at them as I climbed down the stairs to the floor of the basement. At the same time, I couldn’t tear my eyes away. He was probably a bit younger than I was, a tall man with close-cropped dark hair dressed in a black shirt and a pair of jeans along with black dress shoes. In front of him, a woman was holding his hand, seeming to lead him along. She saw me, and her brown eyes lit up as her teeth showed between her parted red lips, biting the lower one in excitement.

She had long blonde hair, darker at the roots and lighter at the tips, parted in the center. She was wearing a green top that clung tight to her torso, the low neckline showing off an impressive bosom that seemed to bounce and jiggle with every step she took. The top was tucked into a flared black skirt that swayed around her thighs, with a pair of stiletto heels that bared her feet below it. She had an incredible body, a natural hourglass figure that her outfit showed off as she moved across the basement, leading her reluctant partner with her, and I knew just from glancing at her that I would have gone anywhere she led me, too.

“There he is,” the woman said, that wild grin showing on her face as she approached. Her hair shone in the light as she turned her head back toward her boyfriend, urging him along. He looked at me, but I had eyes only for the woman, trying to focus on that beautiful body and ignore the fact that for the first time ever, a man was now seeing just how pathetic I was.

“You sure you want to do this?” the guy said.

“Absolutely,” the woman replied with a sly smile. Neither of them spoke to me, and in a way, that was a relief. I didn’t have to explain myself. I just had to do what I was told.

Standing beside the cage, the woman boosted herself up onto the padded part, just as Cheryl had. Her legs dangling, she pulled up her skirt and pulled down her panties, letting them slide down her legs before she kicked them off. Smiling at her partner, she reached out toward him, draping her arms around his shoulders and kissing him passionately as he leaned over her.

Then, her hands traveled south.

I watched her unfasten his belt, watched her undo the front of his pants. I didn’t want to watch, but caged as I was, I had no choice but to act as a witness as she pulled his cock, already hard, out of his underwear. And she guided it toward her, and he stepped forward, taking hold of her hips and pulling her closer to him, and as she lay back on the padded top of the cage, I watched her surrender to him. I watched her close her eyes as he slid his cock inside, listen to her groan at the feeling of passion it gave her, and listened to him moan, too. I cringed with jealousy, watching him getting to be with a beautiful woman like that while I was caged and horny and completely sexually frustrated.

They didn’t say anything to me. They didn’t even look at me. It was like I wasn’t even there.

But of course I was, and we all knew it. And that was the point. Annalise had taught me that there are many different ways to pleasure a woman, and I was learning that lesson well as I sat there in the cage, asked to do nothing except watch two strangers have sex just inches in front of my face. This gorgeous woman didn’t talk to me, didn’t look at me, acted like I wasn’t there at all. But clearly, this was her idea. Clearly, this was all about her. She wanted to be watched while having sex with her lover, and that, I suppose, was what I was there for.

So I watched. I watched as she moaned, her big breasts rising and falling on her chest as her breathing quickened. I watched as he slid his cock in and out of her wet pussy, the sound of it filling my ears, both of them moaning in mutual ecstasy as he picked up the pace. I watched her arch her back, watched a spasm of bliss seize her in its grip, making her shriek in wild abandon. I watched how her orgasm triggered his, watched as the two of them came together right in front of me, leaving me trembling with frustration and shame, my cock as hard and rigid as ever.

And as her boyfriend slid out of her, the unknown woman sighed. With an effort, she pushed herself upright, sitting on top of the cage. Giggling, she asked her lover to hand her the underwear she had discarded, and when he did, she put it on, pulling her skirt back down.

Finally, she turned to me. Her brown eyes glowed as she stared down at me, moving as she inspected every line of my face. I sat open-mouthed, astonished by what had happened, burning up with desire.

Out of nowhere, she slapped me.

I gasped in shock at the stinging pain on my cheek, and she giggled. Then, without saying a word, she hopped down off the top of the cage. Taking her boyfriend’s hand, she led him back up the basement stairs without so much as a backward glance in my direction.

It was a long, strange night, being used by Annalise’s friends. And I knew it was far from over.


    
19. Tanya’s Tease Toy

The night wore on.

That makes it sound like it was a chore. Maybe in some ways, it was. I’m not going to say I enjoyed every moment of it, or everything about it. It was unbelievably humiliating to be caged there in the basement of my goddess, forced to sexually service her friends in whatever way they saw fit. I didn’t even get most of their names. I hoped they never learned mine. I just did as I was told, with my head sticking out of the top of the cage serving as an irresistible attraction for a certain kind of woman. The kind of woman, clearly, Annalise was friends with. I had never eaten so much pussy in my life as I did that night, serving women as a kind of oral sex slave until my jaw and tongue ached. But no one cared about that. I was a toy to be used, and toys don’t get to complain.

Some of the women liked to tease me, to taunt me with their bodies that I couldn’t fully have. Some of them liked to berate me, to make me say humiliating things, to make me beg them and give them lofty titles while they rubbed my face in my own submission.

Others were all business. They just wanted to get off and saw me as a tool that they could use to get there.

And some brought men down with them, and every time they did, I felt again that total fear that comes from having no control over the situation. The fear of not knowing what would happen if I was really made to cross the line. After all, Annalise wasn’t there to save me, even if there was any chance of her doing that. But somehow, I felt that if my mistress had been there, she would only make things even harder for me than they already were.

