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    Pleasure Postponed 
 
    It’s silent. That’s the first thing you notice. The streets are alive with the constant movement of cars and people, but from up here, you hear nothing. The flawless glass, kept clean by the regular visits of fearless men who dangle from ropes with buckets at their belts, shut out all the noise. And any silent movement seems graceful, especially when seen from this distance. The tall buildings catch the early morning sun, steel and glass shining like some piece of abstract art, making deep canyons of the streets below. A long line of red brake lights glows as traffic waits at a red light. It all looks so perfect, so orderly. A perfect model spread out at your feet, where everything is accounted for, everything is in its place.  
 
    Troy Harrington turned from his silent contemplation of the world below his office at the sound of the door opening. It was exactly eight thirty am. He smiled as Max entered, a mechanical reflex he had perfected over years in the business world. Everything goes smoother if the other guy likes you. Or girl, as the case may be. Woman, his sensitivity training automatically corrected him. It’s not the sixties, and we’re not here to wolf whistle at the gals in the typing pool. Troy was nearing the end of his fifties, and the gray was gathering in his hair like rust on dark steel, but in that sense, he was thoroughly modern. He didn’t have a chauvinistic bone in his body. How could he, when his best manager by a long way was a woman? Funny name for a female, Max. Short for Maxine, he remembered. People have all kinds of names nowadays. You can’t judge. You can’t even ask. They’re talking about making the office bathrooms unisex. HR’s idea. Better for transgender employees. So be it. Troy had his own bathroom anyway. 
 
    “Max,”he said, beaming as he strode across the office to take her hand. She was immaculately turned out, as ever. The red skirt suit she wore was extremely becoming, flattering her figure while still managing to be entirely work appropriate. Her full lips were a matching red, plushy and inviting between the curtains of long chestnut hair that rolled down her shoulders. Max was, Troy supposed, a lovely woman, physically speaking. Those fires still smoldered within him, after all. There’s life in the old dog yet, he ruefully thought. Troy had been married for thirty-one years, and was proud of the fact he had stayed faithful to Miriam that whole time. Not that there hadn’t been temptation along the way. A man in his position was bound to get offers from time to time, from young women who wanted to climb the ladder at work in the wrong way. Troy was too smart and too cautious for that. Despite Max’s good looks, there had never been any whiff of scandal about her. There’d been the odd comment from time to time from some of the old fossils on the board after Max had left the room. Troy ignored them. Max was pretty, sure. But what really impressed him about her was her abilities. 
 
    “Hi, Troy,”she smiled back, her teeth showing white between her deep red lips. Not a hair out of place. Of course, with what the company was paying her, she could afford nothing but the best. She was worth it. As Troy took her warm hand in his, he reflected that it was nice to be able to bring good news to someone for a change. 
 
    “Have a seat, please,”he said. Max smoothed her red skirt under her legs as she lowered herself into one of the chairs in front of his desk. Steel and black leather. Designer, he was told. He didn’t know much about that kind of thing. The company had consultants for that, and Troy was happy to let them dictate the way his office should look. It left him time to focus on what he was good at. The only personal touch in the luxuriously appointed room was a framed picture of Miriam, and another of the four of them, he and his wife and the two boys. Handsome young men, ready to carve out a place in the world for themselves. Troy sat back in his own chair as Max crossed her legs and folded her hands in her lap. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know how you do it,”he said, shaking his smiling head.“I know I don’t need to tell you what your numbers are like. Your pod is, once again, the most productive in the company. By any metric. Highest in sales, highest in customer retention, highest in staff retention. The least amount of employee complaints - actually, no complaints. Highest in job satisfaction surveys. You even have the least amount of lost time due to sick days. It’s - well, it’s astonishing, really.” 
 
    “Thank you.”Above her smile, Max’s deep blue eyes sparkled happily. She knew it, of course. Confidence radiated from every pore of her clear skin, every line of her body shining with indomitable self belief. Troy had been around long enough to have learned that that kind of confidence can be a self-fulfilling prophecy. Success has a way of coming to those who expect it, those who demand it of themselves. And then, when it comes, it only increases that same confidence. Max had every right to be proud of herself, and the work she was doing. It was impossible to say which came first, the self-belief or the achievement. Troy vaguely remembered that Max’s education was impressive, her transcripts spectacular. She had probably always been an over achiever. He knew the type. Reaching into his desk drawer, he produced an envelope and slid it across the desk towards her. Max’s fingernails matched the strident red of her suit and her lipstick, he noticed. Everything about her was so carefully managed. From all appearances, she ran her personal life the way she ran her pod, with outstanding results. As she reached for the envelope, he pinned it to the desk with his fingers, and her sapphire eyes looked up at him. 
 
    “You’ll find this year’s bonus is higher than last year’s,”he said.“As you know, we believe in rewarding top producers, and there’s no doubt you’re that. But, Max. I want you to do for the whole company what you’ve done with your pod.” 
 
    “We’ve had this conversation before, Troy,”she smiled. He released the envelope, and she picked it up, sitting back in her chair and recrossing her legs. Her white patent leather shoes had a tall heel, making her long legs seem even longer. Sliding a thumb under the envelope’s flap, she broke it open like a seed pod and glanced at the bonus check inside. Her smile deepened. 
 
    “We’ve had it many times before,”Troy said with a smile of his own.“And we’re going to keep having it until I get the answer I want. A check like that would be nothing compared to what I want to pay you. If you could get every pod in the company running even half as well as you have yours, you could write your own check.” 
 
    “Thank you, Troy,”she said,“but I’m quite satisfied where I am. I like working with this group. The offer’s very generous, but I’m afraid I’ll have to decline.” 
 
    “It’s not just money,”Troy said. He knew the number on Max’s bonus check, and he knew what she made each year. Unmarried, no children. He’d brushed up on her file, as he did every year before these meetings. Knowing what people want had gotten Troy to where he was now. But somehow, with Max, he was stumped.“It’s autonomy, too,”he tried.“Whatever your methods are, they work. Imagine being able to implement them at a global level. Wouldn’t that be the true test of your skills?”Max’s rich brown curls swayed as she smilingly shook her head. 
 
    “My methods are designed for a small group,”she said.“They wouldn’t work on a larger scale.” 
 
    “But you could teach it to our other pod leaders,”Troy insisted.“If they could do what you’re doing, just think where we’d be as a company!” 
 
    “Thank you for the offer, Troy,”Max smiled.“But my pod is a family. It only works the way it does because each member knows her job, and knows that the woman beside her knows hers, too. We all trust each other, one hundred per cent. I can’t leave those girls. They’ve never left me. It would be a betrayal.”Troy’s chair creaked beneath his weight as he leaned back. 
 
    “Well, Max,”he smiled,“you know I had to try.” 
 
    “I know,”Max said.“I appreciate it, I really do. I’m flattered. But I don’t think it’s for me. My skills lie elsewhere.” 
 
    “Well, I say this every year, so you know that I mean it. The offer stands. If you change your mind, come talk to me.” 
 
    “Thanks. But you know I won’t.” 
 
    “No. Probably not. Keep up the good work, Max.” 
 
    “I intend to.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Oh my God, this cock is so big!” 
 
    The fire crackled and popped. Max reclined on her favorite chair, the leather chaise longue with the gentle contours that instantly drew the eyes towards it. A glass of wine sparkled in her hand. The firelight shone in the patent leather of her shoes as they lay discarded beside the chair. Her tablet was propped up in her lap, and she watched through heavy-lidded eyes as the erotic scene played out before her. 
 
    Janine was on her elbows and knees. The mattress bowed beneath her weight and the weight of her lover. Her body shook and trembled with every thrust, her bare breasts swaying beneath her as he pounded her from behind. Max watched the hard muscles moving under his dark skin, the sharp contrast of his hands on the pale skin of her hips striking. He was pulling her back against him, holding her in place while his thick cock pumped in and out of her stretched hole, and Janine wailed and thrashed in delirious pleasure as every nerve of her body ignited. She had already cum twice, and yet this stallion had more to give her. Max could feel the wetness spreading between her thighs as her own arousal couldn’t help but respond to the erotic sight in front of her. Her pussy welled to the memory of every cock it had ever taken, and she knew only too well how Janine must feel as the invading penis roughly spread her sensitive lips apart. Max sipped her wine. She resisted the urge to touch herself as she watched the scene unfold. Pleasure postponed, she knew, is pleasure enhanced. It was a motto that had gotten her through years of arduous schooling, graduating at the top of all her classes while her fellow students squandered what talents they had on endless parties and pointless relationships. It was the secret to her success, and the success of her pod. It was her mantra, and she had done her best to instill it in everyone who worked for her, with the result that the entire pod had internalized it. This was what she couldn’t teach, much as Troy might wish it otherwise. You either understand delayed gratification, or you don’t. And those that didn’t were quickly weeded out of Max’s pod. Wine glass in one hand, tablet in the other, Max squeezed her thigh together and watched. 
 
    Janine wailed, and her thighs shuddered adorably as another orgasm swept over her. The camera shook. The man didn’t even pause, continuing to fuck her like an animal as she thrashed and writhed beneath him, her head on the mattress now and her ass straight up in the air. She seemed to be nothing but a vessel for pleasure now, her vagina wet and ready for cock, for the man’s thick cum as he slammed away at her ravaged pussy. 
 
    “Keep that camera steady,”Max ordered. She heard Janine give a little yelp of pleasure at the sound of her voice. Easy to forget she was there when you’re taking a pounding like that, Max thought. Easy to forget her husband was there too, for that matter. But there he was, sat in a chair by the bedside, holding Janine’s tablet in both hands while he shook and trembled. Max could see him in the mirror Janine had set up on the other side of the bed from where she was getting soundly fucked by this enthusiastic young man. Poor Jerrod. His hands were free, the better to film the action. But Max knew better. Janine did not want her husband to interrupt in any way while she enjoyed her time with her lover. Nor did she want him going anywhere else. He was instructed to sit quietly and film the action for Max to watch. And the mirror allowed her to watch him, too. Janine had fastened a pair of metal handcuffs around his cock and balls, and the other cuff was locked to a leg of the wooden chair he sat on. Not the most comfortable position, Max thought, and desire bloomed deep in her stomach. His face was obscured by the tablet he held, but she watched in the mirror as his chest rose and fell rapidly as he sucked in air laden with the smell of his wife’s sex. He was turned on. He must be. Max would have to consult her spreadsheet to know for sure when the last time he enjoyed an orgasm was, but she knew it had been a long, long time. Delayed gratification. Pleasure postponed.  
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck!”Janine howled into the mattress beneath her. Her hands clutched at the bunched sheet, forming fists around the fabric as her eyes rolled back in her head. Her mouth was open wide, and a crescendo of moans tumbled from between her quivering lips. The man behind her was grunting rhythmically now, and Max’s stomach fluttered with the certain knowledge that he was close. The camera shook in Jerrod’s trembling hands as the unknown man came deep inside his wife’s pussy with a loud and satisfied grunt, his large balls drawn up against his dark skin as he pumped a generous load into Janine. 
 
    Janine sighed in a mixture of pleasure and loss as the man withdrew his thick cock. Rolling over onto her side, she fell heavily onto the bed. Her breasts rose and fell as she panted and gasped, the hard pebbles of her nipples pointing up at the ceiling while her body shone with sweat. The man sat on the edge of the bed, his cock glistening with a mixture of his cum and hers as it slowly softened. Max’s tongue involuntarily flicked out to wet her red lips at the sight of the large black member draped over the man’s thigh. Jerrod continued to capture everything that was going on while the cuffs that held him rattled against the chair. He knew better than to displease his wife. He knew better than to displease Max. Max’s own pussy was crying out for attention now, burning with desire as her hot juices poured forth in a constant, steady flood. She had had about all the build-up she could take. But the scene wasn’t over yet, and she was determined to see it through to the end. Then she would take her pleasure.  
 
    Janine sat up in the bed. Her lover stood over her, dressed now in baggy jeans. His stomach muscles rippled as he pulled a pristine white T shirt over his head. Leaning over the naked woman, he kissed her on the lips, and Max smiled as the camera shook again. She could feel Jerrod’s hate and lust and humiliation in every movement of the tablet he held, and it lit the fuse on her own sadistic desires to watch him degrade himself like this for her pleasure, hers and Janine’s.  
 
    “Bye,”said the man as the kiss broke. 
 
    “Bye,”said Janine, fluttering her eyelashes playfully as her lover headed for the door. As the door closed behind him, she turned, facing her husband, facing the camera. Her eyes were shining. Max knew that look well. It was the predatory look she had seen before, when a woman awakens to her sexual power. Some doors, once opened, cannot be closed again. Max had opened a door in Janine, just as she had opened that same door in others, and Janine and Jerrod’s lives had never been the same since. Max was proud of that fact. 
 
    “Come here, honey,”Janine cooed.“Keep filming.”Max heard Jerrod grunt uncomfortably as he shuffled forward, dragging the chair behind him. With the tablet in his hands, he could only shuffle slowly, the handcuffs tugging on his balls as he hauled the chair across the floor after him. Janine was good at this. Max might have showed her the possibilities, but Janine had run with them. That was a central tenet of Max’s philosophy, after all. You can encourage a woman to do something, but if she doesn’t have that spark deep down, that hidden desire to perform, she’ll never truly master it. Her employees were those who had shown such a spark, and she was proud of them all.  
 
    “Here.”Janine’s flushed face loomed large in the dark eye of the camera, and a muffled sound came through the speakers. The suburban bedroom whirled around as Janine took the tablet from her husband, and Max blinked as she adjusted to the altered viewpoint. Now it was Janine that held the tablet in front of her, and Max looked down the length of her employee’s body as though it was her own while she spread her legs for her husband. Jerrod’s face, too, was flushed red, as though he had been an active participant in the recent sex instead of its helpless witness.  
 
    “You know what to do,”Janine said, and Max could hear the smile in her voice. Jerrod grimaced. His face was an absolute picture, a look of horror and disgust on his features in a state of open warfare against his desire. But the contest was never equal. Leaning forward in the chair he was chained to, Jerrod lowered his face between his wife’s legs and the wet sound of his tentative licking reached Max through the tablet’s speakers. 
 
    “Eyes up here, honey,”Janine gently instructed.“Look at me while you suck my lover’s cum out of my pussy. Look at Max. You want to impress her, don’t you?”Jerrod’s eyes were burning as he raised them to the camera, and a red spike of arousal rose within Max’s stomach. The video connection created a powerful optical illusion, and it was all too easy to imagine that it was her pussy that had just been so comprehensively fucked, her pussy that was dripping with a fresh load of a stranger’s hot cum, and her pussy that Jerrod was cringingly licking, his brow furrowing at the strong taste of his wife’s lover’s cum on his tongue. She could watch his resolve crumble, his disgust slowly giving way to arousal as his tongue began to probe deeper. Janine’s stomach began to pulse, and Max could feel the fluttering in her own guts as though it was her body, not Janine’s, that Jerrod worshiped. Max squeezed her thighs together again in a futile attempt to relieve the pressure that was building inside her. Soon, she promised herself, very soon. Her self control was wavering, swaying like a flag in a gale. But she held on. This was pornography made just for her, but she didn’t want her employee, or her employee’s husband, to see her cum. Not yet. Not like this. Pleasure postponed, she reminded herself. Control is everything. 
 
    “Oh yeah.”Janine’s soft cries came loud and steady from the tablet now. Max’s own breathing was heavy as she watched. Jerrod’s wild eyes stared directly at her, as though he could see her right through the screen as he lapped up the mess the other man had left in his wife’s most intimate area. Janine was going to cum soon, and Max would do the same shortly after. But Jerrod would have no such luck. His job was to film, and watch, and clean up afterwards. His pleasure was postponed indefinitely. That thought made Max’s breath flutter in her flared nostrils as she gulped back the last of her wine and set the glass down on the slender table beside the chaise. Her hand, now free, gripped her thigh through her red skirt. She hadn’t changed after coming home from work, hoping that the everyday clothes would help her keep from touching herself. But it was a sore trial as Janine’s gasps of pleasure continued to pour through the speakers, and Jerrod’s eyes flashed and shone as he applied himself with increasing enthusiasm to his wife’s pleasure. Max gripped her thigh and held on while her toes curled with rampant desire. 
 
    With a loud cry, Janine came for at least the fourth time that night. Jerrod gulped and swallowed desperately as her juices poured forth, running over his cheeks and chin. Janine sighed happily as he showered her shaking thighs with kisses. 
 
    “Good boy,”she purred,“good boy. Such a good boy. Do you think Max will let you cum now?” 
 
    “Please, Max.”Jerrod’s imploring eyes stared straight at the camera, his ashamed face shining with moisture.“Please. Please let me cum.” 
 
    “Oh no,”Max said firmly, loud enough for him to hear over Janine’s sudden laughter.“You think a little pussy licking earns you the right to an orgasm? You should be licking your wife’s pussy every day as part of your regular duties. No, dirty little boys like you don’t deserve orgasms. Only women, and real men get to cum. Not you.”Jerrod looked crestfallen. His eyes dropped to the floor, utterly crushed. The heat between Max’s legs was impossible to ignore. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to sleep,”Janine said. Her pink-cheeked face filled the screen as she turned the tablet to face herself.“See you at work, Max.” 
 
    “See you tomorrow, Janine.”The screen went blank as Max put the device to sleep. Lust growled within her, rattling around her body like a drunken lord in an empty mansion. Setting aside her tablet, she stood. Her bare feet were silent on the floor as she made her way across the living room. Smiling, she pushed open the bedroom door. Like a fire leaping to life at the kiss of gasoline, desire exploded inside her at the sight within. 
 
    The bar across the street from the office was a sure thing. When the tall towers of downtown disgorged their suited workers at five pm sharp, the watering holes came alive. High stakes careers provide people with a lot of steam they need to blow off. Alcohol is one way to do that. Company is another. And when Max looked up from her martini to see this handsome specimen entering the bar, she knew exactly what to do. It’s a fine line between confidence and arrogance, she sometimes thinks. A lot of people take one look at Max and think she’s had everything handed to her. And sure, she didn’t have to fight her way up from the ghetto to get to here. But at the same time, no one who’s worked as hard for what they have as Max did can ever be truly arrogant. Failure teaches humility, and success only comes to those willing to fail. At thirty three, Max has had her share of mistakes and setbacks. No, she’s not arrogant. There’s always someone smarter, richer, prettier than you. She knows that all too well.   
 
    But she’s not stupid either. She knows what she looks like, and what men like to look at. She dresses the way she does, looks the way she does, for no one other than herself. But she’s not blind to the effect it has on others. She’s not deaf to the cheesy one-liners and desperate appeals of the men who try to get into her pants on a near daily basis. So when the guy stepped into the bar, tall and broad-shouldered and ruggedly handsome as he was, Max was confident she could get what she wanted from him. 
 
    Max was right. 
 
    The light in the bedroom was off, but as she opened the door wide, the orange glow of the light from the hallway crept across the room, jumping up onto the bed to slant across the sharply defined muscles of the man’s stomach. His whole body was like that, hard as rock that has been sculpted by centuries of water and wind. He looks like he’s wearing a suit of armor under his skin. These finance boys are all like that, Max knows. Everything’s a competition, and their gym-enhanced bodies are just another way to compete with one another. Who makes the most money, who drives the best car, who fucks the hottest girls. She considered going into finance herself, but the whiff of pent-up testosterone from the macho bullpens turned her right off. The guy was a Himbo. Sure, he might be smart at what he did. Calculating derivatives and maximizing leverage. But there wasn’t a thought in his head that didn’t resolve around conquest. He didn’t come to the bar looking for a relationship, any more than she did. He went there to score. And he did, in a way, she thought to herself with a smile. In a way. 
 
    His thick biceps looked delicious as he strained against the ropes she had used to tie him down. She imagined herself biting into them, like ripe apples, and a ripple ran through her body. His sandy blonde hair was swept to one side, his square chin dusted with stubble - the guy was gorgeous. It was a shame he was such a tool. But a tool that would suit her purposes. His head turned to her as she walked slowly towards him, his pale blue eyes wide as he watched her approach, torn between lust and fear. But from his narrow waist down, there was little doubt. His hard cock rose up into the dim air, pointing at the ceiling as it throbbed for her. Just for her. Leaning over her captive, she reached delicately between his lips and plucked out a wad of damp cloth, casting it aside to be dealt with later. The panties she had been wearing to work all day made a pretty effective gag, despite their small size. 
 
    “How’s my little prisoner doing?”she gloated. 
 
    “Ok, I guess,”the man stammered, licking his dry lips and working his jaw.“What were you doing out there?” 
 
    “Oh, just chatting with a friend.”Max’s apartment was luxurious and expensive,but it wasn’t overly large. She was sure he had heard her conversation - if you could call it that - with Janine and Jerrod. Good. She wanted him to hear. She wanted him like this, hard and ready for her, uncertain yet excited. 
 
    “So, like, are we gonna fuck or what?”Max winced. God, this guy was an idiot. Lucky for him, his body was amazing and his cock was big, because beyond that, he was pretty much useless to any woman with half a brain. His eyes followed her hand as she reached behind her back to unfasten the zipper of her skirt, and a goofy grin shone on his pretty face as the red fabric slid down her legs. 
 
    “Here’s what’s going to happen,”Max said. She kicked aside her skirt and reached for the buttons of her shirt. In a matter of seconds, she stood before him in nothing but her white bra, feeling his hungry eyes on every inch of her exposed body. She was no stranger to the gym herself. Poise is everything. Placing her hands on her hips, she stood with her feet apart, letting him look at her exposed pussy as she watched him struggle against his bondage.“I’m going to fuck you,”she said.“And I swear to God, if you cum before I say you can, I’m going to make you eat your splooge. Got it?” 
 
    “Hell yeah,”the man grinned. Such unwarranted confidence. Max got the undeniable sense that the guy didn’t really believe her. In his mind, she’d climb on top and fuck him until he came, and that would be the end of it. Another story to tell his moronic trader friends over hot wings and high fives. He didn’t seem to realize the danger, still grinning as Max climbed up onto the bed beside him. 
 
    “Alright, fuckboy,”she said. Throwing a leg over his hips, she straddled him. The man breathed in sharply as he felt her hand on his cock, and she dug her nails lightly into the skin of his shaft, just enough to get his attention.“Don’t cum until I say so.”In spite of herself, she groaned as she held his cock against her already wet lips and lowered herself carefully onto him. He moaned too, a desperate hungry sound that made her blood throb. After what she had just seen, a single orgasm would not be nearly enough. This guy better have some self-control, or else she was going to make him very sorry.  
 
    She began to rock up and down. With the afterimage of the video call with Janine haunting the crevasses of her mind, it didn’t take much. Her hair flailed around her as she picked up the pace, and in no time at all she was bouncing up and down on the guy’s cock with abandon, throwing back her head as her cries of passion filled the air. He first orgasm was an urgent affair, exploding inside her almost by surprise, coming out of nowhere to make her jangling nerves sparkle and flare with delight. She growled as she settled down upon him, pausing for only the briefest of moments as the contracting muscles of her pussy squeezed his thick cock, making him moan and thrash beneath her. Max started again. She slowed down this time, now that her first cum was out of the way. She rocked up and down, ignoring the growing fatigue in her thighs as she rode him, feeling the pleasure lighting her up like a pinball machine.  
 
    “Oh, yeah,”he grunted while the ropes twisted around his wrists and ankles,“just like that.” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up,”Max hissed. Her breasts swelled with her rapid breathing, threatening to spill over the cups of her bra as she leaned forward and pressed her hand over his mouth. Should have left him gagged, she thought to herself. After all, he wasn’t here for his conversational abilities. Her pussy squeezed his cock tightly, making him moan hot breath into her hand as she rose up and down on his cock. The heat was rising up her body again, and she knew she was close. But so was he. 
 
    “Hold it,”she growled, scowling down at him as her hair fell in a dark curtain on either side of her face. The man’s blue eyes were wide as he shouted something into her palm. Max rode him frantically now, trying to take her pleasure before he got his and became of no further use to her. Everything was competition to guys like him, and now their sex had become a competition too as she raced him to orgasm. The hot tingling low in her stomach told her she was seconds away, and the man’s body stiffened as his cock swelled inside her. Max cried out, in both victory and bliss, as her orgasm swept over her, her pussy trembling and pulsing around his trapped cock, and mere seconds later, he moaned against her hand as he emptied himself into her, the soft explosion of his cum warm inside her. Max sighed, and lifted her hand from his flushed face. The man gazed up at her with the dumb, dreamy look of the recently satisfied. It angered her, somehow. 
 
    “I didn’t say you could cum,”she said, her voice quiet. 
 
    “Yeah, well,”the man shrugged.“I mean, it happens. Give me a couple of minutes, and we’ll be good to go.” 
 
    “What did I say?”Max asked. Her voice was so quiet, the man lifted his head from the pillow, craning his neck as though to hear her better.  
 
    “Wh - I don’t get it,”he shrugged. Max shifted her weight, his softening cock sliding free of her full pussy as she rose off of him. 
 
    “I told you what I would do, didn’t I?”she said menacingly. Too stupid to be afraid. The man watched as she crawled up the bed beside him, her long hair tickling his chest as she loomed over him. When she turned, he tried to raise his arms to stop her, but the ropes she had used to tie him to the bedposts held fast. She’d always been good at knots. Once again, she threw a leg over his body, facing his feet this time as she spread her legs on either side of his head. He had a front row view of her pussy now, and Max smiled secretly as she wondered if he could see his own cum as it slowly dripped out of her.“You’re going to eat your slime out of me until I say you can stop,”  
 
    “Wait - no, I’m not gonna - hey!”Ignoring the man’s protests, she positioned herself above him. His soft cock lay draped across his thigh, and she felt his whole body cringe as she reached out and took his dangling balls in her hand. 
 
