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My Friend's Wedding: Parts 1-6

1. Dominated At His Friend’s Wedding

Weddings are boring.

I mean, let’s face facts. I know, I know. It’s supposed to be the best day of your life, or whatever. But if you’re not the one getting married, the whole thing can be a bit of a snooze.

My relationship with Rocco is kind of weird that way. We’re close friends. We have been for years. But I’m not really friends with any of his other friends. We used to work together, and that’s how we met and started hanging out, but that was years ago. Our lives have taken different trajectories since then. And we still hang out regularly. I love the guy, but when it came to a gathering like this, I was reminded just how little I knew about the rest of his life. Of course, I knew his girlfriend and now bride, Simone. I love her, too. In the years the two of them have been dating, she’s become as good of a friend to me has he is. But as for his family, his other friends from his current job, from his basketball team, almost everyone else at the wedding - I didn’t know anyone.

You have to go. You can’t get out of it. But as the hours dragged on, I found myself wishing I could come up with some excuse. The ceremony was okay, as far as that went. All you have to do is stand there and not say anything. It was the reception after that was sucking the life out of me. Taking so much time and providing really nothing in return. It’s not like I even got to see the two of them, really. Beyond the brief rushed hello, and me telling them how happy I was for them, I barely saw either Rocco or Simone. They were busy doing the newlywed thing, greeting everyone, hanging out with old relatives and friends so that they barely had time for me.

It was boring. And after the food was served, I really saw no reason to stick around. I was just waiting for a reasonable time to make my excuses and leave. I didn’t want to be the first to go, but I promised myself I would be the second person out of that door. As soon as it was socially acceptable, I would go to them, wish them all the best again, make up some excuse that I had to, and get out of there. In the meantime, I tried not to drink too much from sheer boredom.

The only plus side was there was lots to look at. Simone’s friends and some of her family members included some pretty girls, and all dressed up for the wedding, they were looking their best. And at that point, I’d been single for a while. My last relationship ended the way they usually do, with a bunch of anger and recriminations, and that had been months ago. I’m not going to say I was on the prowl at my friend’s wedding. I didn’t really have the energy or mental capacity for that. But I was open to possibility. Though in reality, what that meant was sitting there listlessly, watching the hours tick by. I didn’t feel I had it in me to have any more small talk with strangers on that particular day. I had already had more than my fill.

Still, I wasn’t completely dead inside. And I would have to be not to respond to what happened next.

I saw her coming from a long way off. I had seen her already, of course. Everyone had. You couldn’t miss her. She was the kind of woman that makes men sit up and pay attention, and makes other women jealous. She was wearing a red dress that may as well have been painted onto her gorgeous body given how tightly it clung to her curves. Her legs seemed to go on forever as they appeared from under the hem of the dress, her toned thighs visible with every step she took in her high-heeled pumps as she walked across the function room. Blonde hair cascaded down over one shoulder, artfully swept back from a made-up face where blue-green eyes glittered under arched eyebrows that had a mischievous angle to them. Her lashes were thick and black, making those beautiful eyes pop, and her lips were red and full, too full, I figured, to be natural. She was a knockout, there was no doubt about that. Everybody knew it. Everybody could see it. Even as I dully watched her make her way across the room, I could see the way heads turned to follow her, with greater or lesser degrees of circumspection. Some people were just obvious about it. Especially, I noticed, the women. Most of the other guys there were with wives or girlfriends, and had to pretend not to have noticed a woman who would stand out in any crowd. I, of course, was there alone, which was undeniably part of the problem I was having staying entertained. Still, I didn’t want to be called gawking, no matter how beautiful she was. So I turned my eyes to the table, fidgeting with the crumpled napkin in front of me, the almost-empty glass, trying to pretend I wasn’t tracking her movements across the room, hypnotized by the sway of her body, desire at least giving me something to think about in the depths of my boredom while I sat there waiting for the ordeal to be over.

She came up to my table. I waited for her to walk on past, and reflected on how long was the appropriate amount of time to wait before I could lift my head, casually look over my shoulder, and assess the ass I knew would be straining the eye-catching red fabric of that dress. But that’s not what happened. Instead, from the corner of my eye, I saw a slender hand with shining manicured nails sit softly on the top of the chair next to mine.

“Is anyone sitting here?”

“No,” I managed to say.

Even that took an effort. As she spoke, I raised my eyes from the table in front of me and looked up at her, and was caught full-on in the bright beam of her undeniable beauty. She was a tall woman, and her high heels made her even taller, and she towered above me where I sat. There was a faint smile lifting the corners of those full lips, a friendly expression on that beautiful face, but something told me this was a woman who not many people wanted to be friends with. Beauty like that, I suspected, could easily become a curse. Anyone this woman spoke to was liable to either be bewitched by desire for her, like I was, or hate her for the way she looked and the effect it had on other people. I’ve heard before that beautiful people, really beautiful ones like her, live in a different world to the rest of us. It wasn’t hard to imagine the truth of that as she pulled the chair out from the table and lowered her incredible body down into it. I tried not to stare, but the way the red fabric of her dress stretched even more around her hips and flat stomach and the swell of her breasts, the way her long legs folded themselves elegantly under the table, seemed to require my full and undivided attention.