And where was Annalise in all this? And where was Tanya? The hours went by, and still, I didn’t see either of them. Upstairs, I could hear that the party was in full swing, and between being used by her friends for their wild sexual adventures, I had plenty of time to think about the two women who owned me and just how desperately I desired them. They filled my thoughts, the two of them, so different in so many ways and yet alike in this. Both beautiful, both dominant, both completely at ease with being in charge and turning me into something less even than an animal, nothing more than an object. They were up there having the time of their lives, I knew, and knowing that I was locked up down here in the basement, serving Annalise’s friends in the most outrageous ways, would, I knew, gave my mistress another little thrill while she enjoyed her kinky party.

It never even crossed my mind to ask any of the guests who came downstairs to play with me what Annalise or Tanya were doing. I knew my role. Even if shame continued to burn in the dark chambers of my heart to acknowledge it. Even if I could hardly believe that this is where I found myself, that this was now my life, and that no matter what happened from this point forward, nothing would change the fact that I had done this. That I had allowed people to treat me this way and do nothing to stop it, if I even could. That it turned me on to be used like this.

Because all night long, my cock never stopped throbbing. The sheer wildness of it all, the sexiness of the situation I found myself in, wouldn’t allow me to soften for even a moment. I was raging with desire, and the longer I spent confined in the cage with my hands bound behind me, the worse it got. Maybe it was better that way. Maybe my endless sexual obsession with the women who had put me there helped to distract me from the growing discomfort of my position. After all, with my head sticking through the hole in the top of the cage and my hands tied behind me, I could barely move. And the hard floor underneath me made my body grow numb, Annalise never stopping to so much as offer me a cushion when she locked me inside. After all, why would she consider the comfort of another one of her possessions?

The night went on. And slowly, the visitors to the basement tailed off. My jaw ached from worshiping pussy, my face covered in the juices of multiple women, thoroughly used and totally humiliated, tired and yet somehow ready for more.

But up above me, I could hear the sounds of the party winding down. The music kept playing, but the footsteps on the floor above me seemed to grow steadily less. Again and again, I heard the front door opening and closing, voices raised in choruses of goodbyes as people slowly left.

Finally, it seemed there was no one left at all. I heard one set of footsteps on the floor above me, and I heard the music turned off. Then, the basement door opened, and for the first time in at least an hour, someone came climbing down the basement steps toward me.

My heart surged in my chest. I knew immediately who it was. All night, I had been hoping to see Annalise’s boots or Tanya’s strappy high-heeled shoes on the stairs down into the basement, and the moment I did, I saw that it was Tanya who was now approaching. She was still wearing the outfit she had worn to work that day, the tight white shirt and revealing black skirt that made her look like the sexy businesswoman she was. Somehow, she managed to look as beautiful as ever, even after a long night of celebration. Her makeup still looked flawless, not a hair out of place where it sat gathered at the back of her head in a neat ponytail with braids that ran from each temple. I had been the submissive sex slave of so many women that night, but that only made me want her more. My former employee and now, I guess, business partner, who I had tried so hard for so long not to think about in a sexual way, and now was completely obsessed with. What a difference the last few weeks had made in my life.

“Hi, boss.”

Tanya spoke softly, but in the quiet that followed the noisy party, she didn’t need to be loud. Her high heels clicked on the concrete floor as she walked toward me, moving slow. Letting me study her body in its revealing outfit that I could never get enough of, even after everything that had happened that day. She knew just how to tease me, just how much it turned me on to so much as look at her. And she knew, despite her young age, exactly how to use that to her advantage. Just like Annalise did.

“Did you have a fun night?”

Reaching my cage at last, she placed one hand on the bars of the top, close to my face.

“It was… definitely interesting, Miss Tanya.”

Tanya laughed, the sound ringing out in a space that, up to then, had vibrated more with the sounds of sex than of laughter. Though admittedly, many of Annalise’s friends had had a good laugh at my predicament, too.

“A diplomatic answer,” Tanya said. “You can be honest. If you hated it, you can tell us. Because let’s face it. It really doesn’t matter whether you enjoyed yourself or not, does it?”

Turning toward the cage, Tanya put both hands on the top and leaned forward. Her face was closer to mine now, and I could smell the scent of the perfume she still wore. I felt almost as if I could feel the warmth of her body rising toward me, calling to me, made all more powerful by the fact that there was nothing I could do about it. Everything about her simply screamed of sex. The longer I spent around her, serving her like this, nurturing this new dominant side of her personality, the more badly I fell for this young woman who had so much outrageous power over me.

“I had a great night,” Tanya said. “Annalise is definitely friends with some very interesting people. As I guess you found out. How much pussy did you eat tonight?”

“A lot,” I admitted. “I didn’t count, to be honest with you, Miss Tanya.”

“Good. It doesn’t matter, does it? What matters is that you serve your superiors like the sex toy you are. God, I love this. Annalise is a genius. I can’t believe she got you to do this.”

“Me neither, Miss Tanya.”

Tanya straightened up.

“Well, the night’s not over yet,” she said. “I bet you’re pretty eager to get out of that cage, aren’t you?”

“Oh yes, please, Miss Tanya,” I said, and my sexy assistant giggled as she listened to me instantly start begging.

“Okay. Let’s get you out of there.”