    “Eat it,”she said, in the same even, firm voice she used to get things done at work.“Eat your cum out of my pussy, or I’ll hurt you.” 
 
    “You can’t - ow!”Max took it slow. A man’s testicles are ridiculously vulnerable, after all, and the squeeze she gave his was little more than what she would use to check the ripeness of fruit at the grocery store. But he yelped like a little bitch anyway, bucking frantically beneath her as she held on to his scrotum. 
 
    “This is only going to get worse for you,”she said, peering at him over her shoulder.“I’m just going to keep squeezing until you give in and do what you’re told. May as well spare yourself the pain.”The man hissed through his teeth as she increased the pressure, slowly. 
 
    “You’re crazy,”he gasped. 
 
    “Maybe,”Max shrugged.“Do you want to find out how crazy I can be? Let’s see. There’s a curling iron in the bathroom. I bet that would leave some nice red marks on your balls. Or I could beat them with a hairbrush. I have lots of those. And then there’s my high heels. Yeah, I like that. I could put on a pair of stilettos and stomp on your balls until you’re a fucking eunuch. How would you like that? Being castrated by me. I should cut these balls off and put them in a jar on the mantelpiece. You know, as a lesson to the next little fuckboy who tries to defy me.”Max cried out as she felt the sudden wet warmth of his tongue on her slit. Desire and triumph mingled to tear through her body in one long howl. She had won. She had beaten him. His hot cum dripped from her swollen pussy, and as he lapped it up submissively, Max closed her eyes, laid her head on his hard stomach, and smiled. Believe in yourself, and the world moves to make room for you. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleasure Promised 
 
      
 
    The young girl’s cheeks colored. Her pretty pale eyes looked away, sinking to the floor before rising again to meet Max’s cool stare. 
 
    “No,” she said, “I’m not married. Yet. We’re engaged.” 
 
    Max liked to conduct interviews one on one. It wasn’t the company policy. Troy was a firm believer that two heads were better than one when it came to almost any decision, including hiring. But in this, as in many other things, Max had got her own way. After all, the results spoke for themselves. From management’s point of view, she seemed to have an unerring instinct for hiring the right people. Very few employees who lasted out their three month probation period in Max’s pod ever left after that. No one, least of all Troy, wanted to mess with the weird chemistry of the company’s most productive pod. Genius allows a certain level of eccentricity, after all. Max was given more leeway than the other pod leaders for as long as she continued to outperform them all. Troy was a firm believer in not fixing things that aren’t broken. 
 
    Of course, Max had her own reasons for conducting interviews alone. The job came first, naturally. She didn’t waste her time interviewing people who weren’t qualified. But once she had a pool of qualified applicants to draw from, personality came to the fore. Max knew that her pod was a delicate balance of unique chemistry. Add one wrong ingredient, and the whole thing could blow up in her face. She had been able to keep things fairly stable for years now, precisely because none of her employees wanted to work elsewhere. It had been over two years since anyone had quit. But the company was growing. It was becoming necessary to add employees across the board. And Troy pushed to add an extra employee to Max’s pod, given that she was the top performer. Max had resisted in only the most half-hearted way. The truth was, she was excited by the challenge. Adding someone new to the tight-knit group was a very tricky endeavor, but it also helped to keep things fresh. As exciting as the dynamic in the office was, even the most seemingly outrageous arrangements can start to seem commonplace over the course of months and years. Humans have a tendency to stagnate. A new employee was a great way to avoid that. 
 
    “Congratulations,” Max smiled. The young girl’s cheeks turned a deeper shade of pink. Sally, her name was. Not long out of college, with only one real job in her past. Not necessarily a bad thing, Max knew. Sometimes, a fresh slate is preferable to someone who’s been around and has preconceived notions of how things should be done. The girl was smart, there was no doubt about that. If her college transcripts hadn’t given ample evidence of that, Max had her own intuition to support it. You can see it in the eyes, she thought to herself. You can hear it in the careful deliberation of the girl’s answers. She’s timid, unsure of herself, except when she gets talking on something she does know about. People who knew her now would be shocked to hear it, but at her age, Max was a lot like Sally herself. And that idea excited her. To mentor someone along the path she had discovered, to share her secrets with someone so fresh and young, someone who could really stand to learn some confidence - it sounded incredibly rewarding. 
 
    “Yeah,” Sally smiled shyly. “Jim just proposed last summer.” 
 
    “Have you set a date yet?” Max asked. 
 
    “Not yet,” Sally said. “We both wanted to get settled in our careers first. That’s why I’m ready to move on from Fischer. It’s been an ok company to work for, but I just don’t see a future there.” 
 
    “Fischer are stuck in the past,” Max said. “Don’t get me wrong, they’re a strong company. But it happens, when one company has been on top for too long. They get complacent. Stuck in their ways. Management starts to resist new ideas. I worked at Fischer myself for a while, before I came here.” 
 
    “Oh really?” 
 
    “Yep. I came here because I wanted to put my own spin on a department. At Fischer, they want it done their way. It’s black and white. It’s the Fischer way, or it’s the wrong way. It’s not like that here at Covington. Here, pod leaders get a lot of autonomy over the way they do things, with the result that working in one pod can feel very different to another. Each has its own culture, and that culture is determined by the employees every bit as much as it is by management. That’s why I wanted to meet with you. It’s obvious you have the qualifications to work here, and your experience at Fischer is useful to us. But in my pod, culture is everything. I’m sure you’ve taken other interviews, and I’m sure everyone told you the same thing. We’re all one big family here, and so on. But it’s actually true here. We’re an extremely close-knit group. It makes us work incredibly well together, but it does have the downside that sometimes people just don’t fit in here. You can have all the right qualifications, do all the right things, but if you can’t make yourself part of the group, it’s just not going to work out.” 
 
    “Well, I like to think that I can fit in anywhere,” Sally said. “I’ve never had a problem with anyone, at work or at school. I can always find something in common with pretty much anyone, and it just sort of grows from there. I think I’m pretty easy to get along with.” Max considered, slowly turning from side to side in her swivel chair. She liked Sally, she really did. Everything looked good on paper. The only issue was the crucial one, the one you just didn’t know until you tried. Thank God for three month probationary periods, Max thought to herself. That, and non-disclosure agreements.  
 
    “Why don’t you come and meet the girls?” Max said finally. “We’ll see what they think. As you’ll find if you’re hired, we’re a consensus - driven pod. Yes, I am the manager, but I would never introduce a new member of the team without getting input from the people you’ll be working with.” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” said Sally. 
 
    “Do you mind?” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    “Ok, let’s go.” Max pushed back her chair and stood, tugging her silk shirt into position. Sally stood too, smoothing her knee-length gray skirt around her. Every line of her body radiated nervousness. Max smiled. It was adorable. She had once been much the same herself, before she made her big discovery. You tell the world how to treat you in every move you make, every word you say. She couldn’t wait to teach this blushing young girl the same thing. Max strode to the door and opened it for Sally. The girl smiled in thanks as she stepped through, and Max followed her into the office. 
 
    “A minute of your time, please, ladies,” she called out in a clear voice. Heads rose from desks. The constant low hum of chatter trailed off into silence. Alexis hung up a phone. 
 
    “Thank you,” said Max. “I’d like for you all to meet Sally. She’s a very smart girl who’s been working at Fischer this past year -” Max grinned broadly at a mocking chorus of boos and jeers - “and now she’s contemplating making the leap to the good guys. Which is us, in case any of you were wondering. Sally, I’d like you to meet the team. This is Janine.” Max pointed out Janine, her blonde hair tied back today in a no-nonsense pony tail, her blue eyes sparkling behind her dark lashes. Janine smiled a greeting as the younger woman said hi. “And this is Sophie.” A pale brunette with delicate features nodded in greeting. “That’s Christie.” The woman indicated was a little older than the others. Perhaps in her early forties. Her head was a mass of red curls that framed her face, her brown eyes warm and inviting as she flashed a toothy grin at Sally. “Over there is Alexis.” Alexis nodded, her straight black hair shining in the overhead light, her black Asian eyes sparkling. “And over by the coffee machine is Maria.” The standing woman was tall, her skin tone close to the coffee she held in her hand, her black hair tumbling around her shoulders as she waved across the office. “Ladies, I want you all to give Sally a warm welcome. Take five minutes and get to know her a little. Then I’ll want your full report. We can dish behind her back once she’s gone.” A ripple of laughter rolled through the office at Max’s joke. She turned to Sally. 
 
    “As far as I’m concerned, we’re done,” she said. “Is it ok to check your references?” 
 
    “Of course,” Sally smiled. The look of hope and excitement in her eyes was touching. 
 
    “Ok,” said Max. “I’m going to go do that. Before you go, stop and have a chat with the ladies. Feel free to ask them anything about the job, or about what it’s like to work for me. They’ll give you the straight story. Ladies, please be extremely complimentary, and keep the listening devices switched on. I don’t want to have to activate the microchip we implanted under your skin.” More laughter. Max reached out and shook Sally’s hand. “Good luck,” she smiled. 
 
    “Thanks,” Sally said, her voice quiet and shy. Max turned and closed the door of her own office. 
 
    Once behind her desk, she became embroiled in a series of emails that she had put off during the interview. She looked up from time to time to watch Sally circulate through the office, but the task at hand demanded her full attention, and soon she all but forgot about the interviewee. The hours flew by, the way they do when your attention is absorbed in something else, and when Max finally surfaced, the email gods placated for now by her sacrifice of virgin hours, it was after four. She sighed, and stretched her back in her chair. Standing, she stretched again and made her way to the door of her office. Heads rose from desks as her pod looked up at her from their work. Sally was long gone. 
 
    “So?” she asked. “What do we think?” 
 
    “I like her,” Sophie shrugged. “She seems nice.” 
 
    “She’s young,” said Christie. 
 
    “She is young,” Max nodded. “But that’s not always a bad thing. Sometimes the young are more open to new ideas.” 
 
    “I liked her,” said Maria thoughtfully, “but I don’t know if I can see her going along with this thing of ours. I mean, she’s not even married.” 
 
    “She’s engaged,” said Sophie. 
 
    “Yeah, but she’s so young,” said Maria. “I mean, she’s been with the same guy since college.” 
 
    “He’s hot, by the way,” Alexis smiled. “She showed me a picture. Major cutie.” 
 
    “Really?” purred Max. Her predatory tone sent a chorus of laughter through the assembled women.  
 
    “I know, right?” Alexis grinned. 
 
    “Young dick is nice,” said Christie. “But I agree with Maria. I just don’t see her taking on a dominant role. She’s too…timid.” 
 
    “We were all young once,” Max reminded her. “When you were twenty two, I bet you never imagined doing half the stuff we get up to now. I know I didn’t. But here we are, conquering cock and crushing it in the boardroom as well as the bedroom. You just need to be woken up to it.” 
 
    “I think she’s worth a try,” said Alexis. 
 
    “Me too,” Sophie nodded. 
 
    “I don’t think she’ll stay, but I’m happy to be proven wrong,” said Maria. 
 
    “I agree with Maria,” said Christie. “I hope I’m wrong, but….” 
 
    “You’re pretty quiet, Janine,” Max said. “What do you think of young Sally?” 
 
    “I liked her,” said Janine, turning to the group. “I think she’ll fit in fine.” 
 
    “You don’t think she’s a little young for this? A little inexperienced?” Christie asked. Janine shrugged. 
 
    “I think that what we have here is so awesome that any woman with half a brain will see right away the advantages of it,” Janine said. “I don’t think she’s going to take much persuading. Once she sees the advantages of this lifestyle, she won’t be able to go back. And the fact that she’s young doesn’t have to be a bad thing. It means her boyfriend is young too. Like Max says, he’ll be more open to this thing of ours. It’s harder to teach an old dog new tricks. Jerrod took some persuading, I can tell you that.” 
 
    “We’ve had people run a mile before, when they found out what we’re up to,” said Christie. “I know we’ve been lucky so far, and no one has spilled the beans on us. But every time someone quits or gets let go, we roll those dice again.” 
 
    “A new hire always carries some risk,” Max said. “It’s not like we’re doing anything illegal. We rule by consent. The only thing we might be violating is company policy, and even that isn’t super clear. I took a risk when I hired each and every one of you, except Janine. I think it’s worth a shot.” 
 
    “Me too,” said Alexis eagerly. 
 
    “Yeah, I agree,” said Sophie. 
 
    “Agreed,” said Janine. 
 
    “Alright then,” said Max. “We’ll give young Sally and her hot young boyfriend a chance. Thanks, guys.” Max turned and stalked back to her office, and the pod exploded in rapid chatter as she left. They’d be debating her decision for weeks, if not months to come, Max knew. But she didn’t regret involving them. After all, it was their attitude to Sally that would make or break her future here. If they made her feel welcome and she enjoyed working here, Max had no doubt that things would work out. But if she brought in someone that no one liked, the whole pod would join forces to drive them out. She had seen it happen before, and it wasn’t pretty. Troy would never approve of employees being so involved in hiring their colleagues. But Troy, as nice of a guy as he was, as smart and capable as he was, still had that very male, top-down authoritarian streak in him. He liked hierarchy. He liked policy. He liked everything to be measurable, quantifiable and scaleable. Max’s management style was unique, and improvisational. And above all, consensual. Her staff consented to follow her, and their husbands consented to be part of that, to have their sex lives managed just the way their wives’ work lives were managed. Every time she hired someone, Max reflected, she was really hiring two: a woman, and her husband. Or fiance, in this case. It was a delicate balancing act. But that’s what made it so exciting. And she would never hire a single woman. It wouldn’t be fair on the others. 
 
    A knuckle rapped on the glass of Max’s open office door. She looked up to see Alexis smiling at her. 
 
    “Come in, come in,” Max urged. Alexis’ high heels thumped on the thin carpet as she crossed the office to the chair in front of Max’s desk. Alexis never wore flat shoes. For that matter, Max rarely did herself. The extra height given by high heels did wonders for a woman’s confidence and authority. And in Alexis’ case, every inch helped. She was a tiny woman, probably not much over five feet without her heels, and her body was slender and willowy. And yet, you’d be making a mistake if you mistook her diminutive size for an indicator of a weak or submissive personality. Alexis was probably the most aggressive member of the pod. She was a go-getter, plain and simple. She saw what she wanted and took it. She had responded to Max’s bizarre management philosophy better than anyone, embracing her power whole-heartedly. Whip smart, ambitious and unashamed, Alexis was one of the best employees Max had ever managed. Perhaps it was a legacy of having immigrant parents, but Alexis’ work ethic was impressive. But she was no automaton. The girl loved to play, too. 
 
    “How’s it going?” Max asked. 
 
    “Good,” Alexis smiled. Her dark, slanted eyes glittered like obsidian in her pretty face. “I wanted to talk to you about Chris. I was thinking maybe he could get a release?” 
 
    “Again?” Max frowned. “Is it him asking, or you? Because if it’s him, I’m inclined to say no.” 
 
    “It’s both of us,” Alexis said, smiling shyly. “I mean, obviously, he always wants it. But I could use a little something-something myself.” 
 
    “So fuck someone else,” Max shrugged. “Or use a toy. Have him do it for you. You know he will, Lex.” 
 
    “I know,” Alexis squirmed in her seat, her eyes darting around the office. “I’ve been doing all that. It’s just - sometimes you just want the real thing, you know? I want him.” 
 
    “You spoil that husband of yours,” Max said, shaking her head slowly. She turned her eyes to the monitor of her computer and clicked on a couple of reports. 
 
    “Let’s see,” she said thoughtfully. “Chris last had an orgasm - three weeks ago? That’s nothing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but it wasn’t sex,” Alexis said. “He just jerked off at my feet.” 
 
    “How’s his behavior been?” 
 
    “Actually, really, really good,” said Alexis. “I wouldn’t even ask otherwise.” Max leaned back in her chair, casting her mind back to the last time she had watched Alexis play with Chris. He had been incredibly obedient, she recalled. He hadn’t even needed to be restrained. He had sat quietly in his allotted corner, diligently filming while he watched his pretty little wife getting her holes filled. He hadn’t complained once, not even when it came time to clean up. Good management is at least as much about rewarding good behavior as it is about punishing bad. Max clicked open another report. Her eyes scanning rows of figures, the glowing screen reflected in her bright blue orbs.  
 
    “Holy shit, Lex,” she breathed. “Your sales numbers are crazy. Like, off the charts good. Are you blowing these guys for sales or something?” Alexis grinned sheepishly. 
 
    “I have my methods,” she said. 
 
    “Seriously, though. Are you blowing them? Because I don’t know how else you’d be making these kind of numbers.” 
 
    “Some of them,” Alexis shrugged defensively. 
 
    “Does Chris know?” 
 
    “Oh yeah. I make way more money than him, and every time we have a bill come in or want to buy something new, I’ll remind him,” Alexis said. “’What’s that, honey? You need a new set of tires? Guess your wife is gonna have to suck a few businessmen’s dicks this month, isn’t she?’ You know, that kind of thing.” 
 
    “Good girl,” Max chuckled. Alexis was a natural. If Max hadn’t introduced her to this way of life, she had little doubt that Alexis would have ended up here by herself anyway. It certainly disproved the old stereotype of Asian women being submissive. Alexis was a born domme, and her husband Chris, nearly twice the size of his pretty wife, cowered before her. As well he should, Max thought. 
 
    “I’m only doing this because your numbers are so good,” Max said carefully as she turned to her employee. “Make sure Chris knows that. Make sure he knows it’s your sales methods that convinced me to do this for you.” 
 
    “Oh, I will,” Alexis beamed. 
 
    “Alright,” said Max, “here’s what we’ll do. I’m going to come over and supervise this. Does tonight work for you?” 
 
    “Definitely.” Alexis sat forward in her chair now, smiling at Max from between the sleek curtains of her glossy, jet-black hair. She gripped the edge of the leather seat in excitement. The girl was insatiable. Max knew for a fact that she had been having orgasms of her own, with or without Chris’ help, on a regular basis. Still it wasn’t enough. She wanted her husband. Max supposed she couldn’t blame her, really. Chris was a good looking guy, and his cock was above average, especially when contrasted with his wife’s tiny body. But control was everything. Sometimes, to deny a person means denying yourself as well. Alexis wasn’t good at denying herself. Max was willing to indulge her this time. But she could stand to learn a thing or two from some of the other women when it came to keeping their husbands frustrated. 
 
    “Excellent,” said Max. “I’m going to email him now. I have a list of requirements, and they need to be fulfilled to the letter. Make sure he understands that.” 
 
    “Ok,” said Alexis slowly. It was her turn to frown, fine lines creasing the otherwise flawless skin of her smooth brow. Max could read the doubt and hesitation in her eyes. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Lex,” she said. “Provided he doesn’t do anything really stupid, I’ll let him fuck you. But he doesn’t need to know that.” 
 
    “Thanks, Max,” Alexis beamed. She bounced off her chair happily, and there was an unmistakable spring in her step as she made her way back to her own desk. Max sat back. Arousal stirred in the pit of her stomach like a beast in its cave. The woman was actually genuinely grateful that her husband had been given permission to fuck her. And she’d keep working her ass off to make sure that Max would look favorably on her next request. This was the black magic Max had discovered to keep her employees happy and productive. Five tiny silver keys, locked away in her safe, and each one controlled the cock of the husband of a pod member. Their husbands got no relief unless she permitted it, and their wives worked hard to make sure she would. Or else they were grateful for the power Max had handed to them. The men were not permitted to ask Max for release directly. All they could do was appeal to their wives to intercede on their behalf. And the promises and favors the woman were able to wring out of their horny husbands in return for that intercession, Max knew, kept her pod extremely happy indeed. Try scaling that up company-wide, Max thought to herself. If Sally joined the team, and it worked out, Max would be adding a sixth key to her collection. Her pussy tingled at the thought. Control the cock, and you control the man. Control the man, and you control his wife. Everyone, from the shareholders to the management to the pod to the husbands, was happier this way. Max often thought she should write a book about how she’d found the key - the five, maybe six keys - to a productive workplace. Put a lock on a cock, and it’s yours forever. 
 
    * 
 
    “Oh fuck. Oh fuck.” Chris was panting rhythmically, his body trembling as orgasm approached. His cock leaped and jumped in Max’s hand. She studied the breathless man as he trembled at her side, his hands securely tied behind his back. Chris was a good boy, but even the most well-behaved man can lose his control at a time like this, when he stands poised on the edge of bliss, aching for a release that has been a long time coming. The skin of his shaft was warm and smooth beneath Max’s finger as she expertly stroked him, his cock surging in her grip like a well-trained pet. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” she teased, raising her voice to be heard over Alexis’ moans and wails. The scene was all Max’s idea. It’s good to flex your creative muscles once in a while. Other people paint, or make music, or write poetry. But Max’s ideas, her best ideas, all revolved around sex. The white heat of desire seemed to bring out the best in her, and the ideas rose unbidden to her mind from God knows where. It’s not as though she watched a lot of porn. She didn’t have the time. Her pornographic needs were more than met by the video calls she got from her employees. Five uninhibited women, and five desperately horny men. It was a lot to stay on top of. But still, the ideas kept coming.  
 
    She liked this one. Alexis, her beautiful body sprawled on the couple’s marital bed, was attending to herself with a vibrator. Each and every member of the pod, Max included, had a Magic Wand. No expense spared when it came to female pleasure; Max had used a portion of one of her hefty bonus checks to buy the expensive toys. It was good to share the wealth. She knew first hand the effect the powerful vibrator had. Alexis was as close to orgasm as her poor husband was, and Chris could do nothing but watch. 
 
    “You want to cum?” Max hissed, her lips close to Chris’ ear as he watched his wife masturbate with a look of hopeless lust on his handsome face. 
 
    “Yes, please, Max,” Chris panted. He could barely form coherent sentences, drowning in dark desire as she toyed with his cock. 
 
    “Look at your pretty little wife,” Max sneered, “enjoying herself all alone. You want to fuck her, don’t you? You want to stick your cock in that wet pussy and fuck her brains out, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Chris gasped, “yes, yes!” 
 
    “You know how many cocks your slut wife had to suck to earn your release?” Max snarled. “I’m only allowing this because she sucked her way to the highest numbers in the pod. Your wife is the best cocksucker on the team. I hope it was worth it.” 
 
    “Yes,” Chris gasped. His glazed eyes never moved from his wife’s trembling body. Max’s verbal abuse of her husband was making her shriek and moan, and the damp patch on the mattress beneath her was darkening and spreading as the whirring head of the vibrator brought her orgasm rushing towards her.  
 
    “You should probably thank her then,” Max went on. Her hand never stopped moving on Chris’ sensitive member, and he struggled subconsciously against his bonds as she mercilessly teased his weeping cock. 
 
    “Thank you, Alexis,” he cried out. “Thank you for sucking other men’s cocks.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re welcome, honey,” Alexis murmured, her eyes closed and the tendons standing out in her neck as she pushed her head back against the pillow, every muscle of her body tightening in response to the overwhelming pleasure. “Plenty more where that came from.” 
 
    “Your wife’s my little whore,” Max growled. “I send her out to suck the cocks of horny old businessmen, and she does it with a smile on her face like a good little slut, and that’s why I released you today. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes, Max,” Chris yelped. “Thank you! Thank you!” Max smiled in spite of herself. Men will say, and do, just about anything when orgasms are at stake. She was living proof of that. The success of her entire pod was built on that realization.  
 
    “Ok, are you ready to cum?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, oh God yes,” Chris gasped. 
 
    “Think your spurt will reach your pretty wife over on the bed?” 
 
    “I - maybe,” Chris babbled. “Please!” 
 
    “Ok,” Max grinned. “Here we go.” Her hand blurred on his stiff cock, and Chris moaned wordlessly. Max studied his face, his body, reading every movement of every muscle as she tried to gauge where exactly he was in his physiological response. This was a skill, and like any other skill, it had taken her a long time to master. Practice makes perfect, after all. Chris’ balls tightened against his body, and his chest heaved. Max felt his cock throb in her hand, and just as he drew in a big gulp of breath, she released it. 
 
    “No!” Chris gasped. His horrified eyes turned to Max as she stepped away from the bound man, folding her arms in front of her. His cock throbbed and thrashed as though it had a mind of its own, and Chris’ face rippled with a parade of conflicting emotions. He cried out through gritted teeth as his cock throbbed once more, and a sudden torrent of white cum gushed from the glistening tip. On and on it went, and on and on Chris’ moan went as he emptied himself in a lazy flood. Alexis gasped at the sight, and it seemed to trigger something inside of her. As the wand span rapidly against the swollen lips of her pussy, she cried out and came, letting her own orgasm tear through her while her husband’s leaked sadly out of the tip of his twitching cock. Ruined. Max never forget the day she had learned this trick, and it had been of great use to her over the years. Chris would get no joy from an orgasm of this kind. In a mechanical release of fluids, his balls would empty themselves, but his desire would be unabated. His cock would stay hard and ready for use. It was the ultimate mindfuck for a horny man, and Max had become a master of it. Some of her pod were learning it too. 
 
    Chris shuddered. The last strings of his hot cum dripped sadly from the end of his twitching cock to pool messily on the bedroom floor. His penis still throbbed. Max could see his pulse in the bursting veins as it twitched and leaped. He stared at Max now, his eyes sharper now that he had cum, even if he had been denied an orgasm. Max felt a tremendous feeling of power flowing through her. This man’s sexual satisfaction was completely in her hands. Not his own. Not even his wife’s. Hers. His orgasms belonged to her now, to be allowed or denied as she saw fit. There could be no greater authority over a person than that, Max thought to herself. And he was just one of five men under her spell. Six, soon. 
 