“Hi,” the woman said as she turned that heart-stopping smile on me. I felt myself smiling back automatically, my lips lifting in response to the magnetic glow of her smile. I don’t want to seem like some hopeless horn dog, like some guy who’s been living in a basement for centuries and has his head turned by the first pretty girl who smiles at him. I’ve met plenty of beautiful women. I’ve dated a few. But sitting there at the wedding gazing into those glittering blue-green eyes, I found myself wondering if this was possibly the most beautiful woman I had ever met.

“I’m Natalie,” she said, extending a manicured hand in my direction. I took it, trying not to marvel at the softness of her skin, the warmth that seemed to emanate from her. Sitting right beside me, she was close enough that I could catch the faint clean scent of her perfume, and as her breasts rose in the deep neckline of her sexy dress, I tried not to look. I tried to keep my focus on those eyes that were hardly less appealing than the rest of her, that flowed in my vision like two shining jewels I could never possess. I found myself strangely nervous, suddenly tongue-tied in a way I hadn’t been around a woman for years, not since I was some fumbling kid just trying to figure out how to talk to a girl. Natalie’s beauty seemed to wind the clock back somehow, to make me feel small and shy and awkward in the presence of someone so beautiful and elegant. She was practically a different species. That didn’t stop me wanting her ferociously, and even contact as simple as that, just taking her hand across the table and gently shaking it as though she was somehow fragile and might break, was enough to send a jolt of excitement racing up and down my spine. Dimly, in the tiny part of my brain not absorbed in how badly I wanted her and how beautiful she looked, I found myself wondering if she knew the effect she had on people. Probably this had been happening to her for her entire adulthood. Maybe she wasn’t oblivious to it, but it was hard to believe she could be aware of its full power from her side of the divide. You’d have to be like me, a guy who had been single for too long and was feeling his loneliness more than ever at this celebration of love, to get the full dizzying impact of her outrageous beauty.

“I’m David,” I replied.

“Nice to meet you,” she said as she withdrew her hand. It was good thing she did; otherwise, I might have held onto it forever. “So how do you know Simone?”

“Oh, we’re old friends,” I said. “I mean, I’ve known Rocco for years, and I’ve known Simone since they started dating. What about you?”

“I’m Simone’s sister,” she said. As she spoke, those astonishing eyes looked straight into mine, and I wondered if I detected a kind of challenge in them. Her words sent my brain into overdrive. I knew Simone had a sister, but I was pretty sure that was her in the bridal party. This woman wasn’t wearing the same dress as the bridesmaids. Simone was pretty, don’t get me wrong. But she was a brunette and a little on the short side and — well, absolutely nothing like Natalie. There are certain things you don’t say, especially to someone you just met. But I got the feeling that something wasn’t quite adding up here. Not that I cared, really. I was too taken up in the way this mysterious woman looked to think all that hard about her origin story.

“I didn’t know she had another sister,” I said. “Besides Carly, I mean.”

Natalie smiled, but it was a smile without much genuine warmth to it. Her smoky eyelids showed as she lowered her gaze to the table, just for a second, before raising her eyes back to mine again.

“I’m not surprised,” she said at last. “I’m a bit of a black sheep. And we’re not really sisters. We’re step sisters. Or we were. My mom married her dad when we were in high school, and we lived together for a few years. After I moved out, our parents got divorced.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I mumbled, and immediately felt like I said the wrong thing. That impression wasn’t helped by the fact that Natalie laughed, a clear, ringing sound that matched with the clinking glasses and cutlery that formed the constant background buzz of the wedding reception. Around us, people were drinking, dancing, having a good time, or at least showing all the signs of doing so. And there we sat, the two of us, in our own little bubble, the only occupants of a table that my admittedly sullen attitude had driven everyone else away from. No one wants to talk to a single guy at a wedding, especially not a young single guy. If I had given it any thought, I might’ve been surprised that this beautiful woman had made her way right across the room to talk to me herself. But I wasn’t in the mood to question my blessings. I was just glad that something interesting was finally happening. The last thing I wanted to do was mess it up, and so I cringed at my ham-fisted condolence even as the words left my mouth.

“It’s okay,” Natalie said with a smile. “That’s their business. We got kind of close for a while there, but that was years ago. We don’t talk that much anymore. Still, we were part of each other’s lives growing up. I guess that’s why me and mom got an invite.”

“And you came.”

“Yeah, I came.”

There was a tiny pause as Natalie looked at me. Maybe I was reading more into the moment then there really was, wishful thinking getting the better of me. But it wasn’t the same quality of pause I had had with so many others that night, the awkward lull in a conversation just waiting to be put to death. It was something else. Maybe it meant something. Maybe it meant nothing at all. But I was in a frame of mind to seek out meaning anywhere, to try and make this encounter into something more.

“Despite being the black sheep of the family.” Natalie laughed.

“Yeah, well,” she said. “Every family needs one, don’t they? Sometimes it’s a fine line between black sheep and scapegoat. Still, I guess I was pretty wild as a kid. Made some bad decisions. Did some things I probably shouldn’t have.”

“Isn’t that the whole point of being a kid?”

Natalie’s eyes lit up, widening as she leaned toward me, and again, I had to devote a considerable amount of willpower to not ogle her boobs as the table pushed them up in her dress. But I’d scored a hit. I had got a response from her, and that made my heart vibrate with an almost embarrassing level of excitement.