I watched Tanya walk across the room, heading toward the rack of implements on the far wall. Picking up a few items, she headed back toward me. I watched as she set them down on the padded cushion in front of my face, trembling with helpless lust. She had grabbed a black leather collar with a matching leash attached, and I didn’t doubt for a second who it was for.

But she had also grabbed the keys to my cage, and as she reached for the lock on the top, I tried to focus on that. She swung the top gate away from my neck, and I leaned forward to make room, then sat back with a sigh, finally able to move my head outside the tiny space the cage prescribed. Meanwhile, Tanya circled around to one end of the cage and unlocked the door. She swung it wide, leaving the key dangling in the lock as she stepped back.

“Out you come, boss.”

I pivoted in the cage, turning around in the cramped space so that I could get onto my knees. My legs ached as I shuffled forward, the long hours spent in captivity making me stiff. But I knew better than to complain. I crawled through the open door of the cage, and Tanya stopped me there with a word. Stepping away from me, she picked up the collar and leash from the top of the cage, and when she ordered me to lift my chin, I did it without a word of complaint.

She smiled slyly to herself as she fastened the collar around my neck, then tugged gently on the leash. She straightened up again, and I felt another surge of arousal as I gazed up in astonishment at this powerful, beautiful, sexy woman who now had me leashed like an animal, unable to go anywhere except where she decided to take me. It was such an unbelievable turn-on, I could hardly take it. Somehow, in that moment, it all seemed to make sense. All the games of power and submission we played, all the kinky dominance, all seemed right. It seemed somehow correct that she had this power over me. She was so much more beautiful, after all, so much sexier. And given the way she had maneuvered herself into her new position as my business partner, I was starting to think this gorgeous goddess might be smarter than me, too. Maybe I belonged here after all. Maybe the position I found myself in now was exactly where I belonged, for being weak enough to let it happen. Besides, there was no getting away from the simple fact that since I had started submitting to Annalise and to Tanya, life had never been so exciting.

“I bet you’re sore from being in there so long,” Tanya said softly. “Stand up.”

I groaned as I rose to my feet, my tired muscles protesting at the movement. Tanya looked me up and down, and I knew she couldn’t miss my rockhard cock projecting out in front of me, telling her just how much deviant pleasure I was taking from being bossed around like this.

“Stretch your legs a bit,” Tanya said, and I wasn’t sure whether or not I detected a note of concern in her voice. “Walk around.”

So I did. Tanya stood on the spot, her high heels scraping on the floor as she shifted her position while I walked around her in a circle, my movements contained by the leash she held. My beautiful assistant watched my every step, smiling in triumph but saying nothing, and step-by-step, the stiffness left my body. Well, most of it, anyway.

“Better?”

“Yes, Miss Tanya.”

“Good. Now come with me.”

As usual, Tanya didn’t wait for any reply from me. Instead, she just turned toward the basement stairs, tugging on the leash, and I had no choice but to follow. She climbed the stairs ahead of me, and horny as I was, I couldn’t keep myself from admiring the way the muscles in her calves bulged as she walked in her high heels. I couldn’t look away from the way her ass swayed, testing the tensile strength of her tight skirt with every step. I would have followed that body anywhere.

Upstairs, the party was indeed over. Annalise’s house was in disarray, cups and plates scattered everywhere. And Tanya led me through the wreckage, through the living room with its high ceiling, toward the stairs. Again, I studied her beautiful body as she led me upstairs, heading inevitably toward Lisa’s bedroom. My heart swelled with hope with every step we took. After so long in captivity, after all, I felt I had earned some kind of reward. Whether my mistresses thought so too was a different matter. But certainly, this was an encouraging step.

I hadn’t been in the bedroom since back when the house belonged to the last owner. Just stepping through that door was enough to remind me of that first day I had met Annalise, and how my mind could barely keep up with everything that was happening, how I could barely believe the wild adventure we embarked on. Of course, that was nothing compared to what was happening now. And as I stepped through the doorway of the master bedroom and saw my mistress again, I forgot everything. There was no space in my brain for memory while I struggled to process the present.

Annalise was sitting in a high-backed chair against one wall. She was dressed exactly as I remembered, exactly how I had been thinking of her all night. Still wearing her thigh-high lace-up boots and the leather catsuit that clung to every curve of her body, gleaming where the light kissed it, making her look almost inhumanly desirable. As Tanya stepped through the door, leading me behind her still in handcuffs, Annalise raised her head, her black braid sliding across her shoulders as she fixed me with a devilish smile.

She sat like a queen on her throne, her legs crossed, her hips spreading irresistibly, her wicked high heel boots shining in the light. And at once, I saw she was not alone.

There was a man on the floor at her feet. He wore a pair of boxer briefs, but nothing else. Well, not unless you counted the handcuffs that bound his hands behind his back, just like me, or the black collar around his neck. A leash swayed from that collar, rising up toward Annalise’s hand where she sat in her chair. The man didn’t look up from his task as Tanya and I entered. He was on his knees, his tongue sliding over the glossy material of Annalise’s boots. And seeing her like that, totally in control, dominating another helpless male slave just like she loved to do to me, sent all kinds of complicated feelings racing through my brain. She looked so sexy, so powerful, so darkly radiant and so beautiful, that I felt like I wanted her more than ever. And I was almost jealous of the man at her feet, jealous that he got to touch her in any way, even such an unbelievably humiliating one.