    Alexis lay back on the bed. The wand was silent now, cast onto the bed beside her as she recovered from her own uninhibited orgasm. Her eyes, glassy with pleasure, were still hungry as she gazed at her husband’s body, naked and restrained at the foot of the bed. His chest rose and fell as he panted with desire. 
 
    “I have a number in my head,” said Max, her voice loud over the mingled panting of the married couple. “It’s the number of weeks I’m going to keep you locked up for before I even consider letting you out again.”She stepped forward. Chris groaned and shuddered as she wrapped her hand around his tender cock again. This time, she tugged on it, lightly but firmly, using it almost like a leash to lead him towards the bed where his wife waited. Max guided Chris between Alexis’ raised knees, spread wide on either side of him, and she heard her employee moan as Chris’ cock made contact with Alexis’ dripping pussy.  
 
    “Now, you’re going to fuck your slut wife,” she said. “And you better do a good job. Because for every orgasm you give her, I’m going to take one week off your sentence. Go.” Chris didn’t need to be told twice. With a gratified moan, he slid his cock easily inside his wife’s tight pussy, and she moaned along with him as she felt herself filled by her husband. 
 
    “And I’ll know if you’re faking, Alexis,” Max warned. Alexis’ eyes sparkled as she looked over at her boss, her teeth showing white between her pink lips as she smiled. Then Chris began to move inside her, and Alexis’ eyes closed as she surrendered to the welcome sensation of his cock throbbing inside her. Max sat down in a chair she had brought in from the kitchen. Her own pussy was throbbing at the wanton display in front of her. There’s a time for control, and then there’s the time to let go. Max moaned in long-denied pleasure as she undid the zipper on her pants and slipped her hand inside.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleasure Denied 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Christie moaned into the pillow, her head thrashing from side to side. Her body, still heavy with sleep, couldn’t help but respond to the tender ministrations of her husband as his head bobbed between her legs. He knew what to do. He knew exactly what he was doing. After sixteen years of marriage, he better, Christie thought to herself with a smile. Reaching down, she felt the coarse bristle of his hair beneath her fingers as she guided his head to her most sensitive spots. She was rewarded with a flood of desire that flushed her skin, rolling over her in a wave of molten gold, and she closed her eyes against the light of early morning as her body seemed to fill up with a light of its own. Some orgasms come like thunder, tearing up the sky above your head and making you howl into the storm. Others come the way summer comes, slowly, almost imperceptibly, and you realize almost by surprise that all of a sudden, it’s nothing but warmth and sun. This was one of those. A perfect way to wake up, Christie thought. Nothing like unreciprocated head to get you ready for the day. Not to mention the way it felt to take her pleasure and care nothing for his. She’d gotten used to the glaring power imbalance in their relationship, as had her husband. It was only when she talked to other woman who didn’t share her lifestyle, or watched some drama on TV, that she remembered what life was like for so many women. Demanding, selfish husbands who only cared about their own pleasure, who would cum quickly then roll over and go to sleep. All the old cliches. Every time Christie thought about her future and wondered if Covington was really the best place for her to stay, she thought of that. She thought of what her life had been before - her sex life; let’s be clear. Not that she couldn’t bring the lessons she had learned under Max’s guidance with her, of course. Of course she could. But it wouldn’t be the same. It would never be the same. She’d never have a group of women like this, to support her and advise her, to share with her this journey they were all on. The perks were fantastic. Golden handcuffs, maybe. But they were just so comfortable. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she hissed, and her legs trembled beneath Marcus’ hands as he gripped her thighs. He was licking her rhythmically now, long strong strokes with the flat of his tongue gliding like velvet over her wet and swollen lips, and her clit throbbed at the end of each stroke as his mobile tongue brushed over it. Her eyes screwed tight shut and her mouth open wide, she sobbed out a long cry of lust, and her pussy pulsed against her husband’s mouth as she came. Lying back on a pile of pillows, she relaxed, letting her orgasm sweep through her, not trying to cling on to it but just enjoying the sensation as her body relaxed. Marcus knew his business. He sat back on his heels, staring up at her, watching her savor the pleasure he had induced without a word. Over the years, he had learned his wife’s body well, to the point where he knew her physiological responses better than his own. He had studied hers, whereas he had only ever experienced his own. There was a world of difference there, Christie supposed. Especially in these last few years. Especially since Max had taken control of her husband’s orgasms and taught her how to take, how to demand that her own pleasure came first. Everything had changed then. She had been able to mold him into the perfect sexual partner, one whose only satisfaction came from satisfying her, and she had Max to thanks for that. Max, and the steel cage that encased Marcus’ cock, securely locked to his balls with no chance of escape. Even she didn’t have the key. This game was played by Max’s rules. Only she could unlock the cocks of the husbands of her pod, and the power and control it gave her was phenomenal. At work, Max was a very open, supportive, consensus-seeking boss. But in the bedrooms of her employees, she was an absolute tyrant. But you can’t argue with results. 
 
    Christie sighed as she rolled over onto her side. The red numerals on the bedside alarm clock glowed as though lit by fire from below. Perfect. She had just enough time to get ready for work and head to the office with a spring in her step, the way she always did. Her morning cum had become an unquestioned ritual in their house. Marcus did his duty without even asking anymore. It was as natural as breathing for him to sink to his knees at the foot of the bed each morning and please his wife. It hadn’t always been that way, of course. But there was no going back now. 
 
    “I should get going,” Marcus said. He stood, and Christie watched his body move. He was getting older, her husband. That softness around the middle was adorable in her eyes, but it hadn’t been there five years ago. White strands glinted in the patch of hair on his chest and in his beard, and the hair of his head was liberally cobwebbed with gray. He was still the handsome man she had married, at least in her eyes. When she looked at him, a strange sort of double vision came over her. He was at once the middle-aged man with the care-lined face, his body softening from long years behind a desk, and the ruggedly handsome guy of twenty-nine that she had met on a tropical vacation. It is entirely possible, she thought to herself, to hold both visions in her mind at the exact same time, laying one carefully on top of the other so that the two men merged into one before her eyes. Love’s a funny thing. The middle-aged man wasn’t as good looking as the guy not yet thirty. Not in any objective sense; how could he be? And yet Christie was more attracted to the forty five year old than the boy of twenty nine. Every line on his face was a record of the years they had spent together, the setbacks they had endured and the joys they had shared. That excited her more than any six-pack abs ever would. Though it was nice to have the hot body sometimes, too. And thanks to Max, she did. 
 
    “Ok,” Christie purred as Marcus rummaged in his underwear drawer. The steel cage around his cock glinted in the sullen sun that peeked through the drawn curtains as he got ready for work. She had a little more time than he did, and so she stayed in bed, letting him use the bathroom before she did. He was quicker in there anyway. When Christie looked at herself in the mirror, there was no flattering double vision of the kind she saw when she looked at Marcus. The lines on her face seemed to breed and spread overnight, and when she looked in the mirror now, she tried to break her face down into its constituent parts, focusing on them one at a time. Eyes, then lips, then nose, then cheeks. If she looked at the whole thing, all she saw was her own mother staring tiredly back at her. 
 
    Marcus made his way to the bathroom, and she heard the low splashing of the shower as warm water flung itself against the glass. She sat up. Now that her pleasure had subsided, the cares of the day had begun to crowd in on her again. The meetings and phone calls she would need to make at work reared up in her mind like monsters in need of slaying. She had her regular clients, some of whom had been with her for years. And she was still able to pick up new ones. But it’s a man’s world, outside of Max’s cozy pod. The decision makers it was her job to sell to were overwhelmingly male, and as competent as her years of experience had made her, they had dulled the edge of one of a saleswoman’s most potent weapons. The pretty young things only had to toss their hair and laugh at some lame joke, and a certain type of man would sign a deal there and then. And some in the pod, Christie knew for a fact, did a lot more than that. Max didn’t ask for that, or expect it. It was hard to imagine Max herself doing something like that. But she did nothing to stop it either. Ultimately, Max cared about the numbers. How her staff got those numbers was of no concern to her. 
 
    The sound of the shower falling silent brought Christie back out of her daydream. Marcus reappeared, his skin shining with droplets of water the towel hadn’t reached. It was amazing he got any work done, she reflected, sitting in his office all day with a lust he could do nothing to assuage. And she didn’t exactly help, she thought, grinning mischievously at a host of memories. She couldn’t help it. It was fun to tease. And Max always said it was an important part of the lifestyle. You have to keep him wanting you, even as you deny him. Otherwise he could just lose interest, and all your efforts would be for nothing. Her morning orgasms, welcome as they were, were about more than just her sexual gratification. It was one way among many to keep him thinking of her as she sent him off to work each day with the taste of her lingering on his lips.  
 
    Having donned shirt and pants, Marcus stood now in front of the mirror above the dresser, and his tie whispered as the smooth fabric slid against itself while he knotted it. The reflection of his eyes in the flawless glass found hers. She smiled at him as she watched his eyes flicker over her body. He didn’t seem to even be aware of it, but Christie noticed. Marcus was used to frustration, to his desire being unrelieved. He rarely even asked to be released any more. He knew it was out of his hands, and even Christie didn’t control it. Max did. He served and suffered in silence. Most of the time, anyway. 
 
    “See you tonight then, honey,” he said. Fixing his tie in place, he turned to her. His socked feet were silent on the bedroom carpet as he made his way to the bed and leaned over her. Christie playfully took his dangling tie in her hand as she pulled him down towards her, and she could taste the toothpaste on his breath as they kissed. “Love you,” he said as he pulled away. 
 
    “Love you too,” she said. Marcus stepped through the bedroom door, and she listened from bed as the door to the garage clicked shut behind him. The low rumble of the motor that lifted the steel door to outside reverberated through the house, and then the engine of his car growled. How many times had she heard those same sounds, consciously or not, over the years? There’s a certain comfort in routine, especially as the years begin to pile up behind us. The young just want to conquer, to triumph, to see what’s next. But as we get older, we become more concerned with holding on to what we already have. 
 
    Christie flung the bed sheets aside, and stood. The shower cubicle still dripped as she opened the door and stepped inside. The warm water cascaded over her skin, flowing down her body in silvery ropes, and she closed her eyes against the spray as she reached for the soap. It had been a while since she last had a bath, she thought to herself out of nowhere. A really long, luxurious soak.The tub gleamed white, hulking in the corner of the bathroom, its blurred shape visible through the streaked glass. No doubt that was what made her think of it. She loved that tub. Maybe she should have Marcus draw her a bath soon. That was always fun. A whole evening of pampering could follow from that. His hands would tremble with suppressed desire as he washed her carefully, handling her body as though she might break while he tried to ignore the pain of his cock swelling inside the unyielding cage. The only problem was that she invariably got horny when he bathed her. And while Marcus could see to her with tongue or fingers or some of her many toys, sometimes you find you want the real thing. Well, that can be arranged, Christie thought to herself, and a sly smile spread over her lips as she washed herself. How long had it been? A couple of months, she supposed. It was about time. Marcus knew his place. He was about as submissive as could be, as submissive as she wanted him to be. But men have short memories, especially where sex is concerned. It never hurt to give him a quick refresher every now and then. Not to mention the fun it would be for her.  
 
    Christie shut off the water and dried herself off. By the time she wiped the steam from the fogged-up mirror, the idea had formed itself into a recognizable shape. They had nothing planned for the weekend, she and Marcus. She would give him a surprise. With the broad strokes of a plan in place, the details started to coalesce. Yes. Excitement tingled at the base of Christie’s spine as she applied her makeup. It was going to be fun. 
 
    * 
 
    A tap on the glass of her office door made Max look up from her work. Christie stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame. Max took in the sight of her in a matter of seconds, her eyes performing the delicate dance that women do when they meet. Christie’s red curls were lose around her shoulders, tumbling down the front of the black sweater she wore. Stray hairs glinted in the office light, trapped in the fabric. Her arms were crossed beneath her breasts, hands hugging her sides. The A line skirt she wore, also black, was patterned with bright red and yellow flowers. The highly feminine look was balanced with a pair of knee high black leather boots that laced up the front, with a low French heel. The office dress code was basically non-existent. Max liked having the freedom to wear whatever she felt like on any given day, and she extended the same courtesy to her staff. 
 
    “Hey, Christie,” she smiled. 
 
    “Hi.” The hem of Christie’s skirt floated above the tops of her boots as she stepped forward, and the tight leather creaked around her calves as she sat down in front of Max’s desk. She leaned back, tossing her head to make her hair fall down behind her as she folded her hands in her lap. 
 
    “Got any plans for the weekend?” Christie asked. 
 
    “Nothing special,” Max shrugged. “Maybe make some progress on my Netflix list. You know, exciting stuff like that. How about you?” 
 
    “Well.” Christie sat forward in her chair, and her eyes sparkled as she smiled wickedly. “I was thinking of playing. With Marcus.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” Almost as a matter of habit, Max pulled up her infamous spreadsheet. “Well, it has been a while since he had a release. I guess if his behavior’s been satisfactory, I can get you the key.” Christie’s brow furrowed in momentary confusion. 
 
    “Oh no,” she said. Her red curls shone as she shook her head from side to side. “I wasn’t planning on releasing him. I meant more for me.” It was Max’s turn to smile. 
 
    “I see,” she said. Her swivel chair turned slowly from side to side as she sat back, her legs crossed. “Why not?” she said. “Do you have any one in mind?” 
 
    “There’s this guy I’ve seen before.” The coy look on Christie’s face took years off her age. She looked positively girlish as she hunched her shoulders, pressing her hands together in her lap. “He’s younger.” 
 
    “How old is he?” Max probed. 
 
    “I dunno. Like, twenty-five?” Christie guessed. Max grinned broadly. 
 
    “Nice,” she nodded approvingly. 
 
    “I was just going to say, if you weren’t doing anything, we could do a video call?” After years spent working together, Christie knew her boss’s predilections well. They had played together before; all the girls in the pod had. But mostly, Max liked to watch. 
 
    “Oh, hell yeah,” Max grinned. “That sounds awesome. When were you thinking of doing it?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Christie shrugged. “I guess it depends when my boy toy’s available.”  
 
    “Oh, I’m sure he’ll make himself available,” Max grinned. “No strings sex with a hot married woman? Any guy with a dick that works would make himself available for that.” Christie smiled. If anyone else said the things Max said, it would come off as inappropriate, to say the least. But that was just the way she was. Totally uninhibited. Sex for Max wasn’t some secret thing to be shut away from the rest of the world, compartmentalized and hidden. It was pat of life. One of her favorite parts, and she didn’t care who knew it. 
 
    “Ok,” said Christie. Standing, she smoothed her skirt over her legs. “I’ll text you when it’s all confirmed.” 
 
    “Looking forward to it already,” Max beamed. As Christie turned for the door, Max turned back to her computer screen. The smile on her face took a long time to fade. 
 
    * 
 
    “There we go. That’s better.” Christie straightened up. Her body tingled, and it wasn’t just the effects of the warm water from the bath and the luxurious lotions Marcus had rubbed into her soft skin. She hadn’t been this excited in a while. It was always a thrill, playing these twisted games. And it had been too long. Life has a nasty habit of getting in the way. Already, Christie was glad she had decided to play this weekend. 
 
    Marcus looked downright adorable. He sat in the chair she had bought for this purpose years before, an unadorned straight-backed wooden thing. The important fact was that it had arms. And Marcus’ own arms lay on top of the wooden ones, thick black tape holding his sinewy forearms against the wood. More tape shone against the skin of his face, wrapped tightly around his mouth. Christie had made a special trip to a special store to get this special tape, the kind that only sticks to itself and can be used to bind someone tightly without ripping out hairs when you try to remove it. She could have ordered Marcus to pick it up for her, of course. He would have done it, without question. But then he would have known that something was up. Christie liked to surprise him. Keeping him guessing was a key part of her strategy. He was naked but for the steel cage that kept his cock soft and useless. The tightness of the skin around his eyes spoke volumes about his discomfort as he winced and struggled, and Christie felt desire bloom in her dampening sex as she thought of his trapped cock, trying to get hard while she had made him bathe and pamper her. Now here he was, helplessly restrained. The fun could truly begin. 
 
    “Can you see ok, Max?” Christie asked as she turned towards the dresser. Her tablet was propped up there, the small dark eye of its camera angled to get a good view of the whole bedroom. It was better this way. Christie could deal with being watched. In fact, it gave her an extra thrill, adding to the delicious naughtiness of what she was about to do. But Max often liked to stay hidden, and that was fine with Christie. Seeing her boss’s face watching her could sometimes make it harder to be in the moment. But with the screen turned away, she could focus on her own pleasure. And the camera on the back of the device offered better resolution anyway. 
 
    “Yep. Looks good.” Max’s voice came through the speakers clearly, even if it was a little tinny. “Hi, Marcus,” she sniggered. Marcus grunted against the tape that held his mouth shut as his eyes rolled towards the tablet.  
 
    “Then I guess all we need is my boy toy,” Christie smiled. Stepping away from the dresser, she reached for her phone and dialed a number. Staring straight at her husband, Christie smiled as a male voice answered.  
 
    “Hi,” Christie purred. “We’re all ready in here. Yeah, come on in. The front door’s open. Ok. See you soon.” Hanging up the phone, Christie tossed it aside and sat down on the edge of the bed. Her stomach fluttered nervously. Marcus’ eyes were fastened on her as though bolted in place, and the camera captured everything. Her breasts swelled in the lacy black bra she wore as she breathed in deeply and released a long sigh. She felt on display, and vulnerable, with her boss and her husband watching her. But she also felt incredibly sexy, the star attraction in this kinky show. 
 
    She heard the front door open, and close. Marcus’ head jerked upright at the sudden sound. Everything had been discussed beforehand. Max insisted on that. Christie’s lover didn’t care that he was being watched, either in person or digitally. He’d been happy to hear from her again, and was more than happy to take care of this particular need of hers. Max had been right about that, among other things. 
 
    “In here,” she called, and her chest tightened as the man approached. He had been here before, of course. Christie had never been one for one night stands. It takes at least a few tries before you really get in sync with someone else. Especially when you’ve been monogamous for so long. 
 
    The bedroom door opened. Marcus’ eyes burned with fear and hate as the young man stepped inside. He barely glanced at her husband, restrained and banished to his corner beside the door. His blue eyes fell on Christie, sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed and her hands on the mattress behind her, and he smiled. 
 
    “Well, hello there,” Christie said in what she hoped was her most seductive voice. She was so much older than him, and yet something about their situation made her feel like a young girl. She rose smoothly from the mattress as he approached, and desire swelled within her when she threw her arms around his neck and felt his hands on her hips. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, and the chair creaked beneath Marcus’ shifting weight. She ignored it. This was what they all wanted, she reminded herself. This was what they all wanted to see. Her taking her pleasure from this young stud with no regard for anyone else. 
 
    “Take your shirt off.” Her breath was already coming in quick gasps, her voice a breathless whisper as she fumbled with the hem of his T shirt. He dressed the way young men do these days, some vague sort of hip-hop look to his baggy clothing, and as she eagerly helped him tug his shirt over his head, she was pleased to see the hard-edged muscle tone that she remembered from last time. He had a six pack. Marcus had never had a six pack, not really. Maybe just the faint round shapes of muscles beneath the skin. But this young man’s abdominals looked like flagstones, like slabs of granite, and her mouth watered as she imagined running her tongue down the rippling terrain. A wolf whistle rang out in the room, making Christie jump as she was reminded of Max’s ephemeral presence. She had almost forgotten her boss was watching. 
 
    “Nice,” she heard Max say. “Does your friend have a name?”  
 
    “Jay,” said the young man, with the briefest of glances over at the talking tablet before he turned his eyes once more to Christie. He had impressive focus, she remembered from their last encounter. It was that, along with his gorgeous body, that made her want to play with him again. He had a wordless way of making her feel like nothing mattered to him but her. 
 
    “How old are you, Jay?” Max asked. 
 
    “Twenty two.” This time, Jay didn’t even look at the tablet as he answered. His hands were back on Christie’s hips as she fumbled with the heavy buckle of his belt, unable to get his pants off fast enough while her husband looked on in enforced silence.  
 
    “Twenty two,” she heard Max chuckle as the belt finally separated. “Do you know how old Christie is?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter,” Jay said. His head moved slowly from side to side, rhythmically, almost hypnotically. His skin smelled of deodorant and the faint musk of manhood, warmth radiating from his body as he held Christie in his arms. Her heart throbbed. She was twice his age. Literally twice his age, and she was going to fuck him in front of her husband. But first…. 
 
    Jay’s jeans tumbled to the floor, and he stepped easily out of them. The shape of his hard cock was clearly visible, the long shaft bent by the underwear he wore, and Christie’s fingers trembled as they traced the deep muscle scoops that pointed like arrows from beneath his washboard stomach towards his crotch. His cock sprang free, and Christie vaguely heard Max murmur her appreciation, but the pounding of her own blood in her ears drowned out such superfluous considerations as she took his member in her hand. Jay’s blue eyes shone as he smiled down at her. So brash. So confident. Her body growled silently as she sank without a word to her knees in front of this young Adonis, and she moaned quietly in her throat as she felt those abdominal muscles beneath her tongue as she licked her way down. She could taste him, the slight salt tang of his skin, and her busy tongue licked and lapped while Jay watched and smiled, and Marcus shifted and thrashed. Still holding his thickly veined shaft in her hand, Christie ran her tongue down, further down, and soon the muscular organ skipped over her fist to lick Jay’s rigid cock, making him groan softly as she teased from her hand to the fleshy tip. She couldn’t remember the last time she had sucked her husband’s cock, and it seemed highly unlikely that she ever would again. But this young god’s member deserved to be worshiped. She looked up at him, her eyes locked on Jay’s as though there was no one else in the room while she licked, and his cock, already big and hard in her hand, seemed to swell further as the breath steamed from his flared nostrils. His hand found the back of her head, and she hoped her husband was watching carefully as the young thug guided her mouth exactly where he wanted it. She opened wide, taking his fat head into her mouth, gratified at the sounds of pleasure she was able to draw from between his quivering lips. Jay’s hand on her head set the tempo as she bobbed her head up and down, engulfing his cock in her mouth while her husband and her boss looked on. 
 
    Jay threw back his head, snorting loudly. Christie prided herself on knowing her way around a man’s pleasure centers, and she could see he was getting close as his balls contracted against his body. He seized a fistful of her hair, and she shrieked in delight as he pulled her face free of his erection and yanked her to her feet. His blue eyes blazed like lightning as he took control of her body. There was a sharp popping sound as he seized her bra in one fist and tore it free of her body. Max cried out with glee as she watched him fling the ruined underwear to the floor. Her panties came next. He grabbed the thin material, and the seam on the side burst as he ripped them away. In mere seconds, he had stripped away her underwear, and she stood naked before him, her middle-aged body on full display not just to him, but to their audience as well. His cock stood out in front of him like a weapon, and his big hand felt as hard as iron on her shoulder as he gently but irresistibly pushed her onto the bed. She gazed up at him, and the air in the bedroom seemed to tighten somehow as she struggled to fill lungs that were suddenly three sizes too small. He looked almost threatening as he loomed over her, his smile gone, blue eyes blazing, cock raised like a weapon against her. Her young god revealed his dark, demonic side to her now, and her lust was alloyed with apprehension as she surrendered herself to him. This was real now. There was no going back. Marcus couldn’t help her, and neither could Max. She was his now. 
 
    The mattress sank beneath their combined weight as Jay climbed on top of her, pushing her backwards. She scrabbled among the sheets, kicking aside the duvet as he kept coming, his advance as measured and implacable as some tireless machine.  
 
    “Wait,” she panted, holding up a hand as he reached towards her throat, “wait. Like this.” Christie span herself around, kicking her way out of the tangled sheets and crawling across the bed. Her hands gripped the edge of the mattress as she took up a position on elbows and knees, her bare ass raised in the air as she arched her back invitingly. Marcus glared at her over the black tape that gagged him, his eyes flickering with the flames of helpless desire, and that added fuel to the conflagration that raged inside of her. She smiled at her captive husband, and then she felt her lover’s cock, slick with her saliva, pushing apart the quivering lips of her pussy, and her eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned uncontrollably at the sensation of him forcing his way inside her. His hands gripped her hips again, and she imagined his fingertips whitening as he held her in place. She gave herself up, an object to be fucked, her body no more than a cunt for the young stud to pound until he was satisfied, and she cried out as he began to slide in and out of her with deep, powerful thrusts, making her feel the full length of his impressive penis as he forced her to take it all.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” she shuddered. Opening her eyes, she stared into her husband’s face. “Oh, that young cock feels so good!” 
 
    “You like that?” Jay was picking up the pace now, his thrusts gaining urgency, and Christie braced herself as he threatened to force her off the bed, pounding her aggressively. 
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” she moaned, pain blooming like a welcome distraction as she bit her trembling lower lip. She cried out in a mind-bending mixture of pleasure and pain as she felt his hard hand crack against her raised ass, and as the skin began to sting with red heat, she heard Max laughing. 
 
    “Yeah, spank that married slut,” Max’s disembodied voice called out from across the room. “She’s been a bad girl.” 
 