“Exactly!” Natalie said. “You get it! See, that’s why I came over here. You looked so bored and fed up with this whole scene, and if I’m being honest, it’s really not my bag, either. Wanna get fucked up?”

“Oh my God, yes,” I said eagerly, and Natalie laughed again at my obvious excitement. This, I was sure, was a reaction from others that she must be used to. The truth was, there wasn’t much I wouldn’t do if it involved being around her. But the fact that I was bored only made her offer even more tempting. It was all too easy for her. I see that now. But at the time, I wasn’t thinking that way. All I was thinking was that this gorgeous woman wanted to have a drink with me, and as much as I had wanted to get out of the reception just moments before, now all I wanted to do was stay. After all, it’s not like there was anything of interest waiting for me at home. Just talking to Natalie, even just a small amount, was already one of the most interesting things that happened to me in weeks.

“What can I get you?” I asked, rising from my seat at once.

“Whiskey. On the rocks,” Natalie responded, taking me a little bit by surprise. But I just smiled and nodded and hurried over to the bar, almost anxious now to get us drinks before the beautiful woman changed her mind. It was a cash bar, but I didn’t care what it cost. I grabbed us a couple of drinks and hurried back to the table, relieved to find her still sitting where I had left her, gazing out over the crowded room full of people. The whiskey burned in my throat as I drank it, but Natalie tossed her glass back with ease, letting the fiery amber liquid disappeared down her throat to make her eyes blaze even brighter.

“You never meet cute guys at weddings,” she said. “And if you do, they’re boring and married or engaged or something. Not that that stops most of them, to be honest.”

“I bet it doesn’t, with you,” I said. “But I’m not married. Or engaged. Or with anyone right now.”

“Yeah, I could see that from across the room,” Natalie said with a smile.

“Oh really? What’s that supposed to mean? I need to know so I can decide whether to be offended or not.”

“Oh, just…” Natalie said slowly, running the tip of one finger around the rim of the glass that sat empty in front of her, holding nothing but the unmelted ice cubes. “You have a look about you. Nothing personal; most guys get it. A kind of… backed-up look that guys get when they haven’t been laid in a while.”

“Give me a break,” I laughed, and Natalie laughed with me. “You’ve got no idea.”

“No? Okay, so how long has it been then? When was the last time you got your dick wet, David? Were you banging some slut just this morning before you got dressed to come here? Or last night maybe, some sexy chick riding your cock while you watched TV?”

I could hardly believe how forward she was being. Not that I didn’t welcome it. Quite frankly, it turned me on. And she was laughing, and her smiling eyes took me in completely, and it all just added to her beauty and the faint edge of danger that enhanced it. She had said she was a black sheep. Maybe she was. But there’s something endlessly alluring about a bad girl. Especially when, like her, they look like an angel.

“Well, I wouldn’t say that.”

“No. Didn’t think so.”

Natalie’s teeth showed as she smiled devilishly, the tip of her pink tongue showing between them as she looked me up and down. I had the incomparable feeling of being examined, as though I were under a microscope. And I told myself that she was talking nonsense, that she was just making stuff up to see how I handled it. But I couldn’t escape the faint feeling that she could see right through me. That maybe I was giving off sexually frustrated vibes. I hoped I wasn’t blushing as I looked at her, watching the cogs move in her devious brain as she stared right at me.

“I would say it’s been… Six months. Am I close?”

“There’s no way you can tell that.” I smiled as I shook my head, trying to dance around the question. The truth was, Natalie was right on the money, and it had me doubting everything about the way I looked and presented myself. It shook me up, just like her almost intolerable beauty shook me up, and I sat there trying to play it cool, but inside, I was a mass of half-doubts and self-consciousness.

“Of course I can,” Natalie said with a laugh. “It’s easy once you know the signs. And I do. I can spot a horny boy a mile away.”

“And you think that’s me?”

Natalie paused before answering. The smile never left her lips as she picked up her glass, tilted it back, and took a couple of ice cubes into her mouth. Her jaw worked as she crunched them, still looking straight at me, the ice splintering loudly between her teeth until she swallowed.

Then she leaned forward. Once again, the table pushed her breasts even higher in her tight dress as she rested her arms in front of them, and the smell of her perfume grew stronger as she thrust her face toward mine. I could feel the coolness of her breath from the ice as she spoke into my ear, almost close enough for her lips to touch my skin, and I’ll admit that I felt a tremor go through me at how close she was, at how intoxicating it was to be so close to such an intolerable beauty.

“I know it’s you,” she said. “Admit it. If I told you to come to the bathroom with me right now and fuck me, you’d do it, wouldn’t you?”

“Fuck yeah,” I growled, making Natalie laugh again. She sat back in her chair then, smiling coolly as she looked at me, the fingers of one hand drumming on the table in front of her. I looked at her, not knowing quite how to react, sensing that I was on the edge of something wild and exciting and not wanting to do anything to blow it. Natalie raked her long blonde hair back from her face, then turned slightly in her seat. She had brought a small purse with her, and I watched in growing hope as she lifted it off the back of her chair and hung it over her shoulder. Maybe she was about to leave. Maybe she had had her fun, and now that she had got her ego boosting confession from me, was ready to move on. But maybe not. And that wild hope buzzed in my head, keeping me more or less anchored to my seat as I watched her stand, stretching out those impossibly long legs, tugging slightly at the tight skirt that wrapped her thighs, that had slid up her smooth skin while she sat at the table with me.

