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1. Ella’s Surprise

“Actually, can we make a stop?”

Sitting in the passenger seat of my boyfriend’s car, a sudden thought had occurred to me.

“Sure,” Jeff shrugged. “Where?”

“At Ella’s place,” I said. We were in the neighborhood, and being in that part of the city had jogged my memory. “I left my phone charger there.”

Jeff took a turn, heading away from the restaurant we had just left. It was one of those bright Saturdays when the two of us had nothing to do, and going out for brunch had been my idea. The rest of the day was wide open. Probably watch some TV, cook some food. You know, normal, regular stuff

neither of us had any idea how strange things were about to get.

Jeff knows the way to Ella’s house, steering the car through the streets without needing help from his GPS. He’s been there plenty of times before, but not nearly as many as me. Ella’s my best friend. She has been for years, ever since we worked together in the same bar. That was a long time ago, and we’ve both moved on to bigger and better things. But our friendship has stayed strong. She’s fun. Sometimes – and I’ve said this to her on multiple occasions – it’s like she’s the other side of me. Not that I would say I’m boring or anything. But I’m definitely more reserved than she is. A little more conservative, I suppose. But only a little. Sometimes, the things she does seem reckless to me. But I don’t know; it seems to work out for her in the end. It would be a dull world if we all behaved the same, that’s for sure.

But until that day, I guess even I didn’t realize just how out there my friend was.

Jeff pulled the car up outside Ella’s house. It was a new build, one of an entire neighborhood just like it, each with their little section of grass still new enough to see the lines where they had laid the turf. We had helped her move in a couple of months before. I still didn’t really understand why she, as a single woman, needed this family home, complete with its lawn, its garage, its multiple bedrooms and bathrooms. I mean, I understood why she thought it was a good investment. Property prices being what they are, I could see how she hoped to one day turn around and sell it for a lot of money. But in the meantime, it seemed to me an apartment downtown would’ve been a better choice for a girl with her lifestyle. Ella told me she liked the space, the peace and quiet, that she wanted a place she could grow into, and I guess that made sense. Still, it wasn’t the choice I would’ve made.

“I hope she’s home,” I said as Jeff killed the engine. “I tried to text her, but she hasn’t read it yet.”

“Well, it’s not that far out of our way,” Jeff said. “We’ve got chargers at home. If she’s not here, you can just get it some other time.”

“Yeah, I guess so. Are you coming in?”

“Sure, why not?”

Opening the door, Jeff swung himself out of the car, and I did the same. Together, we walked up the brand-new immaculate driveway toward Ella’s front door. I never do this. No one of my generation just pops by unannounced to a friend’s house. But if she wasn’t answering her phone, there wasn’t much I could do. Like Jeff said, we had only gone maybe five minutes out of our way, so we didn’t really lose anything by doing this.

I rang the doorbell, hearing it echo through the oversize house. The garage door was down, so I couldn’t see if Ella’s car was here. But I heard the sound of footsteps inside, growing louder as they approached the front door.

And when she swung open the door, I couldn’t help it. At the sight of her, I gasped. And standing beside me, Jeff gasped too.

Ella stood in front of us, her shoulder-length hair dyed her trademark jet black and framing her pretty face. Her blue eyes sparkled as she looked at us, their glow enhanced by seriously skillful makeup. She looked surprised to see us, our presence on her doorstep taking her aback for a moment, but only a moment. Then, I saw the corners of her lips left in a sly smile. If Ella was ever uncomfortable in a new situation, it never lasted for long. She was a woman who was almost infinitely adaptable.

I didn’t feel the same way. As my eyes traveled involuntarily over her body, I took in the outfit she was wearing, and I felt my own cheeks starting to glow with secondhand embarrassment, as if it was me standing there in an outrageous outfit instead of my friend.

Ella was dressed from head to toe in skintight black latex. She was wearing her catsuit zipped up tight into a high collar around her neck, its dark sheen perfectly matching her glossy black hair. The catsuit clung to every inch of her body, following the swell of her breasts before disappearing temporarily under an equally shiny black corset that pulled in her waist to unbelievably narrow dimensions. Below that, her hips swelled out under the black latex that strained to contain them, shining on her thighs before disappearing into a pair of wicked glossy patent leather thigh-high boots with savage high heels that made her much taller than me. The suit had long sleeves that went all the way down to her wrists, every inch of her body completely covered except for her head and her hands. And yet somehow, thanks to the tightness of the suit, seeing her dressed like that felt almost like seeing her naked. Or somehow more than naked. Yes, she was technically covered up, but the clinging and shiny fabric of her outfit left absolute nothing to the imagination.

Ella was a gorgeous girl, and I had seen her wear some pretty provocative outfits in the past. We both did, back in our barfly days, back when we were both single. But in the time since I had been dating Jeff, that part of my life had started to fade. I mean, we still went out sometimes. I still got dressed up when I was in the mood. But it’s different when you’re with someone, especially in the long-term relationship my romance with Jeff had become. I didn’t have the same need to dress up sexy.

And even at my most provocative, I had never worn an outfit like this.

“Oh, hi,” Ella said, her glowing blue eyes moving from me to Jeff and back again. “I didn’t expect you guys.”

“Clearly,” I said, and Ella’s laughter went some way toward breaking the tension I hadn’t really realized existed until that moment. As if that laugh broke the spell of attention that kept my eyes on my friend, I turned toward Jeff. I wasn’t exactly surprised to see he wasn’t even looking at me. Instead, all his attention was on my friend, his eyes wide as if he wanted to drink in every last detail of her incredible body in that revealing suit.

And Ella seemed totally fine with that. In that moment, standing there on the doorstep in full view of my friend’s new suburban neighborhood, I didn’t really have the time to mentally process it, to determine how I felt about her. Instead, I kind of filed it away for later consideration.

“Come in,” Ella said, and turned away from the door. Finally, Jeff looked at me with his eyebrows raised, and I shrugged wordlessly before stepping over the threshold. Neither of us had expected this, but I had a feeling that Ella would soon let me know what she was up to. So I stepped into the house, and Jeff followed, swinging the front door shut behind him and shutting out the view of the neighbors that my friend didn’t seem to care about in the slightest.

Ella’s high heels clicked on the hard floors of her house with every step she took, and I had to envy the way she moved in them. She walked with total grace, total confidence, her long boots making her legs seem even longer, her high heels adding a sexy little sway to her hips and ass. And that shining black latex stretched tight over both of her buttocks, sinking into the gap between them, showing off the perfect roundness of her backside. I’m 100% straight, but there was no denying that she looked unbelievably sexy in that strange outfit. Without even looking at Jeff, I could imagine exactly what he was feeling. And – I don’t know. Maybe that should make me jealous. Maybe, in a way, it did. But there was something exciting about it, too. Even then, right in that very moment, I was excited to see where this was all going. Even if I couldn’t possibly have had any idea where we would end up.

“You want something to drink?” Ella said, without looking over her shoulder. There was something hypnotic in her movements, something endlessly alluring about her swaying body tightly wrapped in the rubber material of her catsuit. And the fact she was being so normal, just acting as if this was any other visit, made her somehow even more impressive.

“Yeah, sure, a Coke if you’ve got it,” I said, glancing uncertainly at Jeff again.

Reaching the door that led to the kitchen, a huge double doorway surrounded by ostentatious molding, Ella paused, and turned with consummate grace on her tall heels. I heard a faint creak from her latex catsuit as she leaned one arm against the wall and turned toward us. She knew exactly what she was doing. She was posing, flaunting that body in front of my boyfriend, and I guess in front of me, too. I mean, if I looked like her, I don’t think I would have been able to resist the temptation to do the same. Still, it was jarring, sending a little jolt of confusion through me and adding to the confusing mix of feelings fluttering away in my stomach. Ella had no interest in Jeff. She wasn’t that kind of girl. From the moment she met him, she had treated him like a friend, but nothing more, totally appropriate for the boyfriend of her best friend. It was only now, dressed like this, that she seemed different. Like she was on some other wavelength, some totally different vibe from our regular life. She looked different, of course, but she was acting different, too. And in my own way, I know how that goes. I know that the way you look changes the way you feel, and dressing a certain way can make you feel a certain way. But nothing in my experience had taught me what it felt like to stand there dressed in head-to-toe skintight latex and fuck-me boots in front of your best friend and her astonished boyfriend.

“Jeff?” Ella said softly. I stared at my boyfriend as he stared at her, his mouth open, no sound coming out.

“Jeff, she’s asking if you would like a drink,” I said, and Ella smiled as my voice seemed to temporarily break the spell her beauty had woven all around him. Jeff seemed to come to with a kind of mental effort, wrenching himself free of the hold Ella had on him.

“Yeah. Uh, yeah, Coke, please,” he mumbled. Ella nodded once, her black hair swaying and whispering over the latex that covered her shoulders. Then she turned, stepped through the open doorway, and disappeared. I listened to her high heels moving through the kitchen, and I glared at my boyfriend.

“Stop drooling over her,” I said, sounding more angry than I really felt.

“I’m not drooling,” Jeff whispered back. “But…what the fuck is she wearing?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I know it’s distracting, but try not to stare at her ass right in front of me, okay?”

“I wasn’t,” Jeff mumbled.

“I was.”

He looked at me sharply, and I allowed a little smile to show on my face. At that moment, Ella reappeared through the doorway, walking towards us with that same unmatchable confidence, that same swinging sway in her body as she carried three empty glasses and three cans, her old server skills coming in handy. Walking past us, she set the drinks down on the coffee table in her huge living room and sat down on the sofa. Standing beside Jeff, I could practically feel the strain in his body as he tried not to look at her body, or at least tried not to make it too obvious.

I felt no such obligation. I openly stared at Ella, knowing she wouldn’t mind. No woman puts on an outfit like that to not be looked at. Ella crossed her legs where she sat, and I watched the light shine on the rounded curve of her thigh under the latex of the catsuit, off her creaking boots that shined to match it, one heel now hovering above the floor. She looked amazing, and the confidence that seemed to radiate from her taught me that she knew it. And I was still waiting to find out why she was sitting around her house alone, looking like the mistress of a dungeon.

“Sit down,” she said, patting the sofa beside her. Glancing over again at poor Jeff, I smiled and stepped forward, smoothing my skirt behind me as I sat down next to my friend. Jeff followed, sitting in the armchair next to the end of the sofa where Ella sat so that she was between us. She leaned forward, popping the top off a can of Coke and pouring it into a glass, and I did the same. When Ella offered the glass she had just poured to Jeff, it seemed for a second as if he didn’t know what she was doing, and then almost fumbled the glass as he took it from her hand. He had it bad. He was so uncomfortable, so distracted by the way my friend looked. I couldn’t blame him. But that didn’t mean I had to let him off easy, either.

“I left my phone charger here last time I was here,” I explained, answering a question no one had asked. “We were in the neighborhood, so I thought I’d stop by. I texted you, but you didn’t answer.”

“Yeah,” Ella said, turning to me with a smile and flicking her dark hair back from her face. “I was busy.”

“Busy? I have to ask, Ella, what is all this about?”

I didn’t need to, but I wagged a finger up and down, indicating Ella’s outfit. What else could I be asking about? And my friend laughed, a musical sound that rang out in her living room, bubbling out from between her painted red lips.

“Oh, I was just doing a session,” she said, as if that explained it all. I glanced over at Jeff, none the wiser for her answer. He looked just as confused as I was.

“What kind of session do you dress like that for?”

“What do you think?” Ella said, her dazzling white teeth showing between her red lips as she smiled at me. “A domination session.”

I looked at Jeff. He looked at me. For a moment, I was genuinely speechless. Look, I know what Ella’s like. I know she’s pretty liberated when it comes to matters of sex. After all, girls talk about everything. I had heard all the wildest stories from her complicated love life. She’s done things with guys that I would never dare to attempt, and had things done to her that – well, I’d be lying if I said they didn’t intrigue me occasionally. But there’s a big difference between fantasy and reality. For me there is, anyway. For Ella, I’m not so sure. And as I sat there beside her on the sofa with her dressed up like the dominatrix she apparently was, I felt that that line was thinner than ever before.

“You’re a dominatrix now?”

“Yeah. Didn’t I tell you?”

“No!” I said, my open mouth gaping as I stared at my friend in surprise. “I think I would remember you telling me something like that.”

“Well, I told you I was doing some online stuff, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, glancing over for a moment toward Jeff, who sat in the armchair with a look of pure shock on his face. “I thought it was just… You know, pocket money. And just… Normal stuff. Well, as normal as that stuff ever is.”

“That’s how it started,” Ella agreed. “But I kind of got into this niche. It all started because I kept getting a lot of guys asking me to rate them. You know…rate their cocks.”

“Rate them?”

“Yeah. It’s really popular online. They send you a pic or video, whatever. And you send one back, telling them what you think about. But the trick is, you have to be mean. You always rate them low. That’s how they get off, being humiliated like that.”

“That’s so fucking crazy,” I said.

“I don’t know. I mean, I see something in it. At first I thought it was weird, too, but it was easy money. After a while, you kind of… I don’t know. Start to understand it. It’s like… That’s the thing he’s most proud of. The thing his ego is caught up with. So if you say you don’t like it, if you reject his manhood, it’s like you’re rejecting everything about him. You’re putting yourself up here and him down there. To some guys, that’s sexy. Right, Jeff?”

Ella turned her smiling face toward my boyfriend as she spoke, and I couldn’t keep the smile off my own face, either. I didn’t know why. It was just kind of funny to see him be put on the spot like that, to see his eyes move desperately from her to me and back again. To see him fail miserably at disguising his obvious desire for my friend, to try to pretend he wasn’t fascinated by this conversation. Ella didn’t care. She never did. She had no shame when it came to matters of sex, and often, I envied her that. But I’m more straightlaced than she is. And my boyfriend? Even more so.

“Why are you asking me?” Jeff said uncomfortably.

“Because you’re a guy,” Ella said, her confident façade never cracking for a moment. “You know what it’s like. You have one of those little things between your legs, too.”

Jeff looked mortified as he sat there in the armchair, listening to my friend’s words. But I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing, and so did she, the two of us collapsing into giggles on the sofa. Jeff didn’t laugh. He wasn’t even smiling. But somehow, his serious and bewildered face just made the whole situation even funnier.

“Hey, less of the little,” I said as I finally got my laughter under control. And Ella beamed at me, reaching over to place a hand on my knee affectionately. I felt the warmth of her skin, and I placed my hand on her arm, and the feel of the flawless shining latex gripping her body like a second skin sent an unexpected little jolt of excitement through me.

“It’s okay, Sam,” Ella said, gently squeezing my knee and trying to sound understanding, even as she was unable to keep the smile from her face. “We’re all friends here. It’s okay if your boyfriend doesn’t… measure up. I’m sure he has lots of other good qualities.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Jeff said, scowling and shaking his head. But that just made Ella find the whole thing even funnier. And, honestly, me, too. I had no complaints about my boyfriend’s size. I had no complaints about our sex life, either. Jeff was a considerate lover who always tried to make sure we both got off, and he usually succeeded in that goal. Besides, he loved me. He always made me feel wanted and desired, and I knew so well that look of lust on his face, which is why it was so jarring to see it now directed toward another woman. But Ella was sexy as hell in her dominatrix outfit. I could hardly criticize him for wanting her. Anyone would.

“Oh, come on,” Ella said, turning toward my boyfriend. “A girl can tell, you know. Don’t worry. Sam is always very complimentary about you. But I can tell. I don’t know what it is, the way you walk or something. You’ve always seemed like a guy who… Well. A guy who’s a little lacking down there, if you know what I mean.”

“Awwww,” I said, responding to the upset look on my boyfriend’s face. But my sympathy was totally undercut by the fact I couldn’t stop laughing. I didn’t know why. I had caught the giggles, and now I couldn’t get rid of them. Now everything about the situation seemed hilarious to me, and the more it seemed to bother Jeff, the funnier I found it.

“Don’t listen to her, honey,” I said, while Ella laughed loudly beside me. “It’s totally fine.”

And the look on Jeff’s face told me I was only making it worse, but I couldn’t help it. The strange atmosphere Ella had created with her attitude and her clothes had infected me now, too. Even at the time, it occurred to me that I might pay for this later, that I might have to make it up to Jeff once we got home. But that was okay. I was having far too much fun to worry about that.

“You know what that means, don’t you, Jeff?” Ella teased. “You know what it means when a woman says fine? That’s code.”

She leaned forward now, her latex catsuit creaking again as she placed one hand theatrically beside her mouth.

“That means it’s small,” she said in a stage whisper that was designed for me to hear, and again, I cracked up at the look of dismay on Jeff’s handsome face.

“You guys are crazy,” Jeff scowled. But already, it was clear that he was no match for my sexy friend. Whatever high she was riding from the kinky session she had just had propelled her forward, made her act in ways she never had before, and her dominant aura caught us all, in different ways, under her spell. She leaned back on the sofa, closer to me, and, uncrossing her legs, she lifted her feet from the floor and placed them in Jeff’s lap.

Jeff almost jumped at her touch. He pressed his body backward in his chair as if trying to get away from her, but at the same time, he raised his head to look uncertainly at me, and I knew exactly what he was thinking. Ella was turning him on, of course. Dressed in that outfit, she was showing off a body that could wake the dead, and I knew he wanted her. So did she. Jeff’s only concern seemed to be how I might feel about what was happening. And I smiled at him as I placed a hand on Ella’s leg, shifting on the sofa so that I was sitting more or less beside her as she faced Jeff in his chair. I couldn’t help it, couldn’t resist it. That electric touch of her arm wrapped in latex made me want more, and the feel of her toned thigh through the clinging fabric was absolutely incredible.

“Are we?” Ella said. “Well, you know how you can prove me wrong, don’t you? Get it out.”

“Are you serious?” Jeff said, while I spluttered with laughter again. I didn’t know any longer what I wanted from the situation, except to see how it played out. Ella was clearly in the mood to take control, and for now, I was fine with that. I didn’t know why, but I was thoroughly enjoying watching her play the sexy dominatrix, watching her put the man I loved on the back foot. After all, why be in a relationship if you can’t have a little fun with each other now and then?

“Why not?” Ella said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. She shifted in her seat and moved her feet in Jeff’s lap, and I bit my lip in excitement as I watched this gorgeous goddess toying with my boyfriend. There was no denying it. Between her shining boots, I could see the unmistakable bulge in Jeff’s pants, and no matter how he tried to change his position to hide it, I knew just how much this was turning him on. It amused me to see him like this, out of his comfort zone, out of control, turned on my sexy friend and trying to hide it without success.

“I’ll make you a deal,” Ella said, all her attention on him now, and all of his on her. For now, I was just a spectator, just watching this unbelievable drama playing out between them. For now, I was happy with that.

“We can all tell you’re hard right now,” Ella said, making Jeff even more uncomfortable by the second. “But even hard, I’m betting your cock is shorter than my high heel. Is it?”

“No,” Jeff scowled, falling right into Ella’s trap.

“Then prove it,” Ella smirked. “Get it out. If you’re bigger than my heel, I’ll admit it. I’ll admit that I was wrong, and that you have a big cock that could please anyone. But if it’s smaller than you say it is… Well. Then I think you need to be punished for being a bad boy.”

“Oh my God,” I said, pressing my hands to my face to cover my open mouth. But Ella didn’t hesitate. She was completely in her element, thrilled with her own sense of power. As wild and outrageous as her suggestion was, I didn’t doubt that she had every intention of going through with it.

Jeff looked at her, then at me. Staying silent behind Ella’s back, I simply shrugged, as if to say it was up to him. Jeff hesitated, and I knew why. Those were some mighty tall heels on Ella’s boots, and I had no idea if his confidence in his own size was accurate or not.

But of course, there was something else at work in my boyfriend’s heart, too. He wanted Ella badly, and I can usually rely on him wanting me, too. His desire for us both, I was sure, was putting ideas in his head, ideas of what might potentially happen if he did what my friend wanted.

And in the end, desire won.

With a sigh, Jeff reached for the front of his pants. Smiling, Ella lifted her feet out of his lap. I could see the red glow in his cheeks as he reached into his clothes to pull out his cock, and a spasm of desire went through me to see it so hard and ready for sex.

Ella rose to her feet. The sexy sway of her movements was more pronounced than ever as she walked a few steps toward the armchair where Jeff sat. Placing a hand on the back of it, she lifted one foot from the floor, and Jeff turned his head to look up at her as she placed her foot in his lap once more.

This time, she put the sole of her shoe on his thigh, the slender high heel right next to his shaft. And, still holding the back of the chair for balance, Ella turned toward me with a broad grin on her pretty face.

“Nope,” she said. “My heel is bigger. Looks like we need to teach your boyfriend a lesson, Sam.”








2. Humiliated In Panties

“Stay there.”

Pivoting on one foot, Ella lifted the other out of my boyfriend’s lap. We both watched her as she put her foot down on the floor with a sharp crack and turned. She was all business now, striding quickly across the living room, disappearing again through the open double doorway that led to the kitchen. I listened to the sound of my friend’s high heels receding through the house, this giant oversized house that I had never really understood why she wanted. But that was hardly at the top of my mind now. As we listened to Ella’s steps echoing through the house, I turned to my boyfriend, and he looked at me with a look of pure shock on his face.

“Well, this is interesting,” I said, trying in my own way to mimic Ella’s unflappable calm, her poise and confidence. I would never be like my dominatrix friend, I was sure. But I envied her that kind of self-control. And clearly, as I could see from his throbbing cock rising out of his open pants, it was having a very interesting effect on Jeff, too.

“This is crazy,” he said. And, shifting in the armchair, he reached for his manhood and began to pull up his pants.

“No, no,” I said, springing forward from where I sat on instinct. I stepped toward him, smiling at Jeff as I reached out for his cock and closed my hand around it. I heard his breath catch in his throat as he looked up at me, his warm brown eyes filled with confusion but sharpened by desire. He was turned on, obviously, and I felt the hot throb of his passion in my hand as I slowly ran it up and down his shaft. Because honestly, so was I. I didn’t know why, and I couldn’t explain it. But this whole unbelievable adventure was turning me on. I had never wanted to even think of my boyfriend with any other woman. But something about this thing that Ella was doing had my heart beating wildly in my chest. I didn’t know any of this was going, but I wanted more than anything to find out. And Jeff just gazed up at me in disbelief as I stood over him, continuing to stroke his throbbing cock right there in my best friend’s living room.

“Don’t put it away,” I said. “Don’t be boring. You know this is hot. You know you want to find out what she’s going to do, don’t you?”

“She said she’s going to punish me.”

“Well then maybe you should take your punishment like a man,” I grinned. “Come on, Jeff. It’ll just be a bit of fun. Besides, look at her. I know you want her. I don’t blame you. She’s gorgeous in that outfit. So maybe just do what my gorgeous friend says, okay?”

I continued stroking, and Jeff continued gazing up at me, not understanding where any of this was coming from but not exactly objecting as long as I kept pleasuring him, either. And I’ll admit, I had no idea where any of it was coming from either. I didn’t know what had got into me, except that I seemed to have caught kinkiness like a virus from my sexy friend.

Like I said, I was happy with my sex life with Jeff. Sure, every now and again, I wondered what it might be like to spice things up, but I never had the guts to ask. And Jeff, eager to please as he undoubtedly was, never showed any interest in anything but the classics. He enjoyed having regular sex with me, and I enjoyed it too, and that was as far as the two of us had ever gone. Now, we stood on the threshold of something different, something new and exciting. I hadn’t known until that moment that I wanted more. But seeing Ella dressed as she was, listening to her talk, listening to her reveal that she had a long history of dominating men, sent wild excitement surging through my veins, and I was willing to do whatever it took to make sure the fun didn’t stop.

I could feel the heat of Jeff’s passion in my hand as I continued to stroke his cock. The possibilities swelled in my mind, fueling my excitement as I stood above him. Already, this was the kinkiest thing we had ever done. Stroking his cock in somebody else’s house was already well outside our comfort zone. But I knew that things were only just beginning, and that the moment Ella returned, they were about to get a lot more exciting.

The sound of her high heels on the floor announced my friend's return long before her gorgeous body stepped through the open doorway. She looked as gorgeous as ever with the light reflecting from her latex catsuit, her glossy corset, her patent leather thigh boots. I felt again a strange feeling as I looked at her. Not attraction, exactly. I appreciate a beautiful woman, but they don’t turn me on. But there was something happening inside me when I looked at her. Maybe envy. Maybe in some way, I wanted to be her, to look like that, to be that strong and confident and irresistibly sexy. Whatever it was, the tight latex outfit clinging to every curve of her body was doing something to me, just as it was doing something to my boyfriend, too.

“Take his clothes off,” Ella said as she approached where I stood above Jeff. It was a presumptuous command, not a request. She wasn’t asking. But of course, that just fit in with her dominatrix persona. As if a woman who looked as gorgeous as her didn’t need to ask for anything. As if she had some inarguable right to order us mere mortals around. Ella was running the show, and that was fine by me. After all, she had got us to this point, and I was buzzing with excitement to see what came next.

I let go of my grip on my boyfriend’s cock. If Ella had noticed I was stroking him in her living room, she didn’t mention it. And I gave Jeff what I hoped was a reassuring smile, wanting nothing more than for him to keep playing along with this wild game as I took hold of the hem of his T-shirt. Still smiling, I pulled it up over his head, and Jeff let me, raising his arms to make it easier.

I loved his body. Jeff wasn’t the type to work out, but he stayed active by playing sports, and it showed in the form of a lean runner’s build. He wasn’t jacked, but I’ve never been the type of woman who craves bulging muscles and huge shoulders. Instead, his body was taut, his square pecs and well-defined abdominals showing through his hairless skin. I’ll admit it; maybe I felt a little bit proud as I undressed my boyfriend in front of Ella. I mean sure, she had already humiliated him by emphasizing the smallness of his cock. But at least the rest of him was easy to look at.

But of course, Ella the dominatrix wasn’t going to praise anything about the horny man in front of her. I saw her eyes travel up and down his body as I set his T-shirt down on the floor, and I guessed the sneer on her face, the look of being completely unimpressed, was all part of being the mistress she so clearly was.

With Jeff’s T-shirt gone, I bent over his body again and pulled down his pants and his underwear. It felt strange beyond belief to be undressing my boyfriend right there in my friend’s living room with Ella watching. But after all, that was the point. To try these new things, to do what was strange and unexpected and exciting. To enter Ella’s world, this world she had kept hidden from me for whatever reason. Honestly, if she had told me, it wasn’t like I would have been eager to get involved. I might have found the stories interesting, the way any quirk of human psychology is interesting. I never would have said, ‘hey, how about I help you humiliate my boyfriend?’ But the fact was all happening organically made it even more exciting. Somehow, it made it okay.

I sank to the floor as I pulled Jeff’s pants and underwear down. While I was down there, I unlaced his sneakers and pulled them off, along with his socks. He just sat there in the armchair, strangely passive, looking up at Ella while she looked down at him. I suppose I couldn’t blame him for that. She was irresistible, and would be the undeniable focal point of attention in the room for as long as she was wearing that shiny outfit clinging to her every curve. Her latex suit and boots and corset reflected the light in the room, but in a way, they seem to draw it in, too, drawing all the attention to her at every moment, sucking all the air out of the room by her beauty and sex appeal.

And Jeff was clearly responding to that. His cock was as rockhard as ever as he looked up at my friend, completely naked now, even more uncertain than I was of what might come next.

But Ella knew. Of course she did.

“Stand up,” she said. She wasn’t talking to me, but all the same, I rose to my feet. And after a moment, Jeff did the same. He pushed himself up out of the armchair, his cock sticking right out in front of him, swaying slightly with his movements. There was a faint smile on Ella’s red lips now, and I hardly dared to breathe as I watched, waiting to see what happened next.

Ella stepped forward. As she reached out toward Jeff, I stifled a gasp. It was just so shocking to see this, to see her dressed up all sexy and him naked and turned on, with her touching my boyfriend’s body. But as she took his wrist in her hand and stepped behind him, I saw that this was not a sexual touch. Well, only in the most roundabout way, I suppose. Because Ella had come back from wherever she had gone with a pair of handcuffs, and she had pulled his wrists behind his back and snapped the handcuffs on. I heard the clicking of the ratcheted steel closing around his hands, and Jeff turned to look at Ella over his shoulder with an expression of shock on his face.

But Ella wasn’t in shock. Far from it. My dominatrix best friend was in her element, and now she had my boyfriend’s hands tied behind his back, she clearly felt even more in charge. Her movements were a lot slower now as she stepped out from behind him, circling around to stand in front of him again. And I’ll admit it. Looking at him standing there, naked, rockhard, with his hands bound behind his back, sent a shiver of arousal through me. I had never even fantasized about this. I had never had any desire to take control in the bedroom. But now, looking at my boyfriend, helpless and horny as he was, I could see for myself just how much fun it was. Certainly, I could see the appeal.

“Seriously.”

Ella looked Jeff up and down, her blue eyes shining as they roamed over every inch of his body, and this time, the sneer on her face was more pronounced. She raised her eyebrows as she looked at his cock, then turned to me, her lips slightly parted.

“You’re telling me you’re satisfied with that thing?” she said, her latex catsuit creaking as she folded her arms under her boobs, making them even more prominent, making my poor humiliated boyfriend desire her even more.

“Yeah, I am,” I said truthfully. I was. And as much as this was amusing me, as much as it was turning me on, I felt kind of bad for Jeff, standing there being humiliated like this. Of course, that didn’t prompt me to defend him, or to try to get Ella to go easy on him. I was way too invested in what might happen next for that.

“I don’t see how,” Ella said, a slight frown showing on her beautiful face. “I know you’ve had bigger than that. Does he know that?”

I looked at Jeff. He looked at me. He had this scandalized look on his face, and I wasn’t surprised. Ella was so out-of-control, so cruel and mocking. Of course, I knew that was the point. And it was sexy. I just wondered how Jeff was going to handle all this. But his cock was still rockhard, still jutting out from his body as he looked at me and at Ella. Maybe it was just the suit she was wearing, sexy enough all by itself to keep him excited no matter what else happened. Or maybe he was just as excited as I was by this kinky twist.

I hoped so. Because Ella was giving me all these crazy ideas, and caught up in her game as I was, I was inclined to follow them wherever they led.

“Well, yeah,” I said, looking straight into Jeff’s handsome face as I spoke. “I’ve had bigger.”

Jeff gulped, and Ella laughed out loud.

“How much bigger?” she pressed. “Who was that one guy you were with for a while before you met Jeff? He was really big, wasn’t he? Girls talk about everything,” Ella explained with a smirk as she turned to Jeff. And his eyes darted toward her for only a second before returning to me. For once, for the first time since Ella opened the door to us in that remarkable outfit, Jeff’s focus was all on me instead of her. That excited me, too. That persuaded me that what we were doing, strange as it was, was the right choice.

“Dave? Yeah, he was… He was pretty big.”

Jeff winced visibly as Ella laughed again. But it still wasn’t enough for my wild dominatrix friend. It seemed like she wanted to completely emasculate my boyfriend, to humble him totally while she had him at her mercy. And I guess part of me wanted the same thing, because I was absolutely a willing participant in Ella’s crazy game.

“How much bigger?”

Ella held up one hand, her index finger and thumb separated by a small gap. Her eyes on me, she slowly parted them, the gap getting wider by the second. When her digits were about two inches apart, I nodded. And Ella howled with laughter as she turned toward Jeff.

“That much? Look at that, loser. That’s the size of cock your girlfriend deserves. Much bigger than yours. I know women say size doesn’t matter, but guess what? That’s a total lie. You’re lucky she hasn’t kicked you to the curb already with that worthless thing.”

“Ella,” I said, but my friend barely even glanced at me. She seemed totally caught up in the wild things she was saying now, her dominatrix role taking her over completely. She was enjoying herself. That was for sure. I had wondered how she could afford a house like this, and now that she had revealed to me that she was a dominatrix, I was starting to understand. I had heard before how much women could make by catering to the specific fetishes of men. But this wasn’t work for her. This was something she wanted, her bright blue eyes lit up with glee at what she was doing to my boyfriend. Besides, my heart wasn’t in my lame little word of caution. I was as anxious to see where this led as she was.

“You can’t even call it a cock, really, can you?” Ella said, frowning as she stared down at Jeff’s endowment. “It’s more like a little dicklet. And there you were, walking around like you’re a man all this time, when in fact, you’re not a real man at all. See? I told you I could tell. Women always can. Just think. Probably every woman you’ve ever met has secretly suspected you had a tiny cock.”

I couldn’t help it. The whole situation was so ridiculous, and what Ella was saying was so far from the truth. Sure, it was true I had had bigger men than Jeff, but there was nothing really wrong with his size. I had certainly had smaller, too. Besides, I love him, and the size of his manhood wasn’t something I had ever given a lot of thought to. Yet still, Ella’s insults were working so unbelievably well. I could see Jeff practically wilting, almost shrinking into himself as my gorgeous friend made fun of his size. It was ridiculous how easy it was to make him feel bad about something that wasn’t even an issue. But clearly, Ella knew exactly what she was doing. Maybe her adventures in domination had given her an insight into male inadequacy that I would never have gotten any other way.

Ella stepped forward. Her glistening suit creaked again as she stood right in front of Jeff, and her dark hair whispered over her shoulders as she turned her smiling face to me. As always, she was dripping with confidence, as if she never questioned even one of her actions, but even though she didn’t say anything, I could see the unspoken question in her expression. And I nodded. Just a tiny little movement of the head, barely perceptible. Maybe Jeff wouldn’t even see it, wouldn’t notice with this beautiful latex-clad dominatrix standing in front of him. But Ella understood. And as she reached out toward him, running her fingertips slowly down his vibrating chest, I clenched my hands into fists, squeezing my thighs together where I stood, unbelievably turned on by the outrageous spectacle in front of me.

Ella’s hand kept moving down, over Jeff’s stomach muscles. And now, as she grinned wolfishly at him, it was his turn to turn toward me with a questioning expression on his face. This time, I didn’t nod. But my smile at the same effect. Jeff had my permission to allow this to happen to him, because it was turning me on so much. Besides, I thought with another little tremor of lust, it wasn’t like he could do anything about it. My boyfriend was helpless now, at the mercy of both of us. I could hardly believe how exciting I found it.

Jeff let out a long, ragged breath through his nostrils as Ella touched his cock. She touched it lightly, just moving her fingertips over the hot network of swollen veins. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and even more, I couldn’t believe what I was feeling. Because I didn’t feel jealous, the way I might’ve thought I would if I had ever bothered to imagine such an insane scenario. Maybe because Jeff had no power here, because this wasn’t his choice, even though I knew he was enjoying it. He wasn’t being unfaithful to me, because Ella had total control over him, to use his body in any way she saw fit. It turned me on more than I would ever have believed possible.

And slowly, carefully, she smiled as she did it, looking down at his endowment, toying with him. It was all so easy for her to reduce them to a panting mess in front of her, and that was all part of her power. Along with the outfit, that was what made her so sexy, to see how easily she could manipulate this man, could give or withhold pleasure until he was gazing at her with eyes filled with pure desperation.

And Ella knew exactly how to use that.

“You know what I think?” she said softly, speaking in a sultry voice now, knowing we were both hanging on her every word. “I think a little dicklet like this doesn’t belong in men’s underwear. I think this pathetic excuse for cock needs to be in women’s panties.”

“Oh my God, Ella, are you serious?” I spluttered. But even though my friend had an infectious smile on her face as she turned to me, I already knew that she was. I had no idea what kind of outrageous kinky games she had been playing before we got there, but clearly, it hadn’t been enough. She was still riding that high, still caught up with that wild excitement. And she just seemed too powerful to resist.

“Yeah,” she said. “I think you look really cute. Besides, nothing teaches a man his real place in the pecking order quicker than that. Slip him into some panties, and he can’t even pretend to be a real man anymore. And trust me: things go a lot better when losers like this know their place.”

Jeff gasped as Ella closed her hand around his shaft at last. She gripped it tight, squeezing it, making him moan in a combination of pleasure and nervousness.

Then, still holding onto my boyfriend’s cock, Ella turned.

She held him in her fist as she took a step across the living room. In her grip, Jeff had no choice but to follow. He stumbled along behind her, literally led by the cock, following her gorgeous swaying body with its long legs and firm round ass, a vision of total dominant sexiness that my boyfriend clearly found irresistible.

“Come on,” Ella said brightly as she continued to walk across the living room, and I didn’t know if she was talking to Jeff or to me, but I knew it didn’t matter. I followed behind them, the three of us making a crazy procession as Ella led us through her house. Passing by the open doorway that led to the kitchen, she pulled my boyfriend by the cock toward the stairs and began to climb. He did his best to keep up, her grip on his manhood never failing, and I followed behind. As sexy and powerful and dominant as she had looked from the moment she opened the door to us, she looked even more unstoppable now.

Ella led us upstairs and down the hallway toward her bedroom. There, she guided Jeff toward the middle of the room until he stood at the foot of her bed. Finally releasing her grip on his shaft, she stepped away from him, the sound of her high heels quieter now that she walked on carpet. And as she moved toward the dresser, I stepped toward Jeff, smiling what I hoped was an encouraging smile. Standing in front of him, I couldn’t help myself. I placed my hands on his shoulders and leaned forward, kissing him. After just a moment of hesitation, he kissed me back, and I felt the hunger in his body through his lips as they moved on mine.

“Just relax, baby,” I murmured as our lips parted. “I don’t know why, but this is so sexy to me. Just go along with it.”

“Yeah, Jeff, be a good sport,” Ella said as she returned to where we stood in the center of the room. “Let us dress you up in panties to show you what a loser you are.”

And I saw my friend had a pair of underwear in her hand. They were a hot pink, with two black strips up the sides, where decorative laces ran from top to bottom. Crouching in front of Jeff, she held the panties out and ordered him to step into them.

“Do it, babe,” I smiled as he turned to look at me. “I think it’s sexy.”

And a feeling of power flowed through me as Jeff did what I wanted, just because I told him it turned me on. With a sigh, he raised one foot from the floor, stepping into the underwear Ella held out. And she giggled as he then did the same with the other foot, allowing her to pull the underwear up his legs.

Ella stood up. She pulled the panties up around him, pulling them up his hips until the elastic waistband pressed his cock back against his stomach. But our new mistress wasn’t happy with that. Taking Jeff’s cock in her hand again, she stuffed it inside the panties. The elasticated pink fabric could barely contain his throbbing cock, and I couldn’t contain my laughter, either. It burst out of me, and I saw Jeff’s cheeks burning with embarrassment, and Ella’s laughter echoed my own as she continued to pull the panties into place.

“Turn around,” she ordered. And as if the feminine underwear he wore completely broke any resistance he might’ve had, Jeff just did as he was told without a word of complaint. He turned around until Ella stopped him, his back to me, and she pulled the pink panties even further up his ass, his cheeks showing underneath the underwear that was cut to show them off.

“You know what? His ass actually looks great in those,” I said, making Ella laugh again. But I wasn’t joking. The hot pink underwear buried between his cheeks and clinging to his hips seemed to show off the shape of his backside even more, and anyway, it was a part of his body I had always enjoyed. I stepped forward, and, acting on pure instinct, not giving myself time to think, I reached out and smacked my boyfriend’s ass playfully. He jumped from surprise, and Ella laughed again.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she said, a new edge of excitement in her voice. “Smack that shit.”

And, standing beside Jeff, she did the same. Only she smacked him a lot harder than I did. Jeff really jumped as she spanked his ass, making a loud crack reverberate in the air of the bedroom. And I loved the way his butt bounced inside the skimpy underwear as my friend slapped it. Again, I smacked his other cheek, a little bit harder this time, rubbing the bare skin afterward while he stood moaning before us.

“This is what small-dicked losers get,” Ella sneered, one hand clutching Jeff’s shoulder as she spoke into his ear. “They get humiliated. They get shamed. They get spanked and punished for being so useless. Now, you need to say something, panty boy. You need to apologize to your girlfriend for having such a small cock.”

I gasped. And Jeff gasped too. He still stood with his back to me, his shoulders shaking, his head cast down in shame. And Ella’s fingertips sank slightly into his shoulder as she gripped tight, her other hand raised, ready to deliver another stinging blow to his ass.

But in the end, it wasn’t necessary.

“Sorry, Sam,” Jeff said in a voice that was thick with desire and humiliation. “Sorry for having such a small cock.

And as Ella turned her face toward me, her eyes wide, her mouth wide open in an expression of surprise and delight, I felt a surge of wild and unexpected power and arousal roaring through me.



3. Humiliating Tiny

“Look at this tiny thing.”

I could tell that Ella was in her element. So unbelievably confident, so completely in control.

I knew that my friend had an interesting sex life, to say the least. I knew she had some done some stuff online, which was more than Jeff had known. So I guess in some ways, I was more prepared for this than my boyfriend was. But that didn’t mean I was in any way truly prepared for it.

Certainly, I wasn’t prepared for my own reaction, or that of my boyfriend. Because we were completely swept up in this outrageous storm of desire and domination and humiliation, both of us. I had never expected anything like that. And I’ll admit that part of me, a large part, felt sorry for my boyfriend as he stood there completely humiliated, hands bound behind his back, his perfectly adequate cock stuffed into a pair of sexy pink panties. Part of me worried about the possible outcomes of all this, what we were doing to him. Maybe he would hate it. Maybe he would hate me for it. But that part was drowned out by the part that, for whatever reason, wanted this. The part that was unexpectedly thrilled by this strange new twist of events. I didn’t know what was that stirred inside me to watch Ella humiliating my boyfriend.

I didn’t know why it did to me what it did, sending wild jolts of pleasure and excitement racing through my body. All I knew was it was working. Even though it shouldn’t. Even though I couldn’t understand why. I couldn’t stop questioning it, doubting it, thinking about it, even while it was happening. And as I did that, I had to acknowledge that the part of me that felt bad for Jeff, the part of me that wanted to stop this wild game before somebody got hurt, was no match for the part of me that wanted more.

Ella stepped around in front of Jeff. In her shining skintight suit, she looked like some alien creature, as if the glimmering, glittering black latex really was her skin, as if the tall high heels of her boots grew directly from the soles of her feet. She was like some creature devoted only to sex, some being designed purely for pleasure. I was straight, only really attracted to men. But something about Ella that day attracted me all the same. It was a different desire from the kind I was familiar with, less based on possessing her than simply admiring her. I wanted to be her more than I wanted to fuck her. But in the end, that distinction seemed almost academic. I was drawn to her. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. The fact that desire manifested itself in a different way than it did for my trembling boyfriend didn’t seem to matter very much at all.

Ella stepped in close to Jeff, and it seemed there was nothing she couldn’t do, nothing she wouldn’t do. I was hardly going to stop her, and my poor teased boyfriend was in no position to do anything. Ella reached out, the sleeve of her latex get-up shining, and she grinned wickedly as she grabbed Jeff’s bulge in her hand, through the pink fabric of the panties she had put him in. Jeff groaned, his eyelids fluttering, his eyes half-closing at her touch, and I felt a stab of jealousy I knew I had no right to. After all, it was me that put him in this position, me and my sexy friend. He had no control over anything anymore. But I was also painfully, thrillingly aware that if I wanted to punish him for being turned on by Ella’s touch, I could. I could, and there was nothing he could do about it. Plus, it would be totally in line with the game we were playing and the new roles we had all adopted.

“Honestly, I don’t know how you put up with this thing for so long,” Ella said, turning to me as she spoke, still grasping Jeff’s bulge in her hand. And I knew she was joking, at least in part. But I also knew that this was part of the rules of the game. Her intention was to humiliate my boyfriend, and by how comfortable she was doing just that, I guessed it was part of whatever it was she did with these men who loved her so much for treating them so badly. Ella knew exactly what to do. All I had to do was follow her lead.