He wasn’t the only guest, either. Another man stood over by Annalise’s bed. He was in handcuffs too, but he was naked. His cock was rock hard as he watched the show, and as I glanced briefly at it before quickly looking away, I saw that he had a kind of collar fastened around his cock and balls, attached to a leash that bound him to the footboard of her bed.

Annalise, as always, was completely in charge. And seeing her here with other male slaves did exactly what I knew she would want it to. It drove home all over again my own insignificance, my expandability, my worthlessness. This woman had men lining up to grovel at her feet. I was lucky that she even let me be one of them.

Tanya led me further into the room, under Annalise’s watchful eye. I felt completely on display as I stood there next to my sexy assistant, both women fully dressed, us men wearing almost nothing between us. Part of the scene, I knew. Annalise’s tastes were more baroque than I had ever imagined, and I knew that willingly or not, I was just one part of the latest sexual drama she had decided to act out.

“There you are, bitch,” she said to me. “How did you like being my basement bitch? Did you do a good job pleasing my guests?”

“I did my best, Mistress,” I said meekly, and both Annalise and Tanya laughed at that.

“I should think so,” Annalise said, speaking over the wet sound of her slave continuing to lick her boots right in front of me. “You must always do your best for your Mistress. And now, since you’ve been such a good boy, you get a reward.”

“Oh, thank you, Mistress Annalise,” I said, making both women laugh again.

Uncrossing her legs, Annalise placed one high-heeled boot on the shoulder of the slave in front of her and pushed him away. Letting his leash drop to the floor, she rose from the chair, her latex outfit shining provocatively as she walked toward me. The sway of her body seemed to mesmerize me where I stood, and my cock strained toward my dominant goddess as if all it needed to do was touch her. She stayed maddeningly out of reach.

“Kneel.”

Of course, I did. In fact, I didn’t even hesitate. I dropped to my knees at once, the leash Tanya still held growing a little tighter between us as I sank to the floor. And Annalise stepped further forward still, placing one hand on the top of my head, running her fingers through my hair in a show of strange affection.

“See that little zipper there, between my legs?” she said in a soft voice. “Unzip it.”

“Of course, Mistress,” I said without hesitation. The blood was roaring in my ears as I leaned forward, pressing my nose against her body and feeling the smoothness of the latex against my skin. With real difficulty, I lifted the tiny zipper with my tongue, taking several attempts to finally get it between my teeth. Annalise and Tanya both simply watched, enjoying the show.

I had to crane my neck to pull the zipper down. And as I did so, Annalise’s pussy appeared in front of me, showing through the gap in the parting zipper. I buried my nose in it, inhaling her scent with every breath while I continued to struggle with the zipper between my teeth. And she let me.

When I had it all the way down between her thighs, Annalise turned. Now her beautiful round ass, shining under the clinging latex, filled my view.

“Pull it all the way up,” she ordered, turning her head to watch me over her shoulder. And I pressed my nose against her ass now, running it up the gap between her cheeks as I pulled the zipper further up. My lips brushed over her soft skin appearing between the latex as I rose up on my knees, pulling the zipper all the way up to the top of her ass.

When she turned around to face me again, placing a hand on the top of my head once more, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her beautiful pussy. She was wet, her skin dripping with sweat and with arousal, and it made me tremble on my knees to see her like that, so beautiful, so powerful, so turned on.

She stayed there for a moment, letting me look. Then, with that maddening smile on her beautiful face, she turned away. I watched her walk back to the chair, watched her bend as she stepped toward the chair and picked up the leash of the slave who had just been licking her boots. He gazed up at her with the same hunger I felt as she ordered him to crawl, and he did exactly as he was told. Leashed like a dog, he shuffled along on his knees at her heels as she led toward the bed and ordered him to get on the mattress.

The slave lay down, following Annalise’s instructions as she ordered him to lie on his back with his head toward the foot of the bed. We all watched as Annalise moved toward the footboard of the bed and tied his leash to the bed frame. Then, she turned to face me, smiling at Tanya as she spoke.

“Bring him over here and tie him to the bed.”

Tanya stepped forward, and I had no choice but to follow. As if I would have done anything else anyway. My assistant led me to wear Annalise stood, and I listened to her latex outfit and her tall boots creak as she stepped aside.

“Kneel,” Tanya said, and I did. She wrapped the leash around the top of the footboard several times, tying it in a knot that held me firmly in place.

“Okay. Now we can begin,” Annalise said. Stepping past me, she circled back around the bed toward where her slave was tied up. And I watched, trying my best not to groan with frustration and despair as she climbed onto the mattress and got on top of him. She pulled his boxer briefs down without ceremony, and his cock sprang free, every bit as erect and desperate as mine was for her. Then she straddled him, taking hold of his manhood and guiding it inside her dripping pussy. I trembled as I watched, shaken by pure jealousy, and as her smile spread across her pretty face, as she groaned in mounting pleasure, I felt like I was about to burst into flames with the jealousy and frustration and lust I felt.

But somehow, even that wasn’t enough for these women.

Annalise was already riding her latest conquest as Tanya stepped away from me. Moving toward the other side of the bed, she paused to untie the leash of the slave standing behind me. He grunted as she led him around the other side of the bed, leading him by the collar around his cock and balls.

“Get up there,” she ordered. And without a word, he did as he was told.