“Come on then,” she said, tilting her head as she spoke toward the bathrooms at the back of the function room. “Let’s do this.”

I sprang to my feet. I couldn’t believe what was happening, but I didn’t even pause to question it. My cock was already starting to harden in my pants as I followed her across the room, feeling nervous and self-conscious and hoping no one had noticed the two of us moving together. At the same time, I tried unsuccessfully not to look at her ass, every bit as gorgeous and appealing as I had imagined it would be. Natalie moved with perfect poise, strutting along on her high heels as though they were an extension of her body, the small purse swinging from her shoulder as she led me to the back of the room. Being next to her, I realized immediately, was almost like being invisible. Nobody, male or female, would so much as notice me as long as I was with her.

She led me to the bathrooms. There were two of them, but each was just a single toilet like you would have in a private home, so we didn’t have to decide which one to use. Pushing open the door of one, she stepped inside, and I hurried after her, swinging the door shut and clicking the lock. Now the two of us were alone in the tiny space, and she stared right into my eyes as she smiled at me, my height or even a shade taller in her high heels. She was absolutely gorgeous, and my cock pressed relentlessly against my underwear as I stepped forward, wrapping my arms around her. I pressed my lips to hers, kissing those lips I had belonging to kiss since the moment I saw them, and she chuckled in the back of her throat, but she kissed me back.

The sexual tension reached a feverish pitch. My cock pressed against her body through my pants and through her dress as I slid my hands down her body, over those magnificent breasts, cupping and caressing them through her clothing. Reaching around her, I tried for the zipper at the back of her dress, but Natalie squirmed out of my grasp. Still smiling, she held her purse in front of her and reached inside. When she pulled out a pair of steel handcuffs, I couldn’t help the smile that broke across my face.

“You brought handcuffs with you? You are wild,” I said.

“I don’t see you running away,” Natalie said. And her high heels echoed on the tiled floor as she stepped forward, placing her free hand on my chest to push me back toward the toilet. She kept pushing until I sat down on the toilet itself, and then she crouched in front of me, her dress sliding even higher on those unbelievable thighs. My cock was making an obvious bulge in the front of my pants, but Natalie ignored it as she reached past me, taking my wrist and locking one cuff of the handcuffs around it. Then she passed the chain underneath the toilet and clicked the other cuff around my other wrist. The chain rattled against the porcelain of the toilet as I tested the cuffs. There was no escape. I was anchored to the spot. My heart hammered in my chest as Natalie stood, straightening up above me, sliding the purse off her shoulder and setting it carefully down on the floor behind her.

“Too easy,” she said, shaking her head to make her blonde hair shine in the light.

Then, she stepped forward. As she bent at the waist in front of me, her breasts strained against the fabric of her dress, and it was all I could do not to moan as she began to unfasten the front of my pants. She pulled my pants and underwear down to my knees in one swift motion until my cock sprang out, hard and ready, almost desperate for her already. And she smiled as she saw it. Her dress slid even further up her thighs as she lifted one foot from the floor, placing it down on the toilet seat between my legs so that the toe of her shoe rubbed the shaft of my throbbing cock. I did moan then, a long moan of frustration and desire as the most beautiful woman I had ever seen taunted me with her body I couldn’t reach.

“Look at those blue balls,” she chuckled, and I winced slightly as she tapped her toe against my scrotum. “They look like they’re about to burst. Tell me, David, how badly do you want to fuck me right now?”

“So badly,” I panted, while Natalie posed and preened above me, letting me drink in every atom of her irresistible beauty.

“Well, there’s something you should know about me,” she said. “I’m a take-charge kind of girl. I like to be the boss. So any guy I’m with has to be cool with that. You have to be okay taking orders. You have to be okay with doing as you’re told.”

“You’re kinky. I can live with that.”

“So you say. So a lot of guys say. But we’ll see. First, let’s see just how badly you want me to fuck you. I want to you beg. Go on, beg for this pussy. Do a good job, or I might just leave you here.”

I gazed up at the woman in astonishment. In all my life, I had never found myself in a situation so wild, so exciting, so unexpected. And my pride told me to resist, but it had almost no chance against the raging desire I was feeling. In that moment, gazing up at the woman I was unable to touch, I found myself completely overcome with wild lust, as though I had never wanted anyone with anything like the ferocity I wanted Natalie with. And no price seemed too high to pay to have her.

“Please, Natalie,” I said, “please fuck me!”

And the gorgeous goddess laughed as she towered above me, basking in her undeniable sexual power while I pleaded with a stranger for my release.


2. Used At The Wedding

“You look so pathetic right now.”

There was a faint sneer on Natalie’s beautiful face as she spoke, but in its way, it only made her more alluring. Her tight red dress was tested to its elastic limit as she stood above me, one foot between my legs, her skirt sliding almost up to her hips. The darkness underneath called to me, and I felt my mouth watering as I looked at her, her perfect body wrapped like a gift in bright red and demanding every ounce of my attention. I forgot where I was, forgot all about my friend’s wedding still going on just the other side of the toilet door. Natalie was beautiful enough to make me almost forget my name, but in that moment, I was learning that she was more than just beautiful. She was also kinky and incredibly sexy. I had never played games like this before, never met a woman with anything like her total confidence. But it turned me on. And after all, she really did look like a goddess, standing above me in the bright glow of the bathroom lights. Probably I did look pathetic. But none of that mattered, so long as she would fuck me.