    “Ow!” Christie shook under another blow from Jay. The skin of her ass was prickling with heat, and it was doing interesting things to her pussy. Jay grunted as her wet womanhood contracted around his invading cock, and his other hand reached forward to seize a fistful of her thick red curls. Her body rocked beneath him, her heavy breasts swinging freely over her marital bed, and his grip on her hair kept her neck craned, her head up and facing her husband, watching the intense expressions chase one another across his face like the shadows of clouds sweeping over bare fields. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Yes!” She had remembered that the boy could fuck, but Christie had forgotten just how intense the young man could be once he got going. He didn’t even slow down as she cried out and spasmed around his cock, shaking with orgasm. Her arms felt weak, and she would have dropped her head to the mattress if he didn’t have such a tight grip on her hair. As it was, she could barely move. All she could do was crouch beneath him and take it, and as he slapped her again, harder this time, she felt another orgasm follow hard on the heels of the first.  
 
    “Fuck.” The curse escaped Jay’s lips in a hiss, and Christie cried out again as she felt his tight scrotum slapping against her with the force of his thrusts. He was going to cum, soon. He was going to fill her up with his hot cum, fucking her bareback right in front of her husband, and the guilty knowledge of what she was doing acted like gasoline flung onto the flames of her lust. When she felt her young lover explode inside her, her pussy pulsed as though to milk his cock of every drop of cum, and his orgasm set off another one of her own. Jay’s cock thumped between her legs as he pumped his cum into her, and she sighed as she felt him finish, and withdraw. She collapsed face down on the bed, rolling over onto her side as she felt the mess he had made inside her slowly leaking out. Her body shone with sweat. Her legs wouldn’t stop trembling. She couldn’t keep the goofy grin from her face. 
 
    “Well done,” said Max. There was a strain in her voice that hadn’t been there before. As Christie smiled across the room at the propped-up tablet, she found herself wondering if Max had masturbated while she watched. At least she knew her husband hadn’t. His cock cage shone as it caught the light, and his eyes burned above the thick black tape of the gag. “That was super hot,” Max said. 
 
    “You’re telling me,” Christie panted. The mattress shifted as Jay got up. This had all been discussed beforehand. He was there to cum, and to go. Post-orgasm time was for her and her husband. Giggling like a schoolgirl, she watched Jay tug on his jeans and stretch his shirt over his head. 
 
    “Give me a call again some time,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, I will,” Christie smirked. Her finger traced the shape of her lips coquettishly as she smiled up at him. 
 
    “Fuck,” she heard Max breathe as the door closed behind Jay. “He’s not bad, Christie. Can I borrow him?” 
 
    “Who, Jay?” she giggled. “I don’t think so, Max. He’s all mine.” Christie rolled over. Her feet found the floor, and her legs trembled as she made her unsteady way towards the dresser. “I hope you enjoyed the show,” she smiled into the camera. 
 
    “Oh, I did,” Max’s voice came floating back. “And your husband was such a good boy. Maybe we can talk about his release in the near future.” Christie glanced over at Marcus. He bristled in his chair, hie ears pricking up like a puppy that hears the rattle of its leash and knows that a walk is coming up. 
 
    “Well, we’ll see,” Christie said skeptically. “It depends how he behaves for the rest of the weekend. See you on Monday, Max.” 
 
    “Bye.” Christie reached around to turn of the video call app. Now they were alone. Just her and Marcus.  
 
    Smart bondage means being prepared. A pair of scissors shone on the dresser beside her bound husband, just in case. In seconds, she cut him free from the chair and sliced through his gag, and he worked his jaw as he stood stiffly, letting the feeling return to his limbs. 
 
    “What did you think, honey?” she teased. 
 
    “Oh my God, Christie,” Marcus sighed. “That was so hot.” She giggled as she ran her fingers through his gray hair.  
 
    “I bet you’d like to cum now, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Oh God,” Marcus groaned. “I wanna fuck you so bad.” 
 
    “Well, that’s not happening,” Christie said. Marcus grunted as she took his caged cock in her hand, and the lock rattled as she shook it gently. “Not with this thing locked on. But I could use you for something, though.” Stepping away from him, she sat on the bed and lay back. Her spread legs exposed her to her husband, and she could feel Jay’s cooling cum slowly sliding from between her slick and swollen lips. Marcus did not need to be told twice. Without a word, he dropped to his knees, and Christie sighed with new pleasure as she felt his tongue against her sex. 
 
    “I love you, honey,” she sighed, staring up at the ceiling. Marcus’ busy tongue paused for a moment as he swallowed. 
 
    “I love you too,” came the reply. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleasure Discovered 
 
    “So how’s it going so far?” Max’s sapphire eyes sparkled as she smiled. Sally shifted in her seat in front of Max’s desk, her own pale eyes taking in the layout of the small room. It was surprisingly bare. There were no pictures on the wall, or on Max’s desk. She had noticed even during her interview that there was no ring on Max’s finger. Not that it was any of her business, she hastily reminded herself. It was just surprising. After all she was a smart, beautiful and successful woman. But perhaps she had fallen into that trap that sometimes happens to women who are too accomplished, too successful. Not many men could handle a woman like Max. There’s a lot of losers out there. Sally had been with Jim for years now, but her friends regularly regaled her with horror stories from the front-line trenches of modern dating, and it invariably made her glad she had found someone. Jim wasn’t perfect, but neither was she. 
 
    “Good,” Sally smiled. “Everyone’s been really nice. I think I’m getting the hang of things.” It’s never easy starting a new job, especially when you come into a group as tight as this one, with women who’ve been working together for years. But the other women in the pod had gone out of their way to be welcoming. She had started there three weeks ago, and already it felt like they had been working together forever. If anything, some of them were a little bit too friendly. She was used to the far more reserved atmosphere over at Fischer, and the women here were nothing like what she was used to. Maybe that was why, she thought to herself. They were all women. With no men around, everyone felt that little bit freer to be who they really were. Strange, Sally thought to herself. Although she must have noticed it on some level before now, it had never really occurred to her to wonder why Max’s pod was entirely female. But she had to admit that it made for an interesting dynamic. Perhaps there was method to Max’s madness. Certainly, she got results. As she had said herself, the culture of the pod was everything, and maybe if a few men had worked there, that culture would be damaged. In any case, no one was complaining. And Max seemed to get a tremendous amount of leeway to run her department as she pleased. No one interfered. The pod was like its own little world within the company, Max’s own personal fiefdom. Not that she was a tyrant, not at all. If it hadn’t been for the symbolic separation of her small office, it would have been difficult to see Max as the boss at all. There didn’t seem to really be a boss of the pod. The ladies didn’t need one. Everyone knew her job, and got on with it with the minimum of fuss. It was a welcome change from being micromanaged to within an inch of her life over at Fischer. 
 
    “You seem to be fitting in nicely,” Max commented. “Everyone likes you. Which can be tough to pull off in a group as diverse as this one. But if one of the girls had a problem with you, I’d know about it.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good,” Sally said. 
 
    “So you’ve been with us for three weeks now.” The steel barrel of a pen shone between Max’s fingers as she turned it idly in her hands. Her chair swiveled from side to side as she turned her body slowly, considering something. “You seem to be settling in well. Are you happy here so far?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Sally, “very happy. I like the work, and I like the team.” 
 
    “Better than Fischer?” Max asked. 
 
    “Much better than Fischer,” Sally grinned. 
 
    “Ok.” The pen clattered onto the surface of Max’s desk as she tossed it aside. Her hand gripped the arm of her chair as she shifted her weight again. She seemed to have come to some sort of decision. Sally waited. 
 
    “It’s time to let you in on a little secret,” Max said. Her conspiratorial smile raised an answering smirk on Sally’s face, too. “And I will remind you at this point that among the papers you signed when you started was a confidentiality agreement. Anything I say to you must not leave this office.” 
 
    “Ok,” said Sally. The smile faded from her face. Her brow furrowed as she waited to find out what secrets Max intended to divulge. She couldn’t help wondering if perhaps she’d done something wrong somewhere along the line. Had she violated some unknown policy? 
 
    “We’re a very open group here, as you’ve probably discovered,” Max explained. “We don’t just work together. We’re very involved in each other’s lives.” 
 
    “I gathered that,” said Sally. “I mean, some of the things they talk about…I think I know more about Alexis’ sex life than I ever needed to.” Max smiled. 
 
    “Well, that’s the thing,” she said. “As you’ve probably noticed, I’m a pretty hands-off boss. In the office, anyway. But I can afford to be, because I have discovered the key to getting people to work really hard for me. And it comes down to sex.” Sally shifted uncomfortably in her seat. She felt as though she was standing on the edge of some crumbling precipice, as though Max was about to tell her something that would plunge her over the edge into some bizarre swinger’s group or sex cult. Just when I find what seems like a decent job, she thought to herself. Max’s deep blue eyes stayed on her, gauging her reaction, while her hand reached for her desk drawer. Sally’s nerves flared while she waited to see what her boss would reveal. When Max’s hand reappeared, she held a large key ring. Five silver keys, seemingly identical, dangled beside one another. As Max laid the bunch of keys down on the desk between them, Sally noticed that each one was marked with a differently-colored dab of nail polish.  
 
    “Have you heard of male chastity, Sally?” Max asked as she slid the desk drawer shut. 
 
    “Uh - no,” Sally admitted. The words, of course, were familiar. But used in conjunction, she had a feeling that they denoted something she had never come across before. 
 
    “Well, you must have heard of a chastity belt, right?” Max said. Sally nodded. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, conjuring up visions of medieval contraptions locked around the pelvises of princesses trapped in high towers. It’s not something you think about every day. 
 
    “So they make chastity belts for men,” Max coolly explained. “And they’re actually very effective. I mean, it’s much easier to lock up something external. And it’s men that have the higher sex drive, usually. They’re the ones who need control.” 
 
    “I - I guess so.” Unbidden, visions of Jim prodding her buttocks with an erection in bed while she tried to sleep arose in Sally’s mind. She loved Jim, and she loved having sex with him. But sometimes, it seemed the more sex they had, the more he wanted. It was easy for him. He didn’t get periods, or cramps. He didn’t get sore from holding his legs in the air, or from being pounded into the mattress. Sally, never the most forward woman in the world, felt red heat prickle in her cheeks as she blushed. Max studied her reaction like a hunter reading a trail. 
 
    “The women in this pod keep their husbands under lock and key,” Max explained. She spoke slowly, carefully, letting each word drop into place deliberately, giving Sally time to absorb what she was saying. “All their husbands wear a chastity device, twenty four hours a day. It’s amazing what it does for a man’s concentration, not to mention his affection. These women rule in their homes, Sally. They have the perfect husbands. Because all their husbands know that the only way to get any sexual release is to do as they’re told. Imagine it. A husband who volunteers to give you back rubs and footrubs, who washes the dishes and takes out the trash without you having to ask. These men aren’t out drinking with their idiot buddies, and they’re certainly not out there creeping around, cheating on their wives. They can’t. Because the keys to their cocks are right here.” 
 
    Sally felt as though the room was spinning. She was no prude, but this was some far-out stuff. She had never guessed that such things actually happened in real life, outside of the porn she tried to pretend she didn’t know her fiance watched. She felt that feeling again, as though she were sinking through a hidden portal into some sort of dark underworld. Her blood seemed to boil in her trembling veins.  
 
    “Isn’t it illegal?” she managed to ask. Max’s brow furrowed. 
 
    “Not at all,” she said. “I mean, it would be, if this were against the men’s will. But believe me, it’s not.” 
 
    “You mean - these men are ok with this?” Sally gasped. Max smiled. 
 
    “Very much so,” she said. “In fact, most of them are happier than they’ve ever been in their marriage. Take Christie, for example. She and her husband Marcus have been married for sixteen years. For most couples, when they reach that point, the spark has well and truly faded. But this thing of ours has given them a whole new desire for each other.” Max sat forward in her chair. Folding her hands together, she leaned them on the desk in front of her. 
 
    “The thing is,” she said, “men need variety. Maybe you know that already. Maybe you don’t. But it’s true. And a lot of them make the mistake of thinking that what they need is a variety of partners, and this leads to the break-up of countless otherwise good marriages, when the guy goes off after some girl who’s caught his eye, forgetting what he has at home. The trick is to remind them of that. It’s a sometimes unfortunate quirk of human psychology that we only value what we perceive to be scarce. I use this is business all the time. People are more likely to buy when they think they’re getting something that’s not easy to come by. And the same is true of sex. Because these men are often frustrated, because they only get to sleep with their wives occasionally, they are in a constant state of desire for them.”  
 
    “I don’t know,” said Sally. “This is all a bit - this is crazy.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Max shrugged. “But you know I’m right. How long have you been with Jim now?” 
 
    “Three years,” said Sally. 
 
    “Three years,” Max echoed. “Can you honestly say that in three years, his behavior hasn’t changed? Remember what he was like in the first month, say, when you guys started dating. I bet he couldn’t wait to see you, couldn’t go an hour without calling or texting just to see how you are. Is he still doing that?” 
 
    “Well, no,” Sally conceded. “But I mean, that stuff always goes away. It’s - everyone’s on their best behavior at the start. Then you get comfortable with each other.” 
 
    “Exactly.” Max beamed triumphantly. “You get comfortable, and then you get complacent. Both of you. We all do it. I’m not saying that men are bad, or that they do this on purpose. It’s human nature. Drive a Ferrari every day, and it just becomes another car. Make a million dollars, and it’s the best day of your life, but once you make your nineteenth million, it’s not that special. That’s just the way we’re wired.” The keys jangled like some musical instrument as Max swept up the ring from her desk. “This stops that,” she said. “This stops it cold. These women are happy because their husbands are in constant dating mode. They treat their wives like queens. And then the women bring that positive energy to the workplace. That’s the secret of the success of this pod.” 
 
    “But then - don’t the women get…you know, frustrated?” 
 
    “There are ways around that,” Max shrugged. “I mean, no one’s locked up their husband’s mouths, or their hands. A man will very quickly become very skilled at giving head if he thinks his own orgasms depend on it. And then there’s toys, too. Or other men.” 
 
    “Other men?” Sally gasped. “You mean these women lock up their husbands, then cheat on them?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” said Max. “I mean, I wouldn’t call it cheating if the husband is watching the whole time. There’s nothing sneaky or secretive about what these women do. It’s called cuckolding, Sally. You should look it up sometime. It’s a lot more popular than you’d think. Just, you know. Use incognito mode for your search.” Her blue eyes flashed as she smiled. Sally’s heart was pounding in her chest. This all felt unreal, like some strange dream, and she pressed her fingernails into the palm of her clenched hand to prove to herself that she was awake. Or perhaps this was all some weird joke, some kind of hazing of the new girl, and any minute now, Max would break down in laughter and admit that she had made it all up. But her boss’s shining eyes seemed deadly serious, despite her coy smile. Sally’s cheeks prickled again.  
 
    “Why are you telling me this?” she asked. Max placed the bundle of keys back on her desk. 
 
    “We don’t have secrets from each other in this pod,” Max said. “Our lives are as intertwined as our work. You need to know how the other women live, if only because as long as you don’t know, they’re not free to talk about it with each other. And, believe me, they do talk. Plus, we need to know how you feel about this. Remember in your interview, when I said culture is everything? This is what I’m talking about. We know that this lifestyle isn’t for everyone. It takes a certain kind of woman, and a certain kind of man. And if this is something you can’t handle, then that’s fine. But it’s better that we get that out in the open right now, because if it’s a bad fit, it’s a bad fit.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that,” Sally said. “It’s just - unexpected. Look, I’m not judgmental. Anything people want to get up to in the bedroom, that’s fine by me so long as it’s all consensual. It’s just - a lot to process. I never even heard of this an hour ago.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” Max’s chair creaked as she leaned back, crossing her legs. “I’m so used to living this lifestyle that sometimes I forget how unusual it seems to those outside of it. Take a few days. Give it some thought. Maybe do a little research online. I’ll check back with you at the end of the week.” 
 
    Sally’s blood pounded in her head as she rose from her chair and made her way back towards her own desk. Her body moved automatically, one leg in front of the other like a robot while her mind was somewhere else entirely. She glanced over her to-do list, but it might as well have been written in some foreign language for all the sense it made to her. Dimly, she noticed that the other women in the pod, normally so chatty, were giving her some space. They must have been through this before. They must have been through this themselves, each and every one of them. And they had all, each and every one of them, agreed to go along with Max’s kinky scheme. It was hard to believe. They all seemed so normal. You would never think, when looking at any of these women, that they had taken physical possession of their husband’s cocks. It takes all types to make the world go round, Sally reminded herself. You always kind of know, in the back of your mind, that the most ordinary people have their hidden lives. Someone’s watching all that fetish porn and buying those sex toys that cause such gales of laughter at her friend’s bachelorette parties. You know all that, but you put it out of your mind as you go about your day-to-day life. Sally didn’t think, while she stood in line at the grocery store, that the harried-looking soccer mom with two young blonde kids in front of her liked to be tied up like a pony and ridden around the house. Or that the guy who recently changed the oil on her car liked his girlfriend to take him from behind with a strap-on cock. But now she was confronted with the reality of these women and the lives they led, and the dissonance between their seeming normality and what she had learned about them made her head spin.  
 
    She liked these women. She liked working here. But how could she go on, now that she knew? Her first instinct was to run. Back to the job search. She could scrub this place from her resume entirely, as though the last three weeks had never happened. Sure, the money was good, and the work was exciting. But these women, beneath the smiles and the helpful attitudes, were nuts. 
 
    Sally was still thinking these hazy thoughts as she drove home. Jim noticed she was being quieter than usual, but put it down to the capricious nature of women and switched on his Xbox. She cooked dinner in a kind of trance, and ate it the same way, and watched her fiance slaughter aliens by the dozen without really seeing a thing. As the night wore on, she went to bed, hoping she could get some sleep despite the weird buzzing in her head. That’s when she felt it. The mattress sank beside her, and there it was, dependable as ever, Jim’s erection poking her in the back as he wrapped his arms around her waist. Her face turned to the wall, she scowled, unseen. She was not in any way in the mood, not even for a quickie.  
 
    “Not tonight, Jim,” she said.  
 
    “Come on,” he wheedled, and she felt the head of his cock rub against her through her T shirt as he shifted his body, snuggling up closer behind her. “Just a quick one.” 
 
    “I’m not in the mood,” she said. Jim snorted in irritation. 
 
    “Come on,” he persisted. “I need a little something.” His hand slid up her side, reaching for her breast. Angrily, she pushed it away. 
 
    “Stop it,” she said. “I said no.” 
 
    “You always say no,” Jim grumbled. Sally’s eyes went wide in surprise and outrage. She rolled over on the bed, turning her angry face to him. 
 
    “What do you mean, I always say no?” she spat. “I hardly ever say no! Just last night I had a headache coming on, but you wanted to do it, so we did it. I only ever say no if I’ve got cramps, or a headache, or if I’m sick. We have sex all the time!” 
 
    “Jeez, ok,” Jim sighed. Snatching his hands away from her body, he rolled back across the bed with a loud sigh. “Fine.” Clearly, it wasn’t fine. Typical Jim. He wanted her to feel bad, but he didn’t want to talk about it. He never wanted to talk about it. And it was fine, if he didn’t want to talk. They didn’t talk. But if he wanted to fuck, and she didn’t, she was expected to put all that aside. 
 
    “You know, you’re not the only one with needs,” she said. “We’re not just roommates who have sex, you know. We’re engaged. We’re getting married. I can’t just turn it on and off the way you can. Sometimes I need a little bit of a build-up, not just stick it in and start pumping away on a Tuesday night. It doesn’t work that way for me.” 
 
    “Oh, here we go,” Jim sighed. His eyes stared straight up at the ceiling, one forearm draped across his pillow. “So I have to whisk you off your feet every time I want to get some, is that it? I don’t know if you noticed, Sally, but we’re not exactly flush with money right now.” 
 
    “I know that,” Sally scowled. “That’s not what I’m talking about. You don’t have to spend money, but just - something. Like when we were first dating. We didn’t have any money then, but you found ways to make me feel special. Remember that time in the park? That didn’t cost anything, but it meant the world to me. That’s what I’m talking about.” 
 
    “Whatever,” Jim shrugged. “That changes, Sally. You can’t date forever. People change. That’s just the way it is.” He rolled over again, and now it was Jim’s turn to face the wall, turning his broad back on her. A spasm of guilt ran like a tremor through her body. She hated upsetting him. She hated saying no. She could hear herself, or more correctly, could hear Max speaking through her. She wondered what her co-workers were up to now. One thing she knew for certain. If what Max had told her was true, they weren’t lying awake in bed putting up with a sulky husband. They weren’t feeling guilty for having sex when they wanted, the way they wanted it. And somehow, if Max was telling the truth, their husbands were ok with it. Even happy with it. It seemed hard to believe, given Jim’s little tantrum at being denied for a single night.  
 
    She glanced over at her fiance’s hunched form. His ribs rose and fell evenly as he breathed, but she knew he wasn’t asleep. She could feel a certain watchfulness rising like unseen smoke from his body, as though she could sense that he was resentfully awake and waiting for something. For what? An apology? For her to reach over and start playing with his prick? Why should she? Anger rose up inside Sally as she stared at Jim’s bent back. Why should she feel guilty? There were men out there who were lucky to get some action once a month, and he was sulking because she’d said no for one night? Jim could stand to learn some gratitude. She loved him, but some of the things he did…Max was right about that, at least. They weren’t even married yet, but the romance seemed to have drained out of their lives completely. He took her for granted. It was that simple. Max said it was human nature, but we all hope that those we love are better than that. A man is a man, Sally, she reminded herself. Even the best of them are still just men. 
 
    She picked up her phone and glanced at the time. She was wide awake now. It would be hours before she got to sleep. The red thread of anger Jim had so skilfully woven around her spine would keep her up now, gnawing away at her insides. She stood and gathered her blankets, making rapid, angry movements. Jim didn’t even stir. With a final snort of rage, she headed for the couch. 
 
    * 
 
    “Just couldn’t stay away, could you?” Max grinned. Her blue eyes shone as she stared down at the man beneath her. His strong pectoral muscles rose and fell as he breathed heavily. Her own breath came in sputtering gasps. Her body hummed with pleasure, the juices of her arousal pouring freely out of her hot slit to glisten on the skin of the man beneath her. Fuckboy. She’d decided to stick with the derogatory name. She knew he had a real one, and she knew what it was, and she didn’t care. He’d always be fuckboy to her.  
 
    “Yeah,” he grunted. His gym-forged muscles swelled as he struggled against the ropes that held him. Tied in place again, at her mercy, willingly submitting himself to be used and abused by her. He’d come back. He’d called her, if you can believe that. Max certainly could. Another lesson she’d learned about men. They may not want to admit it. They may not even be aware of it themselves. But there is a huge number of men out there that want nothing more than to be taken and used by a sexy, powerful woman. Blame it on their mothers, or something. Max didn’t think too hard about it. She just enjoyed it. Once he had called her, after the treatment she had given him last time, he had proved to her, and to himself, that he was hers. Completely. Just a toy for her pleasure. 
 
    “Did you like it? When I made you eat your splooge?” she taunted him. Raking her dark hair back from her face, she bounced up and down on top of him, his hard cock sinking deep into her on every downward thrust as she rode him. Her favorite position. She liked the control, and the view. It seemed that Fuckboy did too, from the way he was looking up at her. She had kept her bra on, and her large round breasts bounced and swayed with the rhythm of her movements. 
 
    “No,” he grunted through gritted teeth. His eyelids fluttered. He was close. 
 
    “But you came back anyway,” she smirked.  
 
    “Yeah. You’re just - I dunno.” The tendons stood out on his neck as he tried to resist. “You’re so hot.” 
 
    “I know,” Max smiled. “And you like being treated this way, don’t you? Tied up and used. That’s all you are. A toy for my pleasure. You’re a fuckboy. Admit it.” He stared up at her, his eyes glowing. A small muscle showed at the side of his stubbled jaw as he clenched his teeth, as though afraid the words might somehow leak out. Silly fuckboy. She reached down without pausing in her exertions and seized the fleshy nub of one nipple in her hand. 
 
    “Ow!” he cried out. 
 
    “Say it,” Max snapped. 
 
    “I’m a fuckboy,” he gasped, his cheeks flushed with a potent cocktail of desire and shame. “I’m a fuckboy.” Beaming with triumph, Max released his nipple, and was gratified to see his flesh red from her punishment. 
 
    “Don’t you dare cum,” she warned, sweeping her hair back from her face again. “Don’t you dare. You know what I’ll do.” Fuckboy nodded, and his eyes closed as she went into overdrive. Leaning forward, she placed her hands on his solid chest for balance, and her hips flew up and down as she fucked him into the mattress, the whole bed swaying and groaning with the force of her movements. Fuckboy cried out, and his hands balled into useless fists above the rope that held his wrists in place, anchoring him to the headboard. Max cried out too, her own eyes closing amid the curtain of her flailing hair while she thrashed and sobbed ecstatically. Her pussy began to spasm, and she could see the strain on Fuckboy’s face as plain as day as her pussy tightened around his cock, unwilling to let go. Her fingernails left tiny half-moons in the skin of his chest as her orgasm swept through her, her whole body erupting into a wet mess like some shrieking volcano. She sat down heavily in his lap, his rigid cock twitching inside her while aftershocks of pleasure flowed through her. She paused, savoring her latest conquest while she recovered her breath.  
 
    “Phew,” she sighed. “Good boy. You didn’t cum. Maybe you’re not completely useless after all.” 
 
    “Please.” The urgency in the low growl of Fuckboy’s voice made Max’s pussy clench in desire, and that in turn made him groan again. “Please,” he begged. “Please, please let me cum!” 
 
    “Oh fuckboy,” she sighed. “You can cum whenever you want. Just as long as you don’t mind eating your cum afterwards.” His eyes tightened as he shook his head from side to side. 
 
    “I don’t want to,” he grunted. “I don’t want to eat it. I just want to cum.” 
 