Then, accompanied by the growing sounds of pleasure coming from Annalise’s mouth, Tanya began to take off her clothes. Confidence radiated off her as she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor, followed by her shirt. Kicking off her shoes, she unfastened her bra, letting it fall to the floor as she freed her breasts. Totally naked, she climbed onto the bed, a wicked smile on her pretty face while I watched wordlessly.

Tanya got on her hands and knees. She crawled across the mattress, her eyes fixed on me as I gazed at her, and I heard Annalise laugh, her laughter soon turning to yet another moan of pleasure as she bounced up and down on the cock of her groaning slave.

Tanya stared right into my eyes as she reached behind herself, her blind hand finding the leash of her slave. She pulled on it savagely, and he cried out in pain as he hurried toward her on his knees. With her free hand, Tanya reached out and took hold of my chin, squeezing my cheeks between her fingers while her gorgeous eyes stared right into mine.

“Hurry up and fuck me,” she said, while beside her, Annalise burst out laughing again. Tanya was talking to her leashed slave, but her eyes never left mine as she spoke. She wanted me to hear every word of it, feel every moment of this latest humiliation. And I did. I felt it churning down in the pit of my stomach, mixing and merging with my desperate arousal as the two most beautiful women I had ever met had wild sex right in front of me.

Tanya’s slave positioned himself behind her, unsurprisingly eager to do what she said. I watched her eyes roll, watched her eyelids flicker as his cock slid easily inside her pussy from behind. She arched her back even more, pressing her ass back against him, her heavy breasts swinging below her as she began to move. And she still held that leash attached to his manhood, using it control him, to remind him that she was still firmly in charge, no matter what she allowed him to do.

“Oh fuck, boss, that feels so good,” Tanya said as her eyes found mine again. “It feels so fucking good just to have sex whenever you want to, with whoever you want. That’s a feeling you’re never going to have, isn’t it? You’ll never get to choose again. You’re just our little sex toy, and that’s exactly what you’re going to stay. Just a thing for us to use and share with our friends whenever we want.”

“Yes, Miss Tanya,” I moaned. And Annalise moaned too, her voice climbing the scale toward orgasmic release as the mattress bounced underneath her.

Tanya laughed at me. Behind her, her slave was moving faster, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy more urgently, and a series of soft gasps escaped from her throat.

“That’s right,” she said, her words punctuated by a long moan of pleasure that escaped from between her inviting red lips. “Oh, yeah, that’s it. That’s your reward for being our basement bitch. You get to just watch while your mistresses get fucked.”


    
20. Where It All Started

“I guess this is kind of where it all started, isn’t it?”

Tanya’s high heels echoed on the hard floor as she walked slowly through the room, the sound bouncing back from the high ceilings up above. She was right. Annalise’s house was where my strange journey into submission to these dominant women had begun, back before it even was her house.

Practically everything had changed since then. The last few years had been the wildest, most exciting, and probably the most significant of my life. Very little was the same now as it had been back then. But I still remembered the excitement of those early days, and how confused I was by everything that was happening. How I could hardly believe the way first Annalise and then Tanya took such total control of me. Now, it was more or less normal. Just the background noise of my existence, just the way I live my life.

That didn’t mean it had lost its excitement. I still got a little bit breathless when Annalise called me up and summoned me to her place to serve her. It still filled me with excitement and kinky desire to think of the power these women had over me, how they had practically rearranged every aspect of my life without so much as asking my permission. It was such an unbelievable thrill to be owned by them, and it never stopped turning me on, even as the years went by and everything changed.

Tanya walked around Annalise’s house in a pair of tan leather high-heeled boots, short black skirt, and a long black coat. The years had certainly changed her. Whether it was for the better or not was up for debate, but as far as I was concerned, she was better than ever. Almost 25 now, she was every inch the sexy and successful businesswoman. No longer my assistant, she made her own deals now. And it had been a long time since I felt I had anything to teach her. She was a natural at this, able to charm clients and smooth over the choppy waters you sometimes get into selling real estate. Plus, contrary to what I had always suspected, her looks didn’t hurt. I know sex sells, and they don’t come any sexier than Tanya. But it’s often women who make the deciding call when it comes to buying real estate with their partners, and I always thought that, while her looks would have an undeniable effect on men, they might serve to make the women she met jealous of her and reluctant to do business with her. Maybe that was true of some of them. But that seemed to be swamped by the women who wanted to support another woman, especially a young one like her. Despite how beautiful she looked, despite how sexy she continued to dress, even as a partner, Tanya had found a way of relating to other women that they clearly responded to. After all, the numbers didn’t lie.

The agency had gone from strength to strength since I took Tanya on as a partner. Ownership was split between us right down the middle, but we made our own commissions, and I knew from keeping an eye on our accounts that she now made more than me. Significantly more, a lot of the time. She was building her own roster of clients, and it was a testament to her skills that they often came back to her. By now, she had been in the game long enough that some of her early clients where now looking to either sell the places they had bought from her or buy new places as investments, so she was starting to get the repeat business that leads to a lasting career in the real estate game.

I wasn’t surprised. In my own way, I had always believed in her. It was my old partner who hired her for her looks, for her body, never thinking that Tanya has more going on than just her physical appearance. I had never doubted her competence or her intelligence, and now I was seeing firsthand that I was right about that. She had even hired an assistant of her own, a handsome young man now sitting at the desk in the front of our office that she used occupy. He worked for both of us, of course, but I had noticed how quick he was to do what the boss lady said, and I wondered about the true nature of the relationship between them. But of course it didn’t matter. After years of serving Tanya and Annalise, I was well aware that what they did with other people was none of my business.