“I love making boys beg,” she went on. “You’re all so proud and cocky when you’ve got your clothes on. But then, as soon as you get a little bit turned on, it’s a different story, isn’t it?”

As she spoke, she turned her foot, tapping my throbbing cock with the toe of her shoe again and making me grunt. I was rock hard and desperate for her, and this little game she was playing wasn’t really my idea of a good time, but there was no denying the truth. She had me right where she wanted me, chained to the toilet and unable to escape even if I had wanted to. And why would I want to? If acting humble was enough to get this beautiful woman going, I wasn’t going to argue.

“Yes,” I growled, and Natalie continued to smile as she ran her foot up and down my throbbing shaft. She balanced on one slender high heel as though it was absolutely no problem for her, the muscles in her unbelievably toned legs showing as she toyed with me so easily.

“Get a guy’s cock hard, and you own him,” Natalie said. “That’s what’s happening right now. Admit it. I own you now, don’t I? I can do anything I like with you, and you’ll just beg me for more.”

“Yes, please, Natalie,” I said, all semblance of pride long ago abandoned. No woman had ever done anything like this to me before, but in these uncharted waters, desire propelled me forward. She was right, after all. I wanted her so badly that I would say whatever I had to say and do whatever I had to do. She was mocking me, making fun of me, but the same time, she was absolutely correct in what she was saying. I was too turned on by her to resist, no matter what strange game she might want to play.

“Good. Now, tell me. How long has it been since you were last with a girl?”

“Six months,” I gasped, answering immediately. “Almost to the day. You were right.”

“Of course I was,” Natalie smirked. “That’s one thing you’ll learn about me. I’m always right. At least as far as you’re concerned. What Natalie says goes, right?”

“Right,” I agreed, trembling with repressed desire as that teasing foot ran up and down my cock again. Natalie giggled, absolutely delighted with how her little game was going and how easy it had been to make me submit to her. But given her confidence level and the fact she had brought handcuffs to this wedding, something told me I was hardly the first man to fall victim to her incredible beauty. The woman could have any man she wanted, and if anyone refused to play her sexy little game, she would have no trouble finding someone who would. Even though my head was spinning with doubt and surprise, I couldn’t get past the feeling that this was the luckiest thing to ever happen to me. That in future, when all this was over, I would struggle to even believe that such a thing had happened in real life.

“Good,” she said. “There aren’t many things I like more than a boy who knows his place. Now, maybe I will fuck you. But not right away. If you haven’t been laid in six months, you’re going to cum way too fast for me. So let’s get that first little orgasm out of the way, and then maybe you’ll be able to keep up with me.”

Lifting her foot from between my legs, Natalie stood up straight. Then, bending her knees, she crouched to the floor in front of me. I groaned as she wrapped one hand around my cock, sliding it up and down my shaft, teasing me as she alternated her grip. The whole time, those astonishing green-blue eyes stared into mine, that unbelievably gorgeous face hovering right in front of me like a vision of some dream I couldn’t quite believe was real. Pleasure coursed through me as she stroked me, and the touch of her hand told me she knew exactly what she was doing. But I didn’t think about how many strange encounters this woman had had, or the wild past she alluded to when we spoke earlier. Pleasure swept everything else away. Half a year of physical loneliness evaporated with her touch, and as I groaned again, feeling pleasure rising inside me, Natalie spoke in a soft voice that nevertheless rang out clear in my ears.

“Look at me,” she said. “I want you looking at me when you cum.”

My eyes snapped open. There she was, right in front of me, her blonde hair swept back from her beautiful face, her full red lips lifted in a sly smile. Her eyes flashed between the dark bars of her eyelashes, weaving their hypnotic spell over me. Her breasts rose and fell in the deep neckline of her dress, as though struggling to free themselves against the fabric that barely contained them, and I cried out as another stab of sexual pleasure erupted inside me. Natalie kept on stroking my cock, her hand gripping my manhood tightly now, and I knew I was about to explode.

She seemed to feel it too. She moved her hand faster than ever, picking up the pace until I was crying out in bliss. My cock exploded in her hand, and she laughed aloud as she watched my body launch several spurts of cum high into the air to splatter on my legs. For a while, she kept on stroking, making her fingers ripple up and down my shaft to milk me of every last drop of cum. Then, finally, she took her hand away and stood, leaving me gasping as I sat there still chained to the toilet, drained for now but still swept up in unbelievable desire for her. Now that my orgasm had taken the ferocious edge of my desire for her, I was thinking more clearly, though only a little. The full unbelievable strangeness of the situation I found myself in echoed inside my chest, and I gazed up at her in astonishment with my orgasm cooling on my legs. I was helpless. This might be a sexy game, but that didn’t change the fact I was chained to the toilet and exposed to a woman I had literally only just met. I had allowed her incredible beauty and sexiness and my own desire to get me into this unprecedented situation. But as I sat there panting on the toilet waiting to see what she would do next, I couldn’t bring myself to regret a thing.

“How was that?”

“Amazing, Natalie,” I said, making her laugh.