    “Then you better do as you’re told and make sure I’m completely - “ Max stopped. A low hum came from the bedside table, and the screen of her phone lit up. Her brow furrowed. Who would be calling her at this time of night? Ignoring Fuckboy’s tormented moan, she leaned over his bound body and snatched up her phone. 
 
    “Hello?” she said. 
 
    “Hello. Um - hi. It’s, er, it’s Sally. From work.” Max sat back in Fuckboy’s lap, pressing a single finger against his lips as he groaned at the feel of his cock shifting inside her. He fell instantly silent. 
 
    “Hi, Sally, said Max in confusion. “Is everything ok?” 
 
    “Yeah. Um, yeah. I mean - I’m sorry for calling so late. I just - I probably should have waited for work. But - I don’t - you’re not busy, are you?” 
 
    “No,” Max said with a smile. Her deep blue eyes locked onto Fuckboy’s as he stared up at her, his face a picture of confusion. “I can talk,” she said. 
 
    “It’s just - it’s what you said. Earlier today. I can’t - I can’t stop thinking about it.” Sally’s voice got quieter, and Max turned up the volume on her phone to hear her new employee better. Her pussy tingled. She had the strong suspicion that something exciting was developing here.   
 
    “About the girls at the office, you mean?” she said, mainly for Fuckboy’s benefit. “About how I control their husband’s orgasms, and how men need to be controlled?” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Sally, “that.” 
 
    “Well, what about it?” Max pressed. Fuckboy’s lips quivered around the groan he choked back as she squeezed his hard cock with the muscles of her vagina.  
 
    “Well, I just - I was wondering. Like, how do you know if a guy’s into it? How do you know if he’s the type who’ll - you know?” 
 
    “Let you lock his cock up?” Fuckboy’s eyes were as wide and round as dinner plates as Max beamed down at him. 
 
    “Yeah,” Sally said quietly, “that.” 
 
    “Well, there’s a couple of ways.” Max assumed a pedagogical air, and Fuckboy bit back another moan as her weight shifted in his lap. “Some of them will ask for it. But sometimes you have to do a bit of detective work. Does he like being tied up?” 
 
    “I - we’ve never tried,” Sally said. 
 
    “Well, it might be a good idea to try,” Max said. “See how he responds to that. What kind of porn does he watch?” 
 
    “I - I don’t know. I don’t know if he watches porn.” Max’s brow furrowed again, this time in disbelief. 
 
    “Oh, he watches porn, believe me,” she said. “Check his browser history.” 
 
    “Hang on.” A furtive rustling came down the phone as Sally got up. Max listened to her movements as she tapped away at a keyboard. There was a long pause. Max occupied herself by trailing her fingernails over the taut skin of Fuckboy’s chest, watching him shudder and shiver in his bonds as he struggled to keep quiet. She felt his cock twitch inside her, and she resisted the urge to ride him to another orgasm. Control, she reminded herself. Keep control. 
 
    “Oh my -” Sally whispered down the phone. “There’s - there’s a lot of stuff on here. Like, bondage stuff.” Max smiled triumphantly. 
 
    “I think we might be in luck,” she said. “Email me a couple of links of what he’s been looking at, and we’ll go from there. Don’t worry, Sally. This is going to be great. I promise you that this is going to make both of you much happier in the long run.” 
 
    “Ok,” Sally whispered. “I’m sending it now. Do you really think he’s going to go for this though?” 
 
    “Oh, I guarantee he will,” Max smiled. “Let me show you something. A few weeks ago, I was in a bar, and I met this guy. This arrogant douchebag - you know the type. All bravado and designer cologne. Well, guess where he is now. Smile, fuckboy.” A look of dismay came over the man’s face as she held out her camera and snapped a picture. Chuckling to herself, Max texted it to Sally and awaited her response. 
 
    “Oh. Wow. Is that - is that right now?” 
 
    “Right now,” Max grinned. 
 
    “Oh my God! I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to disturb you.” 
 
    “Please. Don’t worry about it. He’s not going anywhere.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to you tomorrow, ok?” 
 
    “Ok, Sally. Try to get some sleep. We’ll figure this all out tomorrow.” Max hung up the phone and dropped it back onto her bedside table. Her white teeth showed as she grinned down at her captive. He seemed dumbstruck, unable to believe the way she was treating him. Unable to believe that he had volunteered for this. 
 
    “Now, where were we, fuckboy?” she teased, her hands on her dully aching thighs. “Oh, that’s right. I was cumming, and you weren’t.” Fuckboy groaned as Max began to move again, his still-hard cock sliding in and out of her as she rocked above him. Tomorrow promised to be an interesting day at work. But tonight was far from over. Max closed her eyes and threw back her head as she surrendered herself to the powerful sensations rippling through her body. It’s good to be the boss.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleasure Shared 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Yes!” Alexis cried out, her yelps of pleasure keeping time with the rocking of her slender body. Waves of bliss washed over her, one after another, and her eyelids closed over her rolling eyes as she abandoned herself to the powerful feelings that were washing over her. Naked but for her ever-present high heels, she was on all fours on the bed, her fists grabbing the rumpled sheets as she struggled to maintain her balance under the repetitive pounding of her latest lover. He held her hips in his hands, keeping her in place as he plunged his thick and rigid cock repeatedly into her creamy pussy, and she howled like an animal as every pleasure center in her trembling body lit up in a shower of sparks. Her blood was roaring in her ears, almost loud enough to drown out her ringing cries of pleasure and the deep, satisfied moans of the man behind her. The whole bed shook beneath them, shook and trembled as she shook and trembled, and the room span around her as she hurtled towards her second orgasm. The relentless pounding continued while her pussy spasmed wetly around his invading cock, as though he was burying successive waves of pleasure right into the center of her body like piles being driven into the ocean floor. Alexis felt the soft eruption of orgasm inside her, and she cried out as her molten juices flowed from her quivering pussy to smear his glistening shaft as he continued to savagely fuck her. 
 
    Alexis’ husband Chris watched in silence from the doorway. He had no choice. Ever since the night’s fun had begun and he had consented to be humiliated by his wife’s extra-marital activities, all agency had been stripped from him along with his clothes. His lean musculature showed through his taut skin, his helpless position doing wonders for his physique as he hung from his wrists, supporting himself on his toes as he writhed. He had put in this hook himself, on Alexis’ instruction of course, and even as he screwed the metal into the wood of the door frame, he had known what his pretty wife intended to use it for. He had known he would end up hanging from it like a piece of meat in an icy locker, helplessly watching his wife selfishly gorge herself on pleasure while he hung helpless in the doorway, forced to watch. The idea had turned him on. Alexis had discovered his dark secret, or else she had brought it out in him. Chris could no longer say if this had been lying dormant in him all along, or whether his wife had planted the seed of her dominance within him and then slowly nurtured it to bloom into the kinky lifestyle they led now. But even as he had screwed the hook into the door, knowing what it would be used for, he had felt himself getting hard. It turned him on, being treated like this by his wife. He couldn’t hide it. And she took full advantage. 
 
    “Oh my God, baby!” Alexis’ voice was a familiar high-pitched wail, her lips trembling around her words in a way that her husband knew all too well. In his hopeless captivity, he wondered for a moment if, in the course of their marriage, he had given her more orgasms than her lovers, or if the balance had now shifted the other way. A useless thought, quickly driven away by the erotic scene taking place in front of him. Men are visual creatures, but this was way beyond porn. Watching this beautiful woman being so comprehensively fucked would have excited Chris if she had been a stranger. But this was his wife, the woman he loved, and lust and hatred merged together in his black blood to form some mysterious substance that only seemed to grow more powerful, more intoxicating, the more he drank from this glittering chalice. “Oh, baby, it’s so good!” Alexis’ eyes were closed, but Chris knew she was addressing him. Her lovers - and there were many - were treated in a friendly manner, but there was no real affection between Alexis and them, beyond the affection a woman feels for a man she’s attracted to, a man she knows can make her cum hard and often. They were tools, a means to an end. Little more than living sex toys. She was using them, just as they were using her. It might be another man’s cock inside his wife’s tight pussy, making her howl like a banshee as she screamed and thrashed beneath him. But this was something between Chris and her, primarily. The real sex was all mental, and it was taking place between husband and wife. “Oh my God! This cock’s so big,” she panted. The man grunted behind her. His dark hair was held back from his head in an odious little ponytail, and Chris watched in rage and shame as he tightened his loathsome grip on his wife’s round hips to fuck her harder. 
 
    “You like that?” the man grunted while Chris silently snarled. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Alexis moaned, thrusting her body back at him as he rocked against her. “Fuck me, yeah. Just like that.” Moisture glistened on her trembling thighs as the juices of her arousal flowed down her legs to darken the mattress beneath them. After two orgasms, Alexis was clearly exhausted, but she carried on, seized by demonic lust that reduced his loving wife to a crazed animal that cared only for physical pleasure. When she lost control like this, it was the sexiest thing in the world. 
 
    Not that Chris’s body was devoid of sensations of its own. 
 
    “See?” Max giggled girlishly, staring up at Chris as he hung in the doorway, writhing in the small circle his restraints allowed, unable to escape the delicious torment. “He likes it.” Chris groaned again, the peaks and valleys of his ridged stomach showing as he gyrated. His cock stood out hard and proud from his body, throbbing with the hot blood of passion, and it waved in the air as he moved, blindly seeking relief. But Max was too careful for that. She held a black feather in her hand, and slowly, gently, she teased Alexis’ captive husband with the lightest of strokes, making him buck and thrash and groan against the black leather gag that was fastened over his face. “I usually like to have them ungagged,” Max explained. “I think it’s so funny when they plead and beg. But it can get annoying after a while.” A steel chastity device shone on the dresser, and Chris’s cock was doing its best to enjoy its temporary freedom, responding to its pretty tormentress with urgent lurches as she expertly teased the boiling shaft. She was putting on a show, proudly demonstrating her control of the suffering man, keeping him just on the edge of orgasm but never allowing him to tip over. It was a tricky high-wire act, and one Max had mastered over the years. A skill she was keen to impart. 
 
    Sally watched with wide eyes. This was all like a dream, a wild and crazy dream, or else some strange sort of movie. The girl had never even been inside of a strip club. And now here she was, watching a genuine, real life sex show. And participating, too. This world was entirely new to young Sally. But as Chris’s wild eyes flickered towards her occasionally, as Alexis moaned and thrashed on the bed beside her, as Max instructed her in the delicate art of teasing a helpless man until he seemed ready to lose his mind, Sally was smart enough to know that simply watching made her a part of this. Having an audience was what made this so hot, so wicked, so deliciously wrong and yet so utterly arousing. She could feel it too. Almost in surprise, she had recognized her arousal as Max stripped and restrained Chris before removing his chastity device. The grunting of Alexis’ lover and the wild cries of the woman herself all contributed to Sally’s state of flushed excitement, and in the sex-scented air of the passion-filled bedroom, she could feel her own doubts and inhibitions melting away. Yes, this was crazy. Yes, it was strange. But she couldn’t deny the response of her body, the faint feeling of dampness in her underwear as she squeezed her thighs together. It was hot. There was no avoiding that. She could almost feel the images burning themselves onto her brain. She knew, even as she watched, that she would never forget Alexis’ cries and yelps of satisfaction, and the writhing and bucking of Chris’s body as Max slowly drove him insane with lust. She knew, in that moment, that these images would come back to her, in vivid color and stereo sound,haunting her sleepless nights and clouding her fuzzy days. This could never be unseen. And her own response, her obvious arousal, could never be forgotten.  
 
    “Alexis spoils this little cuckold of hers,” Max said. Chris grunted against the gag, and the cuffs rattled above his head as Max lashed out with her free hand, leaving a red mark on the man’s chest as she slapped him loudly. “He’s very lucky to have a hot little wife who’s so good to him. Aren’t you, Chris?” Chris grunted against the gag, urgently nodding his head as Max stared up at him, her blue eyes sparkling. A fresh wave of desire swept over Sally as she recognized that the captive man would say anything, do anything, agree to anything just to be allowed an orgasm. Max was merciless. But she looked so sexy, so powerful, standing in front of the naked, handcuffed man and manipulating his desire so easily. A species of envy flared in Sally’s churning stomach. What woman wouldn’t want that kind of power? 
 
    “And he’s lucky that Alexis’ numbers are so good,” Max went on. “She’s the top performer in the pod. If she wasn’t, her husband wouldn’t get released nearly so often. If you ask me, she’s far too good to him.” Over on the bed, Sally could see Alexis smile, her eyes closed as the unknown man continued to fuck her senseless. She was loving every minute of it, Sally saw, reveling in her husband’s humiliation at the hands of her beautiful boss while she enjoyed the energetic fucking of this well-endowed stranger. There was that pulse of lust again. These women seemed to have achieved something Sally had previously never dreamed of. Complete control of their husbands, and total sexual satisfaction for themselves. This strange, dark world of theirs was infinitely seductive.  
 
    “He’s also lucky to have all these women here,” Max smiled. Red lines appeared on Chris’s chest as Max dragged her fingernails over his skin, making him wince and shudder in his bonds while the feather flickered lightly over his throbbing manhood. His eyelids fluttered, and he briefly closed his eyes, throwing back his head as he fought against the overwhelming sensations he felt while Max played his body like an instrument. “Lucky his wife volunteered him as a teaching aide,” she smiled. “So what do you think, Sally? Should this pathetic cuckold be allowed to cum while he watches his pretty little wife get fucked?” 
 
    Sally’s blood buzzed. She squeezed her thighs together again as she sat in the chair, her fingers gripping the steel arms. This feeling was entirely new. Her embarrassment at being put on the spot quickly evaporated, utterly routed by the feeling of power that flowed through her. Max had given her a gift that made her head spin, and her heart hammered in her chest. She didn’t know this man. She had only just met him. And now his pleasure was in her hands. Chris’s eyes rolled in his head as he turned his desperate gaze to her, pleading silently over the gag in his mouth. The look of longing in his burning eyes was pitiable, and Sally’s natural urge was to look away. But she stopped herself. This bedroom, ringing with shrieks of pleasure and groans of desire, this theater of feminine power, could be the birthplace of a new her. A powerful, dominant her. A version of her that took what she wanted from life, the way Max did, the way she was trying to teach her. So Sally steeled herself. She held Chris’s burning gaze, and a slow smile played on her pink lips as she made her decision. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Let him wait. He doesn’t deserve an orgasm yet.” 
 
    * 
 
    Sally was a bundle of nerves as she rode the elevator towards the office alone. Her eyes felt heavy from lack of sleep, but the wild fluttering in her stomach gave her a kind of nervous energy. It had been a long night, as she lay on the sofa, peering into the darkness of the living room. Her head churned with a seemingly unending parade of strange new ideas. She had been so glad to get this job, yet now it seemed to be turning into something else entirely. The work was the least of it. This was a lifestyle that Max was offering her. It was a way of life. The gray fingers of dawn had begun to creep across the sky outside by the time she finally got to sleep, and her alarm had jolted her awake after what seemed like only seconds. 
 
    Jim was cautious around her. After their fight last night, he was treading carefully, Sally could see that. The truth was, her anger burned far less bright. Maybe she was too tired to stay mad. Or maybe it was the heat of this new idea, the forbidden world Max offered to her, as though standing to one side and lifting the curtain on a strange and exotic land. Still, Sally didn’t feel like talking. Nor did she feel like letting her fiance know that she wasn’t mad. Let him sweat for a while. It might do him some good. She gulped down her cereal in silence at the kitchen table, feeling his eyes on her face as she stubbornly ignored him. 
 
    Despite her tiredness, she made sure she was on time for work. She was still in her probationary period, after all. Besides, Max would be waiting for her. After last night’s conversation, Sally knew her boss was expecting her. As the spotless elevator doors slid silently open, Sally let out her breath in a sigh and stepped into the office. Over by the coffee machine, Sophie and Maria greeted her with smiles which Sally did her best to return. She hadn’t felt this nervous even when she interviewed for the job. After all, a job is just a job, when all’s said and done. Whereas what Max was offering her was far, far more.   
 
    Max’s office was set apart from the rest of the space the women of the pod shared, closed off by clear glass walls. She generally kept her door open unless there was some pressing reason not to. As Sally stepped through the propped door, Max looked up from her desk, and smiled. Her blue eyes flashed amid the sullen storm of her dark brown hair, and her even teeth showed white against the rich scarlet lipstick she had chosen. Sally’s new boss was a beautiful woman. It occurred to Sally that she had never mentioned a husband herself, or a boyfriend. Nothing beyond the tied man whose picture she had sent to Sally last night. As far as Sally knew, all the other pod members were married. That was a requirement, she guessed. Control of her employee’s husbands was key to Max’s own power. Sally shuddered imperceptibly as she took a seat in front of Max’s desk. 
 
    “Good morning,” Max beamed. 
 
    “Morning,” Sally replied, offering up a faint and nervous smile of her own. 
 
    “So I’ve been looking through your fiance’s browser history,” she said, jumping right in. Sally gulped. Last night, caught up in her fury, it had seemed a small thing, no more than Jim deserved for being such a dick. Now, in the cold light of day, in this sterile, professional setting, Sally balked at the violation of Jim’s privacy. He had never even met Max, and here she was, peering at his secret vices and predilections. Sally felt her cheeks redden with secret shame. 
 
    “We’re in luck,” Max went on. “No cuckolding, per se. But your Jim definitely seems to have a particular taste in women.” Max’s wide monitor swung easily around by means of a shiny metal arm, and Sally looked at the screen, as it was presented to her. A video began to play. Sally instinctively glanced towards the open door of the office as the sounds of pornography rose from the speakers of Max’s computer, but her boss didn’t seem in the least bit concerned. Sally supposed, given all she had learned of the way this office was run, that she shouldn’t be surprised by that. 
 
    She was, however, surprised by what she saw on the screen in front of her. 
 
    “I - I had no idea,” she gasped. Shocked and yet fascinated, she was unable to look away as she watched a beautiful blonde climb on top of a naked man, bound helplessly to a bench beneath her. The blonde called him every name under the sun as she straddled his face, her bare pussy coming into view as the camera dipped beneath them to show what the man was seeing. Her sex hovered above him, and the woman groaned as she applied a vibrator to her clitoris, taunting the man with her arousal as she greedily pleasured herself mere inches above his anguished face. 
 
    Max tapped a key, and the video paused. 
 
    “It goes on like this,” she said. “I recommend you watch some more of the links you sent me when you get a chance, to see what gets him going. But as you can clearly see, he likes dominant women.” 
 
    “He never said a thing,” Sally stammered. 
 
    “No? Some guys are embarrassed about it. You know what the male ego’s like. It’s hard for them to admit they want to be controlled by someone else. But it’s very, very common. And it works quite well for our purposes.” 
 
    “Our purposes?” Sally echoed. Max leaned forward as she turned the monitor back towards her. 
 
    “You remember our conversation, obviously.” Sally nodded as Max went on. “You know how I manage this pod. If you’re going to continue to work here, I’d be very happy to show you exactly how to get what you want from your fiance, and how the two of you can have a more satisfying sex life than most couples can even dream of. But in return, he will need to surrender his orgasms to me.” There it was. Sally knew, of course. Max had been completely upfront about her unconventional methods. Sally had seen the keys of the husbands of the other pod members. But there was that cautious voice in her head, telling her to tread carefully, that what Max was asking for was something she had no right to give. 
 
    “I just - I don’t think he’s ready for that,” she said. Max leaned back in her chair as she considered. 
 
    “I think you’d be surprised what he’s ready for,” she said. “The videos prove that. If you’re not indulging in this kind of play, I guarantee you that this part of him is going unfulfilled. For now, you’re young. You’re engaged. It’s all still cute and affectionate. But marriage is a marathon, not a sprint. Over the years, these kind of things only get stronger. He might be able to hide his fetishes for now, but if he does that forever, I guarantee it will cause a rift between you sooner or later.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Ask any of the women out there,” Max said, indicating the larger office outside her smaller one with a sweeping gesture of her hand. “They all reached a certain point where things started to stagnate. It happens to everyone. But not for these women, not any more. Ask any one of them. They’ve never been so sexually fulfilled.” 
 
    “But I don’t know if I could do what these women do,” Sally said. “I mean, it just seems so…extreme.” 
 
    “I suppose it does,” Max said, “at least at first glance. But you’d be amazed how quickly it starts to seem normal, and natural. None of these women would ever go back now. Going back to unsatisfying sex and an inattentive partner seems a lot crazier to us than what we do.” 
 
    “But I’ve never done anything like this before,” said Sally. She was resisting. But she knew, in her hidden heart, that her resistance was crumbling. What Max said excited her. Sally had never considered herself to be a kinky person. She was satisfied with regular sex, or so she had thought. But once you’re exposed to new flavors, regular old vanilla can quickly lose its appeal. Max leaned forward in her chair, meshing her fingers together on the desk. 
 
    “I believe that every woman has the capacity to be dominant,” she said. “It just needs to be awoken. It’s just another side of human sexuality. If you want to explore this, I can help you.” Max paused. The air in the small office shook to the sound of Sally’s shallow breathing. 
 
    Pushing her chair back, Max stood. Sally watched her walk to the door of the office. Her boss was immaculately dressed, as always. A white blouse disappeared into a high-waisted pencil skirt that emphasized her narrow waist and flaring hips, complimented beautifully by a shiny pair of black patent leather pumps that made her sway from side to side with every step she took. Easy for a woman like that to talk about dominance, Sally thought. Men would do whatever she said just to get a shot at her. 
 
    “Alexis, could you come here for a moment, please?” Max shimmied back across the office as Alexis appeared in the doorway, her own purple heels as towering as Max’s beneath her pretty floral dress. 
 
    “What’s up?” she asked with a smile. Her jet black hair shone like silk in the strong light. 
 
    “I’ve been telling Sally here about how we do things, and I think she’s interested to explore a little further,” Max said as she lowered herself into her chair.  
 
    “Awesome!” Alexis beamed across the room at Sally. 
 
    “Did you have plans this weekend?” Max asked. “Because if you and Chris are in the mood to play, I thought maybe we could show Sally what’s so great about what we do.” 
 
    “Oh my God, totally!” Alexis giggled. “That sounds like tons of fun! And Chris will love being shown off to someone new.” 
 
    “Then it’s settled.” Max smiled across the desk at Sally, a look of satisfaction on her well-proportioned face. “Shall we say Saturday, Sally?” 
 
    “Uh - ok,” Sally said. She felt dazed. Events seemed to be sliding out of her control. But there was no way to ignore the bright thread of excitement that wound its way through her churning guts. She’d never thought of herself as that type of girl. The kinky type, the uninhibited type. But she couldn’t deny her own feelings at this unexpected development. She was excited. 
 
    * 
 
    “Oooooohhhh!” Alexis’ tanned body shuddered in the sheets. Her arms sprawled as she sank towards the mattress, her face obscured by the opaque curtain of her clinging hair. Her ass was still raised high in the air, her hips held firmly in the hands of the man who continued to remorselessly plunge his thick cock into her drenched pussy. Even Sally had lost count of how many orgasms Alexis had had at this point. She had never seen anything like it, never even truly believed that such a thing was possible. She had never managed more than three in her life, and even that was only a handful of times. Alexis seemed to cum and cum and cum, like a machine built solely for pleasure. And her lover’s stamina was almost scary. He seemed able to keep going, pushing right through her multiple orgasms as he continued to fuck her. Sally watched the sheen of sweat on his bare skin as it sparkled in the light, his tireless muscles pulsing like pistons underneath. There was no doubt left in her mind now. No woman could watch this display and not want some of what Alexis was experiencing. 
 
    The man grunted, and Alexis yelped in delight as he pulled her hard against him. He buried himself in her, his tight scrotum pressing against her as he held her in place, and a loud moan erupted from his lips as he emptied himself in to her. Alexis released a shuddering cry as she felt his hot cum unloaded inside her, filling her waiting pussy with the seed of a stranger while her bound husband watched. As he pulled out, his sticky shaft shining with a mixture of their orgasmic juices, Alexis tumbled onto the bed, sprawling in a damp heap in her exhaustion. The man, too, fell to the mattress, lying beside her while his chest rose and fell, his hard cock slowly softening as his orgasm subsided.  
 
    “Well,” said Max, “that was quite the show, wasn’t it?” Her eyes were shining, and there was a strange edge to her voice, her words seeming to catch in her throat. Sally could see at once that her boss was powerfully aroused, and no wonder. Her own pussy tingled at the erotic display they had all participated in. In the silence of the bedroom, punctuated by the labored breathing of the two lovers, Max quickly took charge. She pressed herself against the trembling body of Chris as she reached high above him, straining on tiptoes to unhook his cuffed hands from the hook in the door frame that held him in place. His body visibly relaxed as he lowered his tired arms, his hands in front of his rigid cock while Max reached behind his bowed head and unbuckled the gag. Alexis’ coal-black eyes shone wickedly as she watched her husband being handled so familiarly by her sexy boss. Chris made no attempt to resist as Max stood beside him, one hand on his arm possessively as she turned him to face Sally. 
 
    “I suppose you want to cum now?” Max teased. 
 
    “Yes please,” Chris babbled. Every line of his body radiated desperation as he stood in front of Sally while she sat back in her chair. She felt like a queen, like an empress, sitting with legs crossed and arms folded, fully clothed while he cringed, naked and erect, beneath her gaze. The rush of confidence was incredible, and Sally felt as though her brain were somehow changing shape, as though her newfound power was remaking her in Max’s image. 
 
    “I think that’s up to our guest,” Max smirked. Her pretty face shone with excitement as she turned to Sally, and Sally smiled back at her as Chris glanced at her, red-faced and ashamed under lowered brows. 
 