“It’ll be weird seeing this place go, won’t it?” Tanya went on, her head turning as she looked around the living room of Annalise’s house. “Still, it’s a smart decision. The way prices have gone up in the last few years, she’s going to make a killing.”

“Yeah, but she has to live somewhere,” I said.

“True. She’s not leaving the city. But I think this was always a bit too much house for her. I mean, she lives alone. I know she has those parties, so it’s a great space for entertaining. And then there’s the basement, of course.”

Annalise flashed me a sly smile as she spoke, and I knew exactly what was going through her head. No one knew the basement of the house better than me. No one spent more time down there than I did. If I wasn’t down there being teased and tortured by Annalise and Tanya and whoever else they decided to involve in our kinky games, I was often locked up in there, made to wait on the pleasure of my mistresses, unable to escape and unable to do much of anything until they decided otherwise.

There was no denying it; I had spent some of the most exciting hours of my life in that house, and especially in Annalise’s basement. And Tanya was right, of course. In many ways, this was where the whole adventure started. In spite of everything that had happened, I still remembered as clearly as if it had happened yesterday the way it all went down. The way Annalise sauntered into my life one day, changing every aspect of the way I lived until I found myself here, a business partner to Tanya by day and the kinky sex slave of her, Annalise, and any other woman who wanted to use me by night.

In that sense, I guess it was a shame to be saying goodbye to the house that had started it all. But Tanya wasn’t the kind of woman to let melancholy thoughts linger for long.

“What do you think? Take the dungeon for one last spin before it’s gone?”

I gulped as I looked her up and down. She already knew the answer, of course. After three years of playing these games, we knew each other’s desires quite well. I always wanted Tanya, no matter what else was going on in my life. I wanted her as I sat behind my desk, looking over at her sitting in her office, chatting on the phone and making more deals. I wanted her when we went together to our quarterly meetings with the accountant, hearing how well the agency was doing thanks to her newfound skill at selling property. I always wanted her, the same way I wanted Annalise, and even if after three years we had all grown closer together, this thing still remained almost purely sexual. After all, that was what all of us wanted. I’m not going to deny that I had strong feelings of affection for both these women. But we weren’t dating in any conventional sense. Neither of them left me in any doubt about that. I was a sex slave, first and foremost. That’s part of what kept things so unbelievably exciting.

“Yes, Miss Tanya,” I said, gulping again as I spoke, and she smiled again. Of course, after three years of this, Tanya knew they could only be one answer to that question. She knew how I felt about her and about the games that we played. She knew I couldn’t get enough. Both she and Annalise relied on that, still using my unrestrained desire for them to make me do what they wanted. It still worked, just as it always had.

“Come on then.”

Tanya turned briskly on her heel, her long coat trailing behind her as she strode across the living room. I followed at once, my heartbeat already rapidly climbing as we headed toward the door to the basement. Already, I could feel my cock hardening my pants, and no wonder. By now, it was like a conditioned response, an inevitable physical reaction that happened anytime I got close to the subterranean dungeon of Annalise’s house. After all, any time we went down there, it meant something exciting was going to happen. I never knew the details, but after three years of this, I knew the general trend. I would be used and abused, humiliated and dominated, made to desire these women more than I had once ever been able to imagine I could crave another person. Three years had done nothing to take the shine off the sexy games, the time doing absolutely nothing to change the way I felt about it all. It was still the biggest thrill of my life, my reason for getting out of bed in the morning. If Tanya and Annalise didn’t know that by now, I would be extremely surprised.

The high heels of her boots echoed on the basement steps as she headed down, and I eagerly followed. The cage still occupied pride of place in the center of the room, surrounded by Annalise’s extensive collection of toys and torture implements. There had been other changes in the basement over the years, too. Annalise had added a bathroom to make cleaning up after our sessions easier. Of course, as Tanya knew just as well as I did, that added a little more value to the house that she was apparently now selling, but we both knew that wasn’t why she had done it. In the three years I had known her, Annalise had never done anything because of what other people might want. Everything she did was based on her own needs, her own desires, her own pleasures. It was part of what made her so unbelievably thrilling to be around. All part of the wild charm of a woman who was, in the end, a true original, and the architect of the life I was now living.

Tanya moved slowly over toward the cage in the center of the room, and I followed. By now, she barely even needed to say anything. I could guess what she wanted, basing it on the things she had made me do every other time we played over the years. Just the expressions on her gorgeous face were enough, much of the time, to direct me. I knew she liked that. This beautiful young woman still got a big thrill out of how easy it was for her to control me, just like I did. It was that which kept us both going, kept me bowing to her will, kept her giving me orders. After so much time, it felt natural, even if it still hadn’t lost its dark magic, either.

I shed my clothes, right there in the basement, while Tanya watched. While I did that, she shrugged her way out of her long coat, setting it carefully aside on a chair against one wall. But that was all. She didn’t remove her skirt or the shirt she wore above it, the one her breasts strained against like they always did, sending the usual jolts of pleasure and desire racing through my body. She just stood there in her tall high-heeled boots, watching me as I quickly shed my clothes and stood before her fully erect, desperate for the young body I had now had many times and yet could never get enough of.