“And that was just my hand. You wouldn’t believe what my pussy can do.”

As she spoke, she stepped forward. Sitting on the toilet, I watched with growing lust as she began to pull her clinging skirt higher up her thighs. At the same time, she spread her legs, straddling the toilet where I sat until she was standing over me, her pelvis right in front of my face. She had pulled her dress right up to the top of her thighs, just a tiny scrap of fabric hiding her pussy from me, and despite the orgasm she had just given me, I felt my cock stirring sluggishly against my thigh again. She was astonishingly beautiful and unbelievably wild and completely unlike any other woman I had ever been with. I leaned forward on the toilet, pressing my face against her thigh, and Natalie laughed as she ran her fingers through my hair, then abruptly seized a fistful of it.

“Is this what you want?” she said, growling her words through gritted teeth as she pulled painfully on my hair. “You want this pussy? You know what you have to do, bitch. Beg for it.”

“Please, Natalie,” I groaned without the slightest hesitation, and her laughter rang out in the small space of the bathroom once again.

“Please, you’re so beautiful. The sexiest woman I’ve ever met. Please, I want you so badly. I’ll do anything.”

“You’re damn right you will,” Natalie growled. “Okay. Lift up my skirt. With your mouth.”

Carefully, I took the hem of Natalie’s vibrant red dress between my teeth. Then, I lifted my head slowly, pulling it up. The elasticated fabric clung jealously to her body, but I kept on going, and as I did, I could feel the smooth lacy fabric of her underwear against my chin. I pulled her skirt up out of the way, and Natalie simply watched me, one hand still holding me by the hair, the other on her hip. When I finally got her dress up, I could see through the sheer panel of her red panties to the dark strip of pubic hair that crowned her pussy.

“Kiss it,” she ordered. And I did. With a strange feeling of gratitude, I pressed my lips against hers through the fabric of her panties, tenderly kissing her sex while she sighed in pleasure. I could detect a trace of wetness in her underwear, and it turned me on, just as the smell of her arousal turned me on too. It was as if she had a hotline to my desires, easily able to manipulate the strings and make me do whatever she said, just like I had promised to.

“Take my panties off,” she ordered. She spoke breathily, looking down at me over the magnificent swell of her breasts, her eyes half-closed, her teeth showing as they pinched her lower lip. She couldn’t have looked more turned on in that moment, and life was rapidly returning to my recently drain cock, my manhood starting to stand up again between my legs as I gazed in adoration at this incredible woman.

Her hands still held a fistful of my hair as I raised my face to do as I was told. My lips brushed against the skin of her abdomen, and I use my tongue to pull the waistband of her panties between my teeth. Then, lowering my head, I tugged her underwear down. Her wide stance made it difficult, and I didn’t want to rip the delicate fabric of the underwear she was wearing. But with some effort and some time, I managed to pull her panties down enough to expose her pussy. There it was, right in front of me, just above the underwear that strained as it stretched from thigh to thigh. Her lips were swollen, glistening with wetness, her arousal now every bit as obvious as mine. With every breath I took, I inhaled her scent, and desire bubbled and boiled inside me as though it might drive me mad if I couldn’t have her. I didn’t even know the first thing about the woman, and in that moment, I didn’t care. Simple animal desire took over. We wanted each other, and that was all that mattered. Everything else was a problem for later.

“Eat it,” Natalie ordered. “Eat my pussy until I cum all over your stupid little face.”

And of course, I didn’t even hesitate. I didn’t question a single thing of what was happening, or so much as even try to resist. I leaned forward, my arms still held by the handcuffs that anchored me to the toilet. I pressed my mouth against her fragrant pussy, and my cock ached with sheer desire as I heard her moan in pleasure. I teased her swollen lips with my tongue before sliding it inside, tasting her wet warmth, and her moans of pleasure above me were all the encouragement I needed to keep going.

It had been a while since I last went down on a girl. But some skills stay with you. Besides, enthusiasm counts for a lot, and I don’t think I had ever eaten pussy more enthusiastically in my life than I did in that toilet at my friend’s wedding. As Natalie’s groans and cries of pleasure filled the vibrating air, I thrust my tongue inside her, scooping up the hot juices that ran freely out of her. Her pussy tasted amazing, unlike any woman I had been with before, and I could feel the slickness of her sex as the quivering walls tightened around my tongue, waves of pleasure radiating out through that incredible body as I continued to kiss and lick and suck between her legs.

Her hand tightened in my hair. Her beautiful legs trembled and convulsed. Her breasts heaved, swelling against the stretchy fabric of the red dress above me as she took ever-quicker breaths that soon turned into pants and gasps and moans. It was working. I was going to make this goddess cum, and I couldn’t be happier about it. A strange feeling of pride flowed through me, even though I was sitting there chained to the toilet, being used as some kind of sex toy. After all, there was almost nowhere I would rather be and nothing I would rather be doing in that moment than pleasuring Natalie. And as her pussy clenched almost violently against my mouth, I felt the hot juices pour out of her, and I swallowed as they filled my mouth. I drank from her streaming pussy eagerly, desperately, as though I could take some of that beauty and wild sex appeal into myself, to carry around with me forever, long after this wild encounter was over. And Natalie’s pussy kept spasming against my mouth until she stepped backwards, her movements made clumsy by the panties still binding her thighs together.