    “Ask her nicely,” Max prompted. 
 
    “Please,” Chris moaned, “please, Sally, can I please cum?” Sally couldn’t help herself. She burst out laughing. She had never in her wildest dreams imagined having a man, any man, so in thrall to her whims. It was intoxicating. 
 
    “Beg me properly,” she said, amazed at the cool edge in her own voice as a spasm of cruelty seized her. “On your knees.” Chris gazed at her in shock. 
 
    “You heard her, honey,” Alexis laughed from the bed. “I think you better do what she says.” 
 
    And so Chris, cuffed hands folded humbly in front of him, lowered himself to his knees in front of Sally. Her pussy tingled as she gazed down at him now from her chair, feeling like a goddess ready to be worshiped as he gazed up at her with eyes clouded with lust. Max stood beside him, softly stroking his hair with her hand like he was a favored pet. 
 
    “Please, Sally,” Chris pleaded, “can I please cum?” All sorts of ideas raced one another through Sally’s febrile brain. She imagined Jim in Chris’s place, kneeling at her feet, begging for her, and her pussy dampened against her seat at the thought. Max was right. There was no going back from this. Not for her.  
 
    “You can cum,” Sally said, slowly and deliberately, “right there. At my feet. I want to watch you.” Max smiled in delight at her young protege. Sally was possessed by some hitherto unknown spirit of dominance, alive and awake to her own sexual power as the humbled man gazed up at her in agony. His cuffs rattled, and his eyelids fluttered as he reached for his straining cock. A moan escaped his lips as he began to stroke himself. 
 
    “Look at me,” Sally ordered, and Chris’s eyelids, half-closed in bliss, snapped open. His breathing was loud in his nostrils as his body responded to his rapid stroking. “That’s right,” Sally gloated. “Keep looking at me.” Chris groaned, and his body suddenly stiffened. Sally clapped her hands to her mouth as she watched Alexis’ husband’s cock pulse, and a sudden jet of white cum launch itself from the glistening tip. Chris shuddered as he came, and spurt after spurt spattered the floor at her feet as he emptied himself in a kind of ritualistic tribute in front of her. As sticky cum continued to flow from his pulsing cock, he gazed up at her, a look of utter shame on his flushed face. 
 
    “Nice,” Max grinned enthusiastically. “See? I told you this was awesome.” 
 
    “Oh my God, it is,” Sally agreed. “I never - I mean, I - I’ve never seen anything like this.” 
 
    “Well, get used to it,” Max smiled. “You’re one of us now. Time to get Jim fitted for a cage of his own?” 
 
    “Definitely,” Sally grinned.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleasure Surrendered 
 
      
 
    “Say it.”  
 
    Jim’s face was flushed, his breath hard and fast as he lay beneath her. Sally was lost in a world of her own, her body moving like some rapturous machine, the fatigue in her thighs barely registering when set against the rumble of bliss that filled her sparking nerves. She straddled her fiance’s lap, and she could feel every twitch and throb his hard cock made inside her as she rode it. In complete control, her hands flat on his chest, pinning him down while she fucked his brains out - and still she wanted more. Visions of unearthly delights floated through her head, tormenting her with the hard edges of glory that she had witnessed when she played with her new friends. She was both here and there all at once, fucking her fiance and making another woman’s husband beg, and in either situation, she was completely in control. Power, she was quickly learning, was a drug, as intoxicating and addictive as anything she had encountered. The more often she felt it, the more she craved it. The missing puzzle piece, something she had not even noticed the lack of until Max had shown her the light. All her fears and worries melted away. The constant internal monologue of doubt and timidity vanished. She didn’t care how she looked. She didn’t care if she pulled a stupid face, or if the soft skin of her stomach folded in a way that made her look like she had a gut. Men would beg her for orgasm, beg her on their knees. That was what mattered. 
 
    “What?” Jim’s fluttering eyelids opened halfway as he gazed up at her, his mind clouded by confusion even as his body was wracked with pleasure. He lay on the bed beneath her, his wrists bound behind him by the cord from her bathrobe. If the position was uncomfortable, he gave no sign of it. Probably he wouldn’t feel it until after he had cum. All his attention, all his energy, was devoted to overpowering physical sensation right now, and even speech seemed to be difficult for him. Sally grinned wickedly as she stared down at him, and Jim hissed as she pushed her fingernails into the skin of his chest. 
 
    “Say it,” she demanded. “Tell me who owns this cock.” She paused. It took every ounce of self control she had to hold still, feeling his warm shaft bobbing and throbbing inside her, her own pussy spasming at the very edge of bliss, desperate to ride him over the edge. But Max had told her that all control starts with self control, and Sally was inclined to believe her mentor. It made a certain sense. How can you control someone else if you can’t control yourself? So Sally paused, and held herself still, and denied herself the annihilating bliss of orgasm in order to deny it to Jim, too, until he bent to her will.  
 
    Jim grimaced, and thrashed. He looked furious as he squirmed beneath her, pinned to the bed by the weight of her body. As much as he fought, his hands stayed tightly tied behind his back. There were only two ways out of this situation for him. Either he deployed the safe word they had agreed on, and maybe missed his chance to have his fiancee act out the fantasies that up until that day had been nothing more than unsatisfied desires. Or else he gave in and went with it, giving Sally what she wanted in order for her to give him his own secret desire. Sally’s blood sang as she watched his resistance crumble, and break. Just like Max had said it would. 
 
    “You do,” Jim groaned. “You own this cock.” Sally chuckled, drawing another long moan from deep in his throat as she began to slide up and down on him again, slowly this time, teasingly. Just enough to remind him of the power she held over him, the power to decide what he felt, and when, and whether he would get to that orgasm that filled his mind to the exclusion of all else.  
 
    “That’s right,” she grinned. “This is my cock now. And it doesn’t cum until I say so. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes - oh,” Jim shuddered as Sally deliberately clenched the wet walls of her pussy around his yearning shaft, “yes, Sally.” 
 
    “Say it again.” Her voice was low, but there was no missing the menace that dripped from her words. 
 
    “It’s your cock, Sally,” Jim panted hoarsely. “You own this cock.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah.” His skin shone wetly beneath her as a sudden gush of her juices dripped over him. Hearing him talk like this, breaking him down like this, was doing interesting things to her. It was funny, Sally reflected. Being dominated by a woman seemed to be a long-standing fantasy of Jim’s. But right now, she would be hard-pressed to say who was getting more out of it. It had been a long time since she felt this aroused. She hadn’t cum yet, but that was more a function of her rigid control over herself than anything else. Her whole body burned with desire. She felt incredible, towering over him like a goddess, demanding and receiving his total submission. His cock belonged to her now, buried inside her silky fluids. He had said so himself. “I do own this cock. Don’t you forget it.” Jim moaned in response as she picked up the pace, her breasts bouncing on her chest as she began to ride him more quickly now. His eyes closed again, and he clenched his jaw as the incredible sensations of her spasming pussy exploded in his burning brain. He was gone. Sally could get him to say or do anything now, and she knew it. She had seen this look before, on the face of her co-worker’s husband as he begged her for relief, her and her alone. There was a place, Max had taught her, that you can push a man to where he’ll surrender himself completely. Subspace, she had called it. When his resistance finally breaks, his ego falls away, and he becomes yours, completely. That was exactly what Sally had been looking for, and now here it was, and triumph flowed through every pore of her glowing skin as she lost herself in the feeling. She had won. 
 
    “Whose cock is this?” Her words tumbled from her trembling lips now, her hips slamming against his as she leaned forward, pressing him deep into the mattress. 
 
    “Yours, Sally,” Jim gasped, unable to do anything now besides lay back and take the fucking she was giving him. “It’s your cock!” 
 
    “Yes,” she hissed. “Say it again!” 
 
    “It’s your cock, Sally,” Jim panted. “You own this cock.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Sally threw back her head, and her sandy blonde hair cascaded around her shoulders as she screamed at the ceiling. Her veins seemed to burst into flame, her jangling nerves sparkling and flashing, a shower of sparks cascading through her roaring brain as every pleasure center of her body lit up at once. Her pussy squeezed her fiance’s cock, so hard that Jim moaned in a mixture of pleasure and pain at the sensation, and she didn’t care. His words echoed through what remained of her consciousness. It was her cock. All hers. He had surrendered his masculinity to her, and the power she felt was unbelievable. She came hard, coating his cock with her free-running juices, the sheets beneath them darkening with her orgasm. She didn’t care. Jim’s cock stood hard and upright inside her, and she flailed and thrashed and screamed on top of him while her orgasm worked its way through her shuddering flesh. 
 
    With a sigh, she opened her eyes. Jim still lay beneath her, staring up at her with a look of awe on his face. She grinned down at him. She knew what he had seen. That was the hardest, most intense, most mind-blowing orgasm she had had since they started dating. And he hadn’t cum yet. That was the best part of all. From the look of near anguish on his flushed face, she knew he must be close. But his cock still stood up hard and straight inside her, his balls drawn up tight against his body, ready to blow. Aftershocks rippled through her trembling cunt, making Jim groan as she reflexively gripped his shaft with the muscles of her vagina. 
 
    “I suppose you want to cum now, too?” she teased. Jim’s eyes were wild as he stared up at her, and she watched his pink tongue dart between his lips as he licked the dry skin. 
 
    “Yes please,” he begged, and lust flared within her again as her mind returned to the wild scene in Alexis’ bedroom. Making men beg was a special thrill, and one that, once she had experienced it, Sally longed for again and again. She knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that Jim would be doing a lot of begging in the future.  
 
    “I wonder,” she said theatrically. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, she began to move her hips again. Jim moaned and groaned, so close to bliss he could taste it, but she wouldn’t give him enough to go over, instead tormenting him on the brink of ecstasy. “How much do you want to cum?” she pressed. 
 
    “Very much,” Jim said. “Please, Sally. Please fuck me.” She couldn’t help herself. The naked need in his voice was too funny. Sally laughed out loud as he squirmed beneath her. 
 
    “I’ll make you a deal,” she said. “I’ll let you cum now, and in return, you’ll have no more orgasms for a week. I mean it. No sex, and no jerking off. One whole week. Think you can manage that?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jim babbled, “yes, please, yes. Just let me cum!” 
 
    “Alright then,” Sally chuckled. “Just remember in two days when you’re begging me for sex that you asked for this.” She slid up and down, and Jim let out a long and satisfied groan as she began to ride him again. Quickly, she increased the pace, and in no time at all, she was bouncing up and down on top of him again. She had never heard her fiance be so vocal during sex. Jim was moaning and groaning and crying out with desire at the raw edge of release. She felt his cock swell inside her, and knew he was almost there. A wicked idea floated through her devious mind. What if she stopped, right now? What if she lifted herself off him and left him dangling on the brink or orgasm, needy and frustrated? But she let the thought go. She wasn’t ready to be that cruel. Not yet, anyway. 
 
    Jim cried out. A split second later, she groaned herself as she felt his hot cum filling her trembling pussy. She continued to grind herself against him, seeking her own pleasure as he lost himself in his, and the guttural noises torn from his throat made her own desire spike as her trembling pussy milked his cock of every last drop of cum.  
 
    The spasm passed. With a sigh, Sally lifted herself off Jim, and his slippery cock slid free of her warm wetness. She slumped on the bed beside him, feeling the air of the bedroom slowly cool her heated skin while the pounding of her heart gradually ebbed. Second by second, the room stopped spinning, and the lovers lay beside one another in happy silence, broken only by the sound of their mingling breath. 
 
    Finally, Sally stood up. Her legs felt weak, her muscles weary and sore as she lurched unsteadily towards the dresser. It was time. Her stomach fluttered at the knowledge of what she was about to do. Unbeknownst to Jim, a plan had been set in motion, and now it was time for Sally’s machinations to be revealed. She could feel his glassy eyes follow her across the room as she slid open a drawer and rummaged for something hidden beneath her clothes. She felt the cool kiss of metal against her fingers, and her hand closed around a small item as she drew it out. Turning back to Jim, still tied on the bed, she flashed a devilish smile at him as she approached. 
 
    “Ok,” she said, climbing onto the bed beside him. “Time to put my cock away.” Jim’s eyes went wide and white with shock as she revealed what she had been hiding in her hand. A steel tube, shiny and new, bought for her by Max. Jim’s cock, soft now from his orgasm, slid easily inside, and Sally had little trouble keeping him in place as he half-heartedly tried to resist. A sharp click echoed in the bedroom, the sound loud out of all proportion to the small lock that made it as she fastened the brand new chastity device in place. Pleased with herself, Sally sat back and admired the look of the cock cage locked on her fiance’s member. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” Jim gasped as he struggled in his bonds. 
 
    “Well, you said it yourself,” Sally said with a nonchalant shrug. “I own this cock. And I don’t like other people touching my things. You agreed yourself. No orgasms for a week, remember?” 
 
    “But this is crazy!” Jim spluttered. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” Sally smiled. “We both know there was no way you were going to go a whole week without jerking off even once. This just helps you keep your promise to me. This way, you can’t cum. You can’t even get hard until I allow it.” 
 
    “Sally, come on,” Jim said. “This is crazy. Where did you even get this thing? Come on. Take it off.” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so,” said Sally with a smug grin. “It stays on for a week, just like you promised. And if I were you, I’d make sure to be on my best behavior for that week. You don’t want me to ‘forget’ where I put the only key, do you?” 
 
    * 
 
    “Congratulations,” Max beamed. “Welcome to the team.” 
 
    “It doesn’t feel real,” Sally said. The door to Max’s office was closed for once, the well-fitted glass helping to muffle the sounds of the busy office from outside. The women in the pod had no secrets from each other when it came to their sex lives. Sally knew that. But Max was conscious of easing her new employee into this lifestyle. It was hard enough to find women willing to lock up their husbands and surrender the sexual pleasure of the men they loved to their boss. Rushing the process could only harm the outcome. Max knew from long experience that the transition, from regular husband and wife to orgasm denial and cuckolding, was the most dangerous part. It had to be handled carefully. 
 
    “I can’t believe I actually did that,” Sally said. “And that Jim went along with it.” 
 
    “He didn’t complain?” 
 
    “A little,” Sally shrugged. “Not as much as I thought he would, though.” 
 
    “He’ll get worse,” Max said. “Men tend to underestimate their own sexual urges. Masturbation is such an unconscious habit with them, most men think they do it a lot less than they actually do. Even a couple of days without orgasm for a young man like him will start to seem like an eternity. But don’t let him off lightly. This is the most important part of his training. How you handle this next week is crucial.”  
 
    Max leaned back in her chair, slowly turning from side to side. She looked magnificent as ever, Sally noted. Her blue skirt suit was as immaculately tailored as all her other clothes seemed to be. It dawned on Sally, right there in that moment, that she had never seen her boss wear the same thing twice. How many clothes did she have? And what did she do with the old ones? Even as Max became increasingly involved in Sally’s life, her own existence remained shrouded in mystery to the younger woman. Max was single, at least in the sense of being unmarried. She never mentioned a boyfriend. Sally knew that Max didn’t want for male company; she had seen photos to prove that. But knowing Max’s attitude toward sex, it seemed highly unlikely that she would be exclusive to one man. Max was a woman unlike any Sally had ever met. Smart, beautiful, successful and utterly depraved. What other woman would keep a key ring with the keys to the chastity devices of her employee’s husbands on it? Soon to be six, Sally thought, and an increasingly familiar shudder rippled through her body at the thought. Would she really go through with it? She had locked Jim’s cock away in a chastity device. That was wild enough by itself. She had taken control of her fiance’s sexual release. But was she really going to hand that control over to Max? The idea should horrify her, she knew. But it excited her. 
 
    ‘The trick is to make this fun for him, too,” Max said. “He’s going to suffer, of course. In fact, he’s probably already suffering. And it’s going to get worse. Your job is to make sure it does get worse. Tease him mercilessly. Make sure you’re not going without sex, just because he is. It’s too early to introduce other partners, but you can have him pleasure you in other ways. Use your imagination. But make sure, when his week is up, that you release him and give him the best sex of his life. It won’t be hard. He’ll be so on edge from a week without orgasm that any sensation will feel incredible to him.” 
 
    “Tease him?” Sally asked. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Max grinned. “Have fun with it. The chastity device works best when he’s constantly reminded of what he can’t have. I ‘d suggest you start wearing his favorite outfits around the house. You know what he likes. Just think of all the things you can do now that he can’t bother you for sex any more. It’s all about your pleasure now. His pleasure will come from pleasing you.” 
 
    It was these words that rang in Sally’s head as she waited for Jim to come home. She had done as Max suggested, and researched some of the porn that Jim had been secretly consuming. Who knew her fiance had such a secret submissive side? And all this time, she could have been enjoying his services. Sally smiled as she waited. Something was growing inside her, she was sure of it. Some side to herself that might not ever have come to light if she hadn’t met Max and her unconventional management methods. 
 
    When Jim came in the door of their apartment, Sally was waiting.  
 
    “Hello, Jim,” she purred. Her fiance stood in the doorway as though struck dumb, his eyes staring wildly at her as she sat cross-legged on the sofa they had picked out together. Her work clothes had been carefully put away. The bra she wore was certainly not appropriate for anything other than a night between the sheets. The pale flesh of her breasts shuddered with every breath she took, pushed high on her chest by the strong underwiring. The matching black panties were lacy and delicate, revealing more than they hid. Black leather high heels encased her feet. That was one thing among many that she had noticed from Jim’s favorite videos. The women always had shoes on. And the higher the heel, the better. Sally had never worn these shoes outside of the house. She had bought them in a sale ages ago, and hadn’t found the right occasion. They looked so good in the artful light of the bright store window, the leather gleaming seductively, the shoes seeming to call out to her. It was only when she got them home that she realized they didn’t really go with anything she owned. Except this. Sitting here in underwear and high heels, waiting for Jim to come home, she felt faintly ridiculous. But she felt sexy. And when she saw Jim’s wide-eyed reaction, she knew she had made the right choice. 
 
    “Sally,” he spluttered, “I…” Abandoning words, Jim took a step across the living room towards her, and then hesitated. Sally suppressed a giggle as she studied the rapid display of conflicting emotions that paraded in quick succession across his adorable face. He wanted to touch her, to hold her, to take her. That much was obvious. But he seemed to have suddenly remembered the impossibility of that. Sally wondered if his cock was trying to get hard inside the unforgiving steel of the chastity device he wore. There was that giggle again, rising up inside her, half malicious, half disbelieving. Sally couldn’t keep the smile from her face. A scowling, ball-busting dominatrix really wasn’t her style. But there was no way to ignore the sheer power she felt flowing through her as she considered her next move. It was all up to her. And the look on Jim’s face told her that he knew that as well as she did. 
 
    “Take your clothes off,” she said quietly. “I want to see it.” Jim hesitated, for the briefest of moments. His eyes traveled over her body as she sat back on the couch, doing her best to look more comfortable than she felt. Then he reached for the buttons of his shirt. A quick thrill raced like a grass fire through Sally’s body while she watched her fiance disrobe. In a matter of seconds, he stood before her, shifting awkwardly from foot to foot while she let her gaze travel brazenly over his body. His cheeks visibly colored as she let her eyes rest on the smooth metal that encased his cock.  
 
    “How was your first day in chastity, my little slave?” she grinned. Jim visibly bristled at the term, and his lips writhed as he began to form words of protest. Then, evidently thinking better of it, he said nothing. With his cock locked away and unable to get hard, Sally realized she would need to rely on other clues to gauge Jim’s state of arousal. The flush of his cheeks. The dilation of his pupils. The pace of his breathing. The signs were all there.  
 
    “Is your cock trying to get hard right now?” she teased. 
 
    “Yes,” Jim mumbled. Sally laughed out loud at the helpless note of sullen anger in Jim’s voice. 
 
    “Poor boy,” she cooed. “And it’s only day one. Still a long, long way to go until I release you. If I release you.” Something flared in Jim’s brown eyes at that. Some spark of fear and rage that he couldn’t disguise, even if he managed to keep silent. Sally had no intention of exceeding the limit she had set on his chastity. Max had advised her not to, to keep her word, at least for this first foray into orgasm denial. But it was fun to keep him guessing. She was quickly discovering just how much fun it could be to fuck with Jim’s head.  
 
    “I have to say, it got me kind of hot and bothered myself,” Sally went on. “I was sitting there at work today, and I was thinking about you, at work, with your cock all locked up, and you being reminded every time you went to the bathroom that I own that cock now. It got me wet just thinking about it. On my lunch break, I had to lock myself in a cubicle and touch myself.” A tiny whimper escaped Jim’s compressed lips, and Sally squeezed her thighs together, delighted with his reaction. “But now you’re here,” she said. “And we’re both so horny. But there’s nothing we can do about it, is there? Not with you all locked up like that.” 
 
    “Please.” Jim’s eyes were glazed, and his naked body seemed to tremble as Sally watched his arousal overwhelm him. You could see the change in his face, she thought to herself. It was almost like hypnotism, the way he slipped into a kind of trance. There didn’t appear to be a thought in his head beyond the desire for her, and that thought made her own desire bloom and grow within her. 
 
    “Kneel,” she ordered suddenly, and the sharpness of her voice was as much a shock to her as it was to Jim. He stood for a moment, hovering between disbelief and compliance. “Do it,” she barked, pointing to the floor. To her utter delight, his knees bent, as though by some automatic process, and he lowered himself to the floor. “That’s right,” she smirked. “You need to learn your place. If you want me to release that cock of mine in a week, you need to be a very, very good boy. Don’t piss me off. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” Jim’s voice was strangely hoarse, as though he had been shouting.  
 
    “Crawl over here,” Sally said. “On your hands and knees. Come on.” Uncrossing her legs, she patted her thigh, as though summoning a well-trained puppy. The comparison amused her as Jim, scowling at the floor in shame and regret, bent to her will. His caged cock hung uselessly beneath him as he made his way across the floor, stopping at her feet. “Good boy,” she grinned condescendingly. “Do what I tell you, and we’ll both get what we want, ok?” 
 
    “Ok,” Jim said through gritted teeth. Sally felt as though she could throw back her head and cry out in victory. Here was a man, kneeling naked at her feet, ready to do anything she said in order to cum. The power was intoxicating. The air seemed to dance around the two of them. The pressure was building inside her. The story of her masturbating at work was a fiction, just a little something to get Jim going. But now, she knew, she couldn’t delay release much longer. The thin heel of her shoe scored a faint red line across the skin of her fiance’s back as she propped one foot on his shoulder. She traced two fingers over the delicate front of her lacy panties, feeling the dampness of the fabric as her sensitive lips responded to her touch. Jim’s eyes stared between her legs as she teased herself and him at the same time, the subtle movements of her fingers seeming to encompass his entire world in that moment. The breath fluttered between Sally’s lips as she sighed softly.  
 
    “Just because you can’t cum, doesn’t mean I can’t,” she said, her voice little more than a whisper now. “Locking you up has got me horny. You need to take care of that if you want me to release you.” 
 
    “Ok.” Jim rose up eagerly, his outstretched hands already reaching for her as she sat back, sprawled on the sofa above him. A single words from her stopped him in his tracks. 
 
    “No,” she said. “No hands. Use your mouth.” Jim’s shining eyes stared up at her. She held his gaze, staring him down coolly. Max had told her. There would be many of these moments of challenge, some small, some big. The trick, Max had said, was not to blink. Never look away. Never give in. Your word must be law. He’ll bend to your will as long as you stay in control.  
 
    Jim’s hands returned to the floor. Sally smiled, and closed her eyes. Jim’s lips were warm against her skin as he bowed his head and clumsily took the elastic of her thin panties in his mouth. She giggled at the feel of his tongue on her as he tried to hook the waistband, finally catching it between her teeth. She opened her eyes again to watch him backing away, still on hands and knees, drawing her underwear down her legs. The smell of her arousal rose into the air as, inch by inch, her pussy was slowly revealed. Jim kept pulling, and the dark fabric slid down her thighs, over the bend of her knees to glide more easily down her smooth shins. He had some trouble getting the underwear over the sharp angles of her high heeled shoes, and she giggled as she watched him struggle. But soon enough he figured it out, and his flushed face was not without a certain satisfaction of his own, the pride of a difficult task completed as he dropped her panties to the floor.  
 
    “Ok,” Sally sighed, her own breath coming more and more rapidly as her blood began to sing in her veins. He had barely touched her, and already she felt on the edge of wild pleasure. Max had been right. Regular sex with her fiance was a pleasure. But this was something else. Something wild and passionate and delirious, something dark and forbidden and all the more delicious because of that. It felt as though all she needed was the slightest touch to send her hurtling over the precipice. 
 
    “You know what to do,” she said. Her hand rested low down on her stomach, her extended finger pointing directly at her wet slit. Jim didn’t hesitate. The muscles in his shoulders bunched as he lunged forward, and Sally cried out in pleasure as she felt his hot mouth on her sex. She was dripping copiously already, and Jim’s busy tongue slurped up her juices as though he were dying of thirst, and her cum was the sweetest water known to man. His probing tongue chased the sparks of bliss that radiated outwards from her pussy to make her blood glow as it throbbed through her veins, quicker and quicker, stronger and stronger, and just as the pleasure seemed on the verge of becoming unbearable, Sally shuddered, and released. A guttural sob of joy racked her body as she came, spewing her hot juices over Jim’s face as fast as he could lap it up, and she screwed her eyes shut as her orgasm washed over her. Every muscle in her body seemed to tighten all at once and then simultaneously relax. She sighed loudly, savoring the powerful sensations, and her eyelids fluttered as she opened them to see Jim staring up at her from between her legs. His cheeks and chin were shining with her wetness. He didn’t say a word as he stared up at her expectantly. 
 