“Yeah, well, I love him,” I said with a shrug. “You know how it is. You put up with things for the people you love.”

Jeff’s eyes opened as he looked at me, his mouth opening without making a sound. And again, I felt sorry for him. But something told me I couldn’t let that pity show. That wasn’t part of the game. I was lying, of course. I had never had any problems with my boyfriend’s size, and I still didn’t. But it was obvious to me that that was what this game required.

“Well, life has rules,” Ella said. And Jeff groaned again as she toyed with his cock in her hand, her fingernails sinking slightly into the pink fabric as she played with it.

“And one of the rules is that tiny men get punished. The best a guy with a cock like this can do to satisfy a woman is just to accept his role as a beta male and devote himself to serving us as best he can. What do you say, little Jeff? You think you can do that? You think you can please us by doing as you’re told? Because I guarantee, you’re not doing it with that worthless excuse for a penis.”

I couldn’t help it. She was so mean, so cruel, so mocking. And so out of line, too. Jeff’s cock wasn’t small, and even though I knew Ella had been with a lot of guys, I had to imagine she knew that too. About the only person who I wasn’t sure knew it was a best exaggeration and at worst an outright lie was Jeff. He squirmed uncomfortably where he stood in Ella’s room, and every mocking word seemed to register.

I’m not naïve. I know that men can be sensitive about their size, and that often, they think about it far more than women do. Ella was playing on those fears and insecurities like a pro. And as obvious as it was to me that that was what she was doing, it was also obvious that it was working.

And the cruel things Ella was saying to my boyfriend, ultimately, were no more shocking than his response.

“Okay,” Jeff said, his eyes fully closed now, and I tried not to gasp at his response.

He looked completely overcome with desire. Standing there with his hands bound wearing humiliating panties, he seemed lost in a world of lust. Of course, I had seen him turned on many times before, though always by me, not by somebody else. And maybe it was just that my involvement was mostly as a spectator. Or maybe it was more than that. But I wasn’t sure I had ever seen him quite this excited. And that made me feel strange, too. I probably should have been jealous, and a large part of me certainly was. But again, it was drowned out by the wild lust I felt and the desire for more of this sexy game Ella had basically tricked us both into. It was thrilling beyond belief, and as undoubtedly strange and wild as it was, I already knew I wanted more. I wanted to see where it went, to see what kind of strange delight. Be taken from this new development. I could already see that my boyfriend, ashamed as he was, wanted exactly the same. And of course, with Ella, there was never any doubt. She may have just finished dominating another man, but it was obvious that she was more than ready to do it all over again.

Ella looked at me, her eyes wide and shining as her gaze met mine. I couldn’t believe what was happening, and for almost the first time, it seemed that even my dominatrix friend was surprised. Not enough to shatter her dominant persona, though. Already, I got the sense it would take a lot to do that.

“Good boy,” Ella said, giving Jeff’s package another little squeeze to make him groan and tremble with desire.

“Well, since you basically have no chance of pleasing a woman this little thing, I guess we need to work on how else you can make us happy,” Ella said. She turned her smiling face from Jeff back to me again as she spoke. “How is he at giving head?”

It was an outrageous question. I was more used Ella’s uninhibited ways than my boyfriend was. Standing beside this latex-wrapped goddess, Jeff looked absolutely mortified. But I wasn’t much less shocked. Still, I felt like I had to play my own part in this sexual drama. I had to act as if this was all perfectly normal, and for whatever reason, I wanted to feel as calm and in control as Ella was. All part of what I envied about her. So I suppressed my surprise at her question and did my best to act as if there was nothing strange about discussing intimate details of my sex life with my friend while my boyfriend stood between us, tied up and dressed in women’s panties.

“Actually, pretty good,” I said. Ella’s smile never faltered as she looked at me.

“You would say that,” she replied. “You’re too loyal. But we’ll see. We’ll see how good he really is.”

I didn’t know what she meant by that. But I knew I was going to find out.

The light in the bedroom gleamed on every curve of my friend’s body as she moved. Finally, she took her hand away from the bulge in the front of the panties Jeff wore, and I saw his eyes following her as she moved, locked onto that incredible figure I so envied. Again, I felt some delicious trace of jealousy that only served to enhance the sheer sexiness of the moment the three of us were sharing. And Ella circled around Jeff, moving all the way around him, looking his body up and down like a piece of meat before taking a seat on the bed in front of him. My heart raced in my chest, my stomach fluttering with nervousness as I waited to see what happened next. And Ella patted the mattress beside her as she looked at me, inviting me to join her.

“Have a seat, Sam,” she said. And, still as nervous as ever, I did. I stepped past Jeff, smiling at him for a moment as I did, then sat beside my sexy friend. It was quite a pair we made, me in a casual some outfit and her dressed like the mistress of the dungeon she evidently was. But maybe in some way I got caught up in her halo. Maybe in some way, her undeniable sexiness enhanced my own. At least, I hoped so. I hoped I wasn’t paling in comparison to the absolute goddess I was sitting beside. Certainly, as entranced as he was by the way Ella locked, Jeff still looked at me, too. I could still see desire in his eyes when he looked at me, and it only made my heart beat faster.

“Get over here, Tiny,” Ella said, and again, a giggle rose in my throat at her mocking words. Jeff cringed, but he knew he had no choice. He stepped forward, and Ella looked as magnificent as ever as she sat there on the bed, smiling up at him, her icy blue eyes forming a contrast to her black hair and stark black outfit that made her so unbelievably alluring.

“Get down on your knees, where you belong,” she said, pointing to the floor in front of us. She spoke softly, not barking her orders, but instead giving them as if she had no doubt they would be obeyed. She was just that confident. Jeff looked from her me and back again, but somehow, I never doubted he would do as he was told. Because I could see the desire in his face, could see his excitement, even without looking at the obscene bulge in the front of the humiliating pink panties he wore. I wasn’t sure I had ever seen my boyfriend this turned on, and I had no trouble believing that he would do whatever it took to get any scrap of pleasure Ella felt like allowing him.

He did it. My boyfriend got down on his knees on the floor right there in front of us, and as he did, shrinking in front of us, I felt what I suspected Ella must be feeling too, the feeling that probably prompted her to live the wild and kinky life she was clearly living. It was a feeling of power, of total control. The feeling of being so desirable that a man would give up everything, give up his freedom, just to have us. It was intoxicating. There was no denying that. It was the first time I had ever experienced anything quite like it, and I wasn’t ready for the unbelievable thrill it gave me. And maybe the pattern of the future was set right there, in that moment, as I felt that power flowing through me. Maybe it was inevitable, from that moment on, that I was going to want more.

And still, I wasn’t sure what was going to happen. More than willing to let Ella continue to take charge, knowing this was more her territory more than it was mine. There was a new tension in the air that I couldn’t help but feel as I sat there on the bed, caught up in Ella’s world of kinky sex and loving every minute of it.

Ella turned to me, her eyes shining to match the sheen of her revealing outfit.

“Take your panties off,” she said. Her voice was just as soft when she talked to me as it was when she spoke to my boyfriend, and in my case, I didn’t feel like she was giving me an order. At the same time, as outrageous as her suggestion was, I wanted to do it. Ella and I had seen each other’s bodies before, and since there was no attraction between us, it didn’t mean anything. We had changed clothes in front of each other, shared outfits in the past. But it wasn’t like a regular thing. And it was nothing like this. Nothing like what she was suggesting now, because I had no doubt what her next idea would be.

And I wanted it.

I hesitated for a moment, just from the strangeness of the request, Jeff’s eyes locked on both of us as this strange drama played out.

Then, I did what my friend said.

I pulled off my skirt, and I smiled down at Jeff as I did it, knowing I now had his undivided attention. I took hold of my underwear and pulled it down my legs, lifting one leg after the other to remove it completely and let it fall to the floor. Jeff was staring at me in astonishment, his eyes rising and falling as he looked me in the face, then had his attention drawn irresistibly back down between my legs. And I let him look. I let my thighs spread, exposing my pussy right there in Ella’s bedroom, sitting down next to my friend. I was already wet. The kinky situation we were in made certainly sure of that.

“Are you just going to look at it all day, Tiny?” Ella said with a sneer in her voice as she addressed my boyfriend. “Or are you going to show me how you please your girlfriend?”

Jeff managed to tear his attention away from me for a moment to look at her. His mouth was open, an expression of astonishment on his face that I was hardly surprised by. I was just as astonished, even if I was trying to act otherwise. It was already obvious to me that Jeff wasn’t going to protest, wasn’t going to put up a fight. Why would he? Just like me, he wanted what was happening.

Jeff glanced up at me, to see me smiling down at him in what I hoped was an encouraging way. And, without a word, he shuffled forward on his knees. I parted my legs a little further to receive him, give him access to my body like a prize he was offered. And as he leaned in, he glanced one last time up at Ella, to see her watching, and that sent another unexpected thrill of desire through my body.

Then, I felt his tongue sliding over my sensitive skin. Already lubricated by the juices that were trickling out of me, it felt electric. I trembled on the bed where I sat next to Ella, unable to believe what was happening. I had never done anything sexual in front of any kind of audience before. Every experience I had had been between two people, me and a guy. Already, this was well outside the normal bounds of my behavior. But after all, that was what made it exciting. That was what made it worth doing. The chance to be someone else, to live another life, and to do things I had never done before.

I heard Anna’s sexy catsuit creak as she sat beside me, watching everything. She was leaning over to watch Jeff licking my pussy, and just at the thought of it, another little gasp escaped my parted lips. My pleasure was growing by the second, and of course, I was already so excited. Besides, it felt like Jeff was working hard to please me, as if desperate to prove himself to the woman watching us. His tongue moved over my body, at first sliding over the folds of my pussy, almost teasing me. Jeff knew what I liked. It had been a while since he had gone down on me, but I would be lying if I said it wasn’t something he ever did. Certainly not every time we were together, but it wasn’t a rarity either.

It was never like this.

Jeff used every bit of skill and knowledge of my body he had. After teasing me with his tongue for a while, he slid it slowly inside, and I let out a little gasp of pleasure, a little moan of excitement. The bud of my clitoris slowly swelled with excitement, and Jeff noticed. With his tongue buried inside me, he rubbed his nose against it, moving in gentle circles first, just teasing that sensitive spot. And then, as my excitement grew, he tipped back his head, sliding his tongue further up my body to caress my clit with the sensitive organ. I groaned out loud, and beside me, I heard Ella chuckle. She didn’t say anything, but somehow, I got the feeling the beautiful dominatrix approved of my boyfriend’s efforts.

Jeff was clearly encouraged. Leaning further forward, he pressed his lips against my clit, surrounding it and isolating it. Teasing it with his tongue, he gently sucked, and soon, I was squeezing my thighs together around his head, my body shaking with pleasure that was so intense it was starting to feel unbearable.

As if he sensed that, Jeff backed off. Instead, he moved his mouth down to my pussy again, eagerly licking up the juices that had begun to pour out of me in a steady flood. His tongue moved rhythmically over my sensitive folds, pressing them apart again, and I growled between my teeth at the feeling of desire that was growing inside me.

Usually, by now, I would have stopped him. Usually, after he did this to me, I would want him so badly I wouldn’t be able to resist. I would demand he put his cock inside me, demand that we had sex right there and then, and of course, my boyfriend would joyfully comply.

But this time was different. This time, Ella was watching. She had her own agenda, her own ideas, her own opinions on how everything should go. And I was happy enough with how things had gone so far to be more than willing to go along with it. Even though I desperately wanted him inside me. Even though by now, all I could think about was sex and my desperate need for it. Even though I could hardly remember the last time I had been so turned on, as if nothing else in life mattered except the pleasure I was feeling and the promise of the orgasm that lay ahead.

I don’t come from oral, usually. I enjoy it, a lot. Beside the delicious physical sensations, it’s just nice to have a man devoted to pleasing you for a while. But I could feel that orgasm rising inside me, buzzing within my body as Jeff’s skillful tongue moved over my sex. It felt so strange to be sitting next to my best friend like this, in the throes of passion, my voice slowly rising in the music of bliss as Jeff served me. But of course, that only made it more exciting.

“Oh my God, that feels so good,” I gasped, making my friend laugh again as she sat beside me. But I couldn’t help it. It did feel good. It felt unbelievably good, and minute by minute, lick by lick, I could feel my inhibitions melting away. What we were doing might be crazy, might be well outside my normal realm of sexual experience. But it was so fucking hot, I didn’t care anymore.

“I guess he does have some uses, then,” Ella said grudgingly beside me. “You know, you can fuck him if you want to.”

“I do,” I gasped. And I knew that Jeff could hear us from the way his tongue hesitated on my pussy, seeming almost to stutter for a moment. I could only imagine how it filled him with hope to hear me say what I said, how badly he must be desiring exactly that. And it was so wild and kinky to think that somehow, we needed Ella’s permission. That somehow, she was now firmly in charge of this most intimate part of our lives. But it was the truth.

Ella moved on the bed beside me. Again, her latex catsuit and her thigh-high boots creaked with the motion of her body as she rose gracefully to her feet. Her outfit shone like a suit of armor as she bent over Jeff, and I heard him wince as she grabbed a fistful of his short hair. Smiling, she pulled on it, and Jeff lifted his mouth away from my streaming pussy, rising awkwardly to his feet as Ella pulled him upright.

I looked up at him, standing there with his hands bound behind his back, his hard cock stuffed awkwardly into a pair of pink panties. Without hesitating, Ella pulled those panties down until his cock sprang free, pointing upward and throbbing with the sheer force of his desire. She didn’t take the panties off, I noticed; she just pulled them down. And, smiling all the while, she delivered a quick loud slap to that ass again, making Jeff’s cock bounce and sway with the force of the blow as he grunted. I couldn’t help it. Even in the depths of my desire, overcome with lust for my boyfriend as I was, I laughed at the way my friend was treating him.

“Fuck her, loser,” she said, that sneer audible in her voice again. “See if you can prove to me that you’re not completely useless in bed. Even though I can’t see myself being impressed by anything you might do with that little thing.”

As usual, Jeff didn’t say anything. As usual, there was nothing he could say. But everything Ella was saying only increased the sexiness of the situation, as far as I was concerned. It was unbelievable, but it was unbelievably exciting, and bit by bit, I was losing any hesitation I might have had. I was desperate with desire, and suddenly even the most outrageous ideas seemed not only plausible, but desirable. As if I had never wanted anything else.

Seized by an idea, I rolled over on the bed, getting on my hands and knees, turning my back on them. Ella let out a burst of wild laughter as she saw what I wanted. With Jeff standing beside the bed, it put me at just the right height to take him like this, and I backed my ass up toward him, spreading my legs apart, a bitch in heat ready to get fucked.

Holding Jeff by one arm, Ella guided him forward. Not that she needed to. It’s exactly what was required of him, and all he wanted was to give me what I demanded.

As Jeff stepped up to the edge of the bed, I turned to watch over my shoulder and gasped in surprise and delight as I saw Ella reached down and take hold of his cock. She guided it inside me, and I moaned as I arched my back, pushing my ass back toward him to feel him inside me. No matter what my cruel friend said, he certainly didn’t feel small as he filled me up, groaning as he pushed his rigid cock deep inside me. And Ella removed her hand as he filled me up, using it instead to spank my boyfriend again with a loud slap that reverberated through the bedroom.

“Actually, this is perfect,” my dominatrix friend said with a note of satisfaction in her voice. “He can fuck you while I punish him for being such a loser.”

I let out a long moan of excitement, my body shivering with pleasure as Ella stepped away from the bed. I heard her high heels moving across the bedroom as she returned to the closet, but by now, I was so wrapped up in the pleasure I was feeling that I hardly cared anymore what she was doing. All that mattered was the sensations that were filling me as Jeff began to slide his cock back and forth, driving it deeper inside me with every thrust. And I howled in pleasure, I gasped and moaned, and my wild cries filled the room where they had never been heard before, Ella’s bedroom now becoming the scene of what was already, beyond any doubt, past any pretense, some of the best sex my boyfriend and I had ever had.




    



4. Ella’s Toy

“Oh fuck!”

A cry of pleasure was torn from my throat, my voice already trembling with pure and unstoppable lust from what was happening. There I was, wearing nothing but a bra, on all fours in the middle of my friend Ella’s bed. And my boyfriend Jeff was standing behind me, his cock buried inside me, moaning with pleasure as he thrust back-and-forth, bringing us both an ever-escalating cascade of physical bliss. I still hadn’t come, but I knew I was getting close. Warm juices were spreading down my thighs, pulled out of my dripping sex by Jeff’s invading cock, and it only lubricated the motion between us, making it feel even more incredible. The scent of sex was heavy in the air, inflaming us both with desperate passion, and I flung my body back to meet his oncoming thrusts, desperate to feel him as deep inside me as he could possibly go, desperate for that orgasm I was chasing, the one that had been building inside me ever since my friend ordered my boyfriend to go down on me in front of her.

But that wasn’t what made me cry out, not at that particular moment. Instead, that came from the way Jeff’s cock suddenly jumped inside me, the way his body lurched against mine. Because Ella was standing just behind my boyfriend, punishing him for the simple fact of being a male, for having a cock that didn’t meet her definition of being big enough. I had no complaints about Jeff’s cock, his size, or his stamina. But my dominatrix friend was set on humiliating my boyfriend, and it turned me on more than I would ever have believed possible.

She had a whip of some kind. I didn’t know exactly what it was. From my position on my hands and knees on the bed with my back to both her and my boyfriend, I couldn’t see that clearly. After all, I knew it didn’t matter. Ella was going to do whatever she was going to do, whatever she felt like doing in the moment. That, along with her body tightly wrapped in revealing skintight latex, was what made her so irresistibly sexy. She was punishing my boyfriend, and instead of feeling sorry for him, instead of making even the slightest attempt to stop her, to intervene on his behalf, I was enjoying it. I was getting off on it. As she struck him on the ass, the sound reverberating in the throbbing air of the bedroom, and I enjoyed the way his cock jumped inside me. I enjoyed the way the pain seemed to make him want to work harder to please me, the way he plunged his manhood inside me as if that pleasure could help him ignore his pain. It was an unbelievable thrill to be part of this game of Ella’s devising. I had never wanted to play like this, never been interested in bringing any kind of pain into the bedroom. But now, my sexy friend was showing me just how amazing it could be, and already, I felt like I was learning to enjoy it.

I cried out again as I heard another loud slap against Jeff’s ass, as I felt his cock surge inside me again. Ella was giving him a solid beating, and between his moans of pleasure, I could hear his cries of pain. They only seemed to spur her on to be even more cruel, just as they spurred me on to want even more sex. Everything was building to a wild climax, one unlike any I had had before, and I was torn by conflicting desires. Wanting to reach that high peak of ecstasy, but also not wanting this blissful moment to end.

Ella struck again, another loud crack reverberating in the swarming air of the bedroom. And again, I gasped in selfish pleasure as Jeff’s cock surged inside me. He let out a long groan, of pain or pleasure or both, and I felt his cock growing fatter than ever inside me, pressing insistently against the wet walls of my pussy.

That was it. For whatever reason, that was it, exactly what I needed. I let out a long cry of pleasure, holding nothing back, letting everyone in the room know exactly how good I was feeling. And my pussy spasmed around Jeff’s cock, the juices flowing in a wild torrent out of my body, and I howled like an animal as I finally reached the orgasm that had been promised to me for so long now, seeming to fill my world with the rumor of its approach.

It went on a long time. Long enough to leave me gasping in total bliss, to leave me shaking with the pure pleasure of wild sex. And as my pussy tightened around him, I heard Jeff let out a long moan too, and this time there was no doubt. It was pure pleasure he was feeling, pure bliss, even as his ass ached from the blows of Ella’s weapons against his bruised skin. But Ella didn’t stop. Even as my pleasure peaked, she brought her whip cracking down on my boyfriend’s ass again, and his long noise of pleasure turned into one of pain as she gave him the hardest blow yet, as if to punish him for doing exactly what we wanted from him. As if to reward him with pain for the pleasure he had given me. Ella, of course, had her own ideas about how the scene should go. And there was no doubting that my dominatrix friend was firmly in charge of what happened next.

I moaned again as the sensations inside me changed. I let out a gasp as Jeff’s cock suddenly withdrew. I turned again to look over my shoulder and saw Ella with her free hand on his chest, pushing him back, away from me. In the other, she held a black riding crop, the kind people use to discipline horses, and my pussy, empty now and missing the feel of Jeff’s manhood inside me, clenched on the empty air as I looked at my friend from behind, the laces of her corset rising like a ladder up her supple back, her tiny waist bracketed by the swell of her breasts and the curves of her shining ass revealed more than they were concealed by the tight latex that covered it. She looked as darkly radiant as ever, manhandling my boyfriend, and even though I wanted more, even though I craved the blissful feeling of having him inside me, it never even crossed my mind to resist what Ella wanted. It was such a relief to let her take control, so thrilling to not have to think about anything, but to simply do what my sexy friend said. I had never really understood the appeal of giving up control in the bedroom like that, but Ella was quickly teaching me just how much fun it could be. And she did it with such style, such attitude, so that it came to seem almost normal. It came to feel like I couldn’t argue with her, like she was absolutely right to do what she did. It was a performance that couldn’t fail to impress me, even as I crouched there shuddering on the bed, glowing with orgasm and yet still craving more.

“Come here, panty boy,” Ella said with her usual cruel tone, and again, I couldn’t keep myself from laughing. Moving on the bed, I turned and sat down, shockwaves of pleasure still making me tremble as I watched my friend manhandle my boyfriend. Her hand on his chest and her whip in her hand to ensure compliance, Ella pushed Jeff back toward the foot of the bed and had him stand by the footboard, staring at me. Leaving him there, she crossed her bedroom in a few long strides, returning to her closet. When she came back, I saw she had a length of rope in her hand. She tucked the riding crop under her arm and began to tie the rope around my boyfriend’s cock and balls, making him wince as she pulled it tight, then wrapped it around the footboard of her bed, binding him in place by the cock that still pointed at me, still shining with my juices, still throbbing in the air and desperate for pleasure that now, it seemed, Ella had decided he wouldn’t get.

“Was that good? Having your loser boyfriend’s tiny little cock inside you?” Ella said as she turned to me. Her words were cruel, but the smile on her beautiful face was infectious. She looked so beautiful with her blue eyes shining and her red lips lifted in that smile, those little bursts of color contrasting with the stark black of her hair and her outfit. No wonder men let her treat them any way she wanted to. No wonder they were seemingly willing to bow down before her and worship her like the goddess she was. She was so sexy, so powerful, so in control, and she never seem to doubt herself, not even for a moment.

“Yeah, it was good,” I said truthfully. Ella, still smiling, slowly shook her head so that the ends of her hair brushed over the latex shining on her shoulders.

“Maybe if you never had any good dick in your life,” she said. “Clearly, you need to learn what a real orgasm is. God, it’s lucky I’m here. Lucky you guys came round today so I can show you what actual sex looks like.”

Tossing her riding crop carelessly down on the bed, Ella turned again, heading back toward the closet. I watched her go, watched her body swaying, watched the light reflecting off the latex outfit she wore, and I felt again that strange surge of arousal I had been feeling ever since we came to her house and she answered the front door looking like this. Tentatively, I picked up the riding crop from where it lay on the bed. I could feel Jeff’s eyes locked on me, following my every move. Smiling at him, I hefted the crop in my hand. And, unable to resist the temptation, I reached out with it, trailing the leather flap on its end over the boiling network of veins on his hard cock until he shuddered with total bliss.

“Here we go,” Ella said. Caught up in teasing my boyfriend, I had barely noticed her approaching. But now she stood at the side of the bed, and I gasped to see what she held in her hand. A big dildo in an unmissable bright blue color, the impressive shaft augmented by an almost feathery little attachment at the base. I watched, and I knew that Jeff was watching too as Ella opened a bottle of lube and smeared it over the toy with her hand. Then, setting the bottle down on the floor, she climbed onto the bed where I sat, holding the toy in her hands. I knew what she was going to do. And even though it seemed completely outrageous, even though it made my heart vibrate with shock and disbelief and nervousness, again, I let it happen. As if it never occurred to me to resist her. As if it was impossible to deny what this dominant woman wanted. Seemingly more than willing to be nothing but playthings for Ella’s sadistic tendencies.

After all, so far at least, it had brought me nothing but pleasure.

“Lie down, sexy,” Ella said in a soft voice as she kneeled above me. And I did. Directed by her, I lay back on the bed, turning so that I was facing my helpless boyfriend. Clearly, Ella wanted him to have the best view possible. She didn’t want him to miss a moment of what she was about to do to me. And as she told me to spread my legs, I did, feeling Jeff looking at the pussy I knew he must still be able to taste in his mouth, the one that made his cock strain and throb even in the ropes Ella had tied around it. He was helpless, and from the look on his face and the occasional moans that rose from his throat, I knew that the show me and Ella were putting on was driving him crazy. And it felt good. It felt good to be this desired, this wanted, this powerful. I might be naked and spread out in front of him, but he couldn’t touch me, and that made me feel sexier than I ever imagined it would have. It was such a thrill to be like this, so cruel and withholding, so evil and so selfish. As strange as it was, I felt in some ways closer than ever to Jeff as I helped Ella tease and humiliate him for the pure sexual thrill of it.

Ella kneeled at my side, close to my head. She didn’t want to block Jeff’s view in any way. And she leaned forward, one hand on my thigh for balance as she held the toy against my pussy. Slowly, carefully, she pressed against it, and I groaned at the feeling of the head of the toy pressing against me.

Slowly, Ella pushed it further. Her latex catsuit groaned around her body as she leaned forward, the swell of her breasts under the rubbery fabric catching the light and showing off that incredible body of hers. But that wasn’t what I was focused on. As she continued to press the toy into me, I groaned in pleasure and gasped in surprise. It was big. I already knew that just from looking at it. But now, feeling it in my most intimate place, it felt so much bigger than it looked. My pussy expanded to take the tip of the toy inside, but still, it kept getting bigger. My sex stretched to accommodate it, and I cried out. I wasn’t in pain, but it almost felt like it was just around the corner. The pleasure was so intense that it was easy to imagine it turning painful at any moment.

And Ella kept pressing forward. Not hard, not fast. But insistently. As she did, she murmured under her breath, as if encouraging me to take it all. And I did. I lay there with my legs spread, and the toy slid between my trembling lips, and as I took it, inch by inch, I knew that I had never felt so full in my life. It stretched me out, pressing the wet walls of my sex apart in a way I felt nothing ever had before, and my eyes rolled in my head as every nerve of my body lit up. I knew what Ella was doing. I knew that this was what she wanted. But that didn’t change the fact that it was true. That didn’t change the fact that what she was doing was feeding me with pure ecstasy, lighting me up with unbelievable bliss.

Ella kept pushing. And as the toy reached deep inside me, it seemed like it would go on forever. It was reaching parts of me no one ever had, parts of me I never knew existed. Finally, it bottomed out, reaching the limits of my womanhood, the limits of what I could take. And I lay there panting, slowly opening my eyes to see Ella beaming down at me, and beyond her, Jeff, watching in disbelief, his eyes fixed between my legs as he stared at my stuffed pussy, unable to do anything about it.

“Look at that, Tiny,” Ella said, turning her smiling face toward my boyfriend to tease him again. “That’s what a woman really wants. That’s what a real cock does to us. Look at it. Look at how it’s stretching her out. You’ve never done that to her. You’ve never made her feel this good. Tell us how it feels, Sam. Tell us how good it feels to finally have your pussy filled the way it’s supposed to be.”

I burst out laughing at Ella’s cruel words, the laughter that came from shock and surprise as much as it did from amusement. But my voice gave me away. My laughter soon turned to a groan of pleasure, one I couldn’t help. There was nothing fake about it, no playacting, even though I was acutely conscious that in a way, the two of us were putting on a show for my boyfriend. This was real. The pleasure, the feeling of fullness, was so intense I barely dared to move. But I raised my head from the mattress to look down over my body at Jeff, to see his handsome face staring at me with a clouded expression of shock and lust and desire and jealousy.

“Oh my God, it feels so good,” I said, and while Jeff groaned in frustration, Ella laughed in pure sadistic joy.

“It does, doesn’t it?” Ella said. “It must be nice to finally be full for once in your life. Now, that should take a moment for you to get used to it. And then we can really have some fun.”

Another groan escaped me as I lay there with my legs spread, my breasts heaving in the bra I still wore as I panted, trying to adjust to the massive toy inside me. Ella was right about that. I had never felt quite like this, never felt so filled by anything. And I had never imagined that a toy might be a substitute for a real living person, but with the way this one was making me feel, I was starting to reconsider. Then again, it was the situation I was in, too. Being on display like this, teased by my sexy friend and dangled in front of my boyfriend like a prize he couldn’t have. That was enough to turn any woman’s head, enough to get my body dancing in desire even before Ella brought this oversized toy to the bed. Combine the two, and I was in some strange kind of ecstasy.

Her hands still on my upper thigh, Ella reached between my legs. This new intimacy between us was so strange. We had been best friends for years, and the two of us had almost no secrets from each other. But we had never gone this far, never even dreamed of doing something like this. Yet somehow, it felt strangely natural. It felt right, if only because it felt so damn good. And as Ella grabbed hold of the base of the toy, pulling gently on it, I let out another moan of pleasure. My pussy spasmed around the shaft, as if it didn’t want to let go, and already, I felt another orgasm growing inside me. Already, just from having it in me, not even moving. And even the slight movement of Ella gently tugging on it was enough to send a shockwave of pleasure through me.

My friend grinned down at me, clearly knowing exactly what I was experiencing in that moment. No doubt this was exactly what she planned.

“What do you say, pretty lady?” she said. “Want me to fuck you with this big cock?”

“Oh my God, yes, Ella, please!”

Again, there was no acting here, no thought of putting on a show. The words burst out of my mouth before I could stop them, if I even wanted to stop them. There I was, lying in Ella’s bed, basically naked and begging her for sex. And my boyfriend stood there with his throbbing cock pointing up at the ceiling, watching it all. Watching his own humiliation, his own inadequacy on display there in front of us all. Rejected in favor of a toy, a senseless lump of silicone. There was no way to miss the powerful imagery of it all, even for me as I lay there on the bed, brimming with pleasure. I knew Jeff wouldn’t miss any of it.

“Good girl,” Ella said softly, and even that forced another faint moan out of my throat. Even that made my pussy spasm even more around the toy. And as Ella took firm hold on the base of the dildo, as she leaned over my body to get better leverage, as she began to move the fat object in and out, I couldn’t contain myself. I let out a long scream of pleasure, my pussy clenching desperately around the toy that felt at times like it was splitting me apart, and I grabbed the bed sheets I lay on, my legs trembling and thrashing as I spread them even wider to take Ella’s toy inside.

It was incredible. I knew she said it just to make fun of my boyfriend, but what Ella said was true. I had never been filled like that. And as she moved the dildo, slowly but steadily increasing the pace, pleasure erupted inside me. Ecstasy flooded my brain, blissful chemicals drowning out all sense, all inhibition, every bit of restraint I might have had. This was all that mattered now. This was everything. Right there on Ella’s bed, spread out for the pleasure of her and my poor teased boyfriend, I gave into the powerful sensations that were filling me. I surrender myself to another orgasm, a shuddering swell that felt strong enough to lift me off the bed, to make me float in mid air, to make light leap from every pore of my skin until I filled the room like some screaming sun.

As I came down from my climax, the toy was still inside me. I lay in a spreading pool of my own juices, a dark pool on the sheet beneath me, and I knew that everyone in the room had no doubt about what just happened. My boyfriend had just watched my best friend give me an orgasm, and in the state I was in, awash with bliss, glowing with orgasm, I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it all meant. I was always completely straight, and as sexy as Ella undeniably was, I wasn’t attracted to her in that way. But knowing that she had been the architect of this blissful explosion, knowing that this woman had just given me one of the most powerful orgasms of my life, was playing all kinds of interesting tricks on my psyche.

And Ella seemed to enjoy it. Her pretty face beamed down at me, her glowing blue eyes flickering over every detail of my expression, desperate to take it all in.

“Looks like you enjoyed that, sexy,” she said.

“Oh my God, Ella, I did,” I said, looking up at my friend with glowing eyes. I knew what she was doing, of course. I knew that everything she said was calculated to further tease and frustrate my boyfriend. But I didn’t care. Or maybe, even worse, I did. Maybe I was coming to enjoy torturing him just as much as she did. Maybe, thanks to the outrageous pleasure she was giving me, I was learning to be as sadistic as she was. That thought sent a strange feeling of nervousness fluttering in my stomach again, but it was no match for the bliss I was still feeling. I wasn’t going to argue. And I got the feeling that Ella knew that perfectly well.

“Well, that’s nothing,” she said. “I know this pencil dick has never satisfied you in his life. Not really. But I can. You want me to show you what a real orgasm feels like? You want me to show you what a real dick can do?”

I stared up her, overcome by the words coming out between her bright red lips. Overcome, too, by this wild desire, this unbelievable pleasure. Overcome by the strange scene we were in, the perversity of it all, the sheer deviant sexiness of being so cruel and mocking. It was all too much. Just like Ella wanted, I was awash in powerful hormones I couldn’t resist, and they made me behave in a way I would never have imagined I could. They made me stop caring about anything else except the pleasure she offered.

“Yes, Ella, please,” I groaned.

Ella’s smile deepened.

Reaching down between my legs, she flicked a switch at the bottom of the toy. It began to vibrate, and I howled in unbelievable pleasure, my pussy spasming against it once again. But Ella pushed hard on the base, pushing it all away inside me so that the feathery appendage buzzed against my swollen clit. Stimulated in two ways at once, I thrashed on the bed, alive with pleasure. And Ella sat back on her knees, watching the show for a moment, smiling down at me to know what she had done.

Instantly, I felt another orgasm building inside me. Overcome with pleasure like I was, I barely noticed as she moved on the bed, inching away from me. Climbing off the mattress, she headed back toward her closet. But I barely listened, and didn’t watch. I closed my eyes, gripping my breasts through my bra, squirming on the bed as I abandoned myself to pleasure completely. Another orgasm shook my body, my wild cries of passion reverberating in Ella’s bedroom, and when I came to again, once more conscious of my surroundings, I opened my eyes to see Ella had climbed back onto the mattress with me.

This time, she positioned herself between my legs. She reached for the buzzing toy, and I groaned in disappointment as she slid it out of my dripping pussy. It was only as she held the base against herself that I saw she was now wearing a kind of leather harness around her hips, over the catsuit she already wore. There was a slot at the front of the harness, positioned between her legs, and as I watched her slide the toy into it, I groaned in disbelief. Because now the blue dildo rose from my friend’s body as if it were a part of her, an unrealistic fake cock that nevertheless we all knew could give me real pleasure. And as Ella positioned herself between my legs, hooking her arms under my thighs and lifting my legs up onto her shoulders, I knew what was about to happen. My best friend was about to fuck me, right there in front of my boyfriend. And I was too caught up in pleasure to protest for even a moment.

Ella leaned forward. The buzzing head of the dildo pressed once again against my dripping lips, and I moaned as I welcomed it inside. Ella thrust forward, and the feeling of delicious fullness was, if anything, even more intense now, even though the juices of my pussy lubricated it so well. And the maddening buzzing drove me onward, making me thrash and scream, driving me toward another powerful orgasm as Ella fucked me.



5. Ella Always Wins

I had never had sex like it. I mean, honestly, that’s an understatement. Of course I had never done anything like this. I had never been with a woman before, any woman. I had never even imagined being with my best friend. I knew Ella was sexy, of course, and even if I hadn’t, it would’ve been undeniable once I saw her in that skintight black latex catsuit and those fuck-me boots she was wearing. But I’m not attracted to girls. I can admire a woman’s beauty without wanting to have her. Which was what made the phenomenal sex I was having with Ella that much more powerful.

It was intense. There was a raw passion to what we were doing that almost blew my mind. Ella moved on top of me, her whole body shining in the clinging latex, and she was alternately gentle and hard, giving and selfish, tender and ruthless. She played my body like it was a musical instrument, and she was an absolute virtuoso. She was gorgeous and sexy and dominant and demanding, and yet thoroughly feminine all at the same time, and it was astonishing to see what this woman could do.

Not to mention that cock of hers. That relentless toy that never stopped buzzing and would never get soft, that plunged in and out of me over and over again until I lost track of time, until I lost track of everything, until I felt like I could no longer think with the pure ecstasy that filled me as my body rocked to multiple orgasms.

The first one came quick. Ella had barely gotten the toy inside me before the vibrating appendage on the bottom of the toy did its work on my clit. I spasmed and howled, thrashing in the bed as pleasure overtook me, and even though I never forgot that my boyfriend was watching, not even for a moment, I wasn’t putting on a show for him. I didn’t need to. Inside that wild scene, it was hard to even think straight, hard to even think about how it must look from the outside. But it occurred to me even then that I had probably never made noises like that before. I had probably never made sounds like that in bed, not with Jeff. I felt confident he would notice that.

And Ella didn’t give me long to recover. She slowed her movements down as my pussy tightened around her toy in the spasm of orgasm, but only for a moment. Soon, she was back at it again, thrusting that tireless toy deep inside my body and giving me sensations I could hardly even begin to describe.

And the toy kept up its insistent buzzing, sending irresistible waves of pleasure and excitement through my body. It wasn’t fair on Jeff, really. No man could compete with that. No man I had ever met had a cock that size that also vibrated at the perfect frequency to light up my whole body with pleasure like that. No man on earth had a cock that would never go soft, that would continue giving me pleasure just as long as I wanted it to. Just as long as Ella wanted it to. That obscene appendage, combined with her unspeakably sexy outfit, made my friend seem somehow more than human. Better than that, superior to everyone. Including, of course, my poor helpless boyfriend.

Jeff just watched. After all, what other choice did the poor guy have? Ella was going to do whatever she wanted, and clearly, this was what she wanted. To fuck me right in front of the man I loved, to show him how she could give me pleasure unlike any I had ever had with him. Even now, I feel a faint twinge of guilt saying that, even just thinking it. But it was true. And Jeff knew it just as well as I did. It was unmissable, unmistakable. You’d have to be both blind and deaf not to know it. Everything was going Ella’s way. And mine too, I guess. After all, I was the one having multiple orgasms with a gorgeous woman who seemed to never grow tired of fucking me.

Ella started out on top of me, kneeling close to the foot of the bed with her back turned toward Jeff and my legs hooked over her shoulders. That way, I could take her deep inside, and I moaned and groaned at every thrust, feeling that oversized toy spreading me apart, making me howl in unbelievable bliss. Ella gave me three whole orgasms like that, thrusting remorselessly inside me, her latex catsuit creaking with her movements, her big cock filling me completely until it felt like I was losing my senses.

But even after that, she wasn’t done.

I groaned and shivered as my third orgasm slowly receded, and groaned some more as Ella pulled back, her cock sliding out of my ravaged pussy. I missed it already. Without its thrilling size inside me, I felt almost hollow. But I needn’t have worried, because my sexy dominatrix friend was nowhere near done with me.

“Turn over,” Ella said, smiling down at me. Her blue eyes shone like polished jewels as she grinned, and I saw her hand reach down, stroking the big blue cock she wore as if it were really a part of her. The juices of my multiple orgasms shone on her skin, and I felt another tremor of wild lust race through my body just from looking at her. She was incredible. She was like some dark goddess controlling us all, and honestly, it never even crossed my mind to do anything other than exactly what she said.

My muscles were tired from spasming in pleasure, but I did as I was told. I rolled over, and Ella directed me up onto my hands and knees again. One hand on my shoulder, she guided my movements on the bed, encouraging me to turn around, to move toward where she had been at the foot of the bed. To face Jeff. I realized then with a little shiver of sadistic glee what she had in mind. And I welcomed it. This new and unexpectedly cruel part of myself, the part that suddenly understood what I had never understood before, just how fun it could be to have total sexual power over another person, even someone you loved, thrilled to the thought of what Ella proposed.

And that was the best part; it was all her idea. All I had to do was go along with what she said. I didn’t even have to blame myself. I could blame it all on the sexy goddess who made us both into her playthings that day and escape responsibility for my own actions. I could lose myself completely in this wild and unexpected joy, this kinky game that thrilled me like nothing else. My dominatrix friend had given me a real gift. Even though I didn’t know at that moment just how much she was giving me, I understood even then that this changed everything.

Where Ella had me positioned on my hands and knees on the bed, I was looking right at Jeff. And in my heightened state of arousal, my eyes traveled over his body with undisguised lust. I admired the lean muscles that showed through the skin, the diagonal lines of his lower stomach pointing the way to his cock that throbbed desperately right in front of me, bound to the bed frame by evil Ella. His hands tied behind his back, he stood there like an ornament, like a piece of meat, like an object. But of course, that wasn’t really true. If he hadn’t felt anything, there would hardly be any point in him being there at all. No, it was the tease, the jealousy, the cruelty we were inflicting on him that made the sex so hot. I mean, getting fucked by Ella while she wore that outfit and that huge vibrating strap-on would have been an unbelievable physical thrill anyway. But doing it like this, right in front of my boyfriend, torturing him with his inability to do anything about it and his inability to compete with the woman who was giving me such enormous pleasure, was the secret formula behind this unreal excitement.

As I looked at Jeff, I smiled. His eyes met mine. He didn’t smile back. He didn’t say a word either. But the look on his face told me everything I needed to know. He was so turned on, so excited by everything that was happening. Even if I hadn’t seen his cock throbbing right in front of me to tell me how he felt, I would’ve seen it all right there from the look in his eyes. He was transfixed by what was happening, rendered speechless by the show going on in front of him. I knew that my boyfriend, just like me, had never experienced anything like this before. Ella was taking us both to a place we had never been before, a strange world of deviant pleasure we had barely imagined. And Jeff, tied up and helpless as he was, was right there with me, watching the whole show.

He had a front row seat to this next part. To the whole thing, really. To his own betrayal. Funny I didn’t think of it that way at the time. I didn’t think of it as if I was cheating on Jeff and making him watch as I did it. The thought never entered my head. I was too caught up in it, I guess, too excited by this unbelievable new development to really think through what it actually all meant. For me in that moment, there was only pleasure, and that was exactly how Ella wanted me to feel.

I felt her hands on my hips as she kneeled behind me, but I didn’t turn around to look. Instead, I kept my eyes on Jeff, smiling up at him as I arched my back and spread my legs, welcoming Ella inside. Her huge fake cock felt like it was splitting me open again, and now I closed my eyes, roaring with pleasure as I did, letting the noise of my passion fill the room the way Ella’s cock filled my dripping pussy. She eased herself all the way in, pushing forward with her hips as the dildo slid inside, and I gasped from my open mouth, feeling as if it would never stop, as it would keep going and going forever. But eventually, of course, it did. Deep inside me, the vibrating dildo hit every pleasurable spot within me, every inflamed nerve, every vibrating cell. Once again, just being entered like that, just being filled like that, was almost enough to push me over the brink into yet another orgasm. And as Ella’s fingers dug into my hips, as she held me from behind and thrust that big cock into me over and over again, driving the powerful vibrations even deeper into my body, I surrendered to yet another wild peak of pleasure, my cries of passion filling the room while my helpless boyfriend looked on.

Ella grunted with effort as she continued to plow me. For her, I suppose, it was mostly just a power trip. The base of the vibrating dildo pressing against her body through the tight latex catsuit she wore was probably giving her some pleasure, but I doubted it would be enough to make her cum. No, for now, all the orgasms were just for me, and I had absolutely no problem with that. Ella’s cruelty and selfishness somehow made it acceptable, normalizing it to be so greedy. Besides, sex does that. In the heat of the moment, you forget about everything else. Something you do with people you love that makes you temporarily forget about them, treat them as objects for your own pleasure. Or worse. I never really pondered this darker side of sexuality before. But Ella brought it out in me.