“On your knees,” Tanya ordered, and the tone of her voice told me that she didn’t doubt for a minute that I would do what she said. After all, why would she? I had never been much good at defying her or any other woman, and after three years, I had learned not to even try. I dropped to my knees right there on the floor and watched Tanya turn, walking over toward the wall of restraints, picking up a pair of handcuffs, and bringing them back to me.

By now, restraints were completely unnecessary. Maybe they always had been. Tanya knew I wasn’t going to try to go anywhere, that there was nowhere I wanted to be more than here. But that wasn’t the point. The point was, the restraints reminded us both that she was the boss, that I couldn’t do anything unless she allowed it. We both liked it better that way.

Stepping over toward me, she crouched down behind me. Of course, I knew exactly what she was doing, and as usual, I didn’t resist. I placed my hands behind my back, and she bound them together, her hands moving skillfully over the handcuffs the way they had so many times before. And once she had my hands cuffed behind my back, she rose up to her full height, circling around to stand in front of me, running her fingers through my hair. But the gesture of affection soon turned to one of control as she seized a handful of my hair, and I winced as she tugged on it.

“Up,” Tanya ordered, and I sprang to my feet at once. She still held her grip on my hair, and so I stood with my head leaned awkwardly toward her as she pushed and pulled me back toward the cage. She had me climb on top of it, no easy feat with my hands cuffed behind me, but by now, I was used to challenges like that. I climbed onto the cage’s padded surface, lying down as Tanya let go of her hold on my hair and pushed down on my chest instead. Then, I was lying on my back with my rigid cock rising up above me, throbbing with the desperate desire for her that never went away as I gazed at her beautiful body in her sexy outfit, craving it for myself.

Tanya reached up underneath her skirt. She didn’t take it off, and I liked that. She just let her panties fall down her legs, stepping out of them once they fell to her ankles. Then, still in her professional but provocative outfit, she climbed on top of the cage with me.

Swinging one leg easily over my body, Tanya straddled me. Reaching down, she took hold of my cock, smiling to feel its hardness, its rigidity, its desperate desire for her. And as she guided it into herself, we both moaned in pleasure. Her pussy felt just as tight, just snug, just as glorious as ever, and I didn’t get so many chances to have actual sex with my beautiful business partner that I took this one for granted. I was in heaven as she settled down on top of me, the wet walls of her pussy sliding easily over my skin, her hungry body enveloping my cock. And as she began to ride, the leather cushion sinking underneath her knees as she bounced up and down, I let out a long moan of pleasure that matched her own.

She was being so nice to me. But at the same time, I knew she wasn’t really being nice. She was just doing what she wanted, the same way she always did, and it just so happened that what she wanted, today, was exactly what I wanted, too. That could change at any moment. So I knew the best thing to do was just lie back and enjoy it.

Tanya rode my cock faster and faster, and soon, the basement was ringing with her cries. By now, it felt like these walls must’ve absorbed similar sounds of passion so much that they would come leaking out during the night, this basement, that had been the scene of so many outrageous acts, vibrating with the sound of old pleasure long after we were gone. And it was strange to think that this might be the last time we played in here. Annalise was staying in town, and I was relieved to know that I would still be able to play these wild games with her and Tanya and any other women they decided to introduce me to and make me bow down before. But maybe you never forget your first dungeon.

Not that I had much mental space to think about that. I was on fire with pleasure as Tanya continued to ride me, my whole body vibrating with exquisite lust. But without being told, I tried to hold back my own orgasm until Tanya had had at least one of her own. Even after three years, I was still committed to pleasing these women. I understood my role all too well, and I knew that keeping Tanya and Annalise happy was the key to any release these wild and beautiful women might allow me.

Tanya closed her eyes. Her lips vibrated around the cry that poured out of her, a wild shriek of bliss as her pussy began to tighten around my shaft. She was having an orgasm, and lying underneath her, I watched the beautiful spectacle of the young woman’s pleasure, groaning through clenched teeth as her spasming pussy played my cock like an instrument.

But somehow, despite all the odds, despite how badly I wanted her and wanted the pleasure I knew she could give me, I managed to hold back. And when Tanya opened her beautiful eyes to smile down at me, her shoulders still shaking under her shirt with the power of the orgasm she had had, I could see that she was pleased that I had held back for her.

She leaned forward. My wet cock slid easily out of her pussy, and she advanced toward my head, sitting down on my stomach. I could feel the juices trickling out of her, could feel the warmth of her sex and the blood that still vibrated through her body, carrying powerful hormones along the highways of her veins to fill her with the pleasure she had taken from me so many times. She was in her element as she sat above me like a queen on her throne, looking every inch the powerful and dominant goddess she inarguabley was. She was incredible. Still, after all this time, I found it almost hard to believe I was with a woman like her in any way. She had come so far in the last few years, and now, I felt the same way about Tanya as I did about Annalise. That I couldn’t live without these women and their domination of me, that the best thing I could ever hope to do with my life was to remain their humble property. By now, I was long past being surprised by submissive thoughts like this. In the company of these women, there was really no other way to see things.

“I’m going to miss this place,” Tanya said. “It’s a great dungeon. But Annalise can find another space to play with her slaves, I guess.”

“I guess so.”

Tanya giggled. She shifted her weight just a little on top of me, her pussy sliding over my stomach.

“You really love this, don’t you? You’d be our slave forever if we let you.”