    “What?” Sally asked innocently. “You’re not done yet. That was just the appetizer. Get back in there and make me cum again.” Without waiting for any kind of reply, Sally reached out and seized the back of Jim’s head, aggressively pulling him against her as she pressed his face to her pussy once again. She smiled as she felt his tongue reaching out again, tenderly licking her delicate folds. Max was right, she thought to herself as her eyes closed again. A girl could get used to this.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleasure Awoken 
 
      
 
      
 
    The headlights of her car swooped across the street as Max turned the corner and pulled up to the curb. The building Sally lived in was something of an anomaly, a tall tower of steel and glass like the ones downtown. But this wasn’t downtown. The building and its immaculate circular forecourt made of gray brick was surrounded by a virtual wasteland of scrubby grass. Litter hurled from the windows of passing cars on the nearby highway hung like streamers from tall weeds. Max rarely came this way. Why would she? Here, the glittering city swelled into sprawling suburbs, a repeating pattern of big box stores and single family homes stretching on into the hinterland on either side of the river valley. But Max had a feeling. The developers who put up the money to build this shiny new tower weren’t stupid, any more than were the insurers who signed off on it. The smart money looked towards densification. The city was growing, and the only place left for it to go was out into these old suburbs. There was talk of the city putting in a new subway line. There had been talk for years, but now it was more than just talk. If that happened, Max knew, you could expect a lot more towers like this to spring up beside the stations they built as workers fled the high prices of downtown to live somewhere they could afford, yet still get to work. Not bad, she thought, casting an eye upwards along the haphazardly lighted windows that made the building look like a hockey player’s smile, dark with gaps like missing teeth. Just a generic new build apartment tower, like so many others. But this was what people wanted. Idly, she calculated what savings she had accessible, and took a guess at what such a place might cost. It would be a hell of a payoff if the subway line got approval. She could double her money in five years, if everything went right. She’d been looking to get into the real estate market for a while. 
 
    This was something she did. Max knew it herself. Whenever she was on the verge of  some new adventure, anything with an element of risk, the analytical part of her brain seemed to kick into high gear. First, it would methodically examine and attack all of her doubts and worries. Then, while she tried and failed to turn it off, it would turn itself on the world around her. Plans would be drawn up, schemes devised, and emotions roughly shoved away. She was grateful to it, the steely-eyed robotic side of herself that had gotten her so far at such a young age. The robot was always useful. But it wasn’t very much fun. 
 
    Max killed her car’s powerful engine, and the headlights went out as she opened the door. Her heels clicked on the pavement. In the silence of the vacant land all around, the highway could be heard as a distant rumble in the background, so low and constant it was easy to ignore. It was late, and besides that, it was a weekend. The traffic worsened year on year - another consequence of the growing city, along with the ever-taller towers that sprang up higher and higher to cast their long shadows over the old houses, dragging the property prices up with them. Her eye traveled up the tower, drawn to the stars that shimmered in the deep black pool of the sky above. Only the very brightest could show this close to the always-on lights of the city, mostly planets and satellites rather than true stars, Max supposed. There she went again, thinking of anything but the task at hand. 
 
    I ought to be used to this by now, she thought to herself. How many times had she been through this procedure, or at least something similar? The current pod members had all been successes, but they weren’t the only ones. There were the others, too. The women who had been hired, and hadn’t worked out. The ones who seemed interested in the way of life Max offered them, but, when it came to the crunch, wouldn’t or couldn’t adapt to it. No fault of theirs, she reminded herself. It takes all kinds to make the world go around. But as Max crossed the street and made her way on echoing high heels towards the rectangle of light draped across the brick paving from the tower’s glass door, she found herself hoping that Sally wouldn’t turn out to be another failure. She liked the girl. Yes, she was young, and Max had broken her usual rule of only hiring married women. But she had a feeling about Sally. A feeling that behind the shy, almost mousy demeanor, there beat the heart of a tigress. She hoped, anyway. 
 
    Sally’s buzzer number bore no relation to her apartment number. Some sort of security measure, Max supposed. The metal plate, perforated with oval holes for the speaker and receiver, purred. When she answered, Sally’s voice sounded entirely different to the way it did in real life, and for a moment Max worried that she’d gotten the wrong number by mistake. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Uh, hi. It’s Max.” 
 
    “Come on up. Number 803.” 
 
    The door clicked. Max pulled the heavy glass open. Her heels rapped on the glossy marble floor of the lobby as she made her way towards the polished steel doors of the twin elevators. So far, so good. It was exactly the kind of place you’d expect two young people just starting out in life to live. Nice, but very much on the lower end of the scale. Nothing surprising about that, Max reasoned. She knew what Sally was paid, and it wasn’t a lot in a city this expensive. Plenty of time to remedy that, if she stayed. Covington rewarded top performers, and all of Max’s staff were top performers. Alexis made fantastic money, but Sally didn’t need to match Alexis’ numbers, or adopt Alexis’ methods, to start making very good money for herself. Sally’s future could be very bright indeed. But it would depend in part on tonight. As the elevator doors slid shut behind her and she felt the familiar lurch as the car started to move, Max reflected that it was a good sign that the girl had invited her here for this. It showed a certain - team spirit? Willingness to learn? Enthusiasm? Something, anyway. And Max had to admit, it excited her. She hadn’t become hardened to it yet. Despite the general ease with which she found men to satisfy her physical cravings, including those who would happily let her live out her dominant tendencies - despite that, it was always exciting to make a new conquest. Max never kept any particular man around for long. They either submitted to her, or they didn’t. Those who didn’t, she got rid of right away. But those who did eventually bored her. She needed to always be trying something new, discovering some new peak of desire. The thrill lies in conquering the mountain, not in sitting still at the summit. Let that rock roll back down. Camus’ Sisyphus was on to something. Conquer one challenge, and then it’s on to the next one. 
 
    The elevator hissed open on the eight floor, the brushed metal sliding sleekly open. The patterned carpet in the hallway made Max’s footsteps almost silent. 803. She rapped on the door, and waited. No point trying to pretend she wasn’t nervous. That was the whole point. To do something unexpected, something new, something that scared her, a little bit. Actions without consequences are better left undone. But Max had long ago mastered the art of not showing her emotions. Especially nervousness. Confidence, she had learned at an early age, will open almost every door in this world, if you push hard enough. So when the door opened and Sally’s face appeared in the widening gap, Max made her mouth move into a smile that bared her perfect teeth as she greeted her employee. 
 
    “Hi!” Max beamed. 
 
    “Come in,” said Sally, her voice quiet. Her pale eyes darted quickly around the hallway, as though worried that Max might have been followed. Sally had none of her boss’s skill at hiding her nervousness. The girl looked downright scared. But as Max followed Sally into the apartment, closing the door behind her, she smiled to herself. She’d make a powerful, sexy dominatrix out of this girl yet. She was beginning to understand why powerful men so often like to mentor others. Once you’ve overcome every obstacle in your path, the next challenge is to see if you can do it again, this time through a proxy. Max had once been Sally, more or less. Now she wanted to see if she could turn a Sally into a Max all over again. She had to admit, the girl was off to a great start. 
 
    “Nice place,” Max commented as she followed Sally the few short steps past the galley kitchen into the living room. Yes, it was small, but that’s to be expected. These new builds always are. Max’s interest was more than simply polite. Once again, she found herself wondering what a place like this would cost to buy, and what Sally must be paying in rent. She’d look into it tomorrow, she promised herself. Tonight was supposed to be a purely recreational visit. Though when you involve your personal life so deeply with your work life, in flagrant violation of company policy and common business sense, it gets hard for anything to be purely recreational. Everything in Max’s life was a power relationship. And one way or another, she always found herself in the power position.  
 
    “Thanks,” said Sally, and there was that shy smile again. The door to what must be the bedroom was slightly ajar, and Max ignored the pulse of trepidation that bloomed in her guts as she thought about what awaited her in there. There was no reason why it had to be the bedroom, of course. It’s not like Sally and her fiance had a roommate. But old habits die hard. Sally stood in the middle of the living room, turning to face her boss, her wide eyes glowing with nerves. She looked uncertain, and Max knew right away that if ever there was a time to take charge, this was it. It was a miracle Sally had wanted to do this at all, after all. It was asking far too much to expect her to also take the lead tonight. 
 
    “Is he in there?” Max’s dark hair swung from her scalp as she nodded towards the bedroom door. Sally nodded. Her lips showed white as she compressed them, the tight skin forming two narrow lines around her mouth. Max smiled again, trying to put the girl at ease. “Ok then,” she grinned. “Shall we take a look?” Sally nodded again, more forcefully this time, but she still didn’t say a word. Max took the initiative. She stepped towards the bedroom, and in half a second she pushed the door aside. Inside, the room was dimly lit. Perhaps Sally had a romantic streak. In any case, the bobbing candles dotted around the small and oddly-shaped room certainly lent a welcome air of mystery to the proceedings. Max was pleased to see that her instructions had been followed. Sally was more than capable of that, at least. 
 
    “You must be Jim,” Max grinned. A lean young man kneeled on the floor at the foot of the bed. His ribs showed faintly in his sides as he breathed in and out, in and out, and the look on his smooth face was priceless. He looked both terrified and utterly aroused. It was a look Max had come to know well. His hands were tied behind his back, and he was naked but for the shiny silver tube locked onto his cock and balls with a small padlock. Max stepped forward, and the young man visibly shrank away, as though she was somehow dangerous. At the sight of him, Max instantly felt her own nerves melt away. This was a scenario she was entirely comfortable with. This was what she was good at. She towered over him as she stood close, watching his shoulders shake as he gazed up at her with a look of longing.  
 
    “I’m Max,” she said. The door creaked behind her, and she sensed Sally watching from the doorway. But Max’s attention was all on her employee’s fiance now as he gazed up at her in wary silence, jumpy as an animal in a trap. “I’m Sally’s boss,” Max went on. “And that cock of yours belongs to me now.” 
 
    * 
 
    It was starting to become familiar. Max’s office, set off from the rest of the pod by its glass walls and generally open door. It’s not that Sally had no work to do, or that she wasn’t expected to do it. But during her probationary period, the workload was deliberately light. And Max seemed more concerned with getting this right. The personal element. The culture, as she called it. She treated the pod like her own private harem, but she managed to do it in such a way that all the other women enjoyed it too. Sally was relatively new to the workforce, but she had a strong feeling that no matter where she went after Covington, she would never work in a place like this. Max boasted of the pod’s low turnover, and it was obvious why that would be the case. If you were into this kind of lifestyle, it would be a hard thing to walk away from. And Sally was starting to think that she was into this lifestyle. The more she explored, the more it enticed her. Having control over men was intoxicating. It was hard to imagine giving that up. She had learned so much in the past few weeks, about Jim and about herself, and she had Max to thank for that. And here she was again, sat in the chair in front of Max’s desk, learning at the feet of the master. Only this time, it was Sally that had an idea. She had barely slept last night, tossing and turning while she imagined how this conversation might go. Not that she needed to worry about Max being shocked. Given the woman’s own sexual tastes, she was not an easy woman to surprise. But some things are hard to ask. Though it felt like she had known Max far longer, Sally was cognizant of the fact that she had been working here for less than a month. 
 
    “What’s going on, Sally?” Max asked. The smile was never far from her face, her teeth showing white and even through her reddened lips. The bright color suited her, Sally thought, with her pale skin and dark hair. Her eyes glittered glacially beneath her powdered eyelids. She was a really beautiful woman, Sally thought, not for the first time. If you didn’t know her, it would seem strange that a woman who looked like Max was still single. If you didn’t know her. But Sally knew her new boss well enough by now to know that she was single very much by choice. Why would anyone who was having as much fun as Max was want to be tied down? She was more inclined to be the one doing the tying.  
 
    “I’ve just been thinking,” Sally said. “About Jim’s release.” Max grinned broadly as she leaned back in her chair. She was wearing a deep red shirt today that shimmered like silk, and black tailored pants that fitted her like a dream. There was no dress code at the office as far as Sally was aware, but Max never looked less than exceptionally well put together, and the other women in the pod sort of took their cue from her. Of course, when you made the kind of money Max must be making, it was easy to look good. Sally had no idea what Covington was paying her boss, but given her consistently outstanding performance, she knew it must be a considerable amount.  
 
    “You said I should make it special,” Sally said. “So that he’d be happy to let me lock him up again.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Max smiled as she took a careful sip of coffee. “We want him to want this, just as much as you do. A consenting cuckold is a happy cuckold, after all. You’re going to be pushing him into some pretty deep, dark waters, sexually speaking. It’s important that he knows that this whole process has a very definite upside for him.” 
 
    “That’s what I’ve been thinking about,” said Sally. The chair sighed beneath her as she shifted her weight slightly. Since she had started at Covington, it seemed like her whole life had been nothing but a serious of difficult conversations on private subjects. And just because those conversations had, for the most part, gone exceptionally well, didn’t mean she didn’t still feel a nervous churning in the pit of her stomach every time she initiated another serious talk. But she had to push herself. Sally knew what she was like. If she retreated from this, she’d regret it forever. She could feel herself changing, little by little, as though all these new experiences were rewiring the architecture of her brain, and she liked it. There’s no other way to grow, so far as she knew. 
 
    “I thought, maybe, if you’re not doing anything…” Oh my God, Sally thought, and she felt her face flush as she realized she was basically asking her boss out, “you could…help us with that?” 
 
    “You want me there?” Max smiled. “For Jim’s release?” 
 
    “I thought it might be good,” Sally said. “If you’re interested. It’s something I think he’d like, and it might help convince him…” 
 
    “What’s he like? This fiance of yours?” Faint lines crinkled Max’s smooth brow as Sally fished out her phone and scrolled through some pictures. 
 
    “Here,” she said, offering her boss the glowing device. Max smiled down at the screen. 
 
    “Oh, he’s cute,” she said. Sally smiled shyly. 
 
    “Yeah, he is,” she said. That blush on her cheeks was going absolutely nowhere. Max considered. Sally was becoming intimately acquainted with the way she rocked from side to side in her chair while she pondered new information. 
 
    “I don’t have much going on this weekend,” Max said finally. “Nothing I can’t get out of. What were you thinking? Friday night?” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Sally, clearing her throat. “That’s when he’s due for release.” 
 
    “Ok,” said Max brightly. “I’m in. I can never turn down a cute, submissive guy. Just be aware, though. Once I get going, I can be quite evil.” Max’s smile was disarming, and Sally couldn’t help but grin broadly herself. 
 
    “That’s what I’m counting on,” she said. 
 
    * 
 
    “I’m guessing you want to cum pretty bad, don’t you?” Max’s eyes sparkled as she stared down at Jim. He was gazing up at her with a wild look on his face, a kind of hungry stare that was almost frightening in its intensity. Not that Max seemed in the least bit concerned. She was as poised and cool as ever, every bit as comfortable in this unfamiliar bedroom as she was in her own office. Sally envied her that. Max seemed like the kind of woman who was never out of her comfort zone, as though the whole world belonged to her. Nothing seemed out of her reach or beyond her understanding. She took control of Sally’s fiance as though it was an irresistible law of the universe that she should have that power. 
 
    “Yes,” Jim said. 
 
    “Are you going to be a good boy? Are you going to do as you’re told?” Max’s hands were on her hips as she extended a foot, and the pointed toe of her heeled boot tapped with a light click against Jim’s chastity device. It couldn’t have hurt him, beyond the pain he felt as he tried to get hard, his soft flesh aching as it tried and failed to swell within the confines of the steel tube.  
 
    “Yes,” Jim muttered sullenly. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Yes,’’ he said, louder this time. Sally’s blood burned in veins edged with fire. This was why she had wanted Max here. One of the reasons, anyway. It was fun to dominate men, especially Jim. But she always felt incredibly self-conscious while doing it, as though any minute they would laugh at her. If Max had any such doubts of her own power, she gave no sign of it. And men seemed to respond to that. If Max’s love life was anything to go by, men were lining up to do as she told them. 
 
    “Ok,” Max said, her feet back on the floor. She looked fantastic in a gray skirt that ended just above the knee, her tall boots lending her the perfect dominant air as she towered above the kneeling man. She wasn’t dressed in head to toe leather like the women in Jim’s videos. What Max was wearing would be appropriate just about anywhere. But there was no question of her dominance. “If you’re a good boy, we’ll let you cum. But you have to do everything we say.” Her skirt hissed over her legs as she crouched, balancing on her toes to look Jim firmly in the eye, her red lips beside his ear. “If you play your cards right, we’ll give you a night you’re never going to forget,” she said. Her leather boots creaked as she straightened up again. “Do you have the key?” she asked, turning her attention to Sally. Sally nodded, fumbling beneath the clothes in a drawer of her dresser to produce the small key. Max took it in her hand and turned her attention on Jim again. “Stand up,” she ordered, and Jim rose easily to his feet. Sally could see the unrestrained desire and need in every line of his body as Max took his caged cock in her hand as though there was nothing more normal in the world. The tiny padlock clicked open, and Jim breathed a sigh of relief as Max drew the shiny tube away from his rapidly expanding cock. Jim’s eyelids fluttered, and Sally felt a fluttering of her own, low down in her guts, as she watched her fiance’s erection, the first erection he had been permitted in a week, expand towards them. 
 
    “Not bad,” Max said critically. She tapped Jim’s cock lightly with a single finger, and he gasped in helpless need at her touch. Sally felt a spasm of jealousy grip her at the sight of another woman touching Jim that way, but there was no ignoring the thrill she felt at Max’s display of effortless dominance. She wanted this. There was no more doubt in her mind. This was hot. Max smiled as she turned her head, her dark hair falling down her shoulders as she looked towards Sally. “So he hasn’t cum for a week,” she said. “How often does he usually?” Sally thrilled to see the way Max talked about Jim as though he wasn’t even there. She almost felt she should be taking notes as she watched. 
 
    “We have sex most nights,” she said. “Well, we used to. I don’t know how often he jerks off.” 
 
    “Most nights?” Max grinned. “Oh, to be twenty again.” Jim winced, in pleasure rather than in pain, as Max’s busy fingers took and held his dangling testicles. “So these balls must be pretty full,” she said as she toyed with his scrotum. “An important point to consider when you have a man in chastity,” Max said, adopting a professorial tone, “is that he may be primed to go off quicker than you’d like. And the longer you keep him locked up, the more true that is. So, often, I like to get them to cum nice and quick, just to get that first one out of the way.” Jim moaned between trembling lips as Max began to stroke his throbbing cock. “Come on, cum for me,” she said to Jim, her voice low as he writhed beneath her touch. Sally held her breath. She had never seen Jim cum except when they were having sex. It was weird to be a passive observer like this. But she couldn’t deny the growing heat in her stomach, or the wetness between her legs. It was turning her on. As Jim bucked and snorted and moaned, as though trying and failing to resist the pleasure Max was pulling from him by force, Sally bit her lip and squeezed her hands together. This was one of the hottest things she had ever seen.  
 
    Jim’s breath caught. His body stiffened, and Sally knew right away that he was about to cum. She watched his cock pulse in Max’s fist, and a spurt of cum like a white bullet erupted from the glistening tip. He moaned out loud, throwing back his head as the tendons rose beneath the skin of his neck, and he emptied himself with a shuddering groan while Max continued to softly stroke him until the cum ran freely from his twitching member, forming a thick pool on the bedroom floor.  
 
    “Good boy,” Max purred as Jim snorted, his head hanging now from slumped shoulders, almost leaning against her as his orgasm tore through him. His bare skin reddened, and Sally could imagine the feelings that warred within him as his arousal subsided to be replaced with a deep shame. He had only just met this woman, and now she had made him cum in mere minutes. Max giggled, prodding the pool of Jim’s cum on the floor with the toe of her boot. “Now maybe you’ll be able to actually satisfy a woman. Or two.” Max placed her hands on Jim’s heaving chest, and Sally watched as she effortlessly maneuvered him into position. Holding his shoulders, she turned him so that he was facing the bed, and gently but firmly pushed him backwards until his tied hands made contact with the dresser behind him. Sally couldn’t say who was more shocked, her or her fiance, as Max held Jim’s shoulder for balance and lifted a leg, reaching up under her skirt. Jim and Sally exchanged a quick, silent look as Max rummaged around, finally sliding her panties down her legs. Sally smiled. She watched her boss take her underwear in her hand and twist it into a kind of rope. Then, Max used the panties to tie Jim’s already bound hands to the handle of the dresser drawer. Throughout the improvised procedure, Jim put up absolutely no resistance. Once Max was finished, she stood back, smoothing her skirt over her thighs. Sally smiled again as she noticed Jim’s cock, already starting to swell again. 
 
    “Ok, that should take care of him for a while,” said Max as she turned to Sally. Sally gulped. Max made her way across the bedroom towards her, walking slowly, her hips swaying from side to side as she strutted in her sexy high heeled boots, and the light in Max’s pretty eyes was almost predatory. Sally felt rooted to the spot. She was supposed to be a dominant woman lording it over her helpless slave of a fiance, and yet as Max approached, all of that seemed to melt away. She felt more like a mouse, mesmerized and frozen to the spot by the glowing eyes of a stalking cat. Max’s subtle perfume filled her nose as her boss stopped in front of her, and Sally shivered as though an arctic gale had suddenly blew through the room when Max raised a hand and gently ran her fingers over the fabric of Sally’s shirt. Max looked down, and then back up, her deep blue eyes shining through the thick black bars of her lashes. Sally’s stomach churned. This wasn’t exactly unexpected, she reminded herself. But she had never done anything like this before. Sure, her boss was sexy. Beautiful, even. But Sally didn’t feel that way about girls. So why, then, did her skin thrill to Max’s touch? 
 
    “Come on,” Max said softly, her voice dripping with honey as her wet lips shone. “Let’s have some fun while your boy toy there recovers, shall we?” Sally nodded dumbly, and her stomach convulsed as Max’s hands held her hips, and suddenly Max’s mouth was against hers, soft and warm, and Sally realized that kissing a woman was entirely different to kissing a man as her pussy swelled with the unmistakable moisture of arousal. Max’s tongue flickered against her lips, gently probing where Jim’s always invaded, and Sally’s body responded almost against her will. Almost. When she opened her eyes, Max was still kissing her, and Jim’s eyes were as round as dinner plates as he watched in disbelief while Max made his deepest, most hidden fantasies real right in front of him. Sally’s blood was rising now like mercury in a thermometer, and as she felt Max’s fingers plucking at the hem of her T shirt, she stopped fighting. Eagerly, hungrily, she tore off her shirt, and as Max reached for the front of Sally’s jeans, Sally wrapped her arms around her boss and pulled down the zipper of Max’s skirt. In seconds, the women had undressed each other, still making out in their underwear to Jim’s frustrated delight. Their kiss broke. Max’s body was phenomenal. Her breasts were big and round in the black and silver bra she wore, the soft flesh pushed high on her chest, and lack of the underwear she had used to tie Jim in place revealed the firm cheeks of her round ass in the mirror behind her. Her hands still on Sally’s hips, Max guided her towards the bed, and Sally feel backwards onto the mattress, sprawling in front of both her boss and her fiance. Max raked her thick dark hair back from her pretty face, and her boobs bounced erotically as she half-turned towards Jim. He stood like a statue, gazing in silence at the scene playing out in front of him as though unable to believe what was happening. Max giggled, and Sally heard her fiance groan as she took his cock in her hand once again, feeling it swell towards fullness at her touch. 
 
    “Looks like our little boy toy is excited again already,” Max said. “Good. If I’m going to own this cock now, I like to see that it’s reliable.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll give it that. It’s just a shame we have no use for it right now.” Sally didn’t know where these words were coming from, and she didn’t care. Teasing Jim was the greatest thrill she had ever known, and all her feelings of doubt and nervousness were swept away, utterly routed by the arousal that flowed through her. Her legs flailed as she hooked her panties with her thumbs and pulled them down, flinging them across the room as she exposed herself to Max. Max turned, and smiled, her beautiful face lighting up in a way that made Sally’s pussy throb for her sexy boss, standing there like a goddess before her. 
 
    “That’s right,” Max smiled. Still holding his straining cock in her hand, she turned to Jim again over her shoulder. “Now I’m going to show you how to fuck your girlfriend. And when I’m done, you’ll be lucky if she ever wants to play with this cock again.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleasure Observed 
 
    Jim’s arms ached. His shoulders were stiff from the awkward angle they were forced into by the cord his fiancee had used to tie his wrists together behind his back. Shifting his weight from foot to foot, he stood helplessly beside the dresser. He couldn’t forget that it was Max’s panties that held his bound wrists to the handle of the dresser drawer, keeping him in place. His cock throbbed. He had always dreamed of being dominated by a woman, ever since he was first discovering sex. Only in his wildest fantasies had he dared to imagine submitting to two women. And now it was happening, and despite the dull aches of his body, Jim was in a strange kind of heaven. So many things in life fail to live up to our expectations. So many things fall short of the way we imagined them. This was not one of those things.  
 
    Sally’s boss was a beautiful woman. She had told him that. But he had not been prepared for the stunning brunette who showed up at his house to witness his humiliation. She looked like a film star, the kind of woman he just didn’t see in his day to day life, not a hair out of place, her skin seeming to glow as though she lived in perfect light. Her body was incredible. She had a perfect hourglass figure, not too thin, and though her limbs were toned and her stomach flat, there was none of the overly-developed muscles many women displayed these days. She looked, in short, like a woman. Like the sexiest woman Jim had ever been in a room with. And she had touched his cock. She had given him a hand job. And now she was doing the same for his fiancee. 
 