She drove her cock into me over and over again, from behind, making the whole bed rock to our movements. And I howled like a banshee, lost in pleasure, as another orgasm swept over me, and then another. The power of the sex we were having was so great, I could barely hold myself up. My arms trembled like young trees in a hurricane, my eyes rolling in my head as Ella grunted behind me and her fat cock rhythmically invaded my spasming pussy.

Unable to keep my eyes on Jeff any longer, I slumped forward. Behind me, Ella growled like an animal as I fell facedown on the bed, my ass still raised up in the air, my hips still held in her hands so that she could keep on fucking me. She shifted on the mattress, and I felt the springs adjust to her movements.

And then, my eyes snapped open, wide in surprise, as Ella did something else I didn’t expect.

Leaning back on one knee, she stretched out the other leg toward me. And she put her foot on the side of my head, pressing me down into the mattress, pinning me under the sole of her wicked high heel. She kept me there like that, pinned down under her foot, as she drove her buzzing fake cock savagely in and out of my pussy.

And it felt incredible.

It was impossible to describe and hard to even understand. It was so degrading, so humiliating, to be treated like this. To be so dominated, so controlled, so used. Now, it wasn’t just Jeff. Now, I was just as submissive as him, just as controlled, just as used. And it felt amazing. Whether she knew it or not, Ella was giving me a little insight into how my boyfriend must be feeling, the complex feelings of shame and guilt and desire and excitement that came from bowing to the whims of a wicked woman like this. It was amazing.

I moaned, and that moan only seemed to encourage my new mistress. She drove her cock into me hard, plumbing the depths of my streaming pussy while I trembled beneath her. As if she no longer cared about anything but sex. As if who I was as a person, as her friend, meant nothing anymore. I was just a piece of meat to be grabbed and fucked, and in that moment, that was all I wanted to be.

Ella was happy to oblige.

Another orgasm tore through me. Another great wave of pleasure lifting me up and scattering my thoughts, making me breathless, making me close my eyes, making me cum. I moaned and gasped underneath my friend’s boot, my eyes open now but looking at nothing in particular, instead staring sightlessly across the room. I couldn’t see Jeff anymore, and to be honest, for the moment, I didn’t even think about him. I didn’t think about anything. I moaned and howled in orgasm and surrendered to unbelievable pleasure, surrendered to my gorgeous, sexy friend as she dominated and humiliated me and used me as her latest toy.

Ella shifted again. Lifting her foot off my head, she placed her boot on the mattress right in front of my face, the sharp heel sinking into the soft surface. And, in the grip of some passion I could barely understand, some wild submissive impulse I had never felt before and had never imagined ever learning how to deal with, I lost myself. Closing my eyes, I stuck out my tongue and licked Ella’s boot, leaving a shining trail of my saliva across the glossy leather. I didn’t know why. All I can say is that it seemed like the right thing to do at the time.

Ella noticed. For a moment, just a moment, she paused, her big cock still buried inside me, still buzzing, but no longer thrusting in and out. And then, while I cringed at her feet, she burst out laughing.

“Did you just… lick my boot?”

Embarrassment crawled across the red skin of my flushed face. Having lost myself almost completely in the thrill of kinky sex, I was now abruptly returned to myself, painfully conscious of the crazy situation all three of us were in. Jeff was watching, not saying anything, but even though I couldn’t see him from where I lay with my head turned away, I could feel his attention on me. And on Ella.

“Yes,” I said, trying not to cringe as Ella laughed again.

“That’s awesome,” she said, still chuckling as she spoke. “Maybe you have a submissive side too.”

I said nothing. But as Ella started moving again, sliding her big hard cock in and out of my dripping pussy again, I let out another long moan. She was doing something to me. As if the pleasure she was giving me was reprogramming me somehow, turning me into something I had never imagined I would be. Someone who wanted to be used and humiliated? Sure, lots of girls like to get fucked hard by a big cock, but no one, including Jeff, had ever fucked me so good that I wanted to lick their feet. But Ella had. And it couldn’t be undone. It had happened, and none of us were ever going to forget it. Certainly not me.

And not Ella. Because if anything, it seemed to inspire her to ever greater efforts. Warming to her task, she was plunging that rigid cock deep inside me, making me howl and scream as she held me up so she could fuck me better. I could hear the leather of the boot I had just licked creaking right in front of my face with every movement she made, and in the wicked curves of the gleaming shoe, I could see a faint reflection of my own orgasmic face.

Because before long, I came again. The sex was just too good, the feelings of passion and shame and disgrace too potent. My legs trembled, my juices pouring out of me, the bed underneath us getting soaked again in the perfumed fluid of my orgasm.

As my pussy twitched around her cock yet again, Ella pulled back, sliding the toy out of me. With a long shivering groan, I collapsed on the bed, face down, eyes closed, breathing hard. For a moment, she left me alone. I squeezed my shaking legs together, grinding my teeth as I tried to deal with the unbelievable pleasure I was feeling, and the shame of what I had done washed over me again, even more keenly this time. Still, despite my multiple orgasms, that desire was still buzzing inside me. This was, by an insurmountable margin, the sexiest thing I had ever done in my life, and somehow, the shamefulness of it all only made it even hotter to me.

I felt the bed bounce as Ella sat down. Maybe even this tireless goddess had her limits. Opening my eyes, I raised my head a little from the mattress to see her moving. She pushed herself back toward the headboard, propping herself up against it and the wall behind it. She sat with one knee raised, her high heel catching in the soaked sheets, and the other leg stretched out in front of her. She smiled at me as she draped her hand over her raised knee, relaxed and in control. But I could see the flush in her cheeks, the sweat beading on her brow, could see the way her breasts rose and fell rapidly underneath the shining latex that covered them. Ella was in great shape, practically an athlete. And the dull and pleasurable ache of my pussy told me just how much she had given me.

“You look so fucking cute right now,” Ella said, and I giggled. Then, she turned her burning blue eyes toward the foot of the bed where Jeff still stood, bound and frustrated. Her face lit up at the sight of him, joy at her own sense of sexual power seeming to vibrate right through her.

“Did you see that, loser?” she sneered. “See how your girlfriend gave it all up to me? Did you see her licking my boot?”

“Yes,” Jeff said in a voice that quavered and cracked. It was the first word he had said in what seemed like forever. After all, clearly, his input was not required. This was Ella’s show, and I was part of it, and Jeff was our helpless audience. It felt so good that another tremor of desire wound its way through my body just at the thought of it.

But of course, Ella wasn’t done with him yet.

“Yes, what?” she said, and her eyes flashed dangerously.

Suddenly she moved. The light shone on her catsuit as she sprang toward the edge of the bed, swinging her feet down to the floor, and I gasped a little, fear of what came next vibrating in my heart. Jeff’s eyes followed my friend as she strode along the side of the bed, sweeping up the riding crop that lay on the mattress. Positioning herself behind Jeff, she swung it through the air, making it crack against his skin with a loud slap. Jeff groaned, trying not to jump at the pain with his cock and balls still tightly bound to Ella’s bed frame.

He was totally defenseless as Ella brought the whip down on his ass again, and I sat up, instinctively wanting to help him. But at the same time, I couldn’t deny the appeal of what I was seeing. Ella looked so sexy whipping this naked man, dressed like the gorgeous dominatrix she was, and that strange new sadistic part of me I had only just discovered made me wait. It made me bite my lip as I watched, made my pussy twitch around the emptiness Ella’s cock left behind. It made me want her. It made me want him, too, but in a totally different way. Jeff groaned in pain as Ella whipped his ass, and I couldn’t believe how wet it made me to watch my friends torture the man I loved.

“It’s time you learned some respect, loser,” Ella said. “From now on, you call me Mistress Ella, or just Mistress. You’re going to show me the proper respect while I steal your girlfriend right in front of you. Got it?”

The whip cracked against his ass again. Jeff was trying to resist, but from where I sat on the bed, I could clearly see he had no chance. Ella had already beaten him that day, and I could only imagine how painful it was to be whipped again. Silently, I urged him to give in. Ella was going to win anyway; why make it harder than it needed to be?

“Yes… Mistress,” Jeff said at last, the word escaping his lips in a long hiss of resignation. And I gasped as I watched Ella finally stop beating him, the riding crop now hanging from her hand. She was even more breathless now than she had been a moment before, but Jeff was even more out of breath than she was. He stood there trembling and twitching, his discomfort obvious. And Ella wasn’t going to give him even a minute to recover.

Stepping forward, she gripped the back of his neck with her free hand.

“Bend over, loser,” she ordered as she pushed him forward. I moved back on the bed, making more room as Ella kept pushing, and Jeff had no choice but to bend at the waist. His eyes caught mine as he leaned forward, and I smiled at him, shrugging slightly as if to say, what else can we do? But the truth was, there was nothing else I wanted to do. I wanted to see where Ella was going with this, and I couldn’t wait to see what else she made us both do for her own sexual pleasure.

“Stay,” Ella ordered sternly, as if she was commanding a dog. Holding out the riding crop, she pressed it between Jeff’s shoulder blades until the shaft bent. Then, she stepped away. Circling back around the bed, she set the riding crop down on the mattress and climbed onto the bed, facing me.

“Come over here, sexy,” she said to me with a smile, her tone so different with me than it was when she spoke to my boyfriend. And I smiled too as I moved toward her, tired by all the orgasms she had already given me but still eager for more. Ella had me lie down on the bed, ordering me to spread my legs, and Jeff gazed right between my tired thighs, transfixed by the site of my dripping pussy stretched out by Ella’s cock.

But he didn’t get to look at it for long. Because Ella climbed over one of my legs, positioning herself between my thighs, her back to Jeff. And as she lifted my legs, she adjusted her position, moving back until her ass was right in front of my boyfriend’s face. Then she pulled me toward her, and I happily went, pushing myself down the mattress with my hands.

I groaned as Ella slid her cock into my pussy again. Again, I felt that incredible sensation of fullness, that almost painful pleasure that came from the big toy spreading my lips apart. And Ella groaned too, even though I knew she wasn’t feeling anything like the physical pleasure I was. Instead, for her, it was almost all in the mind. It was the crazy mind game of the dark sex we were having, her total control over both me and my boyfriend, her ability to make us to whatever she wanted.

Ella turned her head to look over her shoulder at Jeff, her dark hair trailing over the black latex of her catsuit.

“You know what you’re going to do now, loser?” she sneered down at Jeff, making my heart beat faster in my chest as I looked up her. “You’re going to show me you know your place in this relationship now. You’re going to kiss my ass while I fuck your girlfriend. Because if you don’t, not only am I going to beat that ass of yours black and blue. But I’m going to make sure you don’t get another orgasm for a month.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, closing my eyes at the mixture of pleasure and pity I was feeling. And that pleasure only grew as I heard the wet sound of Jeff pressing his lips against Ella’s latex-covered ass.

She turned her face back to me, smiling down in triumph. And her hips began to move back-and-forth, driving her buzzing toy into my pussy, then pressing her gorgeous ass back against Jeff’s face. It was all too much. Right there in Ella’s arms, with my boyfriend completely dominated and emasculated, I cried out in pure passion as I came once again.



6. Aftershock

It was a long, silent drive home.

And it didn’t happen until the next morning. Luckily, Jeff and I didn’t have any firm plans for that weekend. But if we had, I knew we would have dropped them immediately. I would have, anyway. And of course, poor old Jeff didn’t have a choice.

We stayed the night at Ella’s place, in Ella’s bed. I did, anyway. I was her toy, her plaything, a warm body for her to fuck over and over again. And that’s what she did, while my boyfriend watched. While he squirmed against the bondage she had put him in, while he called her Mistress and submitted to her sexual authority, Ella took me to heaven and back over and over.

By the end, I was so exhausted that I fell asleep almost immediately. I didn’t stay awake long enough to see Ella untie Jeff, or hear the conversation that took place between them.

In the morning, she lay under the blanket, no longer dressed in her sexy latex catsuit. Now, she looked once again like the woman I knew, my best friend instead of this powerful mistress she had turned out to be. But in its own way, that just made things stranger. It just reminded me of all the heartfelt conversations we had had, all the fun times we had shared, without anything even remotely like this happening. Ella had always been sexy, but I was never attracted to her, exactly. I like guys. But even as I awoke next to her that morning, naked in her bed, my pussy aching from passionate and powerful sex, I stared at my pretty friend and I found myself with some tough questions to answer.

“So…am I a lesbian now?”

Ella laughed loudly at my question.

“Not necessarily,” she said. “But really, does it matter? Don’t get too hung up on labels, Sam. You had a good time, didn’t you?”

“Yeah,” I said with a bashful smile. I mean, there was no denying that. The way Ella had me screaming and moaning, it would be absurd to pretend it was anything other than the best sex of my life. And from the way she smiled back at me, I could tell my friend knew that.

“Well, that’s all that matters,” she said. “I have clients who get hung up on the labels too much sometimes. They’ll do a thing, then feel guilty about it, wondering what it says about them. But really, it doesn’t say anything. It just says that they’ve found something they enjoy.”

“Where’s Jeff?”

“In the spare room.”

“Oh my God. What did we do, Ella?”

“We had fun.”

“Did he?”

“Believe me, Sam, he did. He would have stopped us if he didn’t. I mean, I know I was in control, but I know what I’m doing with guys like that. Some guys need a little extra push to discover that part of themselves, but once they do, watch out. I guarantee it. Now he’s had a taste of submission, he’s going to want more of it. I hope you’re ready for that.”

“I better go talk to him,” I said. Sliding out from under the blanket, I gathered up my clothes and headed for the bathroom. Once I was dressed, I found Jeff in the spare room. And, saying a hasty goodbye to Ella who was barely dressed yet, we began our long ride home.

Jeff kept his eyes on the road. Beyond, ‘good morning,’ he had barely said a word to me. And with every moment that passed in what felt to me like sullen silence, the butterflies in my stomach grew stronger and more frantic. Maybe I had ruined everything. Sure, it was fun at the time, but maybe watching me get fucked by Ella would be too much my boyfriend. Ella could assure me he was into it all she wanted, but I wasn’t nearly so sure of myself as my dominatrix friend was. Not nearly so sure of how Jeff might feel about something that we had never discussed, never even imagined.

From time to time, I opened my mouth, about to say something, then talked myself out of it. How do you bring up a subject like that? How do you address the elephant in the room? We were both still thinking about it, of course, stray images of what we had done, what had been done to each of us, flashing through our minds all the way home. I felt like I was almost obsessed with it now, obsessed with Ella and this new direction life had taken. But I didn’t want to lose Jeff. I didn’t want to lose what we had, and as thrilling as the previous day and night had been, I knew that I would give it all up in a heartbeat if that was what it took to make him happy.

But I didn’t say that. Instead, I just stayed quiet while Jeff drove us home.

He pulled into our parking spot, and together, we climbed the stairs up to our apartment. My legs ached with every step, still sore from being spread for Ella’s giant cock, but I didn’t say a word about that. Jeff unlocked the door to our apartment and stepped inside, and I followed, closing the door behind me.

“Well, that was pretty wild, wa-“ I began to say, but Jeff stopped me in midsentence by pressing his lips against mine.

He practically lunged toward me, pushing me back against the door I had just closed, his tongue invading my mouth with desperate passion. Surprised, I held him by the shoulders, kissing him back. Electricity sparked inside me, and if it wasn’t the same electricity that came from being completely dominated and used by Ella, it was certainly in the same family. But with Jeff, there was love behind it too. Passion and desire were great, and the day and night before had proven just how powerful they could be. But Ella didn’t kiss me like this. Maybe she fucked me better than Jeff ever had, maybe better than he ever could. But she didn’t love me like he did.

The kiss went on a long time. And when Jeff finally lifted his lips from mine, I was slightly out of breath. As I gazed up into his warm brown eyes, I felt my heart palpating in my chest, and a smile spreading across my face. He wasn’t mad at me. He wasn’t outraged by what I had done, what I had let Ella do to him, as if I could possibly stop it. He still loved me. He didn’t even need to say a word. I could feel it in the passion of that unforgettable kiss.

“What was that?” I said softly, my hands resting gently on his chest.

“You were so fucking sexy last night,” Jeff murmured. And involuntarily, my tired pussy gave a tiny little clench, the first beginnings of wetness starting to radiate out between my legs again. What was happening to me? Thanks to Ella, it was like I had become suddenly obsessed with sex. And with my handsome boyfriend standing in front of me, clearly still wanting me after everything that had happened, my desire only got stronger.

Still, the body has its limits.

Jeff’s hands were on me, sliding over my figure through the clothes I wore, and it felt incredible. But as he reached a hand up under my skirt, I stopped him. I placed a hand on his wrist, looking him in the eyes.

“No, Jeff,” I said. “I’m too sore.”

“Come on,” he growled, continuing to press his body against mine. I could feel his erection through his pants, and I’m not going to deny that it gave me another little charge of pleasure to know how turned on he was.

“I’ve been waiting for this all night.”

“I know. Poor baby,” I said. “You were such a good sport. And it’s not that I don’t want to, believe me. It’s just too much. I mean… You saw what Ella did to me. I’m going to need some time to recover from that.”

Jeff scowled, something close to a pout showing on his handsome face. But he didn’t press the issue. He stepped away from me, moving toward the bathroom. While he did that, I moved across the apartment to our bedroom and sat down on the bed. My head was spinning with everything that had happened, my thoughts struggling to process the unbelievable events of the day and night before. I was so glad that Jeff wasn’t upset, so relieved to feel that he still loved me. But that didn’t mean we didn’t have a lot of work still to do if we wanted to understand what all of this meant.

Jeff got out of the bathroom and came to find me on the bed. He sat down beside me, and again, his hand strayed toward my thigh, and again, I stopped him with my own hand.

“We should probably talk about this,” I said softly.

“Yeah. I guess we should.”

“So… That happened. Did you enjoy it?”

Jeff looked at me in silence from moment, his mouth hanging open.

“Sam, that was the sexiest thing that ever happened to me,” he said. I smiled.

“Oh my God, me too,” I bubbled. “I mean, I don’t even like girls, but Ella was so sexy, wasn’t she? And so were you, in a totally different way. You wanted me so bad, didn’t you? You wanted both of us.”

A guilty look showed on my boyfriend’s face, and now it was my turn to put a hand on his leg in what I hoped was a reassuring gesture.

“It’s okay, baby,” I said. “She’s so hot. It’s okay to say it. Did it turn you on, seeing her in that fetish gear?”

“Yeah,” Jeff said with a rueful smile.

“Of course it did. That would turn anyone on. She has an amazing body, doesn’t she? And she’s so mean. I don’t really understand it, but I love it. I see why guys pay her money to do that to them.”

“It’s so crazy though,” Jeff said, shaking his head.

“I don’t know. Is it? I mean, neither of us are naïve. Just because we’ve never done any kinky stuff doesn’t mean it’s not out there. Millions of people are doing stuff like this, or way more crazy stuff than this.”

I turned on the bed so that I was facing him fully, clearing my throat slightly before speaking. What I was about to say seemed very important, and I needed my boyfriend to understand that.

“Look, Jeff, that was so much fun,” I said. “But we need to be on the same page about it. If it’s not cool, if you don’t think you can handle it, that’s fine. I was always happy with our sex life the way it was. We can just put this behind us. Just one of those crazy things that happened one time, and never do it again. If that’s what you want.”

Jeff paused for a moment. His eyes were down on the bed between us as he reached out a hand and took hold of mine. I placed my other hand over the top, holding his hand tight, and finally, he raised those brown eyes toward me.

“What if I want to do it again?”

A broad smile spread across my face. Ella was right. And as sore and tired as I was, already, I felt like I couldn’t wait for our next adventure.

*****

I heard his steps on the stairs outside before I heard his key in the door. It was quiet in our apartment while I spoke on the phone. Jeff had been out, hanging out with some buddies of his. When I thought about it, I couldn’t help feeling a little thrill as I pondered the secret we both kept, the side of him his friends didn’t know about. A side of him I hadn’t known about until a few days before, when Ella dominated him. A side Jeff himself, as far as I knew, had been unaware of.

It was the first time I had spoken to Ella since the weekend. She had called me up, and I had felt a flutter of nervousness as I saw her name on my phone. But I picked up anyway, and as I probably should have suspected, Ella acted as if everything was completely normal. Maybe to her, it was. What we had done together didn’t bother her in the slightest, that much was obvious.

She asked how Jeff had reacted, and if we had talked about what happened. Aftercare is important, she told me. And I told her what Jeff said, that far from damaging our relationship, the wild day and night the three of us had spent together had become a kind of sexual highlight of my relationship with Jeff.

In fact, I had just finished telling her that when my boyfriend came through the door.

“Speak of the devil,” I said.

“Who are you talking to?” Jeff said in a kind of stage whisper. As he walked across the apartment toward me, I could already see he had probably drunk a little more than was strictly good for him. He wasn’t hammered, by any means. But there was a looseness in his step, a slight slur in his speech that told me he had had more than a few beers with the boys before coming home to me. And I could smell the beer on his breath as he leaned in to kiss me while I held the phone away from my face.

“It’s Ella,” I said, and couldn’t keep myself from laughing at the look on his face when I spoke her name. It was such a strange combination of fear and nervousness and excitement that my body couldn’t help respond, sending similar emotions through me as I gazed up at him and held the phone back to my ear again.

“You should see his face right now,” I said, and Ella laughed.

“Well, show me,” she said. “Put me on video.”

“Hold on.”

Lifting the phone away from my face again, I tapped on the screen, changing the call to a video call. At the same time, I set my phone down on the coffee table, turning it sideways and propping it up against a mug so that it faced where we sat on the sofa.

There was Ella, sitting up in her own bed, the bed that had been the scene of such a wild adventure. She was wearing a blue tank top that brought out the blue glow of her eyes, her dyed black hair held back behind her head in a loose ponytail. She wasn’t dressed up; she was spending the night at home. That didn’t mean she didn’t look good. And I could practically feel the tension rising from Jeff’s body as he sat beside me, and I wondered what exactly was going through his head and his heart as he looked at my sexy friend. Because I knew how I felt. I was still straight, still sexually attracted only to men. But after what Ella had done to me, I couldn’t even look at the woman without feeling a flush of desire. For my boyfriend, I suspected things were far less complicated. Ella was sexy, and he wanted her. Not in spite of the cruel things she had done to him, but because of them.

“Hi, Jeff,” Ella said in a sultry voice, making me laugh as she teased him. “How’s your ass feeling?”

“Still kind of sore,” Jeff said, and both Ella and I laughed at his response.

“Good. I don’t want you forgetting what happens to bad boys who don’t do as they’re told,” she said. Beside me, Jeff said nothing. And it was clear he had no idea what to say. As I looked at him, a few wild ideas of my own sparked in the vibrating madness of my brain. We had just been chatting like the old friends we were, but the way Ella effortlessly snapped back into her dominatrix persona thrilled me. Again, I felt that strange envy I had felt from the first time I saw her in her latex gear, looking like the dominant goddess she had proven herself to be. Was that what I wanted? If it was, would that be the worst thing in the world? Sitting there beside my boyfriend in front of my sexy dominatrix friend, it certainly didn’t seem like it.

“So what have you guys been up to since we had all that fun together on the weekend?”

“Oh, not much,” I said. Ella raised her eyebrows.

“Really? Because I had a feeling he wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off you after seeing the two of us together like that.”

I laughed, and beside me, Jeff squirmed a little in his seat.

“Well, yeah, that,” I said. “I mean, I was too sore when we first got home, but I think we’ve made up for lost time.”

“There’s not much point the three of us being coy around each other anymore, is there?” Ella said. “Don’t get me wrong. I’m not looking to be the unicorn in your thruple. Been there, done that, didn’t work. But there’s something fun about introducing a vanilla couple into the lifestyle. Besides, Sam, you’re sexy as hell. And Jeff, you’re kind of cute, too.”

“Thanks,” Jeff murmured sarcastically, and Ella laughed again. On the screen of my phone, she turned her eyes to me.

“You think he’s hard right now?”

Now it was my turn to laugh, bursting out in wild laughter at the sheer audacity of the question. But at the same time, I turned toward my boyfriend way sat on the sofa beside me. And sure enough, I saw a bulge in the front of his pants that he couldn’t hide. Jeff looked at me in embarrassment, still saying nothing as I turned back toward the screen and Ella.

“Yeah, he is,” I said, and Ella chuckled.

“Of course he is. Are you going to let that go to waste?”

“What - what do you mean?”

“Well, he’s been a good boyfriend, hasn’t he? He was pretty obedient, once he figured out who’s the boss. I always believe good behavior should be rewarded.”

“Oh, believe me, it will be,” I said. I could feel Jeff looking at me now, and without looking at him, I could almost feel the hope and excitement radiating off him, just like the alcohol he had consumed. Knowing him, he had come home wanting this anyway. But now, talking to Ella, being teased by her, being reminded of the best sex either of us had ever had, I knew he would want it more than ever.

Ella’s blue eyes glittered from the screen of my phone as she looked straight at me.

“Well, go ahead then,” she said, a smile lifting the corners of her mouth. “Show me what you can do to that loser boyfriend of yours.”

I looked at Jeff. He looked at me. He looked every bit as surprised as I felt, but again, I noticed he wasn’t saying no. And what Ella said was outrageous, of course; she always was. I couldn’t deny a faint thrill of pleasure at the thought of it, either. And that thrill of pleasure grew stronger with what she said next.

“I want to see you dominate him, Sam,” she said. “Tie him up and fuck his brains out.”

I gasped. And beside me, Jeff grinned. Any reluctance the might have had, any doubts at letting my friend watch us have sex, vanished completely, drowned out by his desire for kinky sex. And honestly, I was just as turned on. What Ella suggested was outrageous, but that was what made it exciting. That was what made her as sexy as she was.

“Is he wearing a belt?” Ella asked.

“Yeah, I am,” Jeff replied.

“Take it off,” Ella ordered. “And take his shirt off, too. Give me something to look at.”

It didn’t escape my attention that Ella was ignoring my boyfriend and talking to me. As if he had no choice in the matter, no agency at all, even though we all knew he wanted this. I turned to Jeff, biting my lower lip as I smiled, excitement buzzing inside me. And I could see straightaway that he was, if anything, even more excited than I was.

Throwing caution to the wind, I moved on the sofa, leaning over him. I grabbed hold of his T-shirt, and he raised his arms, letting me pull it off. Next, I unfastened his belt, pulling it free of his pants.

“Put your hands behind your back, loser,” Ella said from the coffee table. “Otherwise, you don’t get any sex tonight.”

I giggled to myself, enjoying the way she always found some means of leverage. And Jeff barely hesitated. He paused for only a moment before turning on the sofa, placing his hands behind his back. Guided by Ella’s instructions, I looped his belt around his wrists, pulling them tight together and wrapping the belt around his arms over and over before tying it off. Jeff just let it happen, breathing steadily as I tied him up and my dominatrix friend watched.

Once I had his hands tied, I placed my hand on his shoulder and turned him back around to face the camera. Then, I pushed him back on the couch aggressively, and he smiled as he looked up at me. From the phone, Ella offered encouragement, but by now, I barely needed it. Just as I had been at her house, I was caught up in the moment, and just as I had experienced before, once you get turned on enough, the normal rules of behavior cease to apply.

I stood up. I hadn’t dressed to impress, not expecting anything like this to happen tonight. And it was the work of seconds to take off my own T-shirt and cast it to the floor. I could feel Jeff’s eyes on me as I pulled down my leggings, working my way out of them until I stood in front of him and Ella in my underwear. My self-consciousness only grew as my friend gave a wolf-whistle from the phone, but even as I blushed, I knew it was intended to encourage me.

In my underwear, I stepped toward Jeff. I reached for the front of his pants, and he raised his hips from the sofa he sat on, making it easier for me. Unfastening his pants, I pulled them down, along with his underwear, and as his cock sprang free, Ella chuckled.

“I still can’t believe you let him have sex with you with that thing,” she said. “I guess you don’t have any other choice, for now. Mistress Ella isn’t there to show you what a real cock feels like.”

Smiling, I didn’t respond. I crouched on the floor and took Jeff’s socks off, then pulled off his pants and underwear too. Now he was completely naked in front of my friend, and Ella didn’t even try to disguise the way she was looking him up and down, enjoying his naked body on display in front of her.

She wasn’t the only one. I was getting more turned on by the second. And just as on the weekend, the sheer deviancy of it all made it even more exciting. Having Ella watching, having her directing us like this from a distance, made sex even more unbelievably thrilling. Even though I had my qualms about getting naked in front of her, I knew it was nothing she hadn’t seen before. So I removed my bra and pulled off my underwear, and Jeff studied my body as if he was trying to memorize it as I stood naked in the living room in front of him.

“There we go,” Ella grinned. “Ride it, cowgirl. Facing me. I want to see those fat tits of yours bouncing up and down while you conquer his useless dicklet.”

I couldn’t say what Ella’s cruel words were doing to my boyfriend, but I knew what they were doing to me. They were turning me on. And I did just what Ella wanted, stepping toward where Jeff sat on the couch and turning my back on him. Carefully, I lowered myself down into his lap, spreading my legs. He moved beneath me, adjusting his position to make things easier. I took hold of his rock-hard shaft in my hand. Slowly, I guided it inside me, moaning as I impaled myself with my friend watching every minute. I didn’t know what she was talking about. Yes, Jeff was smaller than the oversized toy Ella had used to give me such incredible pleasure. But as the head of his cock spread my wet lips apart, it didn’t feel overly small to me. Besides, while he could never compete with the pleasurable sensations the toy gave me, there’s something nice about contact with another human being.

“You look so fucking hot right now,” Ella smirked. The way she was looking at me made me believe it. Although she wasn’t in the room with us, she was turned on, her eyes half-closed and a smile on her face as she watched the screen. In some weird way, this extremely intimate moment between my boyfriend and me had become a show for her amusement, and that idea sent another stab of arousal through me. That was how powerful she was. That she could make us have sex for her viewing pleasure even when she wasn’t in the same building as us, and we would just do it without putting up even the slightest hint of a fight. Because ultimately, a lot of Ella’s sexual power came from the fact that in the end, she was only making us do what we wanted to do.

“That’s it, girl,” Ella said from the screen as I began to move. “Ride it!”

And I did. My legs spread, hooked over Jeff’s as I sat in his lap with my back to him, facing the camera, I moved up and down on his cock, moaning as it penetrated my pussy. He squirmed on the sofa beneath me, but with his hands bound, that wasn’t much more he could do except be an object for the pleasure of both of us women.

“And don’t you dare cum, loser,” Ella said, raising her voice to make sure Jeff could hear her over my moans of pleasure. “Don’t you dare cum until she’s completely satisfied.”

“Yes… Mistress Ella,” Jeff panted behind me.

And I couldn’t help it. At his submissive words, at the feel of his hot breath against my back, the feel of Ella’s beautiful blue eyes watching this obscene show, I came right there in front of her.



7. Training The Novice

“Not exactly comfortable, is it?”

I grunted as I spoke, pulling in my stomach as the garment tightened around me. A woman stood behind me, positioning the waist cincher around my stomach, professionally focused on her task. And Ella stood in front of me, her arms folded, watching every moment.

No longer the dominant goddess she had been last time I was at her house, my friend was dressed casually now, in a black T-shirt and a stylish pair of ripped jeans. She looked good, as always, effortlessly good. But now, I also had to consider the possibility that part of the reason why she looked so good was because of her dominant personality. Yes, she was pretty, and she had a body any woman would envy. But the sexiest thing of all about Ella was her confidence. Was it that confidence that made her a natural dominatrix? Or did the confidence itself come from knowing the sexual power she had? It wasn’t a question I had ever thought to ask before, but it was one that occurred to me more and more now.

Because there was no denying it. The sexual possibilities were thrilling. Although neither I nor Jeff had ever thought to explore this world before, now that Ella had brought us into it, we couldn’t let it go. It turned us both on so much to play these games, and even the thought of what Ella had done to us and the thought of what she might do was enough to get us both brimming over with excitement. I had never had any complaints, but the truth was, we were having some of the best sex of our lives, and it was all thanks to being dominated by my sexy friend. No wonder we wanted more.

And this was what more looked like.

After our remote playtime on the phone, I had to admit the truth. I wanted more. I wanted a taste of what Ella had, an experience of that ferocious power, that complete control. And Jeff wanted that for me, too. He wanted me to boss him around the way Ella did. He wanted me to tease and torment him the way she did with her sex slaves, and even though I had no idea how to go about it, I was more than willing to try. So who better to turn to than my best friend, the woman who had got us into this state of excitement in the first place?

When I told Ella I wanted to learn her dominatrix tricks, her eyes lit up. That sly smile spread across her pretty face, and she purred like a cat as she told me that yes, she could absolutely teach me how to take charge in the bedroom. But first, I would have to look the part.

Obviously, Ella knew exactly where to go for the specialized wardrobe a dominatrix requires. And even though it made me nervous, I’ll admit that it also excited me to think of dressing as provocatively as she did. I still remembered how amazing she looked in her skintight black latex catsuit, the image of her incredible body wrapped in shining rubber burned forever onto my memory. I still remembered the feelings of envy it inspired in me to see her that way. I didn’t lust after her the way that Jeff did. Instead, I wanted to be like her. To look like her. I couldn’t imagine parading around in such a provocative outfit, combined with the wicked dominatrix boots she wore. But I wanted to feel that confidence, that power, that desirability.

But Ella said I wouldn’t be getting into a neck -to-toe latex catsuit like the one she had. Not yet. In her mind, I wasn’t ready for that yet. Maybe she was right. The truth was, I was ready for whatever she felt I should do next. I was completely in her hands, just like we had been that first day when we stopped by her house and discovered her secret. I was ready to follow wherever she led.

And that was how she led me here, to this workshop in a quiet corner of the city. You wouldn’t think anything of it from the outside. It wasn’t really a store so much as it was a studio for a woman who clearly made it her business to create fetish gear. Ella hadn’t told me how she had found it, but I suppose it was all part of what she did. A good dominatrix needs to know where to get clothes and boots from, after all.

“Actually, this stuff can be more comfortable than you might think,” Ella said as she idly watched the tailor take measurements of my body. “Besides, a little restriction isn’t always a bad thing. These are the kind of clothes that you don’t forget you’re wearing, but that’s all part of it. You’re going to feel like an absolute goddess. You’re going to look like one, too.”

I smiled shyly at my friend as she looked at me. Of course, that was exactly what I was hoping for. That same confidence she had, that same swaggering style and beauty and sexual power. I didn’t expect to be as good a dominatrix as Ella was, certainly not right away. Maybe never. But my adventures with her and with Jeff had convinced me that this was worth pursuing. That there was something to this, even with the faint thrill of danger it offered. Maybe because of that, honestly.

Behind me, the tailor remove the waist cinture she had around my stomach. I breathed out with a sigh as she continued to move her tape measure over my body, around my hips, along my legs, around my breasts. I just stood there like a mannequin, chatting with Ella while she did her work. I had never in my life had clothes custom-made for me before. For all the different reasons why this experience was already thrilling me, that was inarguably one of them.

“What am I getting into here?” I said, while Ella just smiled her usual smile.

“You’ll love it,” she said confidently.

“But what are you having made for me?”

She still hadn’t told me that. Once I told Ella that I wanted to learn how to be a dominatrix like her, she had taken complete control of the situation. I felt almost like a doll that she was taking around town, getting measured up, getting clothes made for according to her own ideas of what would look good and what would make me feel sexy and confident. It was fun to give up control like that, but I couldn’t help wondering what the result would be.

“Don’t worry about her,” Ella said. “Florence here makes the best stuff. Everything she makes looks amazing, and you’re going to look amazing in it. Right, Florence?”

The tailor didn’t answer. Instead, she was jotting down figures in a notebook with a stubby pencil. When she was done, she tucked the pencil behind her ear, visible against her closely cropped hair on the sides of her head. She was a small woman, several inches shorter than me or Ella, and very thin. There was a serious look about her, and to see her, you would never think she made outrageously sexy clothing for a living. But she went about her business with pure professionalism, and maybe that intensity of hers was an asset.

“Black?” Florence said, talking to Ella, instinctively seeing who was running the show here. Ella’s black hair brushed her shoulders as she slowly shook her head.

“No. White,” Ella said. “After all, she’s a novice. My trainee. She can wear black after she graduates, but until then, she’s going to be in white.”

“When I graduate?” I asked, and Ella’s teeth showed between her lips as she smiled at me.

“Yeah. You’re in Mistress Ella’s School for Dominatrixes now. And I’m hoping you’re going to be a very good pupil.”

I tried to suppress it, but a shiver passed through me at those words. It was all so exciting, so unexpected. And standing there in the tailor’s workshop, breathing in the smell of leather and rubber from the half-finished garments all around us, I felt again as if I was standing on the threshold of an entirely new life.

*****

My heart was beating high up in my chest, fluttering like a caged bird, as we knocked on Ella’s door. It was the first time we had been to her house since that first unforgettable encounter when she came out to us as the dominatrix that she was. We knew what to expect. At least some of it, anyway. We didn’t really know what Ella would do to us, what she might have in mind. And of course, that was part of what made it so exciting. But we knew she would be in charge. We knew she would be dominant and sexy and bossy and mean. And both of us, in our separate ways, wanted that.

I listened to my friend’s footsteps moving through her big house toward where we stood at the front door. Before she even opened the door, I could hear that she was wearing high heels. And when she swung open the door, she appeared before us again already dressed in her latex catsuit, the light gleaming off the outfit that wrapped her body like a second skin, and all over again, I had to acknowledge just how amazing she looked and just how much I envied her. Not just her body, but her poise and confidence too. She stood there in the doorway, letting us look, letting us drink in her incredible beauty, her unignorable sex appeal. She didn’t seem to care if any of her neighbors saw her, lit from behind by the lights in the house against the gathering darkness outside. The curves of her body were beautifully displayed by the shining latex, and I didn’t need to look at my boyfriend standing beside me to know that his eyes were doing a lustful little dance over my friend. He wanted her so bad, it was almost funny. It surprised me to find that I was barely jealous at all. Maybe because I was part of this game too. Or maybe it was because I had to acknowledge that Ella looked so sexy, he could hardly help desiring her. But it never bothered me that he found her attractive. If anything, it excited me. Because it created all these wild possibilities for adventure between the three of us.

“Come in,” Ella said, stepping away from the door. And in we came. She had told me not to wear anything special, knowing I would be changing anyway. After a couple of weeks of waiting, my outfit had finally arrived from the tailor, and that was what we were there for. But not just that, of course. As I stepped into Ella’s house and Jeff followed me, shutting the front door behind him, the sexual tension was thick in the air. We all wanted something. At least, I knew both Jeff and I did. And Ella hadn’t dressed that way just to chat to us, either.

Ella walked toward the center of her huge living room. There, she turned. She stood with one hand on her hip, the other leg extended forward, the light shining off her catsuit and thigh-high boots. The image of her dressed like this might be engraved onto my brain, but still, I felt the shock of seeing it all over again. No matter how I tried to remember, it was like I could never quite retain just how sexy she was. She looked almost superhuman in that outfit that matched perfectly with her jet-black hair. She looked like she had every right to boss mere mortals around. She looked like a total sex goddess, a creature made for irresistible pleasure, and obeying her every whim just seemed somehow like the right thing to do.

Of course, the attitude was all part of that too.

“Take your clothes off, Jeff,” she ordered, her blue eyes shining as she looked at my boyfriend. “Subs don’t wear clothes in my house.”

She said the word so calmly, in such a matter-of-fact voice, as if what she was saying was obvious. Maybe to her, it was. But Jeff looked at me uncertainly, and I looked back at him, vibrating with excitement. It felt so strange to hear another woman talk to my boyfriend that way, demanding that he get naked for her amusement. But it was so exciting.

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t even nod. I just smiled at Jeff, and he looked back at me, that same look of uncertainty on his face. If he was hoping that I would protect him from Ella and her cruel domination, he was sorely mistaken. After all, that was what we were there for. And after a moment, he seemed to sort of wilt. Any resistance he might have had, any sense of pride that made him want to resist letting Ella boss him around, quickly evaporated. He pulled his T-shirt over his head, and I tried not to laugh as I watched him take off his shoes, unfasten his jeans, and strip down to his birthday suit right there in my best friend’s living room while we remained fully clothed.

Ella looked him up and down, taking in his naked body. The corners of her lips lifted in a faint smile. She could see exactly what I could, and evidently, it pleased her. I wondered if it turned her on. And if so, why, exactly? I was turned on by looking at my boyfriend’s naked body, his lean muscles showing through the smooth skin, and his cock already hardening visibly in the air, so excited by what was happening here. Was Ella attracted to Jeff, too? Or was it just his submission that turned her on, and her own sense of sexual power over him? I didn’t know, and I hadn’t asked. I filed it away in my head to ask my friend later, maybe. But after all, I knew it didn’t matter. Whatever Ella was getting out of this, whatever excitement it made her feel to boss Jeff around, was fine by me if it meant we kept having the amazing sex we had been having ever since we discovered this kink.

“That’s better,” Ella said. Her tight leather boots creaked as she shifted her weight, adjusting her stance a little, standing with both hands on her hips now. I could see her breasts straining against the tight rubber of her catsuit above the corset that gave her such an incredible hourglass figure. I didn’t need to look at Jeff’s swollen manhood to know just how much it was turning him on. It was so easy to get him excited, it was almost laughable. But the warmth I could feel between my own thighs wouldn’t let me forget that I was just as excited as my boyfriend was. The reasons might be different, but in the end, the result was exactly the same.

“The rules of the game are simple,” Ella said, staring challengingly Jeff as she spoke. “You do as you’re told, by both of us. You’re here to be used for our pleasure, in whatever form that takes. Any defiance, any disobedience, will be harshly punished. Good behavior may be rewarded, but you shouldn’t rely on that. You should do what you’re told because you acknowledge that we are superior to you as women. Your place is to service and worship the ground we walk on. Do you understand?”

I bit my lower lip with excitement as I listened to Ella’s words. I didn’t honestly believe that women are superior to man, and I doubted she really did, either. But it was all part of the game. All part of the thrill. And it was definitely a fun fantasy to indulge in. To treat the guy I loved as inferior, as a lowly servant, just because he was male and we weren’t, excited me in a way I struggled to understand. Maybe I didn’t need to understand it. Maybe it was enough just to experience it.

“Yes, Mistress Ella.”

God, it made me so wet to hear him say that, to hear him call her that. Clearly, Jeff hadn’t forgotten his manners, or his place in Ella’s life. And the smirk on her face as he said the words only made the whole situation even sexier as far as I was concerned. His submission was so hot. I knew I wasn’t the only one feeling it, feeling the rising heat in the room, feeling the excitement that was growing by the second. We were all riding the same wave, all turned on by what the evening promised.

“Good boy,” Ella said, and if Jeff’s breathing caught a little at her words, I could hardly blame him. Her tone was patronizing, of course, but it was so unbelievably hot at the same time. The way she said it was so sexy, and trust Ella, this new dominatrix version of my old friend, to manage to make two short words sound so incredibly erotic. Though of course, the whole situation we were in was part of that, too. All of it, the costume and the atmosphere, the wild truth of what we were doing there. We had come there for sex. Maybe not sex with Ella, per se. But it was sexual gratification we were all after, one way or another. And there was no way to ignore it.

“Follow me. Both of you.”