Stepping away from where I sat on the toilet, she reached for her underwear and pulled it down. I watched her long legs bend as she placed one hand on the wall for balance and pulled her panties off first one leg, then the other. Then, smiling, she stepped toward me again. She was holding her red underwear in her hand, and standing at the side of the toilet, she bunched the fabric up and pressed it against my face. I inhaled her scent, breathing deeply through the moist fabric while she laughed above me. Then, lifting the panties from my face, she stretched out one leghole and pulled them over my head, letting them hang around my neck.

“Something to remember me by when all this is over,” she smirked at me. “I wasn’t even going to wear any panties today. But now I’m glad I did. I’m glad I found a little bitch like you who wants nothing more than to make me happy. Now, what else should I make you do?”

Stepping back in front of me, Natalie paused for just a moment. The smile never left her face as she looked me up and down, thoroughly enjoying her position of total control. Then, she stepped toward me again. Once again, I took in the magnificent view of her cleavage as she bent at the waist and grabbed the belt of my unfastened trousers. She pulled it out with a menacing hiss, folding the leather in half in her hands before tapping the doubled belt against one open palm. For the first time since our encounter began, I felt real fear. It was the first time I truly appreciated my vulnerable position, and what I had allowed a complete stranger to do to me. And Natalie, never in a hurry, simply stood there for a moment, letting me feel it all to the fullest. Letting me feel that fear and doubt and my own total helplessness at the hands of this mysterious woman.

Then, she stepped forward again. Taking the belt in her hands, she passed the end through the buckle and pulled on it, making a small loop at one end. I groaned as she took my cock and balls in her hand, sliding the loop over them both. Then, smirking to herself, she pulled the belt tight, and I groaned again as she tugged on the belt, making my manhood bounce and dance in front of her.

“Got you by the balls now, don’t I?” she said. And then waited, as though demanding an answer.

“Yes, Natalie,” I said, and she chuckled as she playfully tugged on the belt again.

“That’s right. That’s how I like it. I can hurt you a lot with just a little tug on this belt. So it’s better to do what your mistress says, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Natalie,” I said again, prompting more laughter from her. I wasn’t sure I liked the sound of that mistress stuff. Then again, from the way my cock struggled against the belt that restrained it, I didn’t exactly hate it, either. Besides, it was hard to deny the truth. I had never engaged in this kind of play before, never been into bondage or S&M or whatever you want to call it. But Natalie was gorgeous and unbelievably horny, and besides, it wasn’t like I had a lot of choice. Plus, I still wanted to fuck her, no matter what I had to do for it.

Still holding the belt, Natalie turned. Gracefully, she swung one leg over it so that she had her back turned to me. Then, she began walking backwards, spreading her legs as she came to straddle me once again. This time, she pulled her own dress up around her waist, revealing her incredible backside to me. Her buttocks were flawless, the skin smooth and taut, the firm muscle showing underneath with every step she took. She backed up onto me, standing above me, still holding that menacing belt. And then, she leaned forward, placing her free hand on my knee for balance as she thrust her ass back into my face.

“Eat me again, bitch boy,” she ordered, punctuating her command with a pull on the belt around my cock and balls. And I enthusiastically did as I was told. I leaned forward, craning my neck to reach her pussy, tasting again that divine flavor on my tongue as I licked her from behind. And in no time at all, she started to moan and groan in pleasure again. I felt her hand leave my knee temporarily, reaching between her legs to rub frantically against I it while I slid my tongue inside. Her juices streamed down the inside of her shaking thighs, the smell of her sex filling the small room as I licked her again.

I groaned in pain as the belt gripped my genitals even tighter, and Natalie laughed. A wild laugh of sadistic delight that raised the hairs on the back of my neck, reminding me of my helplessness, trapped in the small room with this wild woman.

“Eat my ass,” she ordered. Still maintaining her grip on the belt, she reached behind herself with her other hand and gripped the back of my head, forcing it up toward her backside. I hesitated, but only for a moment. I had never done that before, or ever wanted to, with anyone. But it wasn’t like I had a lot of choice. Besides, the wild sexual atmosphere Natalie had created made it feel as though nothing was off limits. I had already acknowledged I would do just about anything to have her. If this was what it took, I was willing. And so I let her steer my face toward the crack between her buttocks and stuck out my tongue to find her hot hole.

“That’s it, lick it,” Natalie gasped, thrusting her ass further back until her cheeks enveloped my face. “Kiss it. Worship my ass like the bitch you are, and maybe I’ll let you fuck me.”

That was all the encouragement I needed. I slid my tongue over her asshole, teasing her sphincter before plunging inside. Guided by the movement of her hand on the back of my head, I rocked my head back-and-forth, fucking her ass with my tongue while she moaned and groaned. Dropping the belt, she reached between her legs with her other hand, fingering herself until I could hear the wet sound of her digits moving inside her tight pussy. And like that, bent over the waist, thrusting her ass back into my face while she fingered herself, Natalie came again. She held nothing back, letting her cries ring out in the tiny space of the toilet we occupied. Just like me, it seemed she had completely forgotten where we were and that there were other people around. That tiny room that now reeked of sex formed our entire world, and everything on the other side of that door might as well have not existed, burnt away in the bright crucible of our lust for each other.