“Yes, Miss Tanya, I would.”

I didn’t even hesitate. As humiliating as the answer was, there was no denying that it was the truth. I would follow them to the ends of the earth and kiss their feet until my lips bled if that was what they wanted, and no depravity seemed too outrageous to endure to make them smile. Tanya seemed to see that as she gazed down into my face, her eyes locked on mine as if she could read the intensity of my emotions right there.

Maybe she could.

But trust Tanya not to let a moment linger.

Without saying another word, she began to crawl forward again. Her hands moved over my chest, her legs straddling my body. She spread her knees further apart as she reached my shoulders, climbing over them, resting her shins on my shoulders with her feet in my armpits as she kneeled above my face. I gazed up at her pussy like I had so many times before, her body never losing its insane power to charm me, to make me weak, to make me submit to my own desperate desire. My mouth was watering as I looked up into her creamy sex, hoping I knew what came next.

This time, it turned out I was right.

Tanya spread her knees further apart, reaching one hand down to take hold of my hair again. She lowered her pussy down onto my face, and I stuck out my tongue, eager to taste the juices of her passion. And as she sat down on my mouth, I did.

I pushed my tongue inside her, desperate for more of her fluids. And she moved her hips back-and-forth, grinding her pussy against my face, rubbing her swollen clit against my nose. Using my face to get off, just a toy for her pleasure the way it had been so many times before. The way I loved it to be. I licked and kissed desperately, swallowing every drop of pleasure that came out of her, and soon, the basement was vibrating to her squeals of ecstasy again.

From my position beneath her, I couldn’t see much. All I could get was glimpses of her as I looked up along the length of her beautiful body, watching the way she moved above me. But in my mind, I could see absolutely everything. Her gorgeous figure moving to the rhythm of sex, and her beautiful face lit up with wild pleasure. As always, it was completely intoxicating. As always, it was an absolute joy to be underneath her. And as her second orgasm swelled inside her, as she gave full voice to her cries of pure passion, I felt again that sense of achievement I so often did, that came from knowing I had pleased a dominant woman like her. As long as I stayed useful to these women, I hoped I would always have a place in their lives.

Tanya shrieked as another orgasm took her. I spluttered underneath her, drinking down the hot juices that poured out of her, the orgasmic flood seeming to baptize me all over again. This was where I belonged, I knew. Tied up and underneath my mistress, used for her sadistic pleasure and loving every moment of it.

As her orgasm subsided, Tanya climbed off me. Leaving me right where I was, she headed to the bathroom to clean herself up. Breathless, I lay on top of the cage, listening to the water running in the pipes while my cock throbbed with unrelieved desire. I knew better than to ask, better than to beg for anything. Tanya, just like Annalise, would do whatever the hell she wanted with me.

When she stepped out of the bathroom again, she had pulled her skirt back down. I could tell she had done her best to fix her appearance, to make it look as if she hadn’t just had multiple orgasms, even though I knew she had. Swinging open the door of the cage, she stood at one end, looking at me, and I knew what she wanted. Fear bloomed in my stomach the way it always did at these moments, but as always, I knew better than to resist.

“Get in,” she said, pointing to the open door of the cage.

I swung my legs off the top of the cage as I sat up and dropped to the floor. Circling around the cage, I got on my knees and crawled inside, knowing what was expected of me. Tanya swung the cage door shut behind me, locking it. Her smile was chilling as she peered through the bars at me.

“Stay there, and be quiet,” she said, as if I had any other option. I watched the light shine on the polished leather of her tan boots as she turned and walked away from me, heading to the basement stairs, going back up to the main level of the house.

I waited. Not long, for once. Soon, I heard the front door open, heard other voices joining Tanya inside the house. We had come here to show the place to a prospective buyer, and I realized with a thrill of fear that now, this was them. This house, where my whole kinky adventure started, clearly still had some role to play in my humiliation and emasculation. And as always, there was nothing I could do about it.

I listened to footsteps upstairs. And the breath caught in my chest as Tanya opened the basement door. Her boots thumped on the steps, followed by the shoes of two other people. A woman, and a man. My shame was about to be exposed to more strangers, my kinky sex life once again revealed to people I didn’t even know. It wasn’t the first time, it probably wouldn’t be the last, but that didn’t make it any less humiliating for me.

Except as Tanya led the prospective buyers into the basement, I realized that these weren’t strangers. At least, the woman wasn’t.

“Oh my God! Marta!”

I hadn’t seen my ex-wife in years. And while it wouldn’t be true to say I hadn’t thought of her in all that time, I hadn’t thought of her much. After all, I was busy having the wildest sex of my life with the most beautiful women I had ever been with. Maybe if I was still married to her, none of that would ever have happened: proof that sometimes, even what seems at the time like something very bad can work out for the best. But it didn’t feel like the best now. As Marta stared at me through the bars of the cage, her eyes going wide at the sight of me, I felt like the most pathetic man on earth.

“And that’s the slave boy,” Tanya said as she pointed at my cage, speaking in the same tone she would have used to describe a kitchen appliance. “He comes with the house, and he’ll do whatever he’s told. Domestic chores. Personal services. Whatever you need.”

“Really?” Marta said, a wild smile spreading across her face as she stood close to what I could only assume was her new boyfriend. “That is a good feature to have.”

“Right?” Tanya said with a smile. “See, I knew you’d love this place.”
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