As usual, Ella gave her orders as though it never even occurred to her that we wouldn’t do as she said. And as usual, she was right. She turned, not even looking over her shoulder to see if we were following as she moved toward the big double doors that led toward the kitchen. Her round ass swayed with every step she took in her high-heeled boots, black rubber shining on the mouthwatering curves of her body, and I looked at Jeff, and with what was probably a Herculanean effort, he managed to tear his attention away from Ella for at least a moment to look at me.

Again, we didn’t say anything to each other. We didn’t need to. There was nothing to say. This game was absolutely thrilling, and we both wanted to play, even though neither of us knew exactly where it might lead. That was part of the excitement.

And so I followed Ella without a word, and behind me, I heard Jeff’s bare feet following me. Unlike my dominatrix friend, I turned to see Jeff following me, his cock sticking straight out in front of him, his body ready for sex that neither of us had any idea would be happening or not. After all, at this point, that wasn’t up to either of us. If we had been alone, I might not have been able to resist temptation. I might have flung myself at my boyfriend right there, so turned on by his desire that I couldn’t keep myself away. But of course, this was Ella’s show now. What would happen was exactly what she decided.

The latex-clad goddess led us through the kitchen, completely oversized for a woman who lived alone and immaculate in the way that the kitchens of people who rarely cook generally are. Turning right, she led us through another, smaller door, through a utility room with a washer and dryer and multiple shelves. At the back of this room there was another door, and Ella opened it, stepping through into the darkness beyond. A light clicked on, and I followed her down a few steps into her garage.

I wasn’t sure what I had expected. It should have been fairly obvious. My friend was a dominatrix, after all, and a dominatrix needs a dungeon. Still, when I saw the room my friend had created, I couldn’t help gasping.

Half of one bare white ball of the garage was covered by a rack that held an astonishing collection of toys. Where another person might have had tools and DIY equipment, Ella had a variety of whips, harnesses, restraints, and sex toys. Casting my eye over the well-equipped rack, I had to admit that some of the things I was looking at, I couldn’t even name. Some of them, I couldn’t even guess what they did. But for others, it was obvious, dozens of implements carefully designed to bring pain or pleasure or both.

Further along the same wall, there was a huge ornate chair, almost like a throne. But another tremor of excitement raced through me as I saw the throne had a huge hole in the seat, so that anyone sitting on it would be exposed underneath it. And on the legs of the throne there were short chains with heavy leather cuffs dangling from them, and my mind raced at the possibilities of a chair like that.

Finally, occupying the center of the room as if it was some kind of showpiece, there was a heavy black metal cage. It didn’t look like a toy. This was a serious piece of equipment, and it looked capable of holding a wild animal behind its thick dark bars. Except I knew that wasn’t what it was for. It was for men. And again, my heart raced as I pondered how many men Ella had Imprisoned, and forced to acknowledge her sexual superiority in the hope of getting what they wanted from her.

How many of them had she slept with? That was a thought that hadn’t occurred to me up until that point, but now it did with unexpected intensity. It was a shock to discover that my best friend was a dominatrix, but the way we had discovered it meant I hadn’t had time to think about what it really meant. Almost from the moment we found out about this side of Ella, we had become entangled in it, and that had given me plenty to keep my mind busy from that point onward. It had never really occurred to me to think about what exactly my friend was doing. The house was proof she was making good money, and I knew Ella had done some kind of sex work before. Online chat and stuff like that. But clearly, this was well beyond that. This was far more exciting, far more intense, far more extreme. And from my point of view, at least, far more interesting.

Ella’s high heels echoed on the concrete floor as she strode across the room. I stepped down off the last step, looking around me in surprise, and Jeff stepped down behind me, his bare feet on the cold floor. Ella didn’t hesitate. Completely in her element now, the queen of her erotic domain, she made a beeline for the rack with all the toys. And I watched, hardly daring to breathe with pure excitement as I watched my friend work.

Ella reached up to the rack, the sharp heels of her boots rising slightly off the floor as she took down a pair of handcuffs. They were thick black leather joined by a short silver chain, one of many pairs she had all over the room. And as she carried them back across the garage, letting them dangle from her hand, one cuff tapping gently against her thigh and a sly smile back on her face, I knew exactly what she planned to do with them.

“Hands behind your back, slave,” Ella ordered, still smiling as she spoke, and Jeff gulped at the sound of her voice, knowing he had little choice except to obey her command. He didn’t want to; I could see that. Or more accurately, part of him didn’t want to. The part of him that still clung to his pride and his ego, the part that still wanted to retain control. The part that was probably screaming at him that he was in a room with two sexy women who were both excited, and that surely, there had to be better things to do than give up control.

But he did it anyway. In the end, I guess he couldn’t help himself. And maybe Ella was right to call him a slave, a strange sound to hear coming out of her mouth. He was a slave to his desires, to his lust, to the deep cravings he clearly had for the gorgeous body of my sexy friend. It was all the leverage Ella would ever need.

Jeff put his hands behind his back, glancing helplessly at me as he did. And while I shrugged in response, Ella stepped behind him. She buckled the leather cuffs around his wrists, her movements smooth from practice. Once his hands were immobilized, she stepped away, and Jeff let out a sigh. He was trapped now, helpless, at our mercy. Then again, he always was.

“Look at that tiny little thing,” Ella said with a sneer as she circled around to stand in front of Jeff. His cock throbbed visibly in the air at her words, as if trying to grow, trying to be more impressive, but it was never going to impress his mistress. That was the point. And I didn’t argue with her. It was part of her process, I supposed, and part of the humiliation she wanted to inflict on my boyfriend. As his cheeks turned red, as he gazed at the floor in front of him, shuffling his feet, I could see how well it was working. And I could see just how unexpectedly exciting it was to see the man I loved disgraced like this.

“Touch it,” Ella said, suddenly turning her burning blue eyes on me.

“Now?”

“Now,” she grinned. “Take hold of it. I want you to hold your boyfriend by the cock, look him right in the eyes, and tell him how a tiny cock like that could never satisfy you.”

I gasped. And Jeff groaned. But neither of us doubted, for even a moment, that she was 100% serious. And after all, I had come here to be trained. I was there to learn everything Ella had to teach me, to learn how to take control like she did and make a man want me as desperately as I knew click save my boyfriend wanted her.

So I did it.

Stepping in front of Jeff, I took his cock in my hand. I could feel the way it throbbed, feel the heat of his boiling blood between my fingers as I gazed up at him. Raising his eyes, he looked at me, an unreadable expression on his handsome face.

Did I feel bad for him? Of course I did. Part of me felt terrible for Jeff, suffering like this. But that part was overridden by the part of me that found this all so exciting. And after all, this was what he wanted, too. Jeff wanted to be here. He made no secret about that. As ashamed as he might look, as desperate as his pleading eyes might be, it excited him to be treated like this.

“Mistress Ella is right, you know,” I said softly, trying my best to mimic the total poise and confidence my friend always had. “A cock like this could never satisfy me. That’s why from now on, you’re going to be nothing but our slave.”

And beside me, my gorgeous dominatrix friend burst out laughing. Just like that, my first lesson had begun.



8. Her First Dominatrix Outfit

“Bring him over here.”

Brimming with confidence as always, Ella stepped away from where I stood in front of my boyfriend, holding his manhood, and strode toward the solid black metal cage in the center of her dungeon. This suburban garage was fully kitted out with everything a woman like her needed to tease and torture a man, and now, my boyfriend was her helpless victim. And I, as her trainee, was a more than willing participant in everything that was happening.

Still holding Jeff’s cock, I turned toward the cage where Ella stood. He smiled faintly as she watched me approach, leading my boyfriend along as if by some kind of built-in leash. And maybe that was more accurate than I first thought, because certainly, it was his cock, and the desire it represented, that made him our prisoner.

“Stand there, right up against the bars,” Ella instructed. And as usual, Jeff did as he was told. He stepped up to the cage, standing beside Ella, facing the bars. In fact, she had him stand so close to the bars that his cock stuck through them, poking into the empty prison. He jumped as Ella gave a quick stinging slap to his bare ass that echoed in the empty garage. Then, striding away, she headed back toward the rack of toys on the wall.

A moment later, she came back with a short length of red rope in her hand. She handed it to me, and I took it, without knowing what it was for. But Ella had no intention of leaving me in doubt.

“Tie his useless cock and pathetic balls to my cage,” Ella instructed, her eyes shining all the while in that predatory way they did at times like this. And as outrageous as her suggestion was, I didn’t even try to disagree.

And Jeff didn’t even try to escape. Once again, he seemed to be in the grip of that strange passivity either came over him at moments like this, when Ella was in the full flood of her dominant personality. He grunted a little as I reached out tentatively and took his manhood in my hand, but he didn’t pull away.

I had never tied up a man’s genitals before, so I was far from an expert. Then again, as it turns out, it’s not rocket science. I wrapped the soft rope around the base of his cock and his scrotum, wary of pulling it too tight. But Ella, of course, encouraged me. Approvingly, she watched as I then wrapped the rope around one of the bars of the cage, circling it three times before tying a knot in the rope.

Ella stepped forward. Without a moment’s hesitation, she reached out and ran her hand over my boyfriend’s trapped cock, making him shiver with pleasure. The pleasure soon turned to a wince of pain as she tugged on the rope. Not hard, really; more like she was testing the knot I had tied to make sure it was tight enough. When it didn’t give under her hand, she seemed satisfied.

“You know, you really make things hard for me,” Ella murmured, her voice little more than a whisper as she spoke directly into my boyfriend’s ear, her hand still moving over his bound cock and balls. Jeff said nothing in response. In fact, he didn’t even look at the goddess standing next to him now, instead staring straight ahead, over the top of the cage he was bound to. Maybe he couldn’t look at her. Maybe her irresistible sexiness was too much for him in that moment, as she continued to manipulate his manhood. I didn’t know, but the possibilities excited me.

“I have better things to do than punish you constantly, but the truth is, any man with a cock as small as yours needs to be punished for it regularly,” Ella went on, her quiet words nevertheless seeming to ring out in the space of the garage. “Once I have your girlfriend trained to be a dominatrix like me, that will help. She can punish you every single day for your tiny little pecker so that you never forget what a huge disappointment you are to all women. But in the meantime, I’m going to have to do everything myself, aren’t I?”

Jeff didn’t answer, and it seemed that no answer was required for now. Leaving him alone for the moment, Ella stepped away and moved back toward the rack of toys. In the short time that she was gone, Jeff looked at me again, and again, no words passed between us. But the burning look of desire in his face told me what I needed to know. Yes, he was embarrassed. In fact, humiliated would be a better word for it, complete disgrace showing in every line of his body as he looked at me. But there was no way to miss the desire in his eyes, either. The excitement he was feeling from being treated like this, being mocked and disgraced by the friend he had known for years. It with the same wave of excitement I was riding to, the same excitement Ella was probably feeling in her own way. And it encouraged me to keep going.

When Ella came back from the rack on the wall, I saw that this time, she had a riding crop in her hand. I remembered what she had done to him with a similar implement before, the bruises and marks slow to fade over the days that followed. And I knew my boyfriend would remember it even more keenly than I did. But again, I didn’t defend him. Again, I didn’t even try to help. Again, I stood passively by and watched as Ella approached his helpless and vulnerable body, her eyes shining with sadistic glee at the thought of what she was about to do.

But to my surprise, she didn’t stop whipping him. Instead, she turned toward me. She looked me up and down as if sizing me up, then turned the riding crop in her hands until she pointed the handle at me.

“Punish him,” she said. As usual with Ella, it was an instruction, not a request.

“What? Why?”

“Because he deserves it,” Ella said firmly. “He deserves it for having such a tiny cock and forcing you to put up with it for all these years. Besides, he deserves it for being a man, for having a penis. All the shit men have put women through over the years. Don’t you think it’s time we got a little payback?”

“That’s not him, though,” I said softly. But honestly, my protests were unconvincing even to me. The truth, more shocking to me than it probably was to my friend, was that what she was saying was unquestionably exciting. I had never had any desire to hurt anyone before, least of all the man I loved. But as inexperienced as I might be in these kinky games, I knew that this wasn’t really about that. Ella had her own approach, her own way of doing things, and after all, she had a role to play. But I knew what she was saying was mostly theatrics. She wasn’t punishing Jeff for anything is is gender had or hadn’t done. She wasn’t even really thinking about that. She was doing it because she could, because it excited her. And that excited me, too.

“The small cock is definitely him,” Ella said. “That’s what he really needs to pay for. And he needs to learn that we have the right to punish him anytime we choose, for any reason, or for no reason at all. We could whip his ass if he talks back, or if he doesn’t obey us enthusiastically enough. Or we can just beat him black blue because we think it’s funny. His body is just an object to us, just a toy for women to use.”

Stepping in close to Jeff as she spoke, Ella delivered another heavy slap to his ass, making him jump again. And the way his buttocks bounced, the way his bound cock throbbed urgently against about the cage – well, I’m not going to say it didn’t excite me, because it absolutely did. All of this excited me so much, and that excitement worked to make this admittedly outrageous adventure more acceptable somehow. Jeff didn’t deserve it. He hadn’t anything wrong. But this was Ella’s world, and already, trainee though I was, I could see the vicious logic behind it. The whole point was to make Jeff feel inferior, humiliated, used. I had no special desire to inflict pain, but I could see it would be a great way to make him feel all those complex, intoxicating feelings.

So I took the whip my friend offered me. I stepped behind my boyfriend, my heart vibrating nervously in my chest. I slid the leather flap of the riding crop over his skin, and he moaned with lust. It encouraged me. Ella hissed through her teeth with pure excitement as I raised the weapon, and the sound of the first blow on his skin echoed in the space of the garage.

“You call that punishment? That was a love tap. Hit him properly. Punish him for that inferior cock.”

And part of me hesitated, but that other part of me urged me onward. The voice in my head that was starting to sound more and more like Ella, the one that told me that after all, she was right. He might not deserve this, but deserve didn’t come into it. He didn’t deserve the kind of pleasure we had been giving him recently either, being dominated by a gorgeous woman like Ella without me getting jealous over it. My boyfriend could stand a little pain for a reward like that.

So I struck him again, and again. The riding crop rose and fell, and Ella urged me on to ever greater heights of cruelty, and Jeff jumped at each blow, beginning to wince in pain as redness spread across his bare ass. And his body wasn’t the only one reacting. To my surprise, to my astonishment, I felt my own excitement growing by the second. There was no denying it. Treating him like this, being this cruel and unfair and vicious to the man I loved, was giving me a thrill of power and control like nothing else. Ella was right. It didn’t matter, in the end, why we were punishing him. What mattered was that we were doing it, and that he was helpless to prevent us. Our toy, our plaything, our sexy little object to use and abuse, to hurt and humiliate. I couldn’t believe it as I felt the first faint spreading wetness between my thighs while I whipped my boyfriend’s ass. But it was undeniably there. It was there, and it was growing by the second, and parts of me I had never known existed were lighting up in response to this unbelievable adventure.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Ella finally said in a soft voice, placing a gentle hand on my arm. And I stopped, only realizing then how out of breath I was with my exertions. And Jeff was breathless too, his naked body trembling in front of me, his ass aglow with the beating I had given him. A wave of guilt washed over me as I stepped back, the whip hanging from my hand, but of course, it was no match for the wild excitement I could still feel radiating through me. I had never imagined myself as any kind of sadist. But maybe Ella was going to teach me that too. Maybe she was going to teach me how to take pleasure in someone else’s pain, how to get off on hurting someone I had never before wanted to hurt in my life. Because he wanted it too. That was the magic of it all, the glowing thread that ran through all of this and Georgie made it something other than simple abuse.

Ella stepped closer to Jeff while I recovered. I watched the light bounce off her sexy latex catsuit as she placed her hand on his shoulder, and he turned his flushed face toward her.

“That’s what you get for being a shrimp-dicked loser,” she said, her soft and gentle tone completely at odds with the cruel words she was saying. “Really, you should be whipped every single day for that. But now, we have something else in mind. You’re going to stay here nice and quiet and wait for your mistresses to come back. Aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Ella,” Jeff said predictably. His voice cracked as he spoke, and again, my heart went out to him, even though I was the one standing there with the whip in my hand. I was the one who had made his ass glow red like that, the one who had bound him by his manhood to the cage. The fact I had done it under Ella’s instructions didn’t change my responsibility in the situation we were in. And yes, I did feel guilty about it, just a little. That was nothing compared to the excitement I felt.

“That’s right,” Ella said with a smile. “Come on, Sam. We can come back to this loser later.”

Again, she strode across the garage without hesitating, the sound of her high heels loud on the concrete floor. And I didn’t hesitate for long, either. Eager to find out what happened next, excited for what might come, I turned. Setting the riding crop down on top of the cage my boyfriend was tied to, I hurried after my friend as she swayed her way up the stairs back into the house. At the top of the stairs, I turned just a moment, looking back toward Jeff. His eyes were following me, locked on me, an expression of desperate longing on his face that made me almost tremble with desire. And then, without a word, I followed Ella back into the house, leaving my frustrated boyfriend behind.

Ella let me back through the kitchen, back to her high-ceilinged living room. There, she turned to me, her eyes shining, an infectious grin now spreading across her pretty face. She giggled, and that girlish sound coming from this dominant goddess pushed me over the edge, too. I burst out laughing, as much from shock as from amusement. Shock at everything we had done and how well it was going. Shock at how easy it was to make my boyfriend into this sniveling, wretched slave who would do whatever he was told, who would allow her to treat him so unbelievably badly. We laughed together, and for a moment, it shattered the illusion of the dominatrix and her student. Once again, we were just old friends, Ella and me, giddy with excitement and disbelief at what the world given us.

“Oh my God, you were so good in there!” Ella said.

“Me? No, you were the one behind it all. I just did what you said.”

“Yeah, but I really bought it. And you whipped him pretty good, once you got going. You know, there’s an art to it. You have to keep it on the fleshy part of the ass, to hurt him without doing any actual damage. You just seemed to pick that up straightaway. It was awesome.”

“Yeah. I didn’t really think that would be as fun as it was. I mean, I feel kind of bad about it, but it was pretty hot.”

“Don’t feel bad,” Ella said. “I guarantee you, he loved it. You saw how hard his cock was.”

“You know, his cock really isn’t that small,” I said. Ella’s brow furrowed, even as she continued smiling.

“Well, maybe I exaggerate a little, just for effect. But it’s not exactly big, is it? Besides, you’ll see. Telling them they are small is one of the best ways to humiliate a guy. It’s really hard for them to act defiant once you’ve told them they don’t satisfy you in bed. Whether it’s true or not. Now, come on. Let’s get you dressed.”

Reaching out toward me, Ella took hold of my hand. And I let her lead me through the living room, up the stairs, along the hallway to her bedroom. There, I saw a parcel on her bed, and I knew exactly what it was. I stepped toward it, already reaching out my hands for it, but Ella stopped me with a word.

“Just a minute,” she said. “Take your clothes off first.”

I smiled at her, and she smiled back at me. Over the course of our long friendship, we had seen each other naked before, or close to it. I wasn’t normally self-conscious around my friend. But this was different. The times we had seen each other’s bodies before, it’d been utilitarian. Trying on clothes or changing for work or something like that. This was different. Now, sex was in the air, and even though we had no desire for each other, we were both undeniably excited.

But I did it. While I lifted my T-shirt over my head, while I wiggled my way out of my jeans, Ella moved toward the bed and ripped open the package. She looked inside, and she seemed pleased with what she saw, but I still couldn’t see it. And when I had my clothes off, when I stood in her bedroom in my underwear, her eyes flickered momentarily over my body, the smile never leaving her face as she told me, “underwear too. There’s no point in us being coy around each other, is there?”

“I guess not.”

With that, I took off my bra, letting it fall to the floor. Then I pulled my panties down and let them drop, too, stepping out of them, leaving my clothes in a bundle on the floor. Totally naked now, in front of this fully dressed dominatrix, I felt a little embarrassed, a little inadequate, and a lot turned on. I mean, I’m usually pretty confident, but standing next to her in her latex catsuit was enough to make any woman feel like second best.

Still, as Ella finally lifted my new outfit out of the package, I forgot all about any of that.

It was white, just as she had said it would be. And as she carried it toward me, I saw that instead of being a catsuit like the one she wore, it was a dress. It looked absolutely tiny in her hands, and I could see at once how revealing it would be. As she held it up in front of me, I inspected it, and a little tremor raced through me. I would never have had the confidence to even try and pull off something like that. But Ella had a way of pushing not just my boyfriend, it seemed.

“We’ll need to lube you up to get it on,” she said, and I laughed, thinking she was joking. But when Ella set aside the dress and moved toward her bedside table, grabbing a bottle of lubrication, I realized she was serious. She poured lubricant onto her hands and rubbed them together, then began anointing my body with the viscous fluid. And everywhere she touched me, I felt a little spark of excitement. I’m not gay. As undeniably sexy as Ella was, I wasn’t attracted to her, exactly. But the moment was unbelievably exciting, and the feel of her soft hands sliding over nearly every inch of my body was doing something to me. My desire, that had been vibrating inside me since before we even got to her house, was at its highest pitch yet. And in the bedroom light, my well-lubricated skin soon began to shine almost as much as Ella’s black latex catsuit.

Next, Ella wiped off her hands, then stepped back toward the bed and picked up the dress again. She carried it over to me, her skilled hands unfastening it at the back. She held it open in front of me, and I placed a hand on her shoulder, feeling the tightness and slickness of her latex outfit as I did. I stepped into the dress, and Ella pulled it up my body, and straightaway, I felt it conforming to every curve, sliding slightly over the lubricant on my skin as she pulled it into position.

It was tight. In fact, tight was an understatement. Just like Ella’s trademark catsuit, the dress fit me like a second skin. As she pulled it up over my hips, over my belly, over my breasts, I could already feel it clinging. I slid my arms in through the holes in the shoulder straps, and Ella stood behind me, pulling the dress together in the back. Just as I had at the tailor’s, I sucked in my breath as she pulled the dress tighter around me, feeling it clinging to me absolutely everywhere.

And then, Ella began to lace it up.

The immaculate white latex dress had a kind of corset built into it. Ella grunted as she pulled on the laces, and I felt it squeezing me tightly, tighter even than the waist cincher the tailor had used to get my measurements had been. And as I breathed in shallow breaths from the top of my chest, I looked down at the plunging neckline of the dress that revealed what looked like acres of cleavage, and I could see what the dress was doing to me. It was transforming my body into something undeniably sexy, something inarguably desirable. Despite the discomfort of the tight and restrictive garment, the skirt hugging my thighs together like a giant elastic band, I had to concede that I liked what it was doing to me. It was transforming the way I looked, and after all, I had envied Ella her sexy catsuit. This was what I had wanted all along. It wasn’t the most comfortable piece of clothing I had ever worn, or the most practical. But it did what it was meant to do. It was meant to make me look hot, and as Ella finished tying off the laces of the corset behind my back, I could see that it did exactly that.

“Holy shit, you look amazing,” Ella said as she took a step back.

“I do?”

Almost involuntarily, my hands strayed over my body. I ran my fingers over the swell of my breasts, over my shrunken stomach, down toward my hips, feeling the smooth latex that covered me. The skirt was tiny, barely reaching the middle of my thighs, only just covering my ass, and I knew that was the whole point. Still, I felt exposed, on display in a way I didn’t even when I was naked. This dress put everything up front and center, showing off my legs and my ass and my boobs all the same time.

“Now let’s put the boots on,” Ella said, leaving me standing beside her bed while she moved toward her closet. “This is a rookie mistake, honestly. If you’re getting dressed by yourself, always put the boots on first. It doesn’t matter now, because I’m here to help you. But in general, once that dress is on and laced, you’re going to have a hard time bending over to fix your shoes.”

Disappearing for a moment into her closet, Ella soon reemerged with a pair of boots. These were white, too. Made of white shiny patent leather with a pointed toe and a sharp slender heel that was several inches high. The boots had black laces up the front, and as Ella carried them over toward me, I could see that they would run up above my knees toward the hem of the short dress. They looked sexy, of course. After all, that was the point.

“Sit down,” Ella said softly, and I did, though not without difficulty. I could see at once what she meant about the dress and how it made ordinary movement difficult. As I sat, the skirt slid up my lubricated thighs, almost exposing me completely in front of my friend. Not that it would’ve mattered. And as Ella crouched down on the floor at my feet, sliding the boots onto my legs, it felt weird having the sexy dominatrix serving me like this, a strange kind of role reversal. But I didn’t say anything about it, and neither did Ella. Instead, once she had the boots on, she stood up and offered me her hand. I took it, and she pulled me to my feet. Then, she led me across the room, stepping carefully in the tall high heels, until I was standing in front of a full-length mirror.

“There,” she said, smiling at me in the glass. “Tell me you don’t look like an absolute goddess in that outfit.”

I took a deep breath. My breasts swelled in the low-cut of the dress, my cleavage practically struggling to get out. Again, I ran my hands over my narrow waist, over my hips, admiring the shine of the white latex covering my body. The boots made my legs look unbelievably long, the high heels forcing me to stand like Ella did, breasts and ass thrust out provocatively. I felt incredibly self-conscious. But looking at myself in the mirror, I had to admit she was right. At the risk of sounding conceited, I could see what the dress and the boots did to me. They showed off all the best parts of my body and concealed the worst, and seeing myself like that, dressed up like that, sent another warm wave of arousal through my body, adding to the wetness between my thighs that, with no panties on, it was a struggle to hide.

“This is going to blow your boyfriend’s mind,” Ella chuckled. “You look like a dominatrix. A dominatrix in training, anyway. The white was a good choice. But one day, we’ll get you in black like me.”

“I can’t wait,” I murmured, still looking at myself in the mirror. Half-distracted, I hadn’t meant to say it. But it was the truth. I was so excited for what the future held, so turned on, and this insane outfit only added to that feeling of anticipation.

“Good,” Ella purred beside me. “This is going to be so much fun. He’s probably going to drop to his knees just at the sight of you. But if he doesn’t, we know exactly how to make him, don’t we?”

Ella laughed, but I was almost too nervous to do more than vaguely chuckle.

“Okay, let’s go,” Ella said. “I think it’s time for that submissive boy toy of yours to meet Mistress Sam.”



9. Sam’s Transformation

Slowly, I paced back-and-forth in Ella’s bedroom, wearing the brand-new boots. They creaked with every step I took, and it reminded me of the noise that her dominatrix outfit made, and I’ll admit it: it turned me on. It was a strange feeling, because I felt completely exposed by the sexy outfit. I felt highly self-conscious. After all, how could I not? The tight white latex gripped every inch of my body, or at least the few parts of my body it covered, the parts that weren’t completely on display like my legs and my boobs. And as I tried to get used to it, I could see how unforgiving a material it really was. It clung to everything, sliding slightly over my body as I moved thanks to the lubricant Ella had used to put it on me. I had always been impressed by her confidence and poise when she wore these outfits, but now I was more impressed than ever that she managed to seem so self-possessed while feeling like this.

Plus, white has never really been my color.

Still. The outfit was definitely having an effect on me, and the more I paced back-and-forth in Ella’s bedroom wearing it, the stronger that effect seemed to become. It was exciting. There was no denying that. It was exciting to be dressed like this, and even more exciting when I thought about why. To know the downstairs, my boyfriend waited, helpless and horny, completely at our mercy. And upstairs, we were getting dressed up in sexy outfits, taking our time, knowing the complete control we had over the situation. Knowing there was absolutely nothing poor Jeff could do about any of it.

“You look amazing,” Ella murmured. She stood there dressed in her own latex outfit, her arms folded just under her boobs, her eyes shining as she watched me walk back-and-forth across the room. And I smiled nervously at her as she spoke. She was my friend; she had to say things like that. Then again, I wasn’t going to accuse her of lying, either. Yes, I felt highly self-conscious in this new outrageous outfit, totally exposed, with the tight latex clinging provocatively to my every curve. But that didn’t mean it felt bad. Far from it. Just as Ella had told me, I could see how this wasn’t the kind of outfit you’d forget you were wearing. It clung too tightly and made too much noise for that. But it wasn’t uncomfortable, once you got used to. The way it stretched around my body with every move I made reminded me of workout clothes, except more so. Even tighter, even more revealing. More provocative. After all, that was the point. The clothes were having an interesting effect on me, managing to make me feel confident and self-conscious at the same time. But unlike most things I wore, this outfit wasn’t for me. Not really. It  mattered how it made me felt, mattered whether it made me confident or not. But the goal, in the end, was to turn my boyfriend on.

Somehow, I didn’t think that would be a problem.

“What do you think?” Ella asked. “Ready to go downstairs and show your boyfriend what it’s really like to be the slave of a dominant woman?”

And honestly, her words sent a kind of ecstatic shiver through my whole body. These weren’t terms I was used to thinking about this way. Slavery wasn’t something that popped into my head on a daily basis, and when it did, it was hardly with a positive connotation. But this was different. This was about owning a man who wanted to be owned, owning a man I loved. Controlling him through his sexuality to give us both an experience of pure pleasure. It was unbelievably exciting. And it still felt strange and wild and crazy, still new enough to be thrilling. Then again, Ella, obviously, was far more experienced at these things than me, and judging by the way she was acting, judging by the way her eyes were shining, she still wasn’t bored with it. She was having the time of her life. And no matter what doubts and fears and nervousness I might have had, I was excited for the possibility of feeling the same way.

“Okay,” I breathed, the tight dress with its built-in corset creaking around me. No, I wasn’t in any danger of forgetting what I was wearing, just like Ella said. It was the kind of outfit that wears you more than you wear it. But Ella was right about other things, too. It felt strange dominating my boyfriend anyway, despite the couple of times I had done it now. But somehow, dressed like this, it felt less strange. I felt in some ways like a little girl playing dress-up, completely out of place, doing my best to perform a role that was well outside my nature. But at the same time, the outfit helped. It prompted a kind of mentality shift that I needed, a wild excitement that pushed me forward. It made me feel, at least in some sense, like the dominatrix I was only just coming to realize I wanted to be.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m ready.”

And I smiled at Ella as I spoke, a pale and weak smile, but a smile nonetheless. It would be inhuman not to be nervous, not to have my doubts about what was going to happen. But there’d be no point in doing it at all if it didn’t excite me. This was what I had wanted, after all. From that first moment when I saw Ella in her sexy dominatrix gear, I had wanted to be like her. To have that confidence, that power, that wild beauty. Now, she had given me that. I couldn’t turn back now.

I didn’t want to.

The deep breath I took made my breasts heaved in the low neck of the dress. I could wish for the greater coverage Ella’s outfit offered, but the reality was, it was so tight that it didn’t matter that it covered her up from neck to toe. It didn’t hide any more than my dress did. Besides, having put the latex gear on, I could see that Ella was right about the difficulty of dressing like this, and why it might be better to start off with a little less coverage. Still, there was no denying that she looked amazing as she stepped toward the door of the bedroom, her black outfit gleaming like some dark polished jewel. And I followed her, my heart beating at twice the pace of my footsteps, uncertainty and excitement churning within me as I thought about what might happen next.

I had to pick my way carefully down the stairs in the new boots. They fit me fine, but the high heels made them a challenge to walk in, at least until I got used to them. I tried to match Ella’s sexy swagger, her seeming ease with her own body and with what she was wearing. I had no idea if it was working. And that was part of what made me nervous as we headed toward Ella’s garage, her dungeon, the clatter of our high-heeled boots loud on the floor like the soundtrack to the adventure we both knew was about to take place.

Ella led me into the garage, and I closed the door behind me. As we descended the steps, I could feel Jeff looking at me. He hadn’t moved, of course. He couldn’t, I thought to myself with another delicious shiver of excitement. I had tied the knots myself that made it impossible for him to escape, and it felt so wild to know that, to know I had made a prisoner of the man I loved. It was so against everything love had meant to me up to that point, so against what I had always believed. But Ella made it all seem so simple. For her, somehow, it all just seemed to make sense. Then again, she didn’t love Jeff like I did. As far as I knew, she didn’t love any of the men she played these kinky games with. Already, even though we had just begun, I knew that this was going to be different for me that it was for her. More complicated. More dangerous. Maybe even more exciting.

And I deliberately didn’t look at Jeff. Not straightaway. I concentrated on navigating the few steps down into the garage, walking sideways and tugging at the tiny skirt that desperately wanted to ride even higher up my legs. But maybe that was just a way of distracting myself. After all, I was really putting myself out there, dressing like this. What if he laughed at me? What if he just found the whole thing ridiculous? I already knew how my boyfriend reacted to Ella in her dominatrix clothes, and how he reacted to me when I took charge of him. That certainly encouraged me. But my confidence in myself and the way I looked was still fragile at that point. Everything seemed to depend on his reaction to my appearance, and I was so nervous that I couldn’t resist the urge to put it off for as long as I could.

But I reached the bottom of the stairs just after Ella did, and took another deep breath that once again made my breasts bounce visibly in the front low-cut dress. I looked up to see Jeff looking straight at me. Not at Ella, for once, but at me.

And there was a look of such pure, wild desire on his face that it made me momentarily breathless.

His gaze was so intense that it felt like there was almost something predatory in it. Like he was some wild animal staring at a piece of meat. But he was contained, of course. A caged lion teased by what he couldn’t have, tormented by it. I never thought of Jeff like this, never thought of him being anything close to dangerous. After all, he was so sweet, so kind, so goofy. But he didn’t look any of those things now. Somehow, being more helpless than I had ever seen him before made him look more dangerous. And somehow, in some way I didn’t particularly care to analyze, that turned me on.

His wild stare stayed fixed on me as I made my way across the garage floor. And now the smile that spread across my face was more genuine than ever. I could feel my confidence growing with every step, as if getting nearer to him was fueling it. I’m not going to say that all my doubts disappeared, or that I suddenly felt like exactly the beautiful dominatrix I wanted to be. But definitely, with Jeff’s attention locked on me for once and not on my sexy friend, I felt like I was getting closer to her than ever before.

“Hi, babe,” I said with a grin as I walked toward him.

I could feel Ella’s eyes on me too, watching me in a completely different way to the way my boyfriend was, but it had almost the same effect on me. It made me want to do what I was here for, to affirm this new dominant persona and show Ella what I was capable of. Maybe I would never be a natural at it like she was, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t learn. And the way Jeff was looking at me in this sexy latex outfit was making me want to learn every single trick my friend might have to teach me, as if there was nothing more important than that.

Circling around the cage Jeff was bound to, I placed my hands on the bars and leaned forward, knowing it would give him an even better view of my cleavage in the front of the dress. And I chuckled to myself as his eyes predictably lowered, going exactly where I knew they would. He was drinking in every detail of my body, the lustful expression on his face making it seem as if he couldn’t bear to look away, as if he had never seen anything quite as alluring as little old me, his girlfriend, now transformed into whatever this was. I knew we would have fun, of course. Ella had already taught both Jeff and me that these strange and wild games were incredibly exciting. But maybe nothing could have really prepared me for just how good it felt to appear in front of my boyfriend’s hungry eyes looking like this, to become the dominant goddess of the dreams that until very recently, he hadn’t even known he had. And not for the first time, I felt a change coming over me. I felt again that the more the excitement in the room grew, the greater the sexual tension, the more permissible everything became. Nothing was out of reach, nothing was forbidden. All that mattered was the way we felt and the pleasure we could give one another.

“Do you like my dress?”

“Sam, you look amazing,” Jeff croaked, and another little shiver of happiness went through me, seeing just how sincerely he meant it. This wasn’t some half-baked compliment, the kind every guy knows they have to give the women in their lives from time to time. This was the real thing, raw and desperate, obvious desire vibrating in the timbre of his voice as he looked at me again, his shining eyes looking me up and down, not wanting to miss even a single detail of my appearance.

“Thanks,” I said with a giggle and a wiggle, pressing my boobs between my arms a little to make them pop even more in the top of the dress. And Jeff, our helpless captive in more ways than one, couldn’t help but notice. His eyes were fixed on my breasts. He might be objectifying me, but certainly no more than we were objectifying him. And again, I was forced to acknowledge the fact that it felt so damn good to be in control like this.

“What did he just call you?”

As Ella spoke, my eyes moved toward her, and so did Jeff’s. There was a nervous look on his face, and that made sense. Ella, after all, was dangerous. And the tone of her voice didn’t suggest she was in a playful mood, either.

“Slaves don’t get to call us by just our names,” Ella went on. And while that same kinky lust vibrated inside me, she crossed the garage floor in a couple of steps, reaching the other side of the cage from where I stood, the one that Jeff was tied to. Reaching up toward him, she grabbed his throat, and it looked so sexy to see her like that, smaller and slighter than my boyfriend but completely in control, made powerful by her beauty that her latex outfit enhanced and exaggerated.

“You address your girlfriend with the proper respect from now on, just like you address me,” Ella said. Then, still holding Jeff by the throat, she turned her glowing eyes on me.

“What should he call you?” she asked. And I looked at her with absolutely no idea what to say. It wasn’t something I had thought about. It isn’t something you prepare for when you first start dating someone that you’ll end up falling in love with, someone that, deep down, you see as your equal partner in all things. Put on the spot, I was drawing a complete blank.

Luckily, my friend the dominatrix is never at a loss for what to say.

“You can call her Mistress, like you call me,” Ella said. “Mistress Samantha. Unless you prefer another title? Goddess? Princess?”

“Mistress is fine,” I said, trying without much success not to blush. A dominatrix, it seemed to me, shouldn’t be blushing. But the ferocious sexual tension that crackled now in the air between us seemed powerful enough to make sure no one was going to notice my blushes. Instead, we were each of us fixated on what we wanted. That was more than enough to fill our hearts.

“Then say it, worm,” Ella said, tightening her grip on Jeff’s throat as she turned her attention back to him. “Show us you understand your new position in our lives.”

“Yes… Mistress Samantha,” Jeff said. Even though Ella was holding his throat, he looked right at me as he said it. And as silly as it was, I felt a wild charge in that moment, a sudden surge of power and desire radiating through me, enough to once again make this strange game we were playing seem – well, maybe not normal. But certainly more acceptable than it probably should have been. It made me feel like such a boss to hear him say that, to see him forced to acknowledge our female superiority over him, even if it was all just a game.

“Better,” Ella grudgingly conceded. And I tried not to giggle, even though I found the whole situation absolutely hilarious. Somehow, it didn’t seem right for a dominatrix to giggle. It seemed I should be somehow more serious than that, more intimidating, more threatening. But inside, I was absolutely glowing with the thought of what we were doing to him, what we were making him admit, and the knowledge of the pure force of desire he was feeling that was motivating it all.

I was so turned on. I probably shouldn’t have been surprised by that, but somehow, I was. I knew how sexy these games could be. I knew what a massive stroke to the ego it was to dominate Jeff, and what a crazy sexual thrill it could be to make him submit. But still somehow, the force of my own desire took me off guard. Underneath that scandalous dress, barely covered by the tiny skirt that clung tight to my legs, I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter by the moment. And as I did, my inhibitions slid away. What we were doing might be wild and crazy, but it was hot. And that was the only thing it was supposed to be, the only thing it had to be. Next to that, nothing else mattered. Next to that, everything else faded away.

“Let’s see how well you’ve learned your lesson,” Ella said.

Releasing her grip on Jeff’s neck, she stepped away, striding once again across the echoing garage toward her rack of toys. My heart fluttered as I wondered what she had in mind next, what implement of pleasure and pain she would select. But I didn’t look at her, for now. Instead, I looked at my boyfriend. I smiled, my joy at the situation we found ourselves in vibrating out of me.

He didn’t smile back. It was like he was too lost in lust to even crack a smile. But the way his eyes shone as he looked at me told me everything I needed to know. There was desire in them, of course, a burning desire that made him a slave, that made him weak for us and susceptible to every crazy order we gave him. But there was more than that. There was joy, too, a kind of feral excitement that told me this was what he wanted.

“I love you,” I mouthed silently at him, not wanting to break character but at the same time wanting to let him see through the façade, to remind him what was really behind all this. And finally, a pale smile showed on his face. He mouthed the same words back at me, and my heart swelled in my chest as Ella came back from the rack of toys, every footstep echoing like a gunshot on the hard floor as she stalked along like an avenging goddess in her sexy boots.

As she stood next to Jeff again, reaching once more for his neck, I took another deep breath that caught in my chest. And the look of shame and humiliation and defeat that showed on my boyfriend’s handsome features, immediately replacing his shy smile, was an absolute picture. Because of course, bound as he was, he couldn’t stop whatever she wanted to do. He couldn’t stop my sexy friend as she wrapped a black leather collar around his neck.

“You should consider this an honor,” Ella said as she buckled the collar shut. “You wouldn’t believe how many men I’ve made beg to be collared by me. Some of them have paid a fortune for it. And now here you are, getting it for free. Just because your Mistress is my friend.”

“You hear that, babe?” I chimed in, my confidence at an all-time high. “You should probably be thanking Mistress Ella for putting a collar on you.”

Ella flashed a brief and brilliant smile at me as she looked at me over the top of the cage we all surrounded. But the smile dropped from her face just as suddenly as it had appeared as she turned her eyes back toward Jeff. No smiles for him, as she tugged again on the collar, making sure it sat tight around his neck. I tried not to squeal with delight as I watched her clip a metal leash onto the ring in front of the collar too, reducing my boyfriend to nothing more than an animal, a pet that we women completely controlled.

Letting the leash hang from his neck for now, Ella lowered her hands. Jeff grunted at her touch, and I could see she was untying the rope I tied around his cock and balls, binding him to the cage. But there was nothing sensual in her touch. Now, the beautiful dominatrix was all business. And when she had Jeff untied, she took hold of his leash in her hand. Stepping away from the cage I leaned on, she tugged on the leash, and it was clear what she wanted. With a sheepish look at me, Jeff followed Ella’s lead, stepping away from the cage as she led him along like a puppy. I couldn’t control the way I felt. I burst out laughing at the sight, a grown man being so completely dominated, so humiliatingly used, his freedom taken from him so easily just because the woman doing it was so fucking hot. It reminded me how I had envied her this, how I had wanted the same for myself. I still did. And now, of course, I was closer than ever to getting it.

But I wasn’t there yet, as I watched Ella lead Jeff across the garage. She did it so effortlessly, so unhesitatingly, as if she genuinely believed she had every right to treat men like this. Maybe she did, given how willing they were to let her do it. In the end, it hardly mattered. What mattered was that she did it, and Jeff was completely unable or unwilling to stop her. What mattered was that she looked so sexy, striding along in her dominatrix outfit, every curve of her body glistening and glowing so that even though he was naked and aroused, it was her I looked at more than him.

“Get down on your knees where you belong,” Ella said, stopping close to the far wall of the garage and pointing emphatically at the floor. Jeff looked at her, then glanced toward me. Letting go of my hold on the top bars of the cage, I stepped forward, circling around the cage and moving toward them. I didn’t want to miss a moment of what was going on here. And as I approached, I felt like I could see the internal struggle in my boyfriend. His desire to preserve whatever tattered remnants of his pride he still had left, his agency and his control over his own life. And his desperate desire to give in. To do what the pretty lady said, to surrender to her dominant urges and let her control him the way we all wanted.

Those urges won. As I walked toward them, trying to suppress a cry of joy, I watched Jeff drop to the floor, kneeling at Ella’s feet. Part of me pitied him for how cold and hard that concrete floor must feel on his knees. But a bigger part of me didn’t care. Or, more accurately, it told me that he deserved it. That this was what happened to a man who surrendered to his desire to be dominated by women like us.

Ella didn’t need any help looking sexy, but she got it anyway. Somehow, standing tall with a naked man on a leash kneeling at her feet made her look even more desirable than she already was. And I walked right up to them, standing beside them, and felt another shockwave of desire as I looked down at my boyfriend, his hands bound, gazing up at us with pure desire on his face.