    Jim was silent. The only sound he made was the steady hiss of his breath escaping his flared nostrils. That, and the hammering of his heart in his swelling chest. He didn’t dare say a word. He hardly dared breathe, as though a reminder that he was there at all would break the enchantment, and his captive kingdom of marble and glass would return to cobwebs and ashes. He knew it was ridiculous. This show was for him. At least, it had started that way. But there were two beautiful women in his bed right now, and the close air was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, and Jim was determined to do nothing to ruin this temporary paradise.  
 
    Sally was sprawled on the bed, on her back, her head pressed into a mound of pillows as her strawberry blonde hair coiled around her. When she had first begun making out with her boss, she had cast her eyes over at him, as though bringing him into the two women’s passion. But as the erotic pressure piled up, she seemed to have forgotten him entirely. Her eyes were full of Max now, locked on Max, watching every lovely movement of Max’s lovely body as she lay back on the bed she and Jim had bought together and abandoned herself to pleasure. Her panties were discarded early on, and Jim watched as she fumbled her way out of her bra before casting that aside, too. Her soft skin glowed in the candlelight, and Jim could all but feel her warmth against his lips, the body he had kissed so many times before now all the more desirable, now that it was denied him. It was like some dark magic, as though his old familiar girlfriend was someone else entirely, and Jim couldn’t remember ever wanting Sally more than he did in that moment, knowing he couldn’t have her. She giggled and gasped, her body lighting up under Max’s wanton caresses, and Jim suppressed a deep inward groan as he helplessly watched. 
 
    Max lay beside Sally, her body arched somewhat possessively over the younger woman. There was something predatory in her posture, something dangerous, something of the lioness on a kill that made the hairs on the back of Jim’s neck stand up. Lust, he was starting to realize, was not a million miles from fear. He wasn’t afraid of Max, he told himself. Not really. Not much, anyway. Just a little. Her quiet confidence. Her unassailable beauty. The power she held, as Sally’s boss. She was intimidating. But that only made her sexier somehow, the evil queen to Sally’s blushing princess, tutoring the younger woman in the forbidden pleasures of the flesh. Jim’s cock felt ready to explode as he watched. 
 
    “You’re so pretty,” Max smiled. Her dark hair pooled on the mattress beneath her as she hovered just above Sally, their eyes locked on one another. Max was naked too, but for the black bra that barely contained her impressive boobs, and Jim strained to catch a glimpse of her sex between her legs while the candles cast soft shadows across the delectable curve of her raised ass. Her skin was flawless, striped by light and shadow like the hide of a tiger, and Jim watched the darkness pool on the hollows of her monstrous curves as she seduced his fiancee, inch by inch. Sally let out a trembling sigh as Max pressed her plushy red lips to her cheek, and giggled as Max nuzzled her ear. Meanwhile, the tendons rose against the skin all along the back of Max’s hand as she reached between Sally’s legs. Jim gulped. He’d watched this kind of thing online so many times, and yet nothing prepared him for the reality. He never thought he’d see anything like this in real life, as this sexy near-stranger played his fiancee’s body like an instrument, right in front of him. Sally shuddered as Max’s fingers grazed her lips, and Jim could see her pussy swelling rapidly under the woman’s skillful touch. He could never hope to compete with this. He could see immediately that he was beaten. Try as he might, he’d never know a woman’s body the way this woman did. He’d never seen Sally so excited, no matter what ploys and stratagems he’d attempted in the past, there, right there on that bed.  
 
    Sally shuddered. The women’s wet lips met again, and Sally moaned against Max’s mouth as her boss curled her fingers inside. Jim could see his girlfriend’s wetness shining on her thighs as Max moved her hand slowly, softly, sliding her fingers in and out of Sally’s pussy as the moisture increased. Sally’s nipples tightened, standing out pink and hard from her perky breasts, and as the kiss broke, Max lowered her head to take one into her mouth. Sally’s legs thrashed, tangling in the sheets as she sobbed in pleasure, savoring the powerful response of her body yet still craving more. Max licked and sucked, and Jim could hear her moaning softly too, without being touched herself, her own desire awoken by the feel of Sally’s young body against her fingers and lips. The handle of the dresser rattled as he tugged at it. Jim knew the rules, and yet this was more than he could take. There wasn’t a man alive, he was convinced, that could have stood idly by at such an erotic sight. Especially after the week of frustration he’d endured. His recent orgasm at Max’s hands might as well have never happened for all the difference it made to him now. Arousal tore through him, his cock surging blindly in the empty air, as though it could somehow get big and hard enough to reach across the bedroom to the bed that hummed with the sounds of feminine pleasure. It was no use. He was stuck there until they decided to release him. And as Sally had said after they tied him up, they certainly didn’t need him. 
 
    “Oh, God.” Sally’s voice was a delicate whisper, the faint outflow of her breath seeming to catch on the edge of her mounting bliss. Jim had used his fingers with her before, of course. But it was little more than an appetizer. Max seemed able to make it an event in and of itself, elevating it from foreplay to the status of art, the way a truly great chef can make macaroni and cheese into something transcendent. Where did this woman come from? The usual theory that beautiful women are lazy in bed was utter nonsense when confronted with Max’s obvious skills. Sally’s smooth brow wrinkled, and her eyebrows climbed her forehead as her pink eyelids closed delicately. Her cheeks were flushed, and her mouth formed a perfect round O, and Max smiled down at her young employee, knowing as well as Jim did that an orgasm was approaching. Sally’s hands formed fists in the sheets as she gripped the bed tight as though afraid her ecstasy might otherwise fling her clear if she didn’t take precautions against it. She raised her bent knees to point at the ceiling, her feet sliding over the mattress as though trying to escape the rhythmic summoning motion of Max’s hand, even as she pressed herself against it and howled and sobbed. 
 
    Sally made a guttural noise in her throat as she came. The sound of Max’s busy fingers got suddenly louder, wetter, the hot flood of orgasm washing from Sally’s pussy to coat Max’s glistening hand, and Sally moaned at the ceiling, her eyes suddenly opening wide as though in disbelief. Jim had never seen her cum before, not like this. Not from a distance. He was always in the thick of the action himself, too wrapped up in his own sensations to pay much attention to hers. He had never before seen the way her whole body seemed to respond to the unignorable stimulus, her feet arching in concert with her back as she all but levitated off the mattress. Her already flushed face turned a darker shade of red, and her hair clung to the pillows as her neck bent backwards, rippling with swollen veins and straining tendons. And just when it seemed as though the pressure was too much, as though she might hurt herself with the strain of what looked like every muscle in her body, she cried out and shuddered and flopped back down onto the mattress, her legs thrashing outside of her control as though an electrical current had passed through her. 
 
    Max was all smiles. Sally groaned as the older woman slowly withdrew her fingers, and Jim couldn’t keep himself from staring at his girlfriend’s dripping pussy, now gaping wide and spasming wetly with overwhelming pleasure. Like any good showman, Max waited for her moment. As Sally’s glassy eyes drifted down to meet her boss’s sultry gaze, Max raised her wet fingers to her lips and slowly, teasingly, ran her tongue over her hand, tasting Sally’s cum like a connoisseur sampling fine wine. Sally’s eyes looked ready to pop out of her head. As though she couldn’t look away, she watched with an unreadable expression on her face as Max carefully licked every last drop of Sally’s juices from her fingers. Jim felt the same way. His cock surged uselessly at the sexy display, and there was nothing he could do to either stop it or move it along. Max was thoroughly in control, of both him and his girlfriend, and she knew it.  
 
    Still smiling, Max leaned forward. Her hands now found the mattress on either side of Sally’s head, and Jim drew in an audible gasp as Max’s hair fell like a dark curtain around them that did nothing to mask the sound of their lips meeting again. Their kiss was long and slow, and Jim writhed in his bonds as he imagined their tongues dancing, probing, exploring, Sally tasting herself in her boss’s mouth. She never let him do that. It was like she was a different person, as though Max had remade her in her own image. Get a woman to cum hard enough, and suddenly all her hard lines become blurred. Jim had always suspected it, and now, as he watched the theory amply proved right there in his own bed, he felt his own cheeks redden with shame. Max, in a single night, could get his fiancee to cross lines he never could. And yet his cock throbbed harder and angrier than ever at the thought. Neither he nor Sally would ever forget this, he knew. Max would always be there between them somewhere. 
 
    “Did you like that?” Max said as their kiss broke. Her voice was quiet, tender, and Jim strained to hear it over the coursing sound of his own battered blood. Gently, Max smoothed Sally’s sandy hair back from her shining brow. Sally gazed up at her with a rapt expression. Jim knew that look, and his heart contracted. If it wasn’t love he saw in his fiancee’s eyes in that moment, it was something terrifyingly close. Something like awe. Something he never thought to see in her eyes, for anyone but him. 
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” Sally purred. Her feet still moved in the sheets as she luxuriated in this new and exciting situation, her pleasure rapidly corroding all the lines she had thought she would never cross. Max moved slowly, gently, as though handling a cute but still wild animal that she intended to tame and train. The cord dug into Jim’s wrists. He barely noticed.  
 
    “You’re so beautiful, Sally,” Max purred. “I just want to watch you cum again and again. You deserve it. You deserve a real orgasm.” Max’s dark hair trailed over Sally’s pale skin, making the younger woman writhe joyfully at the ticklish sensation as her boss turned a wicked smile like a weapon on Jim. His cock lurched as Max’s blazing eyes held his, and the look of conquest on her gorgeous face chilled him to the bone, even as desire blazed inside him, for her or for Sally or, he barely dared to hope, for both. Max’s hair trailed across his girlfriend’s body again as she turned her attention to Sally once more. The smacking sound of her red lips on Sally’s body made him shake with anger and lust combined while Sally purred like a kitten at all the attention. Jim watched in sullen arousal as Max kissed her way along Sally’s body, taking her time, savoring the moment as she moved inexorably downwards. Sally gasped as Max’s lips nibbled her inner thigh, and then her boss’s dark head was between her legs, and she clutched the pillow behind her head with both hands as Max’s lips drew bright new pleasure from her hungry pussy. Max took Sally’s thighs in her hands and bowed her head, arching her back as she raised her own ass high in the air, her spread knees beside Sally’s curling toes. Jim could see the stray flecks of moisture sparkle on Max’s tidy pussy, a few bare inches from his straining cock, and he groaned in abject frustration as he imagined burying himself in her wetness and hearing her shriek in pleasure, the way Sally was starting to shriek. Imagination had nothing on this. He could never conjure the sight of Sally’s fingers interwoven in Max’s long dark hair, the engagement ring he had presented her with sparkling as another woman went down on her in his bed.  
 
    Sally cried out, and moaned, a long, almost forlorn sound. Her naked body shone with sweat as she gasped and gulped down air, her stomach pulsing rhythmically as her body responded automatically to Max’s talented tongue. Over Sally’s cries, he could hear Max humming happily, sending additional vibrations through her employee’s body while her head bobbed and moved between Sally’s shaking thighs. Sally’s scream of passion seemed to tear the bedroom air like a thin curtain as she wailed her bliss at the listening walls, heedless of the neighbors, lost in her own wet world of pleasure. Jim’s own eyes burned as he watched a bead of moisture slowly, agonizingly seep from Max’s bared pussy to roll in a sparkling bead down the inside of her creamy thigh. Jim had never felt anything like this, this mind-bending mixture of pleasure and torture. He couldn’t keep quiet any longer. A sound like a growl rose from his throat, and the dresser drawer rattled behind him as he struggled with his bonds while he watched his fiancee cum again. Every nerve was alive in the small room, every body shaking with pleasure or desire or both, and the warm air seemed to vibrate to the roar of their blood as the kinky scenario played itself out. 
 
    Max raised her head. Sally’s cum shone on her smiling face as she kneeled up on the mattress, turning to Jim while Sally sighed beneath her, positively glowing with delight. Jim took in Max’s lovely form while she coolly considered him, his flushed face, his straining arms, his throbbing cock. 
 
    “What do you think, Jim?” Max teased. “Think Sally needs that cock of yours inside her now?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jim growled. It was all he could do to keep a civil tongue in his head. His blood was up, but what remained of the rational part of his brain told him that it would be a very bad idea to piss Max off. She held all the cards. The mere fact that she was even contemplating letting him fuck Sally filled him with hope.  
 
    “Alright then,” Max grinned. Jim watched, wary of some trick yet burning with long-frustrated desire as Max stood. Her breasts bounced in her bra as she made her way over to him. He felt her fumble with the ties that held his wrists behind his back as she untied him. The rope fell away, along with Max’s panties, and he was free. Max yelped with pleasure as he instantly stepped forward. His hands seized Sally’s parted thighs, just as Max’s had done only moments before, and Sally cried out as she felt his erection, hard as diamond, spreading her wet and quivering lips apart. Her hands cupped her naked breasts, and she let out a long, low moan as Jim grunted and slid himself inside her, all the way inside her, sighing with relief as he felt her wet walls hug him tight. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” Max said from behind him. “Now, fuck her properly. Don’t let us down.” Her hand slapped his bare ass and the sharp sound filled the bedroom, but Jim barely noticed. All sensation seemed muted in the rest of his body now, with all his feeling urgently rerouted to his cock. Without hesitation, without build-up, he began to urgently pump away, and Sally moaned and thrashed joyfully beneath him. His stomach muscles tightened as he stood at the end of the bed, pulling her hips against him and slamming his body against hers, the air vibrating with their mingled cries as he pounded her aggressively. He had never wanted anything more in his life than he wanted to cum inside Sally in that moment. And as Max climbed up onto the bed with her employee, he felt his balls tightening against his body in preparation for his long-awaited release. 
 
    Max arched her body above Sally. Her knees were on either side of Sally’s shoulders, her bare wet pussy hovering just above the other woman’s face. Max’s heavy breasts hung in her straining bra as she lowered herself down over Sally’s stomach. Jim grunted in utter astonishment as Max bowed her head, sweeping her dark hair back over her shoulder with one hand while she applied her tongue to Sally’s swollen clit. Sally shrieked in ecstasy, overwhelmed with the sensation of being licked and fucked at the same time, and her body rocked beneath Jim’s desperate thrusts. Every now and then, Max’s tongue would snake over his shaft as he pumped it in and out of Sally’s creamy cunt, and he moaned in disbelief as he took part in a real-life porn movie. He could hardly believe his luck. The week of frustration and humiliation was all but forgotten as ecstasy tore through his trembling body. Seized by the sudden inspiration of lust, he pulled out of Sally, leaving her gasping and moaning. Max looked up as he seized a fistful of her darkly shining hair, and she just had time to smile her assent before Jim plunged his cock between her wet red lips.  
 
    Closing his eyes, he threw back his head and moaned. The feel of Max’s mouth was unbelievable as she happily sucked and licked Sally’s cum from his cock, taking him deep inside her mouth while he fucked her face. Sally raised her head from the pillow to watch, moaning in lust with Max’s pussy hovering just above her, the smell of her arousal flavoring the air. Jim grunted, and his fist tightened in Max’s hair. She looked up at him, her eyes shining like sapphires as her cheeks hollowed around his throbbing shaft. He moaned again, and cried out as he felt his testicles spasm. He felt his hot load making its hurried way along his cock, and Max must have felt it too, because she suddenly seized his shaft and pulled her mouth away. Hot, sticky cum exploded from the tip of Jim’s jumping cock, splattering itself across Max’s lips and cheeks and filling her open mouth. She let it dribble in long strands from her lips, and as Jim’s cock continued to pulse while his teased balls emptied themselves, a pool of his cum formed on Sally’s twitching pussy, sliding slickly over her white lips while she gasped at the unexpected feeling. Jim released his grip on Max’s hair, sucking in deep gulps of air as the flow of his cum slowly subsided, the throbbing in his cock gradually lessening as it softened and drooped. He felt dizzy. He had never cum like that. He staggered backwards, breathless, leaning against the dresser he had been tied to just moments before. Max’s beautiful face still shone with great globs of his cum, and he could practically feel the image burning itself onto his brain, to be retrieved over and over again in the years to come.  
 
    But that wasn’t all. While Jim watched breathlessly, Max smiled. That devilish smile that set his pulse racing, even as it made a cold thrill of fear climb his rugged spine. Her hair pooled like oil on Sally’s thighs as she lowered her head again, and he felt like pinching himself to make sure he wasn’t dreaming as she began to lick his cum right off his girlfriend’s pussy. Sally moaned in delight at the feel of Max’s tongue on her sensitive folds, and Max’s long neck moved as she slurped up Jim’s cum like some rare treat, holding it in her mouth. Then she raised her head, and turned. Jim slumped to the floor, his back against the dresser, breathing hard. His legs would no longer hold him upright. Max was facing Sally now, her cum-covered face hovering above his fiancee’s as she crawled slowly up the bed. The breath caught in his raw throat. Sally smiled up at Max, an almost touching look of trust and willingness to please on her face, and Max made sure to sweep her dark hair back again so that Jim could see as the two women kissed. Their lips and tongues merged together as the mixture of cum, his and Sally’s, swirled back and forth from Max’s mouth to Sally’s and back again, both women tasting him, sharing him, savoring him while he watched and trembled. 
 
    “What do you think, Sally?” Max asked as the kiss broke. She shot a glance back at Jim over her shoulder, studying him as he sat slumped against the dresser, overcome by the pornographic sight taking place in front of him. “Think your fiance has one more fuck in him?” 
 
    “He better,” Sally grinned, and now two pairs of bright feminine eyes studied him from the tangle of lovely limbs on the bed. “After a week of being locked up, I’d hope he’d have something to prove.” Jim lurched to his feet. His cock still shone with a mixture of Sally’s and his own cum and Max’s saliva. He could feel himself hardening again, slowly, but noticeably. His member ached dully, but there was no way he was going to let that stop him. This was not the kind of thing that happened often. This was not the kind of thing that happened ever. A threeway with his fiancee and her sexy boss was something torn right out of the pages of his lewdest fantasies, and he knew he would never forgive himself if he didn’t take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events. And so he stood, and approached the bed again, and Max smiled wickedly and rolled over, Sally scrabbling across the sheets to make room for her as her dark hair pooled on the pale pillow behind her and she welcomed him in like a lover. Her legs spread, knees bent, Max reached down between her legs and took hold of Jim’s hardening flesh, and they both sighed as his thick head pressed against her wet lips. Sally watched avidly, and as Jim looked over to make eye contact with her, she smiled. She was fine. She wanted to watch. His former chastity forgotten, Jim couldn’t believe his luck as he pushed forward, his shining cock slipping inside Max’s tight wet slit while she cried out in pleasure. Sally’s eyes shone in the bobbing candlelight. Jim ignored the weariness in his muscles as he began to fuck Max, the desire overcoming any tiredness he felt as he plunged his hard cock into her again and again. Her cries soon filled the bedroom, louder and faster as she approached orgasm, so different from Sally’s familiar sounds of bliss and yet so similar. Jim could feel another orgasm of his own approaching, and he tried to hold back, determined to make this beautiful stranger cum at least once before letting go himself. Not an easy task, despite the recent orgasms that seemed to have emptied his balls. The situation he was in was the most arousing of his young life, and it took everything he had to hold off the orgasm that bubbled within him while Max howled and thrashed. 
 
    A shudder rippled through her body, and her smooth legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in towards her as Jim buried his swollen shaft between her spasming pussy lips. Max’s face screwed up as she closed her eyes, and a long howl erupted from her as she finally came. Her pussy seemed to go wild, clenching Jim’s invading cock with powerful contractions, and his orgasm merged with hers as his shouts of joy echoed Max’s yelps of pleasure. Dimly, he heard Sally gasp as she watched her boss and her boyfriend cum together, but Jim could hardly register what was going on in the room any more. As he spurted his meager load inside Max’s dripping pussy, he sighed, and pulled out. His cock slipped free, already softening, finally sated after the monumental teasing he had endured. He flopped bonelessly onto the bed, collapsing in a tangle of limbs with the two women, the room spinning around him as he tried to catch his breath while his cock lay soft and sated and draped over his thigh.  
 
    It could have been hours that they lay like that, for all Jim knew. It could have been days. He wasn’t asleep, but he wasn’t exactly awake either, hovering in the weird hinterland between the two, strange and half-formed thoughts chasing one another through the shadow-flecked twilight of his pleasure-glutted brain. All he knew was that it was Max who stirred first. 
 
    She moved stiffly as she extricated herself from the intimate tangle of limbs on the mattress. No doubt she was sore too, as she picked her way across the small room. Jim stared up at the ceiling. Now that his arousal had subsided, he was overcome with a feeling close to shame. He barely knew this woman, and yet he had fucked her pussy and her face, and she had fucked his fiance, and nothing in his life had prepared him for how he should act in the aftermath of something like that. Even the thought of meeting her eye seemed totally impossible. So Jim lay back and stared at the ceiling and listened to Sally’s breathing, half-hoping that Max would simply get dressed and leave without another word. 
 
    But she didn’t. Jim cried out in surprise when he felt her touch his cock, seizing his soft genitals in one hand. Before he had time to really register what was going on, he felt the cold touch of metal, and he yelled in horror as Max quickly slipped the chastity device back onto his soft cock and clicked the lock shut.  
 
    “Hey!” he cried out. Sitting up on the bed, he reached out to stop her, but Sally’s hands grabbed his wrists. Off balance, he fell back on the bed while Max stepped back out of reach. She looked smug, pleased with herself and her work as she studied his body, naked but for the silvery metal symbol of her authority. 
 
    “That’s better,” she grinned. “That’s how I like my cocks to stay. Locked up where they can stay out of trouble until I decide to use them again. You see, Sally’s given that cock to me now. But it’s not all bad, is it? Be honest. Have you ever had sex like that before?” 
 
    “No,” Jim mutttered. “No, not like that.” 
 
    “Well, then,” Max smiled. “I think I make better use of your cock than you ever did. Now, get off the bed. We’re not done yet. But we don’t need you for this next part. This is girl’s stuff.” Sally released Jim’s wrists. He stood. Max watched him rise, an evil smile on her face. Besides the cock cage, he was free. He didn’t know where the key was, but it was in this room somewhere. He supposed he could find it and free himself. He could. But what Max said had gotten to him. She was right. He’d never had sex like that. He’d never dreamed he would. This chastity stuff was strange, no doubt about that. It was infuriating at times. But the payoff was incredible. He’d had a frustrating week of no orgasms, made worse by Sally’s constant teasing. But tonight had more than made up for it. So, under Max’s sparkling eyes, he stepped back. He did what he was told. He didn’t resist. He sat on the floor, his back against the dresser once again, and Max stepped past him to climb on top of Sally again. The intertwined bodies in the candlelight looked absolutely perfect, shadows pooling in Max’s deep cleavage as she kneeled above Sally now, her hands on her hips. Sally lay back on her pillow, her face shining with that look of desire and utter trust she had begun to look at her boss with. Jim could hardly believe it as his cock twitched feebly in its cage, and Max shuffled forward on her knees, climbing over Sally until her naked pussy hovered over his fiancee’s face. 
 
    “Look at the mess your boyfriend made in me,” she tutted. That was all. She didn’t need to say anything more. Jim gasped as Sally’s hands reached up from the bed to grip Max’s round ass, and Max laughed out loud as Sally pulled the older woman down on top of her, pressing Max’s wet vagina to her mouth. Sally had never expressed the slightest interest in women, Jim knew. Now, in a single night, Max had turned her. His sweet, shy girlfriend had become a bisexual nymphomaniac, and it was all thanks to Max.  
 
    Max’s fingers showed through the dark tangles of her thick hair as she raked it back from her face. Throwing back her head, she rocked lightly up and down as she sat on Sally’s face, riding it while the wet sounds of licking and sucking filled the air. Max began to pant, and then to moan, and her moans and groans became louder and more frequent as Sally continued to lick her wet pussy. What Jim’s fiancee lacked in experience, she made up for with enthusiasm. Jim could feel himself hardening again, unbelievably, despite three orgasms in rapid succession already that night. But he couldn’t help himself. The bruised flesh of his cock pressed against the unyielding steel of the cage as he watched Sally eat her first pussy, and there was nothing he could do about it.  
 
    “That’s it,” Max whispered, “that’s it. Get it all. Suck your boyfriend’s cum out of me.” Her sexual superiority was unquestionable as she managed to dominate them both while taking her own pleasure. Soon, her body rippled, and Jim watched her grinding her hips against Sally’s trapped face as she panted and moaned. With a shudder, she came, and his cock throbbed painfully in captivity as he listened to Sally hungrily slurping up the older woman’s cum. 
 
    Max dismounted. Beneath the seductive swell of her cleavage, her ribs showed through the skin of her slender sides as she breathed heavily. She lay back on the bed, propping herself up on one elbow while she recovered. Sally sat up, wiping her shining face and grinning at Jim. He was speechless. 
 
    “There you go, Sally,” Max smiled. “How was your first creampie?” 
 
    “Hot as fuck,” Sally lewdly grinned. “That was so much fun!” 
 
    “Right?” Max beamed. “That’s why we keep these boys locked up. Better for them, and better for us. Sex is so much hotter when a woman’s in charge.” 
 
    “No doubt,” Sally agreed. “This chastity thing is the best idea ever.” Her pale blue eyes shone as she stared across the room, her eyes locked on Jim as she grinned broadly. “But next time we release him, it won’t be me eating the creampie.” Both women laughed, and Jim gulped in fear, but said nothing. He’d like to resist. He’d like to protest. He’d like to say he’d never do such a thing. But as his cock tried and failed to get hard yet again in Max’s steel prison, he knew the awful truth, just as the laughing beauties on the bed did. He’d do whatever they wanted him to. Max owned his cock now, and that meant she owned him, too.  
 
   
  
 

 Read the rest of the story here! 
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