And, smiling as she tossed her hair back from her face, Ella turned toward me. Slowly, she held out the end of the leash, and I could feel my boyfriend’s eyes following my every movement as I reached out, just as slowly, and took it. It was a connection unlike any I had felt before, and now those feelings of sexual power I had been enjoying were even more intense, even more unignorable, even more potent.

I looked down at my kneeling boyfriend, and he looked up at me, and more than ever before, wild sexual tension crackled in the air between us. Again, I felt the surge of wild power that turned me on more than I would ever have believed possible. And in his eyes, staring up at me, fixed on me in my dominatrix costume as if he never wanted to look away, I could see the same thing.

Clearly, Ella saw it too.

“I’m gonna leave you guys alone for a few minutes,” she slyly said. And I didn’t answer. I didn’t even look away from my captive boyfriend. He didn’t look away from me. It was like Ella, the center of attention for so long, had suddenly vanished.

Her footsteps echoed on the garage floor as she headed to the door, climbed the steps, and reentered the house, closing the door behind her. And when she was gone, I smiled down in triumph at my new captive, my boyfriend, my submissive toy. With desire burning inside me, I felt at last like the goddess I had wanted to be, the goddess I knew he wanted me to be.

“Well, here we are, slave,” I said, the words still sounding strange to my ears, but already less strange than they used to. “God, this is so hot. What do you say we try out that chair over there?”

And then, smiling deeply, I leaned forward, my tight dress creaking around me, my cleavage swelling once again and filling Jeff’s vision as he looked up at me.

“Oh, that’s right,” I said, as if I had forgotten. “You don’t get a choice.”



10. Mistress Samantha

I walked over to the strange chair that stood with its back against one wall of my friend’s suburban garage, converted into a sex dungeon. My heart hammered in my chest, my mind still filled with doubts and fears and nervousness. But less than it was. Less all the time, my doubts and inhibitions and hesitations vanishing slowly, fading with every moment that past and every command I gave my boyfriend that he unhesitatingly obeyed.

Because Jeff crawled along behind me, shuffling along on his knees. I hadn’t told him to get up, and so he hadn’t. And I walked slowly, letting him keep up, letting the metal leash hang slack between us, from my hands to the collar Ella had placed around his neck. It was unbelievable, leading him along like this. A huge part of me wanted to scream with excitement, to burst out laughing with pure joy and disbelief. I knew that wasn’t very dominatrix-like behavior, so I resisted the urge. But that didn’t mean I didn’t feel it. That didn’t mean it didn’t fill me with pure desire, pure ecstasy, to know what I was doing to the man I loved. And what I was about to do.

The chair against the wall was ridiculously ornate, almost like a throne. But the moment I had seen it, I had guessed what it was for. Hard to miss it, with the hole cut into the seat as it was. And now, my body was on fire with the need for pleasure, and I no longer cared how strange it might be to get that pleasure in this way, to force myself on a man like this, and to do it in my friend’s house with her full knowledge. It didn’t matter. I needed to cum. I had never felt any desire quite like it, and it pushed me past questioning, past doubt, past everything, making me unbelievably selfish and wild and greedy, always desiring more.

“Lie down,” I said to Jeff. And he, too, knew exactly where this was going. Turning on the hard floor, he sat down carefully, then lowered his back toward the floor, adjusting his position until his head was under the seat. As I crouched down, I saw that there was a pillow under the seat to keep his head in exactly the right position, and Jeff used it right away. Leather cuffs tangled on short chains from the legs of the chair, but my boyfriend already had his hands bound, and we didn’t need them. If lying like that with his hands underneath him caused him discomfort, he didn’t say a word about it. Then again, that was probably smart. In the mood I was in, I don’t know that I would have done anything for him anyway. Now, as much as I loved him, his suffering was irrelevant as far as I was concerned. Or, even worse: it was all part of the fun. All part of the twisted pleasure I was getting out of playing like this, part of the erotic power trip I was on.

And with Jeff positioned under the seat, ready to serve, I paused for a moment. As I looked down at him through the hole in the chair, I could see the eagerness on his face as he looked up at me, wanting this just as much as I did.

But I had another idea. First, I stepped away, leaving him lying under the throne, the metal leash trailing over his chest. Just as Ella’s had, the high heels of my boots cracked like weapons on the hard concrete floor as I crossed the garage, back toward the cage where Jeff had been bound just moments before. I could feel his eyes following me, wondering what I was up to, but I didn’t turn around. Not until I reached the cage and picked up the riding crop I had left there earlier. Then, I turned, smiling what I hoped was a wicked smile at my boyfriend as I started back across the garage, toward the chair, holding the whip in my hand.

Jeff’s chest rose and fell steadily as he lay beneath the chair, looking up at me. I pulled up my skirt, the tight latex putting up some resistance as it stretched even more on my hips and thighs until I got it up to my waist. Underneath, I was naked, and as I turned, stepping over Jeff as I faced his feet before lowering himself down onto the chair, I felt completely exposed. Of course, that was the point. He needed access if he was going to pleasure me, after all. Still, this was uncharted territory. He wasn’t reluctant when it came to oral sex, ever, but I had never sat on his face before. It was such a power move, something I never before had the confidence to do. But if not now, when? In that moment, I didn’t think about the future. I didn’t wonder if I would ever have an opportunity like this again. Given how much I was enjoying it, given how much my boyfriend was clearly enjoying it too, I suppose there was no reason to doubt that we would play more games like this. But it was all about seizing the moment. It was all about living in the present completely, taking things as far as they would go. It was all about pleasure, all about doing whatever felt good in the moment and setting aside my normal doubts and inhibitions.

I sat down on the chair. The seat was low, and the pillow underneath it positioned Jeff’s head right where it should be so that his face was just underneath me. I could feel his warm breath on my skin, tickling the most sensitive parts of my anatomy, driving my desire onwards.

I stretched out my legs. My long leather boots creaked, shining in the light, and playfully, I jabbed the heel of one into Jeff’s lower stomach, making him grunt, before crossing my legs at the ankle. The slender high heels framed his erect cock, and I made him groan again as I ran the heel of one boot slowly up his swollen shaft. The feeling of power that coursed through my veins was absolutely incredible. It was so easy to toy with him and tease him, so easy to make him feel whatever I wanted, pain or pleasure. But for me, the choice was simple. It was pleasure I was after, and my boyfriend was the tool that was going to bring it to me.

“Lick me,” I ordered. And I took up the riding crop in my hand, tapping it against my boyfriend’s ribs. I didn’t hit him hard enough to hurt him, but the reminder that I could if I wanted to was more than enough. Jeff stuck out his tongue and began to eagerly lick my pussy, and straightaway, I felt desire swelling inside me. I felt my lust, already considerable, rising by the second, pleasure filling me with every stroke of his desperate tongue. And in that state of pure arousal, pure pleasure, the fact he had no choice – even though I knew this was exactly what he wanted - made everything even sexier. He was mine, an object, a toy to please me, and it felt better than I would ever have imagined it could. It felt like power, pure power, the kind of total control that Ella had showed me, that had made me want this from the very first time it was shown to me. Now I had it, and as excited as I had been, as much as I had looked forward to it, I realized that nothing I had been through up to that point had prepared me for what I was feeling now.

I came. I came quickly, and I came hard. The angle of Jeff’s face beneath me was different than it had ever been when he went down on me before, but that sense of novelty didn’t affect his performance. Or maybe it was just the situation we were in, the raw excitement of it. I came with his tongue inside me, probing the wet folds of my pussy, and as the juices of pleasure dripped out of me, Jeff had to swallow them all. I spent myself on his face, the bright burst of orgasm making me yell out so that my cries echoed, bouncing back from the walls and polished floor of the garage. I didn’t care if Ella could hear me. I didn’t even think about that.

The chair gave Jeff nowhere else to go. So as my pleasure subsided, his face was still right beneath me, his nose pressing against my ass. A shiver passed through me as I thought of him lying down there, unable to see anything except my most intimate areas, unable to do anything except exactly what he was told. As I uncrossed my legs at the ankle, I felt them them shaking, and I sat with my legs apart, my feet now resting on the floor on either side of my boyfriend’s body. Seized by a wild impulse that seemed to be fueled by the afterglow of orgasmic pleasure I was basking in, I lifted the riding crop out of my lap and brought it down with a stinging slap on Jeff’s muscled stomach. He grunted underneath me, and that expulsion of air tickled my dripping pussy and sent another jolt of pleasure through me.

“Not bad,” I grudgingly admitted. Of course, it was far better than that. It was some of the best oral sex I had ever received. But by now, I was getting the hang of this dominant persona I needed to adopt. I didn’t want to seem too impressed. That unexpected sadistic part of myself told me that I needed to keep Jeff working to earn my favor, to never let him feel too confident in his abilities. Sure, it was mean. That was the whole point.

And so I brought the riding crop down on his stomach again, making him grunt, leaving another red mark blooming just beside the first. And then, I ran the leather flap at its end up and down his twitching shaft, turning his grunt of pain into a groan of pleasure. His cock throbbed to my touch, and I giggled as I watched it, my power to seduce him, to turn him on, to keep him trembling and weak for me, greater than it had ever been before. Running the end of the whip up and down the shaft of his cock, I lifted a foot from the floor and tapped the sole of my boot against his manhood too, momentarily trapping it between whip and boot. He let out a long moan of despair, and the feel of his manhood, his most prized possession, under the sole of my boot made me feel like an absolute goddess as I sat above him on my borrowed throne, in full control of the man I loved, body and soul.

“Again,” I ordered, channeling all this newfound selfishness and aggression into my actions and my voice as I sat above my boyfriend, brandishing a whip. “Lick my pussy again and give me another orgasm, slave.”

And already, I noticed that the world was coming to my lips easier than it used to, that I was starting to think of Jeff in exactly that way. Not that my love for him had faded or diminished, even one little bit. But that it was starting to merge with this impulse toward cruelty, this sadistic bliss.

Jeff, of course, had no choice. In that way, things were simpler for him. He just had to do as he was told. And tied up on the ground underneath me, he did exactly what I said.

I groaned as I felt his tongue sliding over my pussy again. Well-lubricated, it slid easily between the folds of my sex, filling me, and I closed my eyes. I had felt so self-conscious when I first sat down on the chair, spreading my sex out in front of Jeff like that. But now, I was realizing that there was something liberating about this position. Just sitting there, being served, with no pressure to reciprocate, no need to look a certain way. Jeff couldn’t see my face, couldn’t see anything except what he was licking. I didn’t have to think about how I might look in the throes of orgasm. In a weird way, I found myself able to let go.

And soon, another orgasm washed over me.

Again, I held nothing back. I let my pleasure ring out in the garage, letting my boyfriend hear exactly what he was doing to me. It wasn’t as if he didn’t know. He could feel the way my pussy spasmed around his his tongue, could taste the sudden burst of wetness that poured out of me to cover his face in my juices, to pour down his throat like wine. It was so outrageous, so sexy, and again, my legs trembled, my boots scraping on the concrete floor on either side of my captive boyfriend while I twitched with pleasure.

My orgasm came and went, but still, lust was burning inside me. And as I looked down at him, between my legs, I saw how his cock throbbed in front of me, and I wanted it. I wanted him, even more than I already had. More of this pleasure, more of this abuse, more of everything that had gotten us here, with him tied up behind me like a lowly servant and me dressed like this cruel dominatrix who cared only about sex.

I took hold of the handle of the riding crop and rose to my feet. I stepped forward, then bent my knees and lowered myself down until I was sitting on top of Jeff. I didn’t look at him. I faced his feet. I didn’t need to turn back and look over my shoulder to know that he was watching me, peering from the darkness under the chair to study my every move. But I didn’t focus on that. Instead, this was all about my own pleasure, and the fact that he wanted me to be just as selfish as I wanted to be spurred me onward to do exactly what I wanted to do.

I straddled him. The floor of the garage was cold against my knees as I lowered myself down on top of him, holding the riding crop in one hand and reaching for his cock with the other. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, hearing him moan softly and knowing I would soon have him moaning a lot louder than that. I began guiding his cock toward my dripping pussy. We both moaned together as I felt the head of his manhood pushing me apart, sliding between the dripping walls of my sex and filling me inch by inch as I impaled myself on him. I settled down on top of my boyfriend, my eyes closing momentarily at the blissful sensation that already rose up from between my legs. But it wasn’t enough, I instinctively knew, to just bask in pleasure like that, to just enjoy each other’s bodies. I had to keep being cruel, to.

Jeff cried out as I reached backward with the riding crop, flailing it toward his body and making contact with his side. Still, I didn’t look at him. I didn’t know exactly where I had hit him, and I didn’t care.

Without saying a word, I began to move on top of him. Every movement brought fresh delight, my body bouncing on top of his as if I was trying to drive him into the concrete floor. In no time at all, he was panting and gasping just like I was, the music of sex the two of us were making filling Ella’s garage. I rode him faster and faster, feeling that cock plunging into me over and over again, controlling the pace, controlling the angle, controlling everything. Knowing it was all about me and what I wanted, that Jeff was just there to do as he was told. It was such an unbelievable thrill, such a wild experience, that I soon found myself plunging over the brink of orgasm again. Pleasure sparked inside me, driving another wild cry out of me, and the powerful contractions of my pussy squeezed Jeff’s cock, making him moan and tremble underneath me. I roared in pleasure, leaning forward to grip his thighs until my fingernails sank into to his skin, the riding crop abandoned for now. I closed my eyes again, losing myself in the pure passion of the moment, letting everything else fall away.

And my orgasm seemed to trigger his. Jeff cried out from under Ella’s unique chair as his body responded to mine, his cock exploding inside me in a way that made me whimper with bliss. I trembled and moaned on top of him, luxuriated in the feeling of our shared orgasm, the bright burning bliss we were both feeling still seeming to hover somehow in the air around us, making me feel incredible.

With a sigh, I sat back. He was still inside me, my pussy still trembling with pleasure. With an effort, I placed my hands on my own thighs and lifted myself off him, both of us groaning as his cock slipped free of my body.

I turned on the floor, ignoring the discomfort of my knees on the concrete.

“Get out here,” I said.

Handcuffed, he struggled to slide out from under the chair, then sat up, the muscles of his stomach visibly tensing. Reaching out, I grabbed the leash that still hung from his collar, closing my fist around it close to where it attached to the metal ring. And I pulled his face toward me as I lowered mine toward him, pressing my lips against his in a passionate kiss as our tongues invaded each other’s mouths. I didn’t care that I could taste my own pussy on his lips and tongue. If anything, it excited me. The reminder of how I had used him, how he had been simply my toy to bring me sexual pleasure.

When I lifted my face from his, I couldn’t keep the smile off my lips. And even in his position, sitting on the floor with his hands cuffed behind his back, used and abused, he smiled back at me. His face was flushed with pleasure the way I knew mine no doubt was too, and even though we had never shared a moment quite like that, it still felt oddly familiar. A reminder of all the times we had had sex before and cuddled afterward, basking in the shared pleasure of what we had just done. This didn’t feel like the right moment for cuddling or tenderness, but I couldn’t help feeling a powerful wave of affection for him, and I hoped he felt the same for me. We were on this journey together, after all, and while it might seem to be about cruelty, about selfishness, it really wasn’t. It was about doing what we both wanted and not caring about the rules.

“That was amazing,” I said. “You think that was the best sex we’ve ever had?”

“It’s up there,” Jeff admitted. His eyes moved over my face as he spoke, as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was looking at. Maybe I shouldn’t have blamed him for that. I could hardly believe myself what we had done.

“I guess I should tie you up and whip you more often,” I said with a grin, tugging playfully on the leash hanging from his collar. “Doesn’t your ass hurt, sitting on this hard floor?”

“Yeah, it does.”

“Good. Let that be a reminder of what might happen if you disobey your mistress.”

Slowly, I stood up. As I did, I let the chain leash run through my hand until I was holding it at the end, looming above him. He looked up at me, that same desperate desire on his face even as his cock lay limp and soft between his thighs, momentarily tamed by my efforts.

Balancing carefully in my high heels, I raised one foot from the floor and placed it on his shoulder. Slowly, I straightened my leg, pushing him down to the floor again. When he lay on his back, I stood above him, one foot on his shoulder, pinning him where he was and still holding the leash between us. As he looked up at my dripping pussy, I felt again the most amazing feeling of power, the most astonishing control. As if I could do anything. As if, just like Ella, I was completely unstoppable. As if I was sexy enough to get away with anything, to make this man, the only man I wanted in the world, give up all control and do exactly what I wanted. It was such a rush.

And that’s how Ella found us. The door to the garage swung open, and there she was, in her radiant black catsuit that revealed every curve of her incredible body, perfectly matching her jet black hair. Ella smiled as she saw us, and why shouldn’t she? It was she who’d done this. I was her protégé, and the idea that I was learning fast, that I was getting anywhere near her level, was guaranteed to make me smile.

“Looks like you’ve been having fun in here,” Ella said, casting her eyes around the room as she stepped slowly through the doorway and descended the stairs. The undisputed queen of her domain, she always seemed to exude that same dark radiance, and I loved it.

She walked slowly toward us both until she stood beside me, just on the other side of my trapped boyfriend. We both looked down at him, and his wide eyes darted from me to her and back again, his head turning slightly as he looked at each of us in turn. I couldn’t keep myself from trying to imagine how it looked through his eyes, how he felt as he looked up at us standing over him, looking down at him in his lowly captivity. I knew he was turned on; I only had to look at his face to see that.

I handed Ella the chain leash, and she took it with a smile.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” I said.

“Okay,” my friend smiled at me. “We’ll be here when you get back.”

Somehow, I didn’t doubt that.

Smiling at my boyfriend, I turned away and left him with his Mistress. Even that felt so unbelievably thrilling, so breathlessly exciting. To just hand him over like that, like property, like he couldn’t possibly be left alone without a woman to boss him around. But I headed to the door of the garage, and didn’t look back. I pulled it shut behind me, pulling my dress down over my ass to cover myself once I was on the other side of the door. Astonishingly, it hadn’t even really occurred to me that Ella had seen me naked from the waist down, standing over Jeff like that. As she had pointed out herself, that wasn’t much point in us being coy around each other anymore.

Ella’s house had a bathroom on the ground floor, and that was where I went. I cleaned myself up as best as I could, turning to the mirror once I was finished. It was hard to believe what I saw looking back at me. The image in the mirror was recognizably me, but also not at the same time. What I saw was a powerful, beautiful dominatrix looking back at me, her eyes glowing with the strange light. It was so different from my ordinary life, from the way I habitually thought about myself. It was such a thrill to think that this was just little old me who could do this, who could reduce Jeff to little more than a slave and make him want me so bad he would willingly do whatever I said.

I did my best to freshen up my makeup in the mirror, though I hadn’t brought any with me to do touchups. Still, dressed the way I was, with my skirt hugging my hips and my boobs practically spilling out of the low-cut top of the dress, I doubted Jeff would notice.

Then, I turned out of the bathroom. Heading back toward the garage, I took a deep breath to calm myself. Because even though I was still glowing with pleasure, even though I could still feel the last blissful traces of the orgasm my boyfriend had given me, I knew this wasn’t over. I knew there was lots more we could do, lots more we could experience together. And I knew that Ella wouldn’t be anywhere close to done. Getting these outfits on wasn’t easy, and even with my limited experience, I could see it wasn’t something you just did to spend five minutes looking pretty before changing back into sweatpants.

I opened the door. Ella was sitting on the chair I had just vacated, but she wasn’t using it the way I had. Instead, she sat with her long legs crossed, one booted foot hanging off the floor. And Jeff kneeled in front of her, hands cuffed, the shining leash hanging slack from his collar, gazing up at Ella with a look that combined mistrust and nervousness with obvious lust. Again, I was surprised by my own lack of jealousy. My boyfriend obviously wanted Ella, but it’s not like he was in any position to do anything about it. And if she did decide to use him in some sexual way? Well, glowing with pleasure like I was, I felt like that was the bridge we could cross when we came to it, not before.

Both of them turned their heads to look at me as I stepped through the door and climbed down the few steps into the garage. Ella smiled, her eyes flickering over my body as she watched me approach. Not in a sexual way, necessarily. More just like she was admiring what she had played such a big hand in turning me into.

Jeff, on the other hand, looked at me with obvious desire. And as I walked toward them both, my dress straining around my thighs with every step I took in my high-heeled boots, I could feel my own excitement growing all over again.

It was the first time I had ever truly felt like I could actually be a dominatrix. And looking at my friend holding onto my boyfriend on a leash, I knew there was nothing I wanted to be more.




    



11. Part Of The Show

A tremor passed through me as I stood in front of Ella and Jeff. There was something about seeing the two of them together, something about her total control and dominance over my boyfriend, that turned me on more than I would ever have imagined. She looked sexy anyway, dressed in the skintight latex catsuit that clung to every curve of her enviable body. But she looked even sexier, I realized at once, by having my boyfriend on leash.

I wanted him. He kneeled there on the floor at her feet like a tame little pet, his cock once again swelling to full hardness, no matter what it had just done. He looked so cute in his collar and leash, so appealingly helpless, so horny and desperate, all at the same time. His body turned me on like it always did, but that was nothing compared to the way it made me feel to see him so completely at the mercy of a woman who clearly had none. It was strange; previously, one of the things I had most liked in a man was strength. But it was Jeff’s weakness and humility that was appealing to me now. Maybe there was strength in that too, I suppose. The strength to admit the shameful truth that it turned him on to be treated like an animal, like an object. But I didn’t think about that at the time. All I thought about was how hot it was to see him like this, used and abused and still completely at our mercy, the game never over until we decided it was.

And of course, Ella looked like sex personified.

Her black latex costume reflected the light in her garage dungeon, making her body unignorable. The corset she wore on top of the catsuit pulled in her waist and accentuated her hourglass figure, showing off her extremely feminine body while at the same time reinforcing her power. And her gleaming black boots made her legs look unbelievably long as she sat there with them crossed, one high heel hanging in the air like a dagger. Of course, her jet-black hair matched the dark lustre of her catsuit perfectly, enhancing the impression that this was less a costume that she wore and more like an actual second skin. And it drew my attention to the only parts of her skin I could see, her hands and especially her face, made up for the occasion so that her blue eyes glittered like jewels and her red lips shone. She was stunning. I had always known that, of course. It was almost the first thing you noticed about her. But this was something else. This wild sex appeal was way above and beyond that, my best friend transformed into something almost inhuman in its outrageous sex appeal. As if she was created in some lab somewhere just for this, just to turn people on. It was working.

With this dominant goddess in the room, it was hard not to feel like a silly little girl playing dress-up in my own sexy outfit. My tight dress squeaked with every movement I made, the short skirt pulling my thighs together, combining with the insane high heels to make every step difficult. But I had a feeling that was partly the point. These were outfits you couldn’t forget you were wearing, and that sense of restriction, of being permanently on display, somehow added to the sexiness of it all. Yes, I was in control. Not as in control as Ella, perhaps, but on my way to being a dominatrix just like her. And yet at times, I felt like just as much of a pawn in her game as Jeff was. And I liked it. The way Ella looked, and maybe more importantly, the way she behaved, ensured that you couldn’t help but want to fall at her feet, to do whatever she said. If she had turned that dominant attention on me, I wasn’t even sure what I would do. Although after all, I thought to myself with an inner cringe that turned into a shiver of delight, I had voluntarily licked those same boots in a show of pure submission while my best friend fucked me and my boyfriend watched. Meaningless, at this point, to state that I was straight, that I wasn’t really sexually attracted to my best friend. After what she had done to me, after the way she had made me feel, there was simply no way to pretend that those old ideas still applied. Ella turned me on, and not in the simple way that Jeff did. It was much more complicated and much darker than that. But it was real all the same. And standing there in front of them, with both their eyes on me for change, I could feel that desire swelling inside me, reaching an almost unbearable pitch. I knew I had to stay strong, had to stay in control. Had to keep being the dominant goddess I so desperately wanted to be, just like Ella was. So hard to stay calm and confident while every nerve in my body screamed at me about the sex I should be having.

I didn’t know it then, but there was still worse to come.

“You look amazing,” Ella said. And the way she said it, her eyes looking up and down my body as she spoke, left me in no doubt that she meant it. This wasn’t the usual reflexive complement girls give to each other. She was sincere. And part of me bristled with pride. Why wouldn’t she be sincere? I did look amazing. I had seen myself in the bathroom mirror, after all. This outfit wasn’t easy to wear, but there was no denying that it was sexy as hell. I might feel exposed, might feel on display in this clinging latex dress that revealed more than it hid. But there was no way not to feel sexy while wearing it.

“Thanks,” I said, a faint smile flickering on my lips. But Ella didn’t smile, not now. This was serious business, this domination game. Not that she didn’t have a lot of fun with it. I could see that. But she always maintained that poise, that cool control that I envied so much. I guess I had already decided, maybe only half-consciously, that she was exactly the kind of dominatrix I wanted to be myself. Sexy and poised and always unruffled. She didn’t yell or scream or bark orders. She didn’t need to. She told Jeff what to do as if it never crossed her mind that he would do anything else. And so far, it worked. My boyfriend had been a most obedient little puppy for her. There was that shiver of wild desire again.

Ella turned her shining blue eyes toward my boyfriend. He tore his eyes away from me to look at her, and beneath the humiliating collar he wore, I saw him gulp nervously. It was so sexy to see the conflicted feelings on his handsome face, to see the way he feared Ella but also wanted her so, so badly. He wanted to fuck her, but maybe more than that, he wanted to obey her. Or maybe he just feared the consequences if he didn’t. In the end, of course, the result was the same. He stared up her like she was some kind of goddess, and maybe it was that, that look, that I envied most. Every time he looked at Ella, it was practically an act of worship, and I understood completely, given the way she looked and the dark sexiness she exuded. But I was still kind of jealous, even though my friend was teaching me to be like her. The three of us were playing this wild game together as partners, though far from equal. There was still a part of me that wanted Jeff to look at me like that, and only me. But without Ella, none of this would have been possible.

“Do you like being an obedient little puppy for us?” Ella asked, her eyes burning with that cold fire as they stared into Jeff’s. And I did my best not to laugh at her words, trying not to undercut the drama of the situation. But it was funny. It was unquestionably funny to see my boyfriend so completely dominated by this woman who was much physically smaller than him. It was funny, after all the times the three of us had hung out together as friends, to see her bossing him around like this.

“Yes, Mistress Ella.”

The humiliating words seemed to fall more easily from my boyfriend’s lips every time he said them. And the more he said them, the more right it seemed. I knew this was a game, of course. No matter how real it seemed. Jeff wasn’t actually inferior to us just because we were women and he was a man, just because his high sex drive made him weak for us. But it was fun to play with the idea. And Ella was the evil queen of fantasies neither of us ever knew we had.

“Good,” Ella said, finally allowing herself to smile as she gazed down at my captive boyfriend. “But I think you need to prove it to us. I think you need to show us that you realize that as a man, you are inferior to us in every way, and that we are goddesses who deserve to be worshiped. Do you know how you’re going to do that, bitch boy?”

“No, Mistress Ella.”

He was playing right into her hands, of course, and he probably knew that. But after all, it wasn’t like was anything he could do about it. Jeff wanted us both too badly to resist even our wildest impulses. He was a prisoner of his own desires as much as anything, and that was a big part of what made this so thrilling. In a way, it was what made it okay. Even though Jeff had clearly confirmed to me over and over again that he wanted this, that he enjoyed this, there were times that I still felt guilty about it all. Looking at him now, gazing up at Ella with his cock throbbing once again with desperate desire, swept all of those thoughts quickly away.

“You’re going to lick my boots,” Ella said. She was grinning now, white teeth showing between her painted red lips. Her boots and her latex catsuit creaked as she leaned forward in her throne, wrapping the chain leash around her hand to tighten it as she stared directly into Jeff’s eyes. And as she spoke, she straightened her top leg, tapping the toe of her boot on Jeff’s bare chest for emphasis.

“Every inch of them,” she went on. “I want a good tongue polish from you. You’re going to lick every single inch of my boots, starting at the toe and slowly, slowly working your way up to the top. And while you do it, I want to hear you thanking me for the privilege and apologizing for that worthless tiny cock you have.”

I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing, more in shock than actual amusement. And Ella’s eyes flickered toward me, just for second, the look of amusement in them showing she shared my feelings. But when she turned her attention back to him, she spoke seriously.

“Go on,” she briskly ordered, tugging on the leash that connected the two of them. “Get to work like a good boot slave. You should consider it an honor to be allowed to touch any part of me with your worthless tongue. You know how many pathetic slaves I’ve made beg for the privilege?”

Jeff didn’t answer the question, and it seemed she didn’t expect him to. Instead, he looked at the floor in front of him, unable to meet her gaze. Or mine. It was absolutely thrilling to watch the psychological drama playing out on his handsome face. Watch him trying without success to resist his own desires, his own impulses. Trying to maintain some vestige of pride and self-respect while my beautiful friend stripped it all away from him. Because I never doubted she would. I never questioned that she would succeed.

And as I watched, Jeff slowly lifted his eyes from the floor in front of him to the shining boots that covered Ella’s feet. And the look of desire on his face, combined with his obvious shame, almost made me gasp.

His eyes flickered toward me, just for a moment, no more than half a second. And I didn’t move. I just smiled at him, wordlessly letting him know that I was watching it all. That I was seeing this humiliation, this disgrace. And that I approved. I didn’t know if he could tell from my face how much this was turning me on, but I wanted him to know. I wanted him to know the pleasure I took in his shame, the way it made me so hot to see my beautiful friend use and abuse him like this.

In less than a second, Jeff looked away. And then, shuffling forward a little on his knees, he lowered his head down toward Ella’s raised boot.

Setting back in her throne, she turned her bright smile on me as my boyfriend ran his tongue over her foot. As I watched, I could see the way Jeff’s cheeks colored in an adorable blush. He didn’t look at me now; maybe he couldn’t. But I knew that he knew I was watching. One thing I had already learned about these crazy games with that simply being an audience didn’t mean you weren’t participating. Licking Ella’s boots would be a humiliating ordeal for my boyfriend no matter what. But doing it with me watching, knowing I was joyfully witnessing every moment, was only going to add to those powerful and intoxicating feelings of disgrace. Somehow, I didn’t need Ella to tell me that. That was something I figured out all by myself.

And for a while, nobody said anything. Ella sat back in her throne like the latex queen she was, enjoying Jeff’s humble service. And I watched, barely able to believe what I was seeing and even less able to believe how much I was enjoying it. And for a time, the only sound breaking the silence of my best friend’s dungeon with the wet sound of Jeff’s tongue sliding steadily over the slick leather of Ella’s boots.

He did exactly as she said. Kneeling at her feet, he slid his tongue over every inch of her glossy patent leather footwear, starting at her pointed toe. And Ella beamed down at him, still holding the leash but allowing a little slack in it now that she could see she had another man right where she wanted him. As he licked her foot, Jeff glanced up at Ella from time to time, unable to resist the temptation to stare at her amazing body but too ashamed to meet her fearsome eyes.

Ella didn’t say anything. But slowly, the weight of expectation in the room grew. Jeff had his orders. You could accuse Ella of many things, but you could never say she was unclear. He knew what he had to do, and the fact he didn’t want to do it was exactly what made us both, me and Ella, want it from him.

“Thank you… For letting me lick your boots, Mistress Ella,” Jeff said with obvious difficulty, with unmistakable shame. And again, I felt like I ought to feel sorry for him without actually feeling it. In the context of the game we were playing, at least, this was exactly what he deserved. Whether or not that was actually true in any real sense hardly mattered.

“Good boy,” Ella purred, and the way she said it was enough to send another shiver up my spine. I could imagine what it did to Jeff.

“See how much better it is once you learn your true place?” she went on as she tugged lightly on the leash. “Once you realize that you belong forever beneath us, groveling at our feet and worshiping the ground we walk on. Let’s face it, that’s the only way a guy with a tiny cock like yours is ever going to make a woman happy. You’re never going to please us in bed. So you should get used to licking boots and taking orders. Maybe you can bring us some pleasure that way.”

Her words were cruel, and they were clearly working. Jeff’s cheeks burned with fresh shame, and I hadn’t forgotten for a moment that this was the man I loved. But that sadism in me that Ella had revealed was in full flow now. I didn’t pity him at all. I wanted more of this, more of all of it. More shame and disgrace for him and more unbelievably seductive power for us. Underneath my sexy little dress, I could feel my pussy getting wetter by the minute, and no matter how many times that had happened before, I still felt a faint sense of surprise at it. But that didn’t change the reality. Seeing Ella dominate Jeff like this, seeing him crawl at her command and worship her feet, was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen. And given recent events, that was saying a lot.

“Yes, Mistress Ella,” Jeff groaned, in a voice that dripped with obvious desire. And then, knowing how little choice he had, Jeff went further.

“I’m… I’m sorry for having such a tiny cock, Mistress Ella.”

He almost choked on the words and his unwillingness to say them. But the look of sadistic glee on my best friend’s face was unmissable. And I’ll concede that in that moment, I finally did feel a little bit sorry for him. But that feeling of pity was almost totally overwhelmed by sheer delight.

I laughed out loud. Again, I could hardly help it. He just sounded so pathetic, kneeling there worshiping Ella like the goddess she pretty much was. And I know what guys are like about their size, how their ego and pride is all bound up in it. I could see why Ella was attacking Jeff’s manhood, even though as far as I was concerned, there was absolutely nothing wrong with. The point was to disgrace him completely, to make him feel like less than a man. And judging from the look on his face, it was absolutely working.

“That’s right. You should be sorry for that little worm,” Ella said, without missing a beat. It was part of her dominatrix persona to always have something to say, after all, to never let a situation get the best of her. She was so good at it.

And as Jeff licked his way up the long shaft of her tall boot, I could see that the excitement was getting the better of him, too. His cock was throbbing in a way that looked almost painful, clear fluid leaking from its tip in a testament to his wild excitement. As series of adorable little grunts and moans escaped his lips, and his humble words of submission seemed to come more readily every passing second.

“Thank you for letting me lick your boots, Mistress Ella. I’m sorry for having such a worthless, tiny cock.”

Ella basked in his disgrace, the words seeming to work like a magic spell on her. She stayed right where she was, sitting in her relaxed pose in her throne. But at the same time, she seemed almost to grow. A towering goddess, shining with dark luster where she sat, becoming more beautiful and more dangerous by the moment. Everything Jeff wanted, it seemed, from the way his body was responding to contact with her. And everything I wanted to be.

“That’s right,” Ella smirked. “Say it again.”

And he did, of course. Leashed and kneeling at her feet, Jeff repeated his little mantra of humiliation, this desperate little chorus of shame. He babbled the words now, cringing as he spoke but unable to do anything else.

And like that, my boyfriend licked his way up my best friend’s boots. As he reached the top, his tongue sliding over the middle of her thigh, I felt again that stab of jealousy, and I was no longer all that sure who I was even jealous of, who I wanted to be more in that moment. The gorgeous dominatrix being worshiped by a slave, or the lucky slave with his head against the thigh of his mistress.

And in the end, it was also sexy that even Ella seemed to lose some of her self-control.

With a sigh that seemed almost annoyed, she hurriedly uncrossed her legs. Her high heel cracked on the concrete floor like a gunshot, and Jeff sat back on his knees, staring up at his goddess and waiting to see what came next. Certainly, after all her movements and attitude being so languid and so in control, Ella seemed to be in a big hurry. And my own excitement was building as I recognized why that might be.

Ella clapped her hands on the arms of the throne and pushed herself upright. Both Jeff and I watched as she reached down between her legs, finding the zipper of the catsuit down there. She pulled it open, reaching her other hand around from behind her ass to pull it up between her cheeks. Then, with her pussy brazenly on display, shining with the moisture of her arousal, she stepped away from the throne and tugged on Jeff’s leash.

“Stand up,” she ordered, her tone brusque. And as Jeff rose to his feet, Ella stepped toward him. Placing her hands on his shoulders, she turned him around so that his back was to the throne and then roughly pushed him down. Jeff sat heavily on the throne Ella had just vacated, gazing up at her with obvious desire. And with the grace of a dancer, Ella raised one foot from the floor and placed her high heel on Jeff’s shoulder, pinning him back against the chair as she leaned forward. Jeff grunted as the point of her high heel dug into the skin of his shoulder, that predictably, his eyes dropped between her spread legs, taking in the sight of her clinging womanhood in front of him. And Ella let him look. In fact, she ran two fingers of her free hand over her swollen lips, trembling slightly at her own touch.

“How badly do you want this pussy, bitch boy?”

“So badly, Mistress Ella,” Jeff groaned, while I stifled a gasp to hear my boyfriend confess such naked need for another woman right in front of me. “Please, please, please let me have you!”

“God, you’re so not worthy,” Ella said, rolling her eyes. “I’d never normally so much as touch a guy like you. But since you’re the only guy here, I guess this is your lucky day. Don’t expect this to happen ever again.”

Ella’s high heel echoed on the floor as she lowered her foot from Jeff’s shoulder. Still holding the leash, she stepped toward him, climbing on top of him and straddling him where he sat in the chair. I looked on in disbelief as my friend sat in my boyfriend’s lap, smiling at him as she reached out and took hold of his cock. Slowly, she guided it into her wet pussy, and they both groaned with pleasure. And I stood there, trembling in my tall high-heeled boots and dominatrix outfit, my pussy spasming on the empty air with jealous desire, biting my lower lip, my nipples straining against the latex fabric of the dress.

Ella’s black latex catsuit shone as she began to move up and down. And for all her talk about Jeff’s sexual inadequacy, the moans she made showed that she was having fun. Meanwhile, he seemed unable to believe his luck. He stared at this goddess riding him with wide eyes and his mouth open, a steady stream of moans and groans of pleasure escaping him while she used his cock as her toy.

I couldn’t believe I was watching it. I couldn’t believe I wasn’t doing anything about it. But the spell Ella so effortlessly wove over my boyfriend worked just as well on me. This seemed like a moment I couldn’t interrupt. It seemed like something almost sacred, a ritual of humiliation and desire that I was lucky to even witness.

But Ella hadn’t forgotten about me. With her hands on my boyfriend’s shoulders now, she turned her face to me, and gleam of her eyes told me the outrageous pleasure she was feeling as she fucked Jeff right in front of me.

“How do you like the show, Sam? Why don’t you come closer and get a better view?”

Jeff gasped, but before I could even really register what I was doing, I found I was stepping forward, moving toward the throne. I couldn’t help it. It was like I was in a kind of trance, and Ella’s words were simple orders that I couldn’t even imagine disobeying.

Even when she said the next part.

“Lie down, babe,” she said, her voice soft now and dripping with pleasure as she continued to ride my boyfriend right in front of me. “Lie down under the throne. You’ll get a better view from there.”

I hesitated. And Jeff gasped and spluttered, looking from Ella to me and back again. But she looked only at me. Her gaze never wavered, her smile never faltered. She just kept looking at me, and I felt the pure power of her beauty and dominance, and even though I knew it was disgraceful, even though I knew I shouldn’t, I felt myself giving into it.

The tight dress I wore made movement difficult as I lowered myself down onto the floor. Ella turned to watch over her shoulder, smiling that same smile as I slid my body under the chair. Through the hole in the seat, I could see everything. I could see Jeff’s balls hanging down, see his cock buried inside her pussy, could see her juices shining against his skin, and it all made me tremble with desperate lust.

But then, I watched Jeff’s cock sliding free of Ella’s pussy as she rose to her feet. Standing over me, she crouched and took my hands. Still, I didn’t resist. Even as she raised one of my wrists toward the shackle on the foot of the throne and fastened it around my hand, then did the same with the other. Her movements were gentle, but there was no missing what was happening. My best friend was binding me in place under her throne.

“Just so you don’t get too excited,” Ella said in that same soft voice. “And so you don’t go anywhere until we’re all done.”

I didn’t say a word. I didn’t say anything as Ella stood and climbed back onto the chair. I didn’t say a word as she took hold of Jeff’s cock and guided it back inside her wet pussy, both of them groaning again. I didn’t say a word as she began to ride, having sex with him right above me, their glistening genitals all I could see of them through the hole in the throne.

Dressed like a dominatrix, I nevertheless submitted completely. I just lay there and watched.



12. Ella The Tease

I could hardly believe what was happening. Then again, it wasn’t exactly the first time I had had that feeling, either. Ever since that first fateful day when Ella came to the door of her house in the very same latex dominatrix outfit she was wearing now, I had been caught up in this wild adventure that was beyond anything I had ever imagined, beyond anything I had ever even fantasized about. Before all this, I had no idea that it could feel so good to take control, or to give up control. No idea that my boyfriend would be more than willing to come along on this strange adventure and submit completely, not just to me, but primarily to Ella. And I never would have imagined, not in my wildest dreams, that it would be so hot to be forced to watch my own betrayal. That seeing Jeff have sex with another woman right in front of me, and being tied down and made powerless to do anything about it, would be such an incredible thrill.

As the cuffs that held my wrists rattled against the legs of the throne Jeff and Ella were having sex on, I reflected that that was part of what made this all work. We all had choices, of course. That was the reality. But the fantasy was that we didn’t. The fantasy was that Ella was making all of this happen, and Jeff and I were just her toys to use as she saw fit. That made it easier. It made it more acceptable. We had no choice, and so we couldn’t be blamed. That wasn’t really true, but it helped all the same.

And as I watched, hearing their moans of pleasure slowly turn into cries of ecstasy, I pressed my thighs together, my own pussy trembling and spasming as I watched Ella’s pussy contract around my boyfriend’s cock. It was cruel torture, this, just as it was meant to be. But it was unbelievably exciting. In its way, it was a taste of what Jeff had been going through all this time, what Ella and I forced him to endure. The mingled ecstasy and terror of giving up control, of not knowing what was coming, but knowing you had no choice in the matter. Given how sexy Ella was in her dominatrix outfit, I didn’t really have to wonder what Jeff got out these games. But all the same, I was getting a crash course in the joys of submission thanks to my sexy friend. She had already sexually dominated me in her bedroom, making my helpless boyfriend watch. Now, she was reversing the roles, and this new twist was every bit as thrilling as the last development had been.

But no matter how excited I got, there was nothing I could do to change what happened or to influence it in any way. All I could do was lie there, knowing that having me as an audience only made this wild experience even more exciting for my dominatrix friend.

Ella cried out as pleasure swelled inside her. I heard Jeff groaning too, responding to the way her slick pussy tightened around his shaft. And as I lay there, just inches below them, I could feel drips of her juices falling onto my face. It was so humiliating, so degrading, and I couldn’t get enough of it. To be used like this, controlled, dominated, overpowered, and to be forced to watch my boyfriend have sex with another woman. My head was spinning, my pussy was spasming, and lying there beneath them both, I watched my friend cum. I watched her cum sliding down Jeff’s cock and dripping from his dangling balls, right down onto my face.

I didn’t hate it.

“Don’t you dare cum, bitch,” Ella snarled, and the cruelty in her voice made me even more breathless than I already was. Even at the peak of pleasure I knew she was at, she never dropped the dominatrix persona, even for a second. If it even was a persona. The more time we spent together, playing like this, the more I came to believe that this was who my friend truly was. It was crazy that I had known Ella for this long and had never known she had this side to her. Then again, as the last few weeks had proved, life is full of surprises, and just when you think you have it all figured out, something unexpected comes along and blindsides you.

Jeff groaned, and as jealous as I was, I hardly blamed him. Ella’s command seemed basically impossible to obey. She was too sexy, too exciting, and the sex they were having together was clearly fantastic. The smell of her pleasure filled the room, and her cries of passion filled the air along with his steady groans, and everything combined at once to make this one of the wildest and most memorable sexual experiences of my life, even considering everything we had done so far.

But somehow, Jeff managed it. Ella’s cries of passion filled her garage dungeon, bouncing back from the walls adorned with the tools of her trade, and while her pussy spasmed around my boyfriend’s cock, I could hear her climax slowly fade. Jealousy vibrated inside me, jealous of both of them and the pleasure they were having, even though I knew Jeff had very little choice in what happened. And maybe that was what made it okay. Maybe that was why this didn’t feel like he was cheating on me. Or maybe it was because I was involved, if not as involved as I wanted to be. I was just as involved as my dominatrix friend would let me be.

And after only a moment to recover herself, Ella started riding Jeff’s cock again.

Her stamina was impressive. Then again, so was his. I could see his dripping balls drawn up tight against his body, his cock throbbing inside the wet slot of her sex as she bounced up and down, every movement drawing another scream of passion out of her. But somehow, he managed to resist.

And for some reason, I wanted to change that.

I didn’t know why. Call it mischief. Or maybe it was an expression of my jealousy of what the two of them were enjoying together. Maybe I just wanted the attention. But if ever there was a time to follow every impulse, this was it.

So I lifted my head from the floor underneath the chair. It was only a short distance to the bodies rising in ecstasy above me, and as I stretched out my neck, I closed my lips around Jeff’s balls.

He jumped on the chair above me, and I heard Ella gasp. And as I sucked on his scrotum, running my tongue over the hairy skin, Jeff let out a loud groan. The little tremor in his voice made my pussy spasm with excitement, and again I pressed my thighs together, my hands helpless on either side of the throne but my mouth busy on his body. I could taste the juices of my friend’s pussy on his skin, but somehow, that only made it more exciting. I sucked and licked his sack while Ella bounced up and down frantically on his cock, and Jeff, caught between us both, couldn’t control himself any longer.

He growled like an animal, and his balls pulled up even tighter against his body. I heard Ella cry out as she felt him cum inside her, and after a moment, the mingled juices of their sex poured out of her, sliding down his cock, dripping onto my face. I tasted that cum in my mouth as I continued sucking on Jeff’s rapidly emptying balls, slurping up the residue of the orgasm, feeling like a total slut and a sexy goddess at one and the same time. It was like magic, letting go and giving in to every impulse like this. It was like nothing I had ever experienced. And as I lay there trembling under the chair, my boyfriend’s balls still in my mouth, I felt like once again, we had crossed a line that we would never be able to come back from.

Opening my mouth wider, I let my head sink back on the floor. Up above me, the chair creaked, and Ella’s boots rapped on the floor as she climbed off my boyfriend. Beneath the chair, I couldn’t see her, but I could hear her every word as she berated him.

“I told you not to cum, loser,” she snarled, and another little sexual thrill raced through me in the form of a shiver as I listened.

“I’m sorry, Mistress Ella,” Jeff said, and the tone of his voice suggested he actually meant it, too. But Ella wasn’t going to be convinced.

“Bad enough you have a useless, tiny cock,” she sneered, “but clearly, you can’t control yourself, either. God, I don’t know what Sam sees in you. The only thing you’re good for is groveling at my feet and telling us how pathetic you are.”

Ella moved above me. She crouched down, and I felt her undoing the shackles that held my wrists to the chair. Carefully, I slid myself out from underneath and sat up. She stood above me, looking as gorgeous and dominant and powerful as ever, her black latex catsuit shining in the light, her pussy shining between her legs. She held out her hand to me, and I took it, rising to my feet as she helped me up. I pulled my clinging white latex dress back down around my thighs, the juices of my pussy trickling down the inside my legs with the power of the excitement I was feeling. But Ella, despite her recent orgasm, looked genuinely angry. Jeff had disappointed her, and she wasn’t going to let him forget that for even a moment.

“This boyfriend of yours is really pathetic, you know that?” she said. I turned to look at Jeff, still tasting their sex in my mouth, and I grinned at him. Seeing him sitting there, his hands still cuffed behind his back, a leash dangling from the collar around his neck, predictably kept my desire soaring high inside me. And Ella’s words only added to that. I still didn’t feel sorry for him. In fact, now that he had had an orgasm and I hadn’t, I felt more willing to be cruel to him than ever.

“You know what? He kind of is,” I giggled. “I guess I never really saw it before. But you’re right. He is a loser.”

I wanted so badly to be like Ella, to be the cruel beautiful dominatrix that she was. And so I stepped toward my boyfriend, taking hold of the leash close to where it attached to his collar, pulling his face toward me. I looked deep into his eyes and summoned every ounce of dominant sexuality I could, almost doing and impression of my friend as I tried to channel her complete confidence, her easy control over seemingly every man she met.

“You are a fucking loser,” I said, smiling as I spoke. “And I’m the one you should be apologizing to for having such a tiny, worthless cock.”

Behind me, I heard Ella splutter with laughter. Of course, she was delighted with this new attitude I was taking. She was supposed to be training me to be a dominatrix, after all, and this was something I wanted to learn. Something I hoped I was already mastering. Caught up in the moment like I was, I didn’t feel bad at all about what I was doing to Jeff. Even though I love him. Even though I had never been unsatisfied with our sex life or with his manhood. I could see that when Ella teased him about it, it had a powerful effect on him, and that was the same effect I wanted to have, and so I copied her sneering and dismissive tone, her cruel words, and Jeff looked up at me with his mouth open, his eyes shining with disbelief, completely overcome by what I had transformed myself into.

“I’m sorry… Mistress Samantha,” he croaked. And as he spoke the words, a surge of power raced through me. It didn’t matter that just moments before, I had been tied up under the chair, just as helpless as he was, sucking his balls. Now, standing above him, holding the leash attached to his collar, I felt fully in control, sexy and beautiful and dominant, just the way Ella was. Just the way I wanted to be. And making him say such humiliating things was all part of that. The more it hurt him, the more it empowered me, and the more I felt justified in treating him so badly.

“You should be,” I said. “Now, apologize to Mistress Ella for having an orgasm without her permission.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress Ella,” Jeff said, turning his anguished eyes toward the other woman. And we both laughed, Ella and me, enjoying this ritual of his total humiliation, his complete submission, his pure inadequacy in our presence. The echoes of sex still seem to haunt the room, and I was hornier than ever, desperate for the pleasure the two of them had enjoyed and I had been forced to watch. And now, I felt like it was my turn. It was my time to take charge and get what I wanted.

“It’s going to take a lot more than an apology to make up for that act of disobedience,” Ella said firmly. She turned toward me, her arms folded under her breasts, the light in the garage shining back from the skintight latex that gripped every inch of her body. “How you think we should punish him, Sam? I mean, he’s your boyfriend. What you think would really put him in his place?”

“I mean, we could whip him again,” I said, turning a sly smile toward Jeff for just a moment to see the look of fear on his face before I turned back to my friend. “But I think there’s something we could do that would be even more fun for us, and even more torture for him.”

“Oh?” said Ella, raising her dark eyebrows. “And what would that be?”

I didn’t answer. Not in words, anyway. Instead, I reached out and took Ella by the hand. Her skin was warm against mine, and it felt strange to be holding hands with a woman who had just had passionate sex with my boyfriend right in front of me. But in some ways, I felt closer now to my friend than I ever had before. As if sharing Jeff’s body like we had made us somehow even more inextricably linked to one another. Ella and I had been through a lot together, but nothing like this. Who ever thought being cheated on would be such a bonding experience?

In the grip of a wild idea, I led Ella across the room. Our high heels echoed one another as we moved across the hard floor, and for once, my friend seemed willing to follow my lead instead of the other way around. She didn’t know what I was up to, but she smiled as she let me lead her across the room, toward the cage that sat in the middle of the dungeon. There, I placed my hands on her arms and gently turned her around so that she had her back to the cage. Just as gently, I pushed her against the bars, and, taking the hint, Ella gripped the edge of the cage and boosted herself up onto the top so that she was sitting on it. The firm muscle of her ass, wrapped in latex, sank a little between the bars, and I turned to smile once again at Jeff who sat watching from the throne across the room, not knowing what was about to happen.

“Stay there, loser,” I said. “Stay there and watch while I clean up your mess.”

For all her usual self-control, for all her experiences a dominatrix, Ella gasped at that, just a little. But she was no more surprised than I was myself to hear me say the words, to see me carry out this crazy idea. I couldn’t help it. I still thought of myself as straight, still normally experienced attraction only to men. But there was something so sexy about Ella and her dominatrix gear and her cruel attitude. Besides, it wasn’t so much about that. It wasn’t so much about being attracted to her as being turned on in a more general way, a way that made my normal inhibitions evaporate like steam. Nothing mattered except pleasure, and pleasure, in this dungeon, was inextricably linked with pain. I saw a way that I could torture my submissive boyfriend and please his dominant mistress at the same time, and I didn’t give myself much time to question it. I just did it.

My white latex dress creaked as I lowered myself carefully down onto the floor in front of the cage, the white leather of my boots protecting my knees only a little from the cold hardness of the garage floor. Smiling down at me, Ella spread her gorgeous thighs, and her pussy shone in front of me, wet and dripping and fragrant with the sex she had just had with my boyfriend. With my hands on her thighs, I leaned forward, and I felt her gently place one hand on the top of my head, sweeping my hair back from my face. It was the most intimate moment imaginable, sharing this with my best friend, and just as I knew it would, having Jeff watching made it so much more exciting.

I had never eaten pussy in my life. I had never wanted to, never even thought about it. I could admit when another girl looks sexy, but that doesn’t mean I wanted her the way a lesbian would. But I was so intoxicated in the moment, so caught up in the desire to do something new and kinky and wild, that it pushed all of that aside. I stuck out my tongue and ran it over my best friend’s sex, and Ella sighed happily above me as I began to lick.

“Look at you,” she chuckled, grinning down at me as I tongued her slit. I looked up at her, overwhelmed by her beauty, feeling an increasing desire to please her spreading through my body.

“Naughty little straight girl,” she said. “But you’re right. Someone needs to clean up this mess. And he should be thankful that you’re doing it, instead of me making him do it.”

“That’s right,” I murmured against Ella’s pussy, while the wild idea of it sent another tremor of kinky desire racing through my body. By now, I never doubted Ella’s ability to make Jeff do anything she wanted. Or me, for that matter. I was supposed to be learning to be a dominatrix, learning how to turn my boyfriend into my slave. Right now, I was the one serving and submitting, and it felt fantastic. It felt amazing to run my tongue over Ella’s pussy, to taste the orgasm I had been denied but had been made to watch. I had never imagined it would feel this good, and as I kneeled there on the floor, licking my gorgeous goddess, I almost found myself wishing I had done this a long time ago.

“Oh my God, you should see his face,” Ella giggled as she looked over me toward where Jeff sat on the throne.

Pausing my licking, I lifted my face away from Ella’s body and turned to look at Jeff over my shoulder. And just like her, I burst out laughing at the sight. There my boyfriend sat, naked except for the collar and the leash that dangled from it, his hands behind his back. And Ella was right: the look on his face was an absolute picture. He looked almost distraught, yet his wide eyes were locked on us both from across the room, not wanting to miss a moment of his own humiliation. And his cock, so recently drained and exhausted, was already swelling back to hardness. He couldn’t be stopped. His desire knew no limits. And for once, it was me doing it to him. Ella too, I guess. He wanted us both. But his eyes were locked on me as I kneeled at the feet of his mistress, doing something I never thought I would do, tasting another woman’s sex and his cum too as I teased him mercilessly.

“Fuck him,” I said, turning back to Ella. And she burst out laughing as I lowered my face between her legs again, sticking out my tongue and once again tasting the mixture of their fluids on her skin.

I kept licking, swallowing the cum that poured out of her. Swallowing my boyfriend, in a way I never had before, knowing he was watching every moment of it. And Ella’s moans of pleasure steadily grew until she closed her eyes and tipped back her head, one hand still holding back my hair as she thrust her hips forward, her latex catsuit squeaking against the cage. I plunged my tongue inside her, abandoning any trace of shame, any inhibitions I might’ve had, knowing what pleased me and using that knowledge to please her. And my pussy spasmed desperately, more of my juices running down the inside of my shaking thighs, as I made my sexy friend cum right there in front of my boyfriend.

As Ella’s orgasm subsided, she opened her eyes. She grinned down at me, running her fingers affectionately through my hair. And I couldn’t keep the goofy grin of my own face as I looked up at her. I couldn’t believe what we had done, but again, I felt closer to her than ever. As if this kinky game, along with the amazing sex it created, was deepening and enhancing our existing friendship.

Ella swung one leg over my head and slid off the cage. Leaving me kneeling where was, she strode quickly across the room, her high heels clicking as she approached Jeff. Reaching him sitting on the chair, she grabbed his leash and pulled on it, ordering him to follow her. And he did. His hard cock pointing out in front of him in a show of what truly controlled him, he followed his latex goddess across the room. I rose awkwardly to my feet as Ella led my captive boyfriend past me, stooping to swing open the door of the cage.

“Get inside, loser,” she ordered.

And Jeff hesitated. Tearing his eyes away from Ella for a moment, he looked over at me. But he should have known he couldn’t expect any help there. I just smiled at him, enjoying this like I enjoyed every other moment of humiliation, waiting for him to do as he was told.

And he did. Sinking to his knees, he crawled with difficulty into the cage, and Ella swung the door shut behind him. She locked it, trapping him inside. Then, smiling at me, she turned and walked back across the room toward her wall of toys.

With growing excitement, I watched as she went through them all. I hardly dared to breathe as she pulled down the leather harness and a black strap-on dildo. As she slid the dildo into the harness and buckled it around her hips, I knew exactly what she had in mind. I knew exactly who that toy that looked like a weapon was intended for. And my pussy spasmed again with excitement and hope, my whole body vibrating with sexual desire as this beautiful mistress strode back across the dungeon toward me, her new fake cock bouncing with every step she took.

“Come here, pretty lady,” Ella said in a soft voice. And as she spoke, she sat down on the floor, her latex catsuit shining as she positioned herself beside the cage. I dropped back down onto my knees, then lay beside her, feeling her hand brushing gently over the skin of my arm, her gentle touch seeming to weave a spell. And behind me, I could feel Jeff’s eyes burning into me as he studied every moment of this incredible humiliation. I didn’t have to turn and look to know he was watching every moment, taking it all in, unable to do a single thing about it. We all knew what was about to happen. We all knew what it meant. And my pussy would not stop leaking juices in my scandalous dress as I thought about Ella fucking me.

She kissed me. Her lips were warm and soft, her tongue teasing as it flickered over my own. I kissed her back. And while we made out, her hand crept up my thighs, finding the hem of my tight dress. The latex slid up my body as she pushed it, finally pulling my skirt up above my hips. And as her fingers moved down between my legs, teasing the swollen lips of my pussy, I let out a tiny little moan of pleasure.

“Oh, you are a horny girl, aren’t you?” Ella smiled. “Looks like dominating your boyfriend turns you on as much as I hoped it would.”

“Yes, it does,” I said. “It really does!”

“Well, we’ll have to do something about that, won’t we?”

As she spoke, Ella moved, climbing on top of me. And I smiled up her as I lay back right there on the cold concrete floor, heedless of the discomfort. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the pleasure promised by her body and the toy that rose from between her legs like a weapon, pointing toward my pussy as she guided it toward me.

The head of the toy pressed against the wet entrance of my pussy, and I moaned like a bitch in heat. Ella chuckled as Jeff groaned beside me, caged and despairing, forced to watch. And slowly, inch by inch, giving my body time to accommodate its length and girth, Ella slid the dildo into my waiting pussy.

It felt incredible. It felt like I was being lit up from within by the wild fire of sex, the dildo spreading my pussy apart and making me feel like I was absolutely glowing with pure pleasure. Both our latex outfits and leather boots creaked as Ella moved on top of me, sliding the dildo in and out of me, and I held nothing back. I let my cries of passion ring out, letting Jeff hear every moment, paying him back for having sex with Ella right in front of me by doing the exact same thing.

Lying there on the cold concrete floor, my eyes rolling in my head as Ella fucked me, it occurred to me that this might be the best sex I ever had in my life.




My Friend, The Dominatrix: Parts 13 - 18

13. Chore Boy

Ella had lit a fire inside of both of us. That was the simple truth. Or maybe it wasn’t so simple, but it was an undeniable fact. Nothing in our lives had turned us on like this, and the things she did to us, the things we did together, were completely unforgettable. They had a way of staying with you, of lingering long in the memory so that even when she wasn’t around, her presence still hovered between us.

I couldn’t stop thinking about her, and about the things we did. And any time I looked at Jeff and caught him with a particular kind of faraway, dreamy expression, I couldn’t keep from smiling, knowing exactly what was going through his dirty little mind.

When we finally left Ella’s dungeon, we didn’t have a lot to say to each other. I guess everything had already been said. We knew what had happened and why we both wanted it. We were still both surprised by our own kinkiness, amazed by the levels of depravity she had uncovered in us. But we both enjoyed it. I knew that. And after all, I had seen the orgasms that shock Jeff’s body as Ella used him as her latest sex toy, and they were some of the most unbelievably sexy things I had ever seen.

The same went for me, of course. He had watched me scream in delight, watched me howl in pleasure as my best friend fucked me. Everything we did with her seemed to ratchet up the sexual tension, to push us further down this insane road of desire.

So we didn’t talk about it. Not much, anyway; not at first.

And that first day after we got back from Ella’s house, we were both worn out. As exciting as it all was, as much as our games with her had turbocharged our desire, we had both had our fill.

But that didn’t last long. The very next day, I woke up to Jeff with his arms wrapped around me, his hard cock pressed against my body. And given the wild dreams I had had that night, fantasy merging with memory until everything seemed slightly unreal, I didn’t exactly resist.

Horny as we both were, we had passionate sex that next morning. And again that night. Truthfully, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. And that had always been the case, in a way. We both had healthy libidos, and the physical side of our relationship had never really been in need of any help. But now it had it anyway, and it was like sex was taking over our lives. I couldn’t think of anything else or want anything else or do anything else. Like there was barely time to eat and drink between wild sessions of sex. And even if we didn’t talk about her, Ella hovered over all of it like a ghost, the wicked mistress who had turned us into this. Her shiny black latex catsuit and gleaming boots haunted my dreams, and I knew they did the same for Jeff, and again, I was surprised by my own lack of jealousy. As if I had just accepted her place in our lives, just accepted that I was no longer Jeff’s only sexual partner. I guess to complain would’ve made me a hypocrite anyway. Because Ella fucked me at least as much as she fucked Jeff.

“God, I fucking love this.”

I looked down at Jeff as I spoke, seeing the hunger in his eyes that matched my own. A few days had passed since our last session, our days filled with sex and that growling desire that never seemed to go away. We were at it again, Jeff lying on his back in our bed, me on top of him. His cock felt so good inside me. Familiar, by now, of course. But no less exciting for that. And it felt good being on top of him, being in control, a faint echo of the wild surge of power I had felt when I was at Ella’s house, dressed in my new dominatrix outfit, feeling like an absolute sex vixen and knowing my boyfriend wanted me more than ever. My pussy twitched just at the memory, and every time it did, I groaned, feeling my sex tighten like a hand around his.

“It’s so much fun to be in charge,” I said.

“Well, you look amazing doing it,” Jeff said. He wasn’t tied down, wasn’t my prisoner in any way. He had his hands on my hips, as if holding me in place, as if he never wanted to let me go. Since the last session with Ella, we hadn’t done anything kinky. It was almost like we didn’t need to. Like we could live for a long time off the memory of that debauched night, so that even regular sex took on the same dark light of kinkiness, just because we both knew what we had done. We were both thinking about her. I was sure of that.

“Thanks,” I smiled. For now, I was just sitting astride him, his rigid cock buried deep inside me, just enjoying the sensations it was giving me. Sex was coming, of course. We both knew it. And knowing that made it a pleasure to hold back for a little bit, to just savor the moment. He looked so handsome, lying there underneath me, and the look on his face told me what I already know: that he desired me badly, that he wanted the body I was willing to give him. Just as it did in Ella’s garage, it made me feel like a goddess to be wanted like this.

“It’s so hot, isn’t it? I mean, who would have ever thought? But I want it now. I want to be like her. I want to have men falling at my feet, worshiping the ground I walk on.”

“Men?” Jeff said, raising his eyebrows suspiciously. “As in, plural?”

“You know what I mean.”

As I spoke, I could feel my cheeks reddening. It’s a strange feeling to blush while a guy has his cock inside you, to blush in front of a man you’ve done such outrageously kinky things with as I had with Jeff. But the truth was, even I didn’t know exactly what I meant by that. The words just came out, my mouth running away before my brain could tap the brakes. I didn’t know what I meant by that, and I hadn’t really thought it through. I never wanted to be unfaithful to Jeff. Somehow, the things we did with Ella didn’t feel like cheating at all. But now he had asked the question, and now, at least in some part of my brain, I couldn’t really ignore it. Men. Men other than Jeff. Almost from the moment we started dating, I never wanted anyone but him, but that was then. Everything was different now. And even while I tried to deny it, tried to ignore it, some part of me was already constructing some dirty little fantasy, an image of multiple men submitting to me, acknowledging me as a goddess the way they did for Ella. Jeff groaned as my pussy spasmed again, already well-lubricated by the juices that would not stop flowing out of me. I was so turned on, it was almost unbelievable, and the pressure to do something about it, to have sex with my more-than-willing boyfriend, was only growing by the moment. The wild images dancing through my mind weren’t exactly helping, either.

Jeff didn’t say anything. Maybe he simply took it as a slip of the tongue that meant nothing, and part of me hoped it was. And I leaned forward, my hair hanging down around my face, almost brushing his heaving chest where I placed my hands. Faintly, I could feel his heart knocking against the inside of his ribs, driving the hot blood that filled his hard cock inside me. It felt like he was laid out in front of me like some snack that I was about to devour, and I liked the way it felt. An echo of that wild power, that pure sexiness that had bewitched me, that made me want to be like my dominatrix friend. The dark secret behind all the outfits, all the toys, all the elaborate games the three of us played together. It was all about this. The rush of power I felt from being so clearly desired by the man I love.

And then I couldn’t hold back anymore. The muscles in my thighs tightened as I began to move up and down on top of him, and as his cock slid easily in and out of my dripping pussy, I felt like electricity was lighting me up from within. I let out a moan, and then another, wanting my boyfriend to hear everything. Wanting him to know just how turned on I was, as if he could possibly not know. And as I continued to move up and down on top of him, his cock seeming to sink deeper into my ready pussy on every downstroke, he groaned too. Together, we filled the bedroom with the unmistakable music of our pleasure, our passion, reaching out beyond us to bounce back from the walls and remind us how we felt about each other and about everything we had done.

I dug my nails into his chest, and the momentary wince of pain he made caused me to bite my lower lip, as if I wanted a taste of that same painful pleasure. Slowly, I dragged my fingernails over his skin, leaving angry red marks, and Jeff gasped between his teeth, but he didn’t tell me to stop. Instead, his hands just gripped my hips tighter, his fingertips sinking deeper into my skin, and he arched his back, raising his own hips from the mattress, driving his cock deep inside as I bounced on top of him. It felt incredible, all this ecstasy and pain. This tiny bit of cruelty mixed with unmistakable passion. It was intoxicating. It was addictive. It was everything I had never known I wanted, and now couldn’t live without.

After that last session in Ella’s basement, there was never any doubt. We were both, in our different ways, her playthings, her sexual toys.

And I couldn’t stop dreaming of the day when I was every bit the gorgeous, powerful dominatrix my friend was.

******

When I got to Ella’s house, there was a car I didn’t recognize parked in front of her garage. That wasn’t a surprise. I knew someone was there. Still, seeing it sent a little shiver racing along my spine, as if it reminded me of what I was doing there and what was going to happen. Or maybe it was just seeing the garage again, and imagining what lay on the other side of that closed door, hidden away from the respectable and sleepy suburb my friend had chosen to live in. I knew now how she paid for such a big house, and why she had wanted all that space. I wasn’t in the least bit judgmental about it; how could I be? I was jealous more than anything. Ella had found a way to do kinky, sexy stuff for a living, and she was clearly doing very well.

And she had invited me over to help.

“Just you,” she had said on the phone, before I even thought to ask. “This guy doesn’t want any other men around. But another woman? A beautiful, sexy woman like you? That will blow his mind.”

“What am I… What am I going to do?” I had asked, doubts rising in my mind along with my undeniable excitement.

“Nothing you don’t want to,” Ella had reassured me. “Remember, we’re women. We’re in charge. Honestly, just being there, watching, is more than enough. But I want you to see a session. I mean, you’ve seen what I do with Jeff, so you get the idea. I think it will help you seeing how I treat other guys, paying clients. The stuff we do to Jeff; it’s fun and all, but this is a job for me.”

How could I refuse an offer like that?

Still, as I raised my hand to knock on Ella’s front door, I had to acknowledge that this time, there was some guilt involved. I hadn’t told Jeff what I was doing.

I told him I was going to Ella’s house. Excitement shone immediately in his eyes. He was disappointed when I told him I would be going over there alone. I didn’t have the heart to tell him there would be another man there, that I was going to watch Ella doing a session with a client. It would only complicate things, I told myself, forcing me into a possibly lengthy explanation while I had places to be. But maybe that wasn’t the real reason. Maybe in truth, I was simply scared. Scared of his reaction, scared of his fear that I would cheat on him. I had no intention of doing that, of course. I was there to watch, nothing more. But it just seemed easier not to tell him what was really going on.

I knocked on the door, and after just a few seconds, I heard a sound that was becoming increasingly familiar. The rhythmic percussion of Ella’s spike high heels on the floor of her house, coming to the door to let me in. She didn’t seem to care much at all about what her neighbors knew or didn’t know about her profession. She was plenty willing to come to the door in full dominatrix costume.

And once again, I was treated to the side of my friend dressed to kill.

No latex catsuit this time. After my own experience getting dressed in a latex dress, I could understand why. Sexy as it looks, it’s not the easiest thing to put on, especially by yourself. Still, I had to register a faint twinge of disappointment. She looked so powerful in that catsuit, so otherworldly, like some kind of divine creature built solely for sex.

Then again, she didn’t look too shabby in what she was wearing now, either.

She was wearing the boots. The same boots she wore when she dominated Jeff, the same boots both he and I had licked, albeit in very different circumstances. And they made her move the way they always did, made her body sway, accentuating every incredible curve the rest of her outfit displayed. She had her boots on over a pair of tight blue jeans that hugged her hips, showing off her narrow waist. Her waist was made even more narrow by the black underbust corset she wore over a black tank top. Her breasts swelled in the low neckline, just above the top of the corset, her hourglass body beautifully displayed. It was a provocative outfit, but one you could almost get away with in public in the right setting. At the club maybe, on a night out. And as always, Ella’s blue eyes shone like crystal, framed by her black hair that hung just above her shoulders, her almost witchy beauty as unignorable as ever.

“Damn, you look good,” I said.

“Thanks,” Ella smiled at me. “Come in.”

And she turned as she spoke, moving as gracefully as ever in her tall heels. As I stepped through the door, I couldn’t keep myself from checking out her ass, and truthfully, I didn’t even try. At the top of her legs, the tight denim straining over her butt with every step she took, framed by the bottom of the black corset and the top of the black boots so that you could hardly look away even if you wanted to. And why would you want to? Even a straight girl like me had to admit the raw sexiness of Ella’s body.

Closing the door behind me, I followed that mouthwatering ass through the house, the loud sound of her high heels echoing the more muted sound of my own shoes as we stepped through the double door toward the kitchen.

And that’s when I saw him.

I knew it was coming, of course. I knew why I was there. And from the moment Ella had suggested this new adventure, I had tried my best to compose myself the way I thought I should. I had had no idea what to wear, and part of me had thought of going in my own latex dress and boots, being again the dominatrix I longed to be. Now, seeing Ella’s outfit, I was glad I hadn’t. Still, I felt a little underdressed in a T-shirt and yoga pants. But that didn’t seem to matter from the way he looked at me.

He was standing in the middle of Ella’s unnecessarily large kitchen. As we stepped through the door, he turned his head at the sound of his beautiful mistress’s high heels, and a look of surprise showed on his face as he saw me following behind her. But soon, as his eyes flickered over my body, that look changed to one of obvious desire. And all sorts of conflicting emotions ran through me then. It felt good to be desired, even by this stranger. But that didn’t mean I wanted him. Not by a long shot. And in some weird way, I was almost relieved by my lack of attraction to Ella’s client. Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard to stay faithful to Jeff.

He was considerably older than both of us. I would have guessed he was probably in his mid-40s, or maybe as old as 50. He was in decent shape, and I could tell that because he was almost naked. He was wearing nothing above the waist, and I could see the faint lines of his abdominal muscles, the muscles of his arms and chest, the only excess body fat he had showing just a little on his lower back and sides. But then I saw the panties he was wearing, red lacy women’s underwear with his visibly erect cock stuffed inside, and I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing, and Ella smiled at the sound, turning her shining eyes on me and grinning encouragingly.

“Looks ridiculous, doesn’t he?” Ella said. “Chore Boy, what you do when a mistress enters the room?”

Turning back to her slave, Ella snapped her fingers, pointing to the kitchen floor. And at once, like a well-trained dog, the man dropped immediately to his knees. His head turned as an as if on a swivel, as if he didn’t know who to look at, Ella or me, and so he settled on both of us, looking from one to the other almost frantically, like he was worried we might disappear at any moment. I’ll admit, I felt almost embarrassed at the sight of him, a kind of secondhand embarrassment at the humiliating position he was in. But I did my best to push that aside. A dominatrix is never embarrassed, never self-conscious, especially not in front of a submissive slave. And instantly, it was clear that was exactly what this man was.

“Chore Boy, this is Mistress Samantha,” Ella said. “She’s my best friend, and when I told her what a pathetic loser you are, she wanted to see for herself. So crawl over here like the pathetic worm you are and show her the respect all women deserve.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah.”

The words fell easily from the slave’s lips, polished by long practice. So different from the way Jeff sometimes said the same thing, as if the words had to be pulled out of him. Still battling with his pride, still unwilling to admit how submissive he was, despite all the evidence. This guy, it seemed, had accepted his fate. Of course, Ella being Ella, that was probably the best thing to do. But I’ll admit, part of me missed Jeff’s little bit of hesitation, even though we all knew it was futile. It was fun that he put up even that little bit of a fight. To know that he hadn’t given up completely, and so we still had to make him bow down to us.

As the man crawled across the floor toward me, head bowed, I saw the thinning hair at the back of his scalp. I’m not sure what I had expected, but the guy looked like an accountant or a car salesman or something. Just a regular guy, someone you wouldn’t look at twice out in the world, now crawling around the kitchen floor of a much younger woman while she mocked and humiliated him.

Out of instinct, I almost recoiled as he pressed his lips against my foot. But, mastering myself, I kept it there instead, allowing him to kiss both my sneakers while I looked down at him. I knew my role. And not being attracted to the man groveling at my feet didn’t change the fact that it sent that addictive surge of power through me again, that sense of being so unstoppably sexy that a man would literally fall at my feet. I was still conflicted, the thought of Jeff sitting oblivious at home still in my mind. But there was no denying it felt good to be worshiped, too.

“Good boy,” Ella said. “Now, you can get us some drinks.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the man mumbled, barely raising his head. “What would you like, Mistress Samantha?”

Again, a thrill of excitement raced through me to hear myself called that by someone who wasn’t my boyfriend. Slowly but steadily, I could feel my confidence growing, and the more pathetic this man made himself, the more he debased himself in front of us, the more I started to feel like this was right. Like this was the natural order, how things should be. Men wanted earth so badly, and if it had taken me a long time to realize the power that gave me, at least I was seeing it now.

“What do you have?” I asked, looking at Ella as I spoke instead of the groveling man.

“Water. Soda. Wine. Beer.”

“White wine?”

“Yeah. Two glasses of white wine, Chore Boy,” Ella said briskly. And without waiting to see if her order was obeyed, as if she never doubted it would be, she turned and walked across the kitchen, her high heels rapping sharply on the floor until she climbed onto one of the stools on the other side of the counter.

I followed her. I sat beside my friend, and watched as Chore Boy crawled submissively across the floor. Reaching the fridge, he rose to his feet and opened the door. The humiliating panties he wore had a thong back, revealing his ass, and another shiver of desire went through me as I reminisced about how we had put Jeff in panties in Ella’s bedroom, how we had smacked his ass like a piece of meat. Jeff had a much nicer body than Chore Boy, but after all, I knew that wasn’t the point. Maybe the very first lesson Ella’s little scene taught me that night was that dominating men is fun, even when they’re not your type. You don’t have to be attracted to them, just so long as they are attracted to you.

Chore Boy took a bottle of wine out of the door of the fridge. He walked across the kitchen toward a cabinet and opened it, producing two glasses. Clearly, he knew his way around Ella’s kitchen cabinets, and given what she called him, I wondered how many times he had been to this house to serve my sexy friend. As he brought the glasses over to us, he raised his eyes toward us both, looking shy and bashful, but unable to keep from staring. And again, I felt that strange surge of power, that unexpected joy of being in control. I wasn’t going to cheat on my boyfriend, especially not with this guy. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t have some fun.

Chore Boy poured us each a glass of wine, and Ella talk a careful sip. She didn’t thank him, of course, and neither did I. He was just a slave doing his duty, doing what he was told the way a submissive man should. As I sat with my legs crossed, I could feel heat growing between my thighs. Not because of him, but because of the situation we were in. It was a new and unexpected experience to be this turned on around a guy who didn’t push my buttons. But after all, that was what the night was all about.

“Cheers,” Ella said, raising her glass. “To… Female supremacy.”

I chuckled as I cleaned my glass against hers. Her Chore Boy stood there watching, his eyes once again moving from her to me and back again. But for now, Ella didn’t say anything, giving him no further orders. Instead, she carefully sipped her wine, leaving a faint cresent of red lipstick on the glass.

And I couldn’t help myself. Dominating Jeff was the most sexually fulfilling experience of my life up to that point, but I couldn’t ignore the chance that presented itself here to try my newfound power out on someone else. After all, what else is a Chore Boy for?

“I need a footstool,” I said. And beside me, Ella’s face lit up, her eyebrows climbing toward her hairline and her eyes going wide with surprise and delight. “Get over here, Chore Boy. Crawl, pig.”

But she was hardly any more surprised than I was. I didn’t know this man, didn’t even know his real name. And already, I was bossing him around like a seasoned dominatrix. But somehow, his submission brought it out in me. That, and Ella’s sparkling blue eyes, watching my every move, waiting to see how I would handle this new adventure.

And Chore Boy did as he was told. I wasn’t really surprised by that, given how submissive he was toward my friend, but it still delighted me to see it. Immediately, this older man dropped to his hands and knees and crawled around the kitchen counter until he kneeled at my feet. And I raised my legs, placing my feet on his back, crossing them at the ankle and sighing with exaggerated relaxation as I sipped my own wine. Beside me, Ella was absolutely beaming, so pleased that I had learned the lessons she had taught me.

“You have him well-trained,” I said.

“There’s always room for improvement,” Ella replied.


14. Sam’s Lesson

“So how much does this pig pay you to treat him so badly?”

I was feigning a confidence I didn’t really feel, but after all, it was hardly the first time. In my admittedly limited experience, that was a good portion of what being a dominatrix was. Bossing people around doesn’t come easily to me, and that’s especially true of people I’ve only just met, people whose names I don’t even know. I’ve never been anyone’s boss, never been in a position of authority. Until now. And I was glad Ella was there, so that I could kind of borrow her unstoppable sexual power, piggyback off her total domination. But truthfully, I surprised myself with how well I was managing. And maybe I shouldn’t have been so surprised that bossing him around felt so damn good. But it did.

“$300 an hour,” Ella immediately answered, and I spluttered on my wine.

“Are you serious? That’s what lawyers charge!”

“Yeah, well, lawyers don’t do this,” Ella said. And, shifting in her seat, she uncrossed her legs, the leather of her dominatrix boots creaking with the movement. Placing a hand on my shoulder for balance, she leaned past me, stretching out her leg so that she could jab the slender heel against the flanks of the man I was using as a foot rest, leaving little red marks and making him grunt over and over again with pain while I giggled.

“No, I guess not,” she said. “And I guess they don’t have sex with their clients, either.”

“Neither do I,” Ella said, her bright blue eyes flashing momentarily as she turned to me. “I don’t have sex with Chore Boy. Do I, loser?”

“No, Mistress Ella,” the man humbly mumbled from down at floor level.

“What, never?”

“Never,” Ella insisted. “I’d never have sex with a guy like him. Would you?”

“Well, no, but…”

“Of course you wouldn’t. No one would. No one with any self-respect, anyway. I mean, look at him. He’s just so pathetic. Crouching there wearing panties. Women like a real man, loser. We like men who can take charge, who can just throw us down and fuck us, who can make us do whatever they want. Mistress Samantha here has a boyfriend, and he is an absolute stud. He gets to fuck us all the time. You don’t. When was the last time you fucked that gorgeous boyfriend of yours, Sam?”

I was glad that Chore Boy was keeping his head down, staring at the floor in front of him. Because a very undominatrix-like blush was spreading across my cheeks. Silly, perhaps. I shouldn’t feel the least bit of self-consciousness talking about my sex life to Ella, given that she was now a very important part of it. But with this stranger here in the room with us, it felt strange to even mention Jeff. Still, I knew I had to trust Ella. She knew what she was doing, knew her way around these games far better than I did. I wasn’t exactly sure what she was up to, but I trusted that it would become clear soon enough.

“This afternoon,” I said, and Ella laughed. It was a sneering, mocking laugh, and combined with another jab of her high heel into Chore Boy’s side, I could see that it was more about humiliating him than real amusement on her part.

“Good,” Ella said, continuing to press her high heel into his skin. “Sexy women like us should be having multiple orgasms every day, don’t you think?”

“I guess,” I said.

“I bet it felt amazing. I bet you loved having that big, hard cock inside you, didn’t you? Did he make you cum?”

Finally, a smile spread across my face. I could see what Ella was up to. When Jeff was around, she had nothing nice to say about him, and she especially enjoyed insulting his cock, calling it tiny and worthless. But now that he wasn’t here, now that another man was, she was making him out to be some kind of porn star. I can’t say that I immediately fully grasped all the twisted pathways of desire and humiliation she was currently exploiting, but I got the general idea. All at once, I knew exactly what was required of me.

“Yeah, he made me cum,” I said, shifting my feet just a little where they sat on top of Chore Boy’s back. “He always does. You know how good that big, thick cock feels inside you.”

Chore Boy let out a tiny little groan of despair, and both Ella and I laughed.

“Yeah, I do,” she said. “There’s nothing quite like getting fucked by a real man, is there? Something this little bitch knows nothing about. When was the last time you made a woman cum, loser?”

“I don’t know, Mistress Ella,” her slave mumbled.

“Probably never,” Ella went on. “I doubt you’ve ever satisfied anyone in your life. Not with that pathetic little thing that belongs in panties, anyway.”

“I’ve made women cum before, Mistress Ella,” the slave meekly protested, earning himself another jab in the side from Ella’s high heel.

“Yeah, right,” Ella said doubtfully. “She was probably thinking about someone else. Besides, that’s all in the past. I doubt you’ll ever make another woman cum again.”

The slave groaned again, and I turned my face to Ella, shaking my head in disbelief. She shrugged back at me, as if to say, what did you expect? I guess she had a point. I knew what I was going over there for, knew at least a vague outline of what I was going to witness. But her harshness and cruelty surprised me, even after the things I had seen Ella do. She was always so mean to Jeff, but it wasn’t until I saw her with a client that night that I realized that actually, when it came to my boyfriend, she was holding back. With Chore Boy, she clearly wasn’t. And the idea that he was paying her so handsomely for the privilege of being treated this badly only made the whole situation even funnier. As mean as Ella was being, it was hard not to feel sorry for her slave, but the fact he paid for this treatment, the fact that he was clearly rock-hard in the humiliating panties he wore, encouraged me to harden my heart. This was what he wanted, just like Jeff wanted similar treatment from my sexy friend. As wild as it was, there was no point denying the truth.

If ever there was a time to put my inhibitions to one side and just go for it, I knew, this was it.

“I guess he’s lucky he has the money to pay you,” I said, trying to eliminate any tremor from my voice as I spoke. “Otherwise, there’d be no reason at all to spend time with a guy like this.”

Ella’s eyes shone as she smiled at me. She didn’t break character, of course. But I could tell I had her approval. And I didn’t really know why, but I wanted to impress her. I wanted to show her what I could do, that I could be just as dominant and cruel as she was. I didn’t have the experience she did, but I had all the enthusiasm I needed.

“That’s true,” Ella said, “it’s pretty much all he’s good for. But I will say that there are times when it’s handy to have a Chore Boy around the house. I mean, how do you think I keep this place so clean?”

“So he does your housework for you? That’s a pretty sweet deal. A guy who pays to do your chores.”

“Exactly,” Ella beamed. “Now, Chore Boy, it’s time to get to work. It’s fun seeing you crawl around on your hands and knees, so you can stay down there and scrub my floor. You know where the brushes are.”

“Yes, Mistress Ella.”

He sounded so completely defeated, the way he spoke. I guess he was. Not even trying to suppress my laughter, I lifted my feet off his back, and the pathetic man crawled away. I watched, drinking in his every movement now that he was no longer looking at me, watching him crawl to the cupboard under the sink and take out a bucket and brushes. Meanwhile, Ella relaxed on her stool beside me, taking another sip of wine.

“Training a slave boy is hard work, but once you do it, it’s so worth it,” she said. “Especially since they all have different skills. Some guys make perfect fuck toys, while others… Well, others are only good for menial household tasks. Rights, Chore Boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Ella,” came the pathetic reply, while I laughed along with my friend. He was starting to scrub the floor now, moving the brush in circular motions while remaining on his hands and knees, and Ella and I sat tall above him, drinking wine, cracking jokes, and basking in our sense of unrivaled power. She was right. It did feel good. We were a million miles away from having sex, but this kinky game had its own strange appeal. It was that same feeling, though to a lesser degree, that I felt when I dominated Jeff. The same sense of power, of being so desirable I could do whatever I wanted. And maybe, in its own way, this made sense. We were doing what we wanted, not what he wanted. That was the point. I didn’t doubt that if given the chance, he’d have given his right arm to take Ella to bed. Maybe me, too. But it wasn’t going to happen. It felt good to be withholding. It felt good to be lording it over a man I didn’t know and didn’t care about, a man I didn’t owe a single thing. As much as I enjoyed him dominating Jeff and as much as I knew he loved it, I cared about him deeply. There was only so far I was willing to go. But this guy? Clearly, Chore Boy was sunk deep in submission in a way Jeff might never be. As far as I could see, he really was ours to use.

“You have it made here, Ella,” I said. “I have to hand it to you. Guys pay you a fortune to come round and do your chores while you just sit there looking hot.”

“I told you. It’s awesome. I mean, that’s not to say it’s not work, because it definitely is. Like I say, training them to serve you properly is the hardest part. But once you have a few slaves on your roster that know their place, it’s just… nothing but fun.”

And as if she wanted to show me what she meant, Ella set down her nearly empty wine glass and slid off the stool. Her high heels cracked on the floor as she walked around the kitchen counter, and her slave raised his head to see her coming, a look of anticipation and nervousness and fear and hope on his face. It was a look I knew well from my own boyfriend, the same look he gave me when I was in dominatrix mode. And the thrill it sent through my body was just a smaller echo of the thrill I felt when I saw that look on Jeff’s face, when I made my own boyfriend into a submissive slave.

“You missed a spot.”

Ella stood in front of her slave, looking tall and regal in her dominatrix boots, pointing to the floor at her feet. It was a part of the floor Chore Boy hadn’t even reached yet with his bucket and brush, but no one ever said a dominatrix has to be reasonable. Ella looked so beautiful, so powerful, almost regal as she stood above her nearly naked slave, completely in control, a conquering goddess who got whatever she wanted. And Chore Boy looked up at her with something close to adoration as he waited to see what she would do next.

Then, right in front of me, Ella spat on her own kitchen floor.

It took me by surprise. I had never seen her do anything that crude before. The wad of spit landed on the hardwood right at her feet, right in front of her slave’s face. And he looked down at it, then up at her, his expression unreadable.

Slowly, Ella stepped forward. Slowly, slowly, making sure he could see everything she was doing, she pushed her foot down onto the spit on the floor. I leaned forward, straining to see over the kitchen counter, not wanting to miss a moment. When she lifted her foot again, I could see that the spit on the floor was smeared now, and Ella stood with her weight on her back foot, her front foot resting only on the high heel, the pointed toe of her boot raised toward her slave.

“Lick it up, Chore Boy,” she ordered.

I suppressed a gasp.

“Yes, Mistress Ella,” he said without hesitation. In fact, as he leaned forward on hands and knees, lowering his face to the floor, he seemed almost eager. It was such a pathetic sight to see him licking up her spit, so desperate for contact with her that he would do something so disgusting. And yet, for all the repulsive spectacle that it was, I couldn’t deny the effect it had on me. Just another expression of her total power, her ability to do whatever the hell she wanted, no matter how outrageous. But at the same time, it made her even more powerful. And that was a big part of what made her so sexy.

Humbly, Chore Boy licked the floor in front of Ella’s foot. His tongue practically raced like a cat lapping up milk, until the hardwood was shining with his saliva instead of that of his mistress. And only when she was happy that he had gotten every drop did Ella allow him to move on.

“Now my boot, worm,” she sneered.

“Yes, Mistress Ella. Thank you, Mistress Ella.”

“Oh my God, he’s so pathetic,” I blurted out. Ella tore her eyes away from the slave groveling at her feet to flash a smile at me across the kitchen counter, then turned her attention back to him. Chore Boy, meanwhile, seemed to have eyes only for her. His tongue snaked along the sole of her boot, licking up the residue of her saliva while she stood above him, her arms crossed under her breasts now, watching his every move with an expression of pure disdain on her face.

“He is, isn’t he?” she said. “Then again, they all are. Men can try to deny it, but part of them wants this. They see a pretty girl, and their stupid hormones tell him that they should do anything to have her. And even when it’s obvious they can’t get her, they still keep begging for it, still keep debasing themselves. Still, I’m not complaining. This pathetic loser isn’t worthy of sex with any woman, especially not me, but he’s just about good enough to clean my house.”

As she spoke, Ella lifted her foot away from her slave’s mouth, setting it back fully on the floor. He looked up her as if he would’ve continued doing that degrading task all day, and maybe he would have if she let him. But Ella had other ideas. Stepping away from him, she strode back across the kitchen toward the counter where I sat.

“Let’s go hang out in the living room,” she said.

“Okay,” I replied, perfectly willing to go along with whatever she had in mind. After all, doing what Ella wanted had paid off so well so far.

I slid off my tall stool, and Ella turned, showing off that incredible ass again as she walked toward the double doors leading to the living room. I followed, and Ella didn’t even turn to look as she issued her next command to her slave.

“Two more glasses of wine, Chore Boy,” she said.

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

I followed Ella into the living room. She sat down, crossing her long legs that the tall boots made look even longer. She really was incredibly sexy, and even if it was hard for me to imagine wanting someone so badly that you would put up with such terrible treatment, Ella had a way of making it seem at least more reasonable, more understandable, than it probably should have been. Again, I had to admire her poise, her confidence, the attitude she exuded that made it seem as if this was all so obvious, so right, so fitting. Ella looked and spoke and moved like a genuine goddess, and maybe that was what her humble slave boys were responding to.

Whatever it was, it was working.

Chore Boy soon emerged from the kitchen, holding a glass of wine in each hand. He brought them over to us, bending in a gesture that looked almost like a bow as he handed us each a glass. Again, Ella took it without a word of thanks, and I did the same.

“Down,” she ordered, her voice softer now but as self-possessed and confident as ever. And as always, Chore Boy did as he was told. He sank to his knees at Ella’s feet, kneeling in front of her glistening boots, and maybe it was the tone of her voice that made me wonder, but I found myself thinking if there was ever any tenderness between them. Ella said they didn’t have sex, and I believed her. And for most of what I had seen, she just bossed him around and bullied him completely. But maybe, even though this was just a job to her, there was some room in my friend’s dominant heart for some affection for her slaves. Certainly, Chore Boy had a way of looking at her as if he was completely smitten. Ella, I knew, wouldn’t reciprocate those feelings, but maybe, for all I knew, they had their moments of tenderness, too. Maybe that was the secret underneath all this, the hook that kept him coming back to be used and abused by this incredible woman.

But of course, Ella didn’t invite me over so she could show off her tender side. She did it so she could show me how she goes about dominating the men who pay her so handsomely for the privilege.

“Are my boots clean, Chore Boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Ella. They’re beautiful.”

And the way he said it made me believe it. Like he really did find her sexy boots to be a thing of beauty, purely because she wore them.

“I don’t know,” Ella said critically. The light reflected from the patent leather of her footwear as she lifted one foot, turning it this way and that. “A Mistress’s boots can never be too shiny, can they?”

“No, Mistress Ella,” Chore Boy said, almost panting now with the force of his desire and his rising excitement. Probably he saw what was coming before I did. After all, he had been playing these games a lot longer than I had.

“Go on then, loser,” Ella said, but her mocking words didn’t have quite the same bite as they had had earlier. The way she spoke it now, ‘loser’ could almost be a term of affection, a pet name. In fact, that was exactly the vibe I was getting. Like he was her pet, needy and dumb and occasionally frustrating, but ultimately pleasing to his mistress.

“Thank you, Mistress Ella,” Chore Boy said again. And without the slightest hesitation, in fact with noticeable eagerness, he lowered his face to the floor and began licking my friend’s feet.

Ella turned to me with a broad smile on her pretty face. As if she didn’t look dominant enough already, she looked even more divine now than she had before. Sitting there on her sofa with a glass of wine in her hand, hanging out with me while a nearly naked male slave groveled at her feet. His tongue slid over the gleaming leather of her shoes, leaving a trail of saliva wherever it touched her, and he leaned forward on his elbows, sticking out his tongue, clearly doing everything in his power to make sure he did a good job. He wanted to please her. He was afraid of what would happen if he didn’t. I could understand that, after I had seen Jeff on the receiving end of Ella’s punishments. Still, it was an unbelievable sight. I had seen Jeff doing the same thing, licking those same boots with almost as much enthusiasm. But submissive as he was, Jeff was nowhere near Chore Boy when it came to pure adoration of the dominatrix we all wanted so badly.

And it was making me want more.

Watching Ella get worshiped like this was fueling my own dark desire for control. I could remember how it felt to have this stranger kissed my sneakers, and as much as it had caught me by surprise, it made me feel incredible at the same time. Again, I wished I was dressed a little more provocatively, wished I had that white latex dress hugging the curves of my body again, just drive this poor slave crazy. Just to flaunt what he couldn’t have in front of him, to remind him what he was he served. Female beauty and incredible power it had over him. The same power it had over my own boyfriend back at home.

I wanted it all, and I was getting more and more used to experiencing conflicting feelings at the same time. As I watched him debase himself, I felt a savage little twist in my heart, another spike of that sadism I had not known I had until so recently. I could see how the less power he had, the more humiliated he was, the more power Ella seemed to get. A wild idea seized me, and again, I told myself to hold nothing back. To do whatever I felt like doing and treat this man like the worthless creature he so wanted to be.

Leaning forward in my chair, I swept my hair back from my face, holding it back with one hand. And then, I spat on Ella’s boot.

Ella gasped. Again, she turned her bright blue eyes on me, glowing with surprise and delight, the shocked expression on her face slowly turning to one of wild joy. Down at her feet, even Chore Boy paused. Timidly, he raised his eyes up toward me, looking at me with that same complex expression on his face while the white trail of my saliva shone on Ella’s leather-clad shin.

And then, my best friend burst out laughing. And the musical sound of her laughter in that moment seemed to break the heavy spell of what I had done, just when I was starting to doubt myself. Just when I was starting to think I had gone too far. Ella’s laugh told me otherwise. It told me I had done the right thing, that she approved. That she was impressed with me and this dominant streak inside me. And that couldn’t help but make me smile as I sat beside her on the sofa, my sense of power and sexiness growing again.

“What a lucky boy,” Ella said, reaching down to grab a fistful of Chore Boy’s here and turn his face back toward her. “Just what my boots need, a good spit shine. Go on, loser. Thank Mistress Samantha for her little gift and lick it all up.”

Chore Boy’s wild eyes turned toward me. And although the intensity in his stare made me slightly breathless, I held his gaze. It was like a competition, and I was determined to win. As a dominant mistress, I wasn’t going to be the one to look away.

“Thank you, Mistress Samantha,” he said.

And I didn’t say anything. Instead, I just leaned forward and spat on Ella’s boot again.

Ella laughed, releasing his hair. And Chore Boy bent to his task, running his tongue up the shining leather and licking up my spit. I squeezed my thighs together as I watched, shocked by how willing he was to debase himself, but even more shocked by how willing I was to treat him like this. And yet it was so much fun.

“Look how much that’s turning him on,” Ella laughed, covering her mouth with one hand as giggles poured out of her. “Look at his useless little boner in those panties! You want to come, Chore Boy? You think you deserve that?”

“Please, Mistress Ella,” Chore Boy croaked, “please, Mistress Samantha.”

“Please what?”

Chore Boy looked at me as I spoke, and maybe I imagined it, but I felt like there was a new expression of respect on his face. Respect for what I could do to him, for what I could reduce him to.

“Please… Let me cum, Mistress.”

It was absolutely shocking to get such request from a perfect stranger. And as I looked at Ella in surprise, she shrugged.

“Sometimes I let him, if he’s been very good,” Ella said. “It can be fun to make him stand there and jerk off in his panties to his own humiliation. You know what? You’re doing so well, I think it should be up to you. It’s up to you whether this slave boy gets an orgasm, or gets to go home with blue balls.”

I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. And, looking at me, neither could Ella. And I could feel Chore Boy’s attention bent on me like a great lead weight.

I waited. I turned to him. I smiled, and he didn’t smile back. More than ever, I felt that sense of power welling up inside me, that thrilling feeling of being completely in control, of there being no limits to what I can get away with.

“No, Chore Boy,” I said, shaking my head and savoring the expression of despair on his face as if it were a fine wine. “No, you may not cum. Just keep licking your mistress’s boots like a good boy.”

******

It was after midnight when I finally got home. As I swung the door of the apartment shut behind me, I could hear Jeff’s even breathing coming from the bedroom. I made my way straight there.

By the faint light of my phone screen, I stripped off my clothes. As I climbed onto the mattress, Jeff’s breathing caught, changing as my movements woke him up.

Good.

“You’re back,” he said in a voice thick with sleep. And he gasped in surprise as I hurriedly pulled the blankets off him, climbing on top of him, already reaching down to the front of his boxer shorts.

“Yeah. I’m back,” I said. “And I need you to fuck me right now.”


15. Worshiped By Her Boyfriend

“Ella’s invited us round.”

I smiled as I spoke, unsurprised by the look on my boyfriend’s face where he sat beside me on the couch. He actually gulped visibly, and I suppressed a giggle. I couldn’t really blame him. It would be crazy if he wasn’t at least a little bit nervous. After all, by now, Jeff knew what happened when he got together with me and my best friend. Ever since that first day when Ella had answered the door in her sexy latex catsuit, we had spent all our time together playing kinky games. We used to be friends, and Ella and I still were. In fact, we were closer than ever. But for Jeff, his relationship with Ella had transformed completely. They didn’t make small talk anymore, didn’t have real conversations. If he was in Ella’s presence, he was submitting to her, and to me. And he loved it, just as much as me and my friend did. But he had a lot more reason to be nervous about it than we did.

Not that that stopped the butterflies from flexing their wings in my stomach. Ella had hinted that it might be something of a special occasion, and she had certainly left me in no doubt that we would be having some kinky fun. Of course, that was no surprise to me. These days, that was always what happened when I went to Ella’s house.

I hadn’t told Jeff about my adventures with Chore Boy. Maybe he suspected something. Probably I gave the game away, coming home like I did, horny and worked up, waking him up so I could pounce on him and have urgent sex right there and then. Or maybe I gave it away with the way I smiled when he asked what had happened, the way I refused to say anything. Maybe he thought I had had sex with Ella. After all, I thought with a kind of inner flush, it wouldn’t be the first time. But I didn’t feel any need to tell him how I had helped Ella dominate a paying client. I didn’t tell him, either, about the $300 in cash Chore Boy had given me when his session was over, when he was finally allowed to put his clothes back on and resume the façade of being a normal person. I had tried not to take it, but he insisted, and Ella encouraged me. After all, as she pointed out, I had definitely helped. I had made the experience even more memorable, even more exciting for him. I deserved something for that. I guess, in a way, that made me a professional dominatrix too. After all, a man had paid me for it. But I didn’t tell Jeff. I wasn’t sure how he would react, even though I hadn’t done anything sexual with this other man. In fact, I had even denied him the pleasure of jerking off. But it seemed like something that would be far too hard to explain. Something that in the heat of the moment, made so much sense, but in the cold light of day, might look very different to how it felt at the time.

All Jeff knew was that Ella wanted to play with us again. And that was more than enough to make him breathless with excitement.

“Are you going to be a good boy for us?” I teased him.

“Yes… Mistress Samantha,” he said, licking his lips slightly as he spoke. And a tremor swept through my whole body. The way he said the words still somewhat reluctantly, as if they were forced out of him. As if he was trying to, but couldn’t possibly resist my beauty or his desire for me. It was such a turn-on. And as much fun as it had been playing with Ella’s well-trained slave Chore Boy, this was so much better. More complicated, certainly, given that I was in love with Jeff, and still am. But even more passionate, too. Even darker and sexier and more unbelievably exciting.

“Good boy,” I purred, putting everything I had learned about being a dominant woman into my words and my actions, the way I carried myself as I looked at him. “You know both me and Mistress Ella like it when you do exactly as you’re told. And that starts right now. I want you to help me get ready, okay?”

“Okay,” Jeff said. And I didn’t even try to keep the smile off my face. I already knew I had him. Just like that, just that easily, he was under my control once again.

I rose from the sofa where I sat beside him. Stepping away from him, I reached for the hem of my T-shirt and pulled it over my head, letting it drop carelessly to the floor. My yoga pants came next, wiggling my hips out of them and feeling Jeff’s eyes on every square inch of my body as I undressed. Leaving my clothes where they were, I walked in my underwear toward the bathroom, and I didn’t turn around, even as I heard the couch springs creak, heard him jumping to his feet to follow me.

I dropped my bra at the door to the bathroom. Then, bending, I slid down my panties in front of the shower and let them fall to the floor too. Wearing nothing but a smile, I turned the water on and stepped into the shower, and Jeff’s face was a picture of pure lust as he stared at me. Without either of us saying a word, he began pulling at his own clothes, shedding them in a messy pile on the floor in a matter of seconds. I was pleased to see his cock was already half hard as he stepped into the shower with me, his desire rising by the second as the water cascaded over us both.

I never really know how much he knows. These games are such a struggle for him, such a tease, that I sometimes think it doesn’t occur to him that they can be difficult for me, too. And the whole point is for me to pretend to be in control, confident, totally in charge. But inside, no matter how many times we play like this, I’m a raging bundle of nerves. I’m always wondering if I’ll go too far, if I’ll say or do something stupid that kills the whole mood. Even though it never seems to happen. Even though Jeff gets so turned on when we play like this that it feels like I could get away with anything.

But I had to resist the urge to have sex with him right there as his cock swelled visibly toward full hardness. I was just as turned on as he was by the thought that Ella wanted us over her place, that she was no doubt planning some new outrageously kinky game at that very minute. The cascading water of the shower hid the telltale wetness of my pussy that gave away my arousal, and when he groaned as I reached out and took hold of his shaft, I almost groaned too, just with the pure excitement of the moment.

But someone has to be in control. I knew from experience that the more I denied him, and myself, the more fun we would end up having. That thought was the only thing that kept me going, kept me resisting the urge to give him what he wanted already.

Instead, I handed him a sponge.

“Clean me, slave boy,” I said with a smile. I didn’t often call him things like that. It always felt a little silly, especially because once again was over, we would go back to living our regular lives and addressing each other with terms of endearment. But there’s a time and a place to be mean, too. And this was definitely it.

Jeff’s hands trembled slightly as he took the sponge from me. I grinned up at him as he began to run it over my body, leaving a trail of suds on my skin. God, it felt amazing. Everywhere that sponge went, it felt like some kind of electrical charge was passing between us. In the tight confines of the shower, the air seemed about ready to burst into flame with the pure desire we were feeling for one another, and as he moved the sponge over me, over my boobs, teasing the nipples that started to appear through the soapsuds, I bit my lower lip in a spasm of desire and continued smiling at him. My boyfriend, the man I loved, but also, more and more these days, my slave. It felt so good to say that, even in the private chaos of my own head.

My boobs, in particular, were absolutely gleaming clean when I turned my back on Jeff, facing the shower.His hands Moving, heading unstoppably toward my ass. I smiled as I felt his hands running over my skin, cupping and lifting, squeezing both cheeks in his hands. I turned my head to address him over my shoulder, my hair slicked back from the water.

“I think you’d probably do a better job of that if you were on your knees, don’t you?”

He took the hint. Without saying a word, Jeff lowered himself to kneel behind me in the shower, and my heart fluttered in my chest. I felt drunk with power to have a naked and aroused man kneeling behind me, running a sponge over my backside, my ass right in front of his face, taunting him with its availability, both of us knowing that he couldn’t do anything until I decided to let him. And it was hard not to, when I knew what he wanted was exactly what I wanted, too. I placed my hands on the wall of the shower, bracing myself physically as if that could help me control the urges inside me. But as Jeff’s soapy hands moved over my ass, sliding in between my legs toward my pussy, I quivered with uncontrollable lust. There was no way I was going to be able to make it all the way to Ella’s without getting off. And really, why should I try? I was the woman; I was in control here. I could have my little slave boyfriend please me whatever I wanted.

I turned to face him, a grin on my face. I stepped closer, running one hand through his wet hair. And then, gently but firmly, I pushed down on his head, and Jeff’s face lit up with a smile as he saw what I was doing.

“Make me cum, slave boy,” I ordered in a soft voice. And already, Jeff’s tongue was sliding out between his wet lips, looking for that wet spot between my legs that would bring me so much pleasure.

I sighed as he kissed my pussy. His tongue flickered easily over my wet lips, sinking a little deeper as he pushed just a little harder. And I sighed again, encouraging him. It felt so good to stand there and be worshiped like that, to have my horny boyfriend so desperate to please me in any way I would let him. As he moved his tongue rhythmically over my streaming sex, I closed my eyes, my hand still resting on his head, the other on the wet shower wall for balance as I spread my legs a little further to give him better access. And the waves of pleasure that swelled through my body matched the rhythm of his tongue as he took his time, devoting himself completely to pleasuring me like the goddess I was starting to feel myself as.

There was no rush. There was no hurry. For a while, I forgot everything else, abandoning myself to the sensations of pleasure that vibrated through me thanks to his lips and tongue. And when my orgasm came, it came softly, almost creeping up on me. One minute I was just standing there, breathing a little heavily, enjoying the sensations sweeping through my body. The next, my pussy was suddenly clenching, the juices pouring out of me in a steady flood, pressing my sex harder against his mouth, hungry for the sensations he was giving me. Jeff lapped it all up, licking every inch of my pussy as though he couldn’t tear himself away, and it was only as my climax came and went and I opened my eyes that I saw he had his hand around his cock, stroking himself while he pleasured me.

“Stop that!” I ordered. Raising one foot from the floor of the shower, I used it to push on his wrist, pushing his hand away from his cock. Jeff looked up at me with an expression of frustration on his face, his cock throbbing under the cascading water. And I felt a stab of pity in my heart that I knew I had to resist. I was in charge here. I was the dominant goddess, not him.

“I didn’t say you could have an orgasm, did I?” I said. “I don’t want you to cum too soon and ruin the night. Orgasms are just for girls, okay? Boys have to earn them.”

He looked up at me in astonishment, but I just smiled down at him, mimicking the way Ella said the most outrageous things as if they were completely obvious. And in the end, deliciously, my boyfriend had no real choice. He wanted this night as badly as I did, and he knew that meant he had to do as he was told.

“Yes, Mistress Samantha,” he said, and I tried to make sure he didn’t notice how breathless it made me to hear him say that.

“Good. Don’t embarrass me in front of my friend. I think tonight’s going to be a big night, and you need to be extra obedient. I want to show her what a good job I’ve done of training you. Now, get up. We’re done here.”

Turning away from him, I switched off the shower. He was still kneeling as I stepped past him, climbing out of the shower and reaching for a towel. Rising to his feet, he followed me, drying himself off. And while he stood there, naked and erect, not quite knowing what to do with himself but knowing he didn’t want to tear himself away from me, I did my makeup in the bathroom mirror.

That took a while, too. And while I was doing it, I didn’t say a word to Jeff. I didn’t look at him. I didn’t tell him to do anything, or tell him to go away. I just let him watch, let him study my naked body as I beautified myself. I didn’t hold back there, either. It seemed like the kind of night that required a more glamorous look, so I painted my face like I was going for maximum seduction. Because, after all, I was.

When my makeup was finally done, when my hair was dry and styled, I turned toward Jeff. I was smiling again, and I loved the way his breath seemed to catch a little as he looked at me, all made up and ready for excitement. Stepping past him, I took him by the hand, and he meekly followed me out of the bathroom, letting me lead him toward the bedroom, the two of us completely naked, almost painfully aroused, and yet denying ourselves the urge to do anything about it, at least for now. The orgasm he had given me was still buzzing faintly inside me, but already I wanted more. Still, it had taken the edge off my desire. The same couldn’t be said for my poor frustrated boyfriend. But that was exactly how I wanted him.

Leaving him standing by the bed, I let go of his hand I made my way toward the closet. I didn’t have to even think about what I was going to wear tonight. There was no question. I fished the white latex dress and matching boots out of the back of my closet, and when Jeff saw me carrying them toward the bed, the look on his face told me he couldn’t wait to see me in them. Reaching into a drawer of my bedside table, I pulled out a bottle of lubricant, remembering what Ella had taught me about wearing clothing this tight.

“Lube me up, slave,” I said, handing the bottle to Jeff. “Get my body nice and slick.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jeff said, and now he was smiling as he said it. Another excuse to touch my body, another chance to run his hands all over my every curve. Maybe he didn’t know that I was torturing myself just as much as I was torturing him with this game of frustration, but I was. And I did my best to maintain my composure as I stood there, my skin starting to shine under the lubricant as he moved his hands all over me. Over my shoulders, my arms, my back. Over my breasts, my stomach, my hips and my ass, and finally, of course, between my legs. He kneeled for that too, his face just inches from the pussy I knew he could still taste, and I toyed with the idea of having him go down on me again. But as wet as I was, I knew we had to keep the evening moving along, otherwise we’d be here all night.

“Okay, you can put my dress on now,” I said. And Jeff set aside the bottle of lubricant on the floor, and rose to his feet to pick up the dress from off the bed. On the hangar, it look like nothing. Just a sheet of white rubber that hung straight down, giving no hint of the outrageous curves it would soon display. But as Jeff pulled the dress on over my lubricated body, the fabric stretched and warmed, clinging to me and flaunting my figure.

“Kneel,” I ordered as Jeff pulled the skirt of the dress down, and he dropped to his knees on the bedroom floor at once, still fussing with the hem. It was hard getting the dress down over my hips and my ass, custom-made as it was to fit me like a second skin. And maybe he was reluctant to do it, too. Maybe he was reluctant to deprive himself of the sight of my pussy, even though that was what I wanted him to do, for now. It felt so good to stand above him, to have him kneeling there fussing with my clothing, dressing me up when all he wanted to do, I knew, was undress me and take me right there on the bed behind him. And it felt so good to deny him that, too.

“Boots,” I ordered next. And Jeff reached for the tall white footwear on the floor beside him without getting up. I placed one hand on his head just as I had in the shower for balance as he slid my boot onto my leg, and I felt the leather growing tight around me as he pulled up the long zipper. Balancing myself carefully on one high heel, I raised the other foot and let them do the same with the other leg. Then, when both boots were on, I stood above him with my feet apart, my tiny skirt barely hiding my pussy from his hungry eyes, and as he gazed up at me, dressed at last like the dominatrix I so wanted to be, he let out a long groan.

“God, Mistress, you look so fucking sexy,” he said, shaking his head. “Please, please… Before we go to Ella’s… Can we have sex?”

“Slave boy!” I said with mock surprise. “How dare you ask for such a thing from a dominant mistress like me! You think you deserve that?”

“I… I don’t know, Mistress Samantha,” Jeff mumbled. “But I can dream, can’t I?”

“You can keep dreaming,” I said. “If you think I got myself all dressed up just so you could give me a couple of quick pumps and fall asleep, you have another thing coming. You know what happens when I get dressed like this. You know it’s going to be a long night of service and humiliation for you, don’t you?”

Jeff nodded. It was as if he could no longer speak, as if the power of the moment was just too much for him, and again, I felt that swell of pity that I tried without much success to suppress. He wanted me so badly, and that was what gave me my power. But also, the love I had for this man made me want to give in to his desires, even though I knew it would be better in the long run if I didn’t.

“I’ll tell you what,” I said softly. As I spoke, I placed my hands on my knees and leaned forward, and predictably, Jeff’s eyes sank to the outrageous cleavage that swelled in the top of my dress, almost bouncing out of the low neckline. “I’m not going to let you have sex with me. You’re definitely not worthy of that. But you have been a very good boy, helping me get dressed, helping me shower. And you’re going to continue being a good boy, aren’t you? Especially for Mistress Ella.”

“Yes, of course, Mistress Samantha,” Jeff hurriedly said.

“Okay then.”

Straightening up, I turned so that I had my back to him. He stayed where he was, kneeling on the floor at my feet. Turning my head, I smiled down at him over my shoulder, sweeping my hair back so I could get a better luck.

“I’ll let you cum right now, at my feet,” I said, shocked myself by the words that were coming out of my mouth and loving every moment of it. “But only if you beg me really nicely.”

“Please, Mistress Samantha,” Jeff said at once, with obvious strain in his voice. And I couldn’t keep myself from bursting out laughing at the pure anguish in his voice, the total submission he displayed. “Please let me cum, Mistress Samantha. I’ll be a good boy. I’ll do everything I’m told, I promise.”

“Damn right you will,” I said. “In fact, you can start right now. Kiss my ass. Kiss my ass and tell me how beautiful I am, how it’s the greatest honor of your life to serve me.”

I didn’t know where these ideas were coming from, and in the moment, I didn’t care. It had all been leading to this, all the adventures I had had with Ella, all the training she had given me in the fine art of dominating men. This was what it was all for, my wild sexual excitement, and it seemed to come more easily than it ever had before. It was almost like I had split in two, as if there were a part of me that was watching on in astonishment, unable to believe what I was saying and doing, while the other part was cheering me on. It was amazing.

And it was even more amazing as Jeff did what I said. He leaned forward, and through the thin rubber material that clung to my ass, I felt his lips on my body. I felt him kiss my ass like the most pathetic slave in the world, and his words only confirmed that as he babbled his submission against my backside.

“Please, Mistress Samantha,” he said, “you’re the most beautiful woman in the world. You’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. It’s such an honor to be allowed to serve you, to be your… slave.”

I couldn’t help it. I sighed with pleasure as another wave of arousal rolled over me. Inside my tight and tiny dress, my pussy was practically dripping, fluids of my arousal trickling down my thighs. Maybe Jeff noticed. Part of me hoped he did. But I was knew I had to resist my deepest urges, at least a little longer. As much fun as I was having now, this game could only improve as we both got more turned on.

“God, I love hearing that,” I said with a sigh. “Okay, I guess you’ve been good.”

I turned, standing over my boyfriend, looking down at him again. He was staring up at me with such an intense look on his face, his cock rock-hard between his thighs, every line of his naked body demonstrating his wild lust for me. It was addictive. It was irresistible. It was too exciting to be believed. And we hadn’t even left the house yet.

My leather boots and my latex dress creaked softly with my movements as I stood over Jeff.

“Go ahead and jerk off for me, slave,” I said slowly, making sure he caught every single syllable of my words. “Jerk off at my feet like a horny little puppy. And I want you looking at me the whole time. I want you looking at your beautiful mistress, longing for my body and wishing you could have it, but knowing you can’t unless I decide otherwise. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Samantha,” Jeff groaned. It was as if his desire was too much to even bear, as if he could barely form a coherent thought, he wanted me so badly. His whole body seemed to tremble like a leaf, his face an absolute picture of desperation and frantic lust and pure desire. It felt amazing to stand over him, to look down at him and see that look on his face. It took every ounce of willpower I had not to give into the urge to take him to bed right there. But somehow, this was better. Being worshiped like this, adored like this, and having the power to refuse him was even more fun than letting him have his way with me.

“Okay then. And if you make a mess on my boots, you’re going to have to clean it up before we go to Mistress Ella’s house. You know I want to look my best for her.”

Jeff hardly seemed to hear. Already, he was closing his fist around his throbbing shaft, pumping frantically away. And his eyes burned as he looked up at me, looking into mine, then dropping to study the curves of my body before returning to my face. I had never felt so desired, so cruel, so dominant, so in control.

Finally, it seemed, I had become the gorgeous dominant woman I wanted to be.



16. A Dominatrix Graduation

It was always a thrill to dress up in my skintight dominatrix outfit and fuck-me boots. Whenever I put on that outfit, or even just when I saw it hanging in the closet, I felt the same thrill of sexual excitement, the same bright burst of desire, an echo of that sexual power I was finding so intoxicating.

But that paled in comparison to the idea of wearing it in public.

It wasn’t very public, I told myself, while nervousness fluttered in my stomach. We were just going straight from the apartment to the car, then to Ella’s house. And despite the warm weather, I put on a long coat to cover up what I was wearing. Still, as I checked myself out in the mirror before we left, I could see that my white leather boots with their black laces and slender high heels were clearly visible under the hem of my coat. I looked, in some ways, like a call girl. And yet, I did it anyway.

Why? Maybe because I was getting addicted to the thrill of doing something new. Maybe because I was discovering some faint exhibitionist streak in myself. Or maybe just because I wanted to keep teasing my boyfriend, to keep him outrageously worked up, hovering on the cruel edge of desire for as long as possible. I had let him have his orgasm in the end, but only in the most humiliating way possible, jerking off at my feet while staring up at the body I wouldn’t allow him to have. Even worse, I had kept my promise, and made him clean his mess off the shining leather of my boot with a paper towel. And as I put on my coat, as we headed out of the door, the thought of what I had done behind closed doors thrilled me. The thought that I was going out in the world with boots that had just been polished with my boyfriend’s cum was such an unbelievable thrill, such an erotic idea, that I could feel my own wetness under the tiny dress as we hurried to the car.

No one saw us. And as we drove through the streets, Jeff behind the wheel, I let my coat fall open, exposing more of my body in that dress. Sitting down in the passenger seat, the skirt barely covered anything, and I could see how Jeff struggled to keep his eyes on the road, and it pleased me. It turned me on so much to know that I was turning him on, to know I was driving him crazy with the desire he could do nothing about. That even though I had given him an orgasm, he was still desperate for me and my body, shown off so well in this tight little dress. It was such a fun game, and the thought that I was getting better at it only made me even more excited.

We didn’t say much on the way to Ella’s house. I guess we were both lost in our own thoughts, our own imaginings of what might happen. Honestly, I didn’t know much more than he did. I just knew that whenever we went to Ella’s, things inevitably got very interesting. As I remembered the last time I had been there, without Jeff, helping her dominate and humiliate her Chore Boy, I pressed my thighs together in the passenger seat of the car. I should buy myself something nice with the money Chore Boy had given me for dominating him, I thought to myself. Something that would always remind me of how I had earned it.

Jeff pulled up in front of Ella’s house, parking in front of the garage. We both knew what was behind that door that never rolled up. I don’t think either of us seriously doubted that that was where we were heading for the night. After all, it was what we both wanted.

I pulled my coat close around me as I stepped out of the car, covering myself up as best I could. Not for the first time, I thought of Ella’s neighbors and the sights they must see if they were paying attention. My high heels beat out a delicious rhythm on the concrete pathway leading to Ella’s door, and with every step I took, I felt like I was growing, in confidence and in sexual power.

I knocked on the door. Jeff stood just a little behind me, radiating nervousness and excitement that I didn’t have to look at him to feel. And the sound of Ella’s high heels reached through the door the way it always did before she appeared, swinging the door open and appearing like the vision of dominant majesty that she was.

She was back in her catsuit. And just seeing it again almost made me breathless as I looked shamelessly up and down. She looked as darkly radiant as ever, the light from inside the house shining on every curve of her incredible body, accentuated by the black corset she wore around her waist and the tall boots that reached the middle of her thighs, the same as mine but in black instead of my white. It was the way I thought of her most often now, the way I pictured her in my mind. The way she often came to me in dreams, gorgeous goddess that she was, dark and powerful and infinitely sexy.

There was only one change to Ella’s usual dominatrix outfit that I saw there on the doorstep, in awe of her all over again. On her forehead, its ends disappearing into her dark hair, she wore a silver tiara. And maybe it should’ve looked ridiculous. But I knew by now that Ella could pull off just about anything. She didn’t look silly. Instead, it made her look absolutely regal. Tiny jewels glittered on the metal, contrasting beautifully with her jet-black hair and outfit, and it only made her look even more like a queen than she already did.

She smiled, those white teeth showing between the red lips she generally wore at times like this.

“Come in, guys,” she said.

She turned and stalked back into the house, and Jeff and I instantly followed her. How could you not follow that swaying body, that almost unbelievably perfect ass? Ella looked like sex incarnate, and she knew it. We all knew it. I still didn’t turn to look at Jeff, to see his reaction to the vision of female beauty in front of us. I already knew he would be staring at her with a look of abject desire, a look of lust almost painful, given that he knew it wouldn’t be fulfilled. With me, at least, he did get to have sex, although usually on my schedule and on my terms. With Ella, on the other hand, he never really knew. He lived in perpetual hope of getting to do something with her, knowing all the time that the only slight hope he had was to keep serving her like he was, to keep allowing her to degrade and debase him the way we did.

God, it’s so much fun.

The sound of my high heels echoed the sound of Ella’s as I made my way inside. I took off my coat, hanging it on a hook by the door, glad now that I had worn the sexy outfit to this meeting. I wasn’t trying to compete with Ella; I wasn’t brave enough for that. I was just trying to keep up. And, I’ll admit, trying to add to my boyfriend’s suffering, too. To make him even more turned on, to make it so that wherever he looked, all he could see was what he wanted and couldn’t have. My body and hers, our curves fully displayed with tight shiny latex clinging to our bodies, driving him wild with desire.

Reaching the middle of her large living room, Ella stopped. She turned, folding her arms elegantly under her prominent breasts, looking at me and at Jeff. For a moment, she didn’t say anything. I stopped in front of her, studying the expectant look on her face, trying to read her mind without much success. Slowly, she raised her eyebrows at me.

“There’s a man in my house, Sam,” she said. “What’s wrong with this picture?”

There was a strange tone to her voice. Straightaway, I could see that she was fully in character, every inch the demanding dominatrix. And even though I had dreams of being dominant myself, even though I felt like my abilities to dominate men were growing day by day, all it took was a word or a glance from her to put me off balance. I racked my brain, trying to guess what it was she was getting at. And then, it came to me in a sudden surge of enlightenment. And I smiled devilishly as I realized what she was getting at.

“Clothes off, slave,” I ordered, turning toward Jeff and snapping my fingers briskly. His jaw literally dropped as he looked at me. Of course he had been expecting this, or something like it. But maybe the way I changed caught him off guard. Maybe part of me wanted to show off for my friend. I still had that urge to impress her, still had that desire to show her how dominant I could be. And after all, I had warned Jeff what would happen tonight. I had told him how I wanted him to behave, how his submissive behavior would reflect on me. I knew he hadn’t forgotten.

Surprised as he was, he didn’t waste much time. After a split second, he began removing his clothes, and I grinned as I watched, already turned on by this display of obedience. Ella watched too, an expression that was hard to read on her gorgeous face as she stood there with her arms folded, her feet apart, her outfit gleaming under the light. And when Jeff took off his clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor of Ella’s living room, I knew my friend was seeing exactly what I was seeing. Despite the orgasm I had given him just before we left the house, Jeff was already rock hard. And that didn’t surprise me, but it did turn me on. As if I needed the help.

“Look at Tiny,” Ella said, allowing a mocking smile to appear on her face as she looked my boyfriend up and down. “So excited, for no real reason. That useless little joke of a cock isn’t getting any action tonight. Why don’t you put him in his place, Sam?”

I smiled at Ella, then turned that smile on Jeff. Already, I could see that she was taking a more hands-off approach, that she wanted me to do more of the work of dominating my boyfriend. Fine by me. But as I turned to him, seeing the excitement shining in his face, I got the sense that maybe I was being tested in some way. Ella’s tone and the look on her face and the way she was behaving all carried the atmosphere of a final exam. And I desperately wanted to pass.

“On your knees, bitch,” I snapped, and heard Ella chuckle behind me. But Jeff didn’t laugh. He did as he was told. His cock bobbed up and down as he lowered himself to his knees on the floor of Ella’s living room, and it didn’t matter how many times we had been down this road before. It was still an unbelievable thrill to have it happen again.

“Take this piece of meat to my dungeon,” Ella ordered. And as she usually did when giving orders, she didn’t wait to see if they would be obeyed. She simply said the words, then turned, walking away from us, her beautiful body straining against the tight latex that practically shrink-wrapped it. It was me she was giving orders to, not Jeff. But it wasn’t like I was going to argue. After all, she was only ordering me to do what I wanted to anyway.

And all sorts of wild ideas bubbled in my mind as I looked at my boyfriend again. His eyes snapped back toward me after watching Ella disappear through the doorway, the sound of her high heels receding through the house. I stepped toward him, moving slowly, making my body sway provocatively with every step while the tight white dress creaked around me. And with Ella gone from his sight, Jeff now had eyes only for me. The way he looked up at me from his knees, his brown eyes glowing and his cock throbbing hard, pointing up at me as if to acknowledge my supremacy, was as delightful as it always was. I could feel my cheeks glowing red as a flush of sexual power came over me.

“Put your hands on the floor,” I ordered. And Jeff kept his eyes on me as he did what I said, on hands and knees now. Stepping toward him, I pulled my short skirt even higher up my legs and straddled him, then sat down on his shoulders.

I wore no underwear under the dress. That was part of the idea, part of the relentless teasing of my poor boyfriend. And now, I knew that he could feel my pussy against his bare skin, and I wondered if he could feel just how wet I was. I hoped he could as I adjusted my balance, my hands on his shoulders, raising my feet from the floor and gripping his sides with my thighs. Then, seized by that same dominant inspiration that made me want more and more power, more and more cruelty all the time, I dug my high heels into his thighs and smiled as I heard him wince in pain.

“You heard her,” I said. “To the dungeon.”

And as I spoke, I leaned back, slapping Jeff’s ass with one hand. Then, as he started to crawl underneath me, I leaned forward, grabbing a fistful of his hair and pulling his head up. I rode him like a pony through Ella’s house as he carried me slowly to the garage, and if I hadn’t felt like a dominant goddess already, I certainly would have after that. My pussy was streaming as I felt his body moving underneath me, the wet spot on his shoulders growing as I clenched his heaving flanks with my thighs. The feeling of power was absolutely unbelievable, soaring inside me and filling me with that strange dark light.

As I rode my boyfriend toward Ella’s dungeon, I heard the sound of her footsteps approaching. She laughed when she saw us, and I turned my head to smile at her, pleased she could see what I was doing to him. Nothing seemed more important than that, letting her know that I could be just as cruel and mean as she was.

I leaned back as Jeff carefully crawled down the steps into the garage, Ella following close behind us now. Still holding his hair, I guided him to the middle of the dungeon, setting my feet down on the floor when we reached it. As I stood up, I saw Ella watching us again, leaning back against the big cage in the middle of the room. She had a black duffel bag with her that she set down on the top bars of the cage. She still had that look on her face, her eyes glowing beneath the tiara, her eyebrows raised. Waiting. Saying nothing.

Excitement made my stomach clench. I was right. This was like a final exam, like Ella wanted me to prove something to her.

All right then.

Leaving Jeff on his hands and knees in the center of the room, I pulled down my short skirt as far as it would go and strode across the dungeon toward Ella’s wall of toys. I could feel her watching me, and Jeff too, both of them with entirely different impressions of what was going on, different desires, different hopes, all of it ultimately leading to the same end. Among the extensive collection of toys, I found a pair of metal handcuffs and took them off the rack. Then, catching sight of a thick leather collar and chain leash, I grabbed that too. I loved the thought of having my boyfriend be my little puppy, unable to go anywhere unless I allowed it, as if he would ever want to go anywhere right now.

“Hands behind your back, bitch,” I ordered as I strode back toward Jeff. And he looked at me with that same lost expression on his face, but he did as he was told. Crouching down behind him, I snapped the cuffs on around his wrists, binding his hands behind his back. And, savoring the rush of power that flowed through me, I stood, circling slowly around to stand in front of him, letting him look up at me in all my dominant glory once again. The leash hung from my hands, the collar dangling in front of him, and he knew just as well as I did where it was going.

I bent forward, treating Jeff to another great view of my boobs swelling in the top of the latex dress. And I buckled the collar around his neck, pulling it tight.

“We should get you a name tag for this,” I said with a laugh as I slipped a finger through the steel ring at the front of the collar the leash was clipped to and tugged on it playfully. “What do you think your slave name should be? Bitch boy? Loser? Oh, I’ve got it. Tiny! That’s what we should call you, isn’t it?”

Jeff looked up at me with a look close to despair on his face. But even though I felt that same familiar twinge of pity, it was almost drowned out by the surge of power and sadism I felt. Besides, he could take it. He could take a little bit of mockery, a little bit of fun being made at the expense of his male appendage. It would hardly be the first time.

“That’s it. Tiny,” I went on. “From now on, that’s what you answer to. Understand?”

And I stared him down as I pulled on the leash connected to the collar around his neck. His head bobbed forward, and Jeff licked his lips a little as he looked up at me, fear and shame making them dry. He didn’t want to say it, I knew. That was what made it so delicious, so delightful. To force him into it, to make him say and do things he didn’t want to as an expression of the sexual power I had over him. The subtext of these games was always clear, whether we said it or not. If he wanted even the faintest hope of having sex with me, he needed to do exactly as I said. He needed to participate in his own humiliation just the way we wanted. And even though I still felt nervousness fluttering in my own stomach, I no longer had much doubt that he would do it.

“Yes, Mistress Samantha,” he finally said. And I didn’t try to stop the smile that broke across my face as I stared down at him, holding the leash around my boyfriend’s neck. I couldn’t possibly be more in charge than I was. There couldn’t be any better expression of my total power, my total control, and his irresistible desire for me. I had my boyfriend naked on a leash, kneeling at my feet, and it felt absolutely amazing.

“Good. Now kiss my feet.”

And of course, he did. Jeff bent at the waist, spreading his knees for balance as he carefully lowered his face to the floor. And I shifted my position too, allowing a little more slack in the leash and putting one foot forward. I felt his lips through the white leather that covered my toes, kissing me desperately, and I gripped the leash a little tighter in my hand, trying to control my breathing as my breasts swelled in the low-cut neck of my provocative dress. It was amazing. It didn’t matter how many times we did it, or how much of a foregone conclusion Jeff’s humiliating obedience might be. This was magical. And running the session myself, with Ella basically acting as an audience, made things even more exciting.

“That’s right, get them nice and clean, Tiny,” I said, tugging gently on the leash again. “You made a mess down there earlier, didn’t you?”

While Jeff continued to grovel at my feet, I turned to Ella, giving her a big smile.

“I made him jerk off at my feet earlier,” I said. “He came all over my boots. It was so funny.”

“I bet,” Ella grinned back at me. “Although if I were you, I wouldn’t let him cum too often. You don’t want him getting used to it and getting entitled.”

“True,” I mused. “Maybe I should make his orgasms a little more rare. Make him work for them more. What you think of that, Tiny?”

“Please… don’t,” Jeff groaned, without lifting his face from my feet. And I laughed as I tugged on the leash again.

“Well it’s really not up to you, is it? You’re a pathetic man, so you don’t get any say in what happens. Just keep doing as you’re told while your female superiors decide what the rest of your life is going to look like.”

“Awesome,” Ella said softly. I heard her latex catsuit creak as she moved, finally standing free of the cage. Stepping around one end, she swung the door open, and I felt Jeff’s lips pause on my feet as he lifted his head to look in her direction. We all knew what her movement meant. We all knew who was going in that cage.

“Good idea,” I said, even though I didn’t really think it was. As fun as it was to see Jeff helpless and locked in a cage, it meant we couldn’t do much with him. But I didn’t doubt that as usual, Ella had a plan. And I didn’t doubt that it would be fun.

So I stepped away from Jeff, and he rose up on his knees. I tugged on the leash again as I stepped toward the cage, and although he looked reluctant, he did what was expected of him. He crawled forward on his knees, his movements awkward with his hands behind his back, but I was patient. I led him to the open door of the cage where Ella stood, and stopped outside it. Jeff glanced up at us both, his cock throbbing in acknowledgment of our seductive power as he crawled inside. And Ella’s glittering blue eyes saw everything as I unclipped the leash from his collar, pushed his head inside, and swung the door shut, locking it.

“Well, what now?” I said, turning to face Ella as I draped the chain leash over the top of the cage. For a moment, she said nothing. Instead, those bright new eyes of hers looked me up and down. And maybe I was just imagining things, but I hoped I detected a newfound respect in her expression when she looked at me.

She still didn’t say a word. Instead, she turned toward the cage, looking down at Jeff trapped inside. Silently, she extended one foot, pressing the pointed toe of her black leather boot through the gap in the bars.

Jeff looked up at her, then at me, then back at her. There was no denying the hunger in his eyes, or the shame on his flushed face. And no matter how much it embarrassed him, he knew he had no choice.

He leaned forward in the cage and pressed his lips against Ella’s foot, kissing her boot with the same passion he kissed mine. She never even had to say a word. She just stood there in her tiara like the queen she was, grinning down at my boyfriend as he debased himself, so easily controlled and manipulated, so completely under our thumbs.

Then, Ella stepped back again. Jeff’s glowing eyes followed her every movement as she circled around the cage, walking around to its long side and reaching for the black duffel bag she had placed on top. She unzipped it, and reached inside, rummaging around until she found what she was looking for. First, she pulled out a bottle of lubricant, and my heart raced at the sight, watching her lay it down on top of the bars of the cage. But it was what she pulled out next that really made the breath catch in my chest. Ella grabbed a long piece of latex fabric and lifted it into the light. As she held it up, I saw that it was a catsuit just like hers.

“Is that…?”

“Yep,” she beamed at me. “I had it made not long after we got that dress made. I knew you’d earn it one day. I just didn’t think it would be this quick. But I have to say, after watching you last time you were here, and now watching you with Tiny here… Well, you’re ready. You’re a true domme. My little novice has graduated.”

I stepped closer to Ella, moving slowly. Lowering her arms, she set the black latex catsuit down on top of the cage. From below, Jeff watched, balancing awkwardly on his knees. The latex looked so different unpolished and empty, deprived of all its magic. But all I had to do was look at Ella in her sexy outfit standing beside the cage to be reminded of how amazing the outfit would look.

There was more inside the bag. A black corset and tall black boots with spike heels, just like the ones Ella wore. A shiver passed through my body as I imagined the two of us together, dressed in the same gorgeous outfit, ready to take on the world. And as I ran my hand over the smooth latex draped over the top of the cage, I felt again that surge of power that I had recently become addicted to. The hidden recipe behind all of this, the secret flame that powered everything. Jeff’s submission and my sadism and the hold Ella had on both of us, the wild new world she had brought us into and that now none of us wanted to leave.

“Thank you, Ella,” I said in a soft voice. As she wrapped her arms around me in a warm embrace, I sighed happily. Just a few months ago, I never would have imagined I wanted this. But now I had it, it felt like I had finally come home.



17. A Domme Is Born

I knew that light in my best friend’s eyes. As she disentangled her arms from me and stepped away, I saw the wild ferocity there, and like it always did, it made me shiver. There was another one of those tonal shifts that happens so often with us, the mood changing abruptly as Ella decided she wanted something else. And as always, I wanted whatever she did. In all this wildness, she’s never really steered me wrong. Even when I had doubts about the path she was taking us down, I had learned to just go with it. Things were far more exciting that way. And with my boyfriend trapped in a cage, unable to have even the least effect on anything that happened, I was feeling that familiar excitement all over again. The intoxicating feeling of things being just a little bit out of control. Predictable enough to be safe, but wild enough to be exciting. That was what Ella gave me, what she gave us both. That, in the end, is what kept us coming back to her and her suburban dungeon.

“Let’s get you out of that novice outfit,” Ella said. And as always, though her words were soft, there was no doubting the seriousness of what she was saying. Ella always meant it. To her, this was never just a game.

Fitting her words to her actions, she reached out toward me, and of course, I let her. It never even really occurred to me to try and stop her. Why would I? She was doing exactly what I wanted her to do. I felt her nimble fingers find the zipper of my dress. And it was almost as if I could feel Jeff’s attention on us at the same time, radiating out from between the bars of the cage. My heart was pounding as Ella pulled down the zipper, and the skintight dress I wore grew just a little looser as my best friend opened it.

She pulled the dress off my shoulders. I felt the rubbery material clinging as she peeled it away from me, and the air of the garage felt cool on my skin as she slowly undressed me. There was no hurry, after all. No need to rush. The way she took her time was all part of the performance, all part of her unstoppable sex appeal. And she pulled the dress down and down, until my boobs popped out over the top, then pulled it down further. Pulling it down over my hips, down my legs, down over the boots I still wore, until it fell to the floor.

I stepped out of the garment, my high heels still echoing on the floor. I felt deliciously exposed, on display, and wildly sexy as I stood there naked except for this provocative footwear. I’ll be honest; I felt like a slut. But I mean that in the best possible way. A sexy slut that everyone wants, a gorgeous goddess putting a beautiful body on display. And my high heels echoed on the concrete floor again as I took another step back, looking down at Jeff in his cage, letting him look up at me. I resisted the urge to cover myself up. After all, what reason did I have to be coy around these two anymore? One way or another, we had had sex together so many times and, even though I hoped I would never get used to this, that these wild games of tease and denial would never become routine, I could no longer pretend to be a coy and blushing virgin. I might not feel like the dominatrix Ella had decided I was ready to be. Not all the time, anyway. But she was right to say that I was no longer a novice. I still felt like I could only dream of being as sexy and in control as she was, but it thrilled me to think that step-by-step, I was getting there. I still had so much to learn. But if my apprenticeship was over, that was fine by me.

And Jeff wasn’t the only one looking at me with hungry eyes. As I turned toward Ella, I could see her looking at me, that blue fire grow glowing as strongly as ever as she looked me up and down. Another thrill passed through my body, and again, I resisted the urge to cover up. I had nothing to hide from her, not after all we had been through. The intensity of that stare was hard to endure. Not for the first time, I felt like there was something wild and predatory in it, and not for the first time, I had to confront the reality that whenever my sexy friend looked at me like a piece of meat, I invariably found myself wanting to be devoured.

Without saying anything, Ella abruptly turned. I watched the light reflected from her gorgeous skintight catsuit as she paced across the garage, heading to her wall of toys. Naturally, my heart beat a little faster with every step, and as she reached for something hanging from the rack, I followed her every movement, desperate to see what she had in mind. She didn’t leave me waiting for long. And as she pulled down toys I had seen before, a black leather harness and a thick black silver, I didn’t even try to keep the smile off my face. I knew what she was going to do with that. My heart picked up the pace a little more, and I felt my pussy twitching with anticipation of finally being filled by my best friend.

Striding back toward the cage like the unstoppable force she was, Ella paused. I watched, not saying a word, my eyes fixed on her every movement as she slid the dildo into its place on the harness. I didn’t need to look down at the cage to know that Jeff was watching too, every bit as enthralled as I was by this dominant display. And Ella wrapped the harness around her hips, feeding straps through buckles and tightening everything down until the leather groaned around her hips, lifting the cheeks of her ass through the clinging latex outfit she wore, the projecting black cock once again rising like a weapon, like part of her shiny black body. So gorgeously feminine, her body a symphony of inviting curves and soft skin, combined with a cock bigger and stronger than any man I had been with. For me, she was the best of both worlds. And even though I saw no point in trying to put labels on things, in pointlessly asking myself whether I was still straight or not, I still felt a little thrill of confusion at my complex feelings for this woman who had so radically changed my life.

With the fake cock firmly in place, Ella stepped forward. Again, her high heels echoed menacingly on the concrete floor as she came. She stood in front of me, her fake cock almost brushing my naked thigh, the electric charge in the air between us as potent as ever as I stood there practically shivering with irresistible lust. She reached out toward me, running her fingers down my arm, and that gentle touch only this made the tension between us stronger, only made me want her more. In that moment, like in so many others, I was hers completely, and Ella knew it as well as I did.

“You’re a mistress now,” she said softly. “I can’t believe I can’t boss you around like I used to.”

“You can if you want,” I blurted out, almost cringing as the words echoed back from the walls of the dungeon. But after all, it was just the truth. No matter what she might say about my graduation, about my ability to dominate Jeff and other men, that changed nothing when it came to how I felt about her. She had the same power over me she did over my boyfriend, over seemingly every other man she interacted with. The power of desire that made us all weak for her.

Ella smiled softly, her eyes flickering up and down my body again. And then, her hand moved away from my arm, moving toward my chest. I drew a deep breath as she gently cupped my left breast, lifting it slightly, a tiny gasp escaped my parted lips as she ran them over the swelling nipple. She was weaving a spell over me, I knew, and I welcomed it. I wanted it as much as I wanted anything, Ella’s ability to always take things to their extremes very much in evidence as she toyed with my trembling body like it was her personal property.

Her other hand reached out to me, taking hold of my other breast. I gasped more loudly this time as both my nipples responded to her touch, as they swelled toward the ceiling in the desperation to feel something. And Ella gave me what I wanted. As she took both my breasts in her hands, squeezing them together, lifting them on my chest, rolling the nipples between her fingers and thumbs, I placed my hands on her hips, savoring the slick feeling of the latex against my skin. Not to mention the feel of her heavy dildo pressing against my thigh, both threat and promise.

Ella smiled, her eyes downcast. And her hands followed them. One stayed at my boobs while the other moved down my body, drifting down over my stomach to its inevitable home between my legs. And as my friend touched my pussy, I smiled encouragingly at her, growing short of breath as I did. Her fingers moved gently at first, just teasing me, lighting me up with fresh waves of desire. But slowly, steadily, she got a little more aggressive, pressing her hand against me as she rubbed me. And I invited her in with my little moans and gasps, shifting my feet in my white high-heeled boots so that she had better access to my pussy. I held onto her as if the storm raging within me was also going on outside, as if she was all I could cling to to keep my balance. And Ella, always gifted with exceptional timing, knew exactly when I had had all I could take.

Snatching her hand away from my now-dripping pussy, she took me by the arm. Her grip was gentle but firm, just like her words had been, and I yielded to her as she moved me across the floor, steering me toward the cage. Jeff watched from inside, his brown eyes wide with desire and excitement and complete sexual frustration, as Ella manhandled me in front of him again.

She turned me so that I was facing the cage. Gripping the back of my neck, she pushed me downward, and I grabbed the bars above Jeff as I leaned forward. Ella kept pushing, bending me over, until I was lying down on top of the cage, my bare breasts pressing against the bars, the soft flesh almost overflowing into the cage above struggling Jeff. And behind me, Ella grabbed my ass, squeezing one cheek and growling possessively. My hair hung down around my face, and I swept it over to one side, looking down into the cage where Jeff craned his neck to look up at me. I smiled at him, but he didn’t smile back at me. Instead, he looked on in silence and wild, desperate desire.

My new dominatrix outfit lay on top of the cage beside me, almost forgotten for now. But Ella picked up the bottle of lube she had brought and remove the lid. I bit my lower lip as I listened to the wet sound of her applying lubrication to the dildo she wore before setting the bottle back on top of the cage. And then, she stepped in close behind me, taking hold of my hips. I didn’t so much as try to keep the smile off my face, still looking down at Jeff as she eased into me.

My eyes rolled in my head. My lips trembled around the long moan of pleasure I let out. Ella kept pushing, the rock-hard toy sliding into me inch by inch, filling me with pleasure as it pushed the wet walls of my pussy apart. She kept going until she was buried all the way inside me, and it felt so deep, so deliciously deep, that I was practically crying with joy at the sensations of bliss that filled me. Bent over the cage like that, arching my back like a slut desperate to get fucked, I felt almost like I was nothing more than a part of Ella’s beautiful body. I could feel the latex of her catsuit pressing against my ass, feel her hands on her hips, could feel her slight weight as she began to move behind me. And I wanted to feel everything. I wanted all of it, every wild and blissful moment. Everything Ella was willing to give me.

She started slowly, giving my body time to adjust to the length and girth of the toy. She moved her hips back-and-forth, slowly sliding the dildo in and out of my pussy. I felt the lubricant dripping over my skin, combined with the juices of my own desire, and I let out another long moan of pleasure. Underneath me, Jeff groaned in despair, and I couldn’t help it. I laughed, a laugh that soon turned into another moan as Ella slid her cock just a little deeper inside me. It was hard to imagine a purer expression of the way our relationship worked now, my pleasure and his pain, with Ella like the evil queen running the whole show, using us both in whatever way she wanted. It was magical. I gripped the bars of the top of the cage as my legs started to shake in their high-heeled boots, and I arched my back even more, pressing my body against the cage as Ella slid her cock back inside.

“You like that, Tiny?” I said in a voice that even I could hear dripped with sexual pleasure. “You like seeing your girlfriend finally get fucked like she deserves? Funny how it takes a woman to really fuck me the way I need. She even has a much better cock than you. How does that feel, loser?”

Behind me, Ella laughed loudly. And as if to encourage my wilder side, she slapped my ass again, a sharp sound that rang out in the basement and made me jump where I stood bent over the bars of the cage.

“That’s right, Tiny,” Ella said, joining in the bullying. “I just love fucking your girlfriend, and the fact I can actually make her cum is just a bonus. Don’t you wish you could fuck this gorgeous goddess like I can? Don’t you wish you could make her moan like this?”

And as she spoke, Ella certainly pulled away from me, then plunged the dildo back inside with a powerful thrust. I screamed as I felt it drive deeper inside me than ever, pushing me against the bars of the cage that held me up. My pussy spasmed in response, clenching tight around the invading object, a fresh wave of juices pouring out of my body to anoint Ella’s cock. It was just so damn sexy to bully him like this, when both of us conspired to tease him and mock him and make him feel inferior. And the look on his face was an absolute picture as he gazed up at us, completely humiliated and emasculated, unable to tear his eyes away and unable to do a single thing about what he so desperately wanted.

“Answer her, Tiny,” I said, my voice already thick with pleasure. Already, I could feel an orgasm building inside me, brought on by Ella’s tireless thrusting and the wild sexuality of the situation we were in. And the way Jeff was looking at me was only bringing it closer. I wanted to cum, and I wanted him to see it. I wanted him to see every moment of my pleasure, to see how he had been replaced in my bed. I wanted him to know just how good it felt to be so cruel. I wanted him to see what it meant to have a girlfriend who had now become a dominatrix. And as he opened his mouth to speak, cowed into submission once again by the desire he felt for both of us, I had no doubt that he did.

“Yes, Mistress Ella,” he said, the words catching adorably in his throat as if he didn’t want to say them, but had no choice. And even that almost made me moan with pleasure all by itself. It was so much fun making him do things, so much fun pushing him constantly out of his comfort zone, never allowing him to forget who owned him. My pussy clenched wildly, and I gasped again in pleasure as Jeff submitted to us all over again.

“Awww, are you jealous?” I mocked.

“Yes, Mistress Samantha,” he dutifully replied.

“Good. You should be. Oh my God, this feels so good! Mistress Ella fucked me so good, and her cock is so much better than yours!”

By this time, I was panting as I spoke, the wild rush of sex taking me over completely. In that position, as I knew from experience, even the most outrageous ideas start to make sense. Even the wildest impulses, the darkest kinks, become desirable. That was where Ella took me with her thrusting cock, her hands on my hips, her latex catsuit creaking and groaning as if echoing my own noises of passion as she fucked me from behind. It felt so good to be in charge, I wondered why I had never thought to do this before. And in that moment, all I wanted was more. More of this wild game, more of this cruelty I was inflicting on the man I loved. More shame and disgrace, more teasing, more humiliation. More of all of it.

“Suck my tits,” I gasped, still gripping the bars that formed the roof of the cage as I spoke. And behind me, Ella laughed again. She loved nothing more than pushing me to this point, the point where my inner wildness broke free. The point where I no longer doubted or question, but instead just did whatever felt good in the moment. In some ways, this was the world she lived in, but for me, it was like a holiday from my ordinary cares and doubts and fears. Part of the intoxication with it, I suppose.

“Yes, Mistress Samantha,” Jeff dutifully said. And with his hands tied behind him, he struggled to move in the cage to do what I wanted, but I didn’t care about that. I didn’t care about anything outside my own selfish pleasure, and the fact that that was how everyone wanted me to be, Jeff and Ella both excited by my wildness and cruelty, was all the encouragement I could possibly need.

In the cage below me, Jeff turned on his knees. There was barely enough room to allow him to turn around, but he managed to twist his body, craning his neck so that he could turn his head up toward me. And as I felt his lips brushed against one of my nipples, as I felt him take it into his mouth, gently sucking on the puckered flesh, I let out another long moan of satisfaction. The feelings were almost too intense, his mouth on my boobs and Ella’s cock buried in my pussy. I gripped the bars of the cage, closing my eyes, giving in completely to the desperate lust that shook my body like an oncoming storm.

My orgasm tore through me. I let it all go, abandoning everything, howling in bliss that sounded almost like rage as it bounced back at me from the walls of my friend’s dungeon. The hot juices of pleasure gushed out of me, running down my shaking legs, reaching the top of my white thigh boots, my feet sliding slightly on the floor. I heard Ella grunt with satisfaction behind me, her hands holding my hips tighter than ever, riding the rapid contractions of my pussy while I howled in pure ecstasy. And my orgasm went on and on, one wave of golden pleasure after another crashing over me, making me weak with bliss as I moaned and groaned and thrashed on top of the cage, my whole world shrunken down to nothing more than the bright orgasmic pleasure vibrating inside me.

But even the most powerful orgasms have to end some time. Jeff was still kissing and sucking my boobs from the cage when I opened my eyes again, and with a groan, I pushed myself upright, using the bars of the cage to help me balance. Ella took the hint, and as she stepped back, I let out a long groan as her slick cock slid easily out of me. Even on the way out, it felt fantastic, but as it departed, it left me feeling slightly hollow. My pussy twitched and spasmed on the empty air, already missing the toy that had made it sing. And despite the pleasure that still flooded my every nerve, despite the powerful hormones that boiled in my brain, I already knew I wasn’t done. Pleasure like that would make anyone greedy. Pleasure like that word make anyone desperate for more. And as I straightened up and stepped away from the cage, my high heels scraping on the floor as my legs trembled with the aftershock of pleasure, I knew that was exactly what I wanted. And I was in just the right mood to go after it.

I smiled at Ella as I stepped forward, and she smiled back at me. Turning to glance back over my shoulder at Jeff, still kneeling in the cage and watching everything with those wide eyes of hers, I positioned myself so that the cage was at my side. Then, I dropped to my knees right there in front of Ella, the leather of my white boots creaking, and Ella burst out laughing, reaching out to rake my long hair back from my face as I gazed up her.

Again, I looked over at Jeff. Even though I knew he would be looking, even though I knew he wouldn’t be able to tear his eyes away. Just as I knew he would be, he was watching intently through the bars. Watching intently as I shuffled toward Ella on my knees, reaching out to take her cock in my hand.

The toy was glistening with a mixture of lubricant and my own juices, but I knew it was mostly me on that black shaft. I could see the white foam of my orgasm clinging to the silicon. What I had in mind was so kinky, so deviant, that I could barely believe it. But even more shocking was that I was going to go through with it.

I opened my mouth. And I guided Ella’s thick cock between my lips, tasting my own orgasm as I began to suck it. It was so degrading, so filthy, and yet in that electrically charged moment, it felt so right. I sucked Ella’s cock as if it was real, my cheeks hollowing, my head rocking back-and-forth, my eyes looking up at her while she grinned down at me. And she moved her hips back-and-forth, getting into it, not feeling any sexual pleasure but enjoying instead the pleasure of pure domination, the pleasure of teasing Jeff with something he was never going to get.

“What a good girl,” Ella said patronizingly, running her fingers through my hair. “Who knew you enjoyed sucking cock so much? I guess you’ve been starved of a real one, dating this tiny loser. Well, you’re a Mistress now. That means you can take whatever you want, whenever you want it. That’s the best thing about being a dominatrix. Even if you give up control, you’re still in control, because it’s your choice.”

I said nothing. After all, my mouth was full. But I kept sucking Ella’s cock as if I could possibly give her pleasure, as if she could feel my mouth on her the way Jeff would have been able to if I had given him such a treat. But of course, I wasn’t going to do that. Of course, the whole point was to leave him frustrated, horny, rejected, and helpless.

Finally, Ella stepped back. As her cock slid free of my well-used mouth, I grinned up at her. She held out her hand, and I took it, letting her pull me to my feet. Slowly, she guided me toward the cage, Jeff watching our every step.

Ella had me lean against the cage. Then, she crouched on the floor in front of me. She unzipped my long boots and pulled them off my feet one by one, and I sighed as my heels hit the floor for the first time since before I left my own house. Still crouching, Ella reached up for the bottle of lube on top of the cage and grabbed it, squirting some onto her hands. As she began to run her hands over my body, starting with my feet, I trembled in excitement, guessing what was coming next.

Ella took her time. She moved slowly, working her way up for my feet along my legs, and when she reached my pussy, I trembled with excitement. But Ella kept performing her task, moving ever higher. Soon, she was rubbing lubricant onto my boobs, making my skin shine in the dungeon light. She had me turn around, and again I gripped the bars of the cage, smiling down at Jeff as Ella began to lubricate my back, my butt, and the rest of me.

And when I was naked and glistening, Ella set aside the lube and picked up the catsuit. Turning to face her, I bit my lip as she bent down and began to pull it over my feet. The rubber clung to every inch of me, sliding over my lubricated skin but putting up some resistance as it hugged me tightly. But Ella was patient, and experienced at the task.

Finally, she had the catsuit on, and I felt the rubber pull even tighter as she zipped it up. She put on the corset that went over the top, pulling the laces tight so that my breasts swelled under the latex, feeling slightly breathless as my stomach was pulled in. Then, tying it off, she kneeled on the floor and put on the black boots that went with the rest of the outfit.

When she was done, I looked down at my latex-encased body. I looked just like her. Two dominant goddesses wrapped in black latex like a second skin, a sign of our authority, our wicked sex appeal. And as I stood above the cage that contained my boyfriend, Ella standing beside me, another feeling of power rose inside me.

Just as I had always known it would, it felt good to be in charge.


18. Beautiful Monsters

“Congratulations,” Ella said. She was standing beside me, looking me up and down, admiring my latex outfit that was exactly the same as hers. But at the same time, she was keeping an eye on Jeff, kneeling naked in the cage at our feet. His hands were still cuffed behind his back, and as he balanced precariously on his knees, his head turned, looking at one of us, then the other. It felt so good to be standing beside Ella in the exact same outfit as she was, the black latex catsuit and corset and thigh-high boots that made her look every inch the dominant goddess she was. And even though I had had plenty of opportunities to feel dominant myself, both with Jeff and with one of Ella’s paying slaves, I realized in that moment that I had never felt it quite as keenly as I did now. Ella and I looked very different normally. Her shorter black hair was a big contrast to my long blonde, for example. But in these outfits, we were the same in some deeper sense. Now, we shared a kind of authority, an unstoppable sexual power. It was what I had been training for all this time. And still somehow, it exceeded my expectations.

“You really are Mistress Samantha now,” Ella said, almost giggling as she spoke. “What’s going to be your first act as a dominatrix, Sam?”

I paused for a moment. I could feel all eyes on me now, both Ella’s and Jeff’s, and I’ll be honest: I didn’t hate it. It felt good to be the center of attention, especially when I looked as good as I did. The skintight latex catsuit was incredibly revealing, but it had a way of covering up any flaws in my skin, replacing them with the black lustre of the latex fabric itself. And the corset and high-heeled boots changed the proportions of my body, shrinking my waist, lengthening my legs, making me look and feel sexier than ever. But beyond all that, there was the power I could feel coursing through me. The wild sexual power I had been chasing all this time, that had brought all three of us to this point, and was now about to bring us beyond. Because I had no doubt about that. This wasn’t the end of the story. It was more like the beginning.

And a new idea formed.

I stepped toward Ella. I knew Jeff was still watching, of course, but for now, I ignored him. Instead, I stood in front of the other dominatrix in the outfit that matched mine, and she smiled as I reached for her body. My hand moved over her hip, over the slick latex that covered it, looking for the clasp of the harness that held the strap-on dildo still projecting from between her legs.

And Ella allowed it. She had been so in control all this time, ever since that first day when she opened the door of this house wearing this exact outfit and lured us both into her world of sadism and domination. But now, as if to demonstrate that I was at last on an equal footing with her, she was unusually passive. And so I unfastened the harness, stepping even closer to her to undo the clasp that held it together until I could remove it completely.

And Ella smiled what I took to be a smile of encouragement as I turned the harness around and held it against my own body. I adjusted the straps, clipping them together around my hips, tightening them around my ass. Now the fake black cock that had just fucked me so well was projecting from between my own legs, still shining with the residue of my orgasm. I wrapped my hand around its base, holding it, and it felt strange to be standing there with that masculine appendage in my hand, looking like it was part of my body even though it couldn’t feel anything. But I didn’t care about that. This game was at least as much mental as it was physical. Ella had taught me that lesson well. And I had a burning desire to take things as far as they would go, to do what was most wild and unthinkable. Just like a dominatrix should.

Ella was still standing close in front of me, and as I reached a hand between her legs, she didn’t stop me. I found the small zipper of her catsuit, the one that ran between her legs, the one I knew allowed access to her feminine parts without requiring the whole outfit to be removed. And I unzipped it, smiling at my friend as she smiled back at me while I exposed her pussy. Underneath the rubber, I could see how wet she was, her carefully-trimmed pubic hair shining with the moisture of her arousal. Ella was ready. And after all she had done for us, after everything she had taught us, I knew she deserve this.

I took her by the arm. Gently yet forcefully, mimicking the way she had manhandled me earlier, I guided her back toward the cage where Jeff watched. I steered her around to the shorter end where the door was, then pushed her back until her ass was pressing against the bars. She took the hint. Reaching behind her, she took hold of the top of the cage and boosted herself up onto it. And as she sat above my helpless boyfriend, Ella spread her legs, the sharp heels of her boots dangling above the concrete floor, and I could see just how much she wanted this.

I stepped up between her parted thighs. She leaned back, resting on her elbows, and if the bars of the top of the cage didn’t make for a comfortable bed, she didn’t complain. Just like I was, she was too focused on what was happening, too caught up in the wild energy of the moment to notice anything else. Yet again, the air seemed to crackle between us as I moved, trying to keep my movements as languid and controlled as hers always were, even though I was burning up with the desire to do what I had in mind.

Again, I gripped the fake cock at its base. And as I pressed the fat head against Ella’s swollen lips, she sighed in pleasure. And that sigh turned into a moan as I thrust my hips forward, feeding the toy into her, using its bulbous head to part those dripping lips. As she moaned and groaned, I watched her beautiful face, her eyes closing for a moment with the pure pleasure she was feeling. And I knew exactly how she felt. I had felt the exact same thing myself just moments before, and as ridiculous as it was, I almost felt jealous of her getting to feel it too. Of course, the silicon toy wasn’t part of my body, no matter what it looked like, so I couldn’t feel what it must be like to be inside her quivering pussy. Still, as I continued to thrust forward, burying the cock inside her, it pressed a little against my pubic mound, and although it didn’t compare to the pleasure of orgasm, it didn’t feel bad, either.

But now, it was all about Ella. It was all about pleasing this dominant goddess, about doing to her what she had just done to me, right in front of my boyfriend. And yes, it was about Jeff too. It was about making him witness what he couldn’t have, making him watch while we enjoyed one another’s bodies, enjoy the orgasms he, as a man, was deemed unworthy of.

As I began to move back-and-forth, sliding my cock in and out of Ella’s streaming pussy, I felt her surrender to me. She lay back on the cage completely, her eyes closed, one arm draped over her forehead, the other gripping the bars of the cage. And her gorgeous body moved to the rhythm of my thrusts, jumping slightly on the cage every time I drove the fake cock into her.

It felt better than I would have imagined. Even if it was 90% psychological, it was a new feeling for me to be fucking someone like this. To be penetrating someone, making them moan and scream while I forced my way inside. There was a strange, wild intimacy to it, a kind of power that merged with the sexual power I already felt as a newly graduated dominatrix. If this was what it felt like to be a man, fucking a woman like Ella, I could certainly see why guys were so obsessed with it. And the fact that poor Jeff, crouching in the shaking cage below us, might never again get to do what I was now doing only made it even more pleasurable for me. It was so much fun to tease him, so much fun to drive him crazy with everything he couldn’t have, everything we allowed ourselves to experience. This was just the latest iteration of that, and as Ella’s screams of passion filled the dungeon again, I drove the fake cock in harder, feeling that strange sexual aggression swelling within me the more she yielded to the invading toy.

Ella came.

Her eyes were still closed, but now she was gripping the bars of the cage with both hands, bracing herself on the metal. She wrapped her legs around me, the smooth feeling of her patent leather thigh boots against my skintight latex exciting me as I plunged the cock deep inside her. I leaned forward, grabbing her breasts with my hands, teasing the nipples that swelled visibly through the latex of her catsuit, and she howled in pure pleasure. At the powerful contractions of orgasm, her pussy gripped the toy, and it felt for a moment as if she would pull it right out of the harness that held it against me. But instead, she moaned and screamed as I plunged it deep inside her, grunting with the effort. And the juices that poured out of her pussy ran over her shaking thighs, dripping through the bars of the cage to leave wet spots on the floor.

“Clean that up, Tiny,” I ordered, surprising myself with the sharpness of my tone. And Ella laughed, a laugh that had more than a little echo of her orgasmic pleasure in it, still not recovered completely from what I had done to her. She still had her eyes closed as she lay on top of the cage, but I knew she was listening to everything, enjoying every moment of this. And once again, I felt the urge to please her, to impress her with what I could do. To show her that I was every bit as cruel and commanding and dominant as she was.

Jeff seemed to agree. He hesitated, but only for a moment. Tilting my head, I stared him down through the bars of the cage Ella still lay on top of, and he knew he was beaten. He shuffled forward on his knees, bowing awkwardly to the floor, and I couldn’t keep the smile off my face as I watched him lick up the juices of Ella’s orgasm.

“How does that taste, loser? The closest you’re ever going to get to making Mistress Ella cum is when I let you clean up her mess, so you better enjoy it.”

“Oh my God, Sam, that’s brilliant,” Ella said. Finally opening her eyes, she looked up at me, her shoulders shaking with laughter as she lay back on top of the cage while Jeff did his humiliating duty below her. “You’re a natural at this. I think I might have created a beautiful monster.”

“Maybe,” I grinned at my friend. “But wasn’t that the whole point?”

I held out her hand to her, and she took it. I pulled her up so that she was sitting on the edge of the cage, and as I backed up, the fake cock still projecting from my body, she slid off the cage, her high heels cracking sharply on the floor. Her legs were just as shaky as mine had been after she fucked me as she stepped away from the cage, but after all, Ella’s a pro. She wasn’t going to let a little thing like a powerful orgasm hold her back, any more than I was.

“I guess so,” Ella said with a sigh, standing next to me and turning to face the cage. The latex of her catsuit creaked as she crossed her arms under her breasts. She made no move to pull up the zipper between her legs, perfectly happy to stand there with her dripping pussy completely exposed. And the fact that the rest of her was covered up only served to make it even more noticeable, more impossible to look away. Certainly, for my frustrated boyfriend, it was an attraction too great to resist. He was still licking the floor of the cage at my command, but I saw how his eyes kept darting upward, looking at me and at my friend, looking especially between her legs to the pussy I knew he could taste but couldn’t yet have.

“So, the question is, what do we do with this little loser next?”

“I have an idea,” I said with a smile, and Ella’s sculpted eyebrows slowly rose on her smooth brow.

“Yeah, I bet you do,” she giggled.

Without saying another word, I stepped toward the cage where Jeff was held prisoner and crouched down in front of the door. He looked at me, the shame of his lowly position still showing on his face, sending another jolt of arousal through me as I grinned at him. I reached through the bars and took hold of the leash that still dangled from the collar he wore, gathering it up until it was tight between us. Then, I unlocked the door of the cage and swung it open.

Passing the leash through the bars into my other hand, I rose to my feet and stepped back, giving the door room to swing open. At the same time, I pulled on the leash, and Jeff had no choice but to crawl toward me on his knees. He squeezed through the open door of the cage as I continued to pull him forward, Ella watching the whole spectacle with that sly smile on her face, her wet pussy still completely exposed.

Wrapping the leash around my fist, I stepped closer to Jeff where he kneeled on the floor in front of the open cage. He looked up at me, simply waiting for his next instruction, completely lost in submission. Just where I wanted him.

“If a gorgeous mistress like Ella is nice enough to allow you to watch her cum, the least you can do to clean up the mess,” I said. And as I stepped closer to him, tightening the leash between us even more, I was gratified to see that I managed to make even Ella gasp. Even she had never gone this far, and it made me feel like an absolute goddess as I stood above my boyfriend, holding the leash close to his collar, the fake cock sticking out between my legs still shining with her juices.

Jeff gazed up at me in astonishment. Slowly, his eyes sank down my body, looking at the toy in front of him. He gulped. He seemed to understand what I meant, but he hesitated. Good. It wouldn’t have been as much fun if he was willing to do it. I was going to have to make him, and that thought sent another shockwave of pleasure through me, making me crave this wild idea that had sparked in my brain from some unknown source.

The fake cock pointed right at him. On his knees, his hands tied behind his back, he bristled as I pressed its wet head against his cheek. He tried to turn his head away, but I used my grip on the leash to pull him back toward me. Ella laughed out loud as the glistening toy slid over his lips, Jeff pressing them shut in defiance, me insisting on this totally degrading act.

“You’re going to suck it, loser,” I said, slowly and clearly. “We’re going to make you. Either you do it now and get it over with. Or we whip your ass until you’re begging to do it. Either way, this cock is going in your mouth, and it’s not coming out until it’s completely clean. Do I make myself clear?”

Ella couldn’t stop laughing. Meanwhile, Jeff looked up at me with a look of despair on his face. He looked so ridiculous with the fake cock right next to his mouth, a faint trail of Ella’s juices on his cheek. And I felt so powerful, standing over him like that, so cruel and demanding, so unbelievably mean to the man I loved.

“Yes, Mistress Samantha,” he said with a sigh, as if all the defiance had drained out of him. And it was all I could do not to yell in triumph, that feeling of power surging through me more irresistibly than ever. I sneered down at him through half-closed eyes, my own pussy dripping inside my latex catsuit at the thought of the outrageous power I had. I could make this guy do anything, could turn him into my personal sex toy and slave, and not only would he do nothing about it. He would love me even more.

“That’s what I thought,” I growled. “Open up. And make it sexy. Suck it the way you wish someone would suck your cock. Even if there’s a very good chance that’s never going to happen ever again.”

Ella burst out laughing again. And Jeff cringed as if I had struck him, but he did what I wanted. Reluctantly, he opened his mouth, and I pulled on the leash again, thrusting my hips forward at the same time. I guided the fake cock between his lips, forcing him to open his mouth wider to accommodate it. I pushed it deeper inside, and he gagged, but I showed him no pity. Instead, I placed my free hand on the back of his head, holding him in place. And I moved my hips back-and-forth, slowly fucking his mouth.

“Suck it,” I ordered. “Lick it clean. Every girl has to learn how to do this, so a bitch like you should learn, too. Keep those lips tight around it. And look at me while you’re doing it. Eye contact is, like, the secret to a good blowjob. There you go. We’ll make a good submissive cocksucker of you yet.”

I could hardly believe the words that were coming out of my mouth. And as he gagged on his knees in front of me, it seemed neither could Jeff. Meanwhile, Ella was howling with laughter, her body convulsing under the shining latex that covered her. It was like I was drunk with power, like I couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t want to. It was too exciting, too wild, such a strange inversion of the way I really felt about my boyfriend, but there was something so satisfying about it.

So I fucked his mouth while he gagged and choked, holding him on a leash, holding him in place with my hand on the back of his head. By the time I was done humiliating him, his eyes were watering, and he spluttered as I pulled the cock free.

“Tell us how Mistress Ella’s pussy tastes on my cock, loser.”

“It’s… It tastes good, Mistress Samantha.”

“What’s it like sucking a real cock? You see now the difference between that and the pathetic worm you have between your legs?”

That was Ella, stepping forward beside me to join in the humiliation. Jeff’s watering eyes looked from me to her and back again, his cheeks burning with the disgrace of what we had done to him.

“Yes, Mistress Ella,” he humbly said. “It’s much bigger.”

We both laughed at that, Ella and me.

“That’s the understatement of the year,” I said. And, letting some slack out of the leash, I stepped forward. Raising one foot from the floor, I pressed my high heel against Jeff’s shoulder. I pushed him down toward the floor, and he moved, first sitting back, then lying down. I pushed him all the way down until I stood over him, my foot still on his shoulder, pinning him to the floor. He looked up at me with wild eyes, and again I felt a surge of arousal to see him so helpless before me, ready to be used. My pussy was aching from the pounding Ella had given it, and still, I wanted more. Still, inside the latex catsuit I had only just been awarded, I could feel my juices flowing, could feel the excitement growing within me. And didn’t my long-suffering boyfriend deserve a reward? He had been so good, so subservient, so incredibly submissive.

Lifting my foot from his shoulder, I stepped over him, standing with one foot on either side of his body, still holding the leash slack between us. I let him watch as I ran my other hand down over my body, over the swell of my breasts, over the corset that pulled my stomach in, over my hip, down toward my crotch. Teasing him brutally and loving every minute of it. And as he watched breathlessly, I pulled down the zipper of my own catsuit between my legs, exposing my pussy, gratified by the look of pure desire on his face. He was almost breathless with desire as he lay there, looking up at me. I could feel Ella watching me too, but I focused on Jeff for once, basking in his attention, enjoying every moment of his subservience.

Bending my knees, I lowered myself down toward the floor. I straddled him, my knees on the concrete, reaching down underneath myself to take hold of his cock. And as I guided it into my dripping pussy, Jeff moaned in pure pleasure, his eyelids fluttering adorably.

“Thank you, Mistress Samantha,” he babbled, making both me and Ella laughed again.

“That’s right. You should thank me. You should thank me every day of your life that I even allow you to look at a goddess like me.”

“You are a goddess. Thank you! Thank you thank you thank you…”

And my humiliated boyfriend kept right on thanking me as I began to lower myself down onto his cock, as my wet pussy closed around him. He kept babbling his thanks until Ella silenced him by crouching down above him, straddling his face and pressing her wet pussy to his mouth. And together, we rode him like that, one on his cock and one on his face, Jeff reduced once again to nothing more than a tool for female pleasure.

*****

I smiled as he stepped through the open door to the kitchen. His eyes were down on the floor, but as he approached, it was as if he couldn’t help looking at us. At both me and Ella, sitting there on the couch, looking absolutely regal in our matching latex catsuit. Our uniform, it had become. A vital tool in dominating the men who served us.

As always, my arousal was buzzing inside me, reaching an almost feverish pitch of desire. And it wasn’t just the sight of Ella’s slave Chore Boy, coming towards us with a drink in each hand, that was turning me on. I had never been attracted to Chore Boy, though I loved the way Ella bossed him around. I loved bossing him around too, having this total sexual power over a man I barely knew, a man I had no intention of ever sleeping with. He served me because Ella made him and because he wanted me badly, and I had made it abundantly clear that he would never get what he wanted, but that didn’t stop him. Ultimately, what he wanted was to serve.

Ella and I took our glasses of wine. We didn’t thank him, of course. Instead, Ella snapped her fingers, pointing to the floor at her feet. And she had Chore Boy well-trained. Immediately, he dropped to his knees. He was naked except for a pair of boxer briefs, and I could see the unmissable bulge of his erection, showing just how turned on he was to be serving us both again.

He wasn’t the only one.

As Chore Boy kneeled down at my friend’s feet, I looked down at Jeff. He was already kneeling between my spread legs, his hands cuffed behind him. His face was buried between my thighs, his tongue deep inside my pussy, his lips moving on mine. Devoted completely to giving me pleasure, his cock throbbing in his own boxer briefs, the uniform we had chosen for our slave boys that day. And desire and pleasure buzzed inside me as my boyfriend ate me out, nothing but a toy to be used. Just the way we had trained him.

Beside me, Ella shifted in her seat. Reaching down between her legs, she took hold of the zipper of her catsuit and pulled it down. Chore Boy’s eyes went wide as he saw her pussy right in front of him, the thing he desired most in the world right there, waiting for him. The thing that ruled him completely, that made him the slave he was.

“Hands behind your back,” Ella ordered. And of course, slave boy did as he was told. She liked to do that, to show off her power by not restraining him, knowing he wouldn’t dare disobey. But personally, I like having Jeff in cuffs. It probably wasn’t necessary. Most probably, he would do exactly what I said just like Chore Boy did. But I liked taking away a little more of his freedom.

“Now. Lick,” Ella ordered.

“Yes, Mistress Ella. Thank you, Mistress Ella.”

“Shut up and get to work.”

Chore Boy leaned forward, gratefully burying his face between Ella’s thighs just as Jeff had his face between mine. And our latex-covered knees touched as we sat beside one another, both enjoying the service of a helpless and horny man. Ella raised her glass to me, and I clinked my own against it, both of us laughing, basking in the feeling of total control.

“Damn, it’s good to be a dominatrix,” Ella said. “Maybe once these losers have given us both an orgasm, we can switch?”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, grinning down at Jeff. Because after all, Ella was right. It really is good to be a domme.
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