Natalie stood up. Her legs seemed unsteady as she tottered forward, stumbling in the high heels she had walked so elegantly in before. As she turned to face me, I could see that she was breathless, Those magnificent breasts rising and falling rapidly in the top of her dress as she panted for air. And I could see the red glow in her cheeks, the glossy sheen in her eyes that told me what I already knew. That I had made this woman cum again, that this beautiful goddess had had another orgasm while I served her in such humiliating fashion.

But my cock was still raging with my belt wrapped around it, and as I stared at her, I found myself desperately hoping she wasn’t done yet. I still wasn’t satisfied, despite the crazy things we had already done. My cock was still desperately hard for her, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, let alone touched, her pussy shining with ecstasy as she stood unashamed in front of me, still wearing the tight red dress she had hiked up around her waist.

And as Natalie stepped toward me again, I felt my heart leap with excitement and joy at the thought of what might come next.

Natalie reached down between my legs and loosened the belt around my cock and balls, dropping it to the floor. Straddling me, she sat in my lap. My hard cock pressed against her abdomen, and I could feel the warmth and the wetness of her pussy, her juices still leaking out of her to anoint my balls. She was smiling again, smiling down at me as she sat on top of me, gripping the panties that hung around my neck in one hand.

“This was really fun,” she said. “I was worried this wedding was going to be super boring, but it’s actually turned out pretty good.”

“No kidding,” I panted, making her laugh. Her eyes dropped, moving over my mouth from moment, smiling to see the juices of her own orgasm shining on my lips. Then, pressing her feet on the floor, she rose up on my lap, reached down, and took hold of my cock. I moaned like a wounded animal as she guided it inside her, groaning herself as she settled down on it. The wet warmth and tightness of her pussy felt incredible on my shaft, and pleasure made my head spin as she settled down on top of me, gripping my thighs with her knees again.

Shifting slightly forward, she placed her hand on the back of my neck and pulled my head forward. Gratefully, I buried my face in that cleavage I had been craving since the moment I saw her, frantically kissing her beautiful breasts while she clung onto my shoulders. I felt her pussy spasm around my cock in an acknowledgment of her pleasure, and soon, she began to move up and down on top of me. Her high heels cracked against the tiled floor as she shifted her weight to get more leverage, and soon, we were both panting and moaning in another onrush of wild pleasure. I groaned my lust into her boobs, and she howled hers at the ceiling, and our voices joined together in the unforgettable music of pleasure as she rode my cock to ecstasy right there.

Natalie cried out. I groaned into her breasts as I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, another orgasm rushing out of her in a torrent of hot juices. And the sudden tightness of her pussy proved too much for me. I came too, shooting what felt like an unending load of my cum deep into her quivering sex. She cried out at the feeling of my hot explosion inside her, and I cried out too, both of us trembling and moaning with the sheer force of what we had done.

Natalie slumped forward. In the aftermath of our sex, she sat on top of me like that for a moment, her beautiful face buried against my shoulder, her breasts heaving as she slowly recovered. Then, finally, she stood. I watched wordlessly as she pulled a strip of toilet paper away from the dispenser and used it to wipe up the mess oozing out of her sex. Standing, she pulled her dress down around her hips and moved toward the sink. She washed her hands, then slung her purse over her shoulder and reached inside. Still chained helplessly to the toilet, I watched her adjust her makeup until she had regained the semblance of normality. Then, slipping her makeup back into her purse, she turned to me with a smile.

“That was really fun,” she said. “You know, you have a lot of potential. Here. Let me give you my number in case you want to do this again sometime.”

Natalie reached inside her purse as she stepped forward. Crouching beside me where I sat on the toilet again, she grabbed some toilet paper and dried off the shaft of my cock. Then, she pulled out a pen and wrote her phone number down on my drained manhood, signing her name with a flourish beneath it. Slipping the pen back into her purse, she stood again. Then, I watched her blonde hair sway around her shoulders as she turned toward the door.

“Wait! Untie me!”

The handcuffs rattled against the toilet as I struggled, and Natalie paused, one hand on the door handle as she turned toward me.

“That wasn’t part of the deal,” she said. “But someone will be along eventually.”

I watched in disbelief as she reached into her purse, producing a tiny key and setting it down on the sink beside the door. Well out of my reach. Then, without another word, she opened the door and stepped outside. I heard the din of the wedding swell and fade as she closed the door behind her, her high heels receding into the distance as she walked away. My heart raced, fear of discovery filling me as I struggled uselessly against my bonds.

In only a couple of minutes, I heard someone approach. I cried out in horror as the door of the toilet swung open. There was Simone, Rocco’s new wife, still dressed in her wedding dress, her eyes growing wide as she looked me up and down. I couldn’t do anything to hide myself from her gaze, couldn’t disguise anything about the ridiculous predicament I was in. Her dress rustled as she stepped into the toilet and hurriedly close the door.

“Jesus Christ, David,” she said, shaking her head to make her carefully manipulated brown hair sway on her scalp. “Not you as well.” As shocked as she clearly was, somehow, she didn’t seem all that surprised. And clearly, she knew exactly what to do. Picking up the key from where it sat on the sink, she stepped toward me. Her dress ballooned around her as she crouched on the floor of the toilet and unlocked the cuff around one wrist. Gratefully, I pulled the chain out from behind the toilet and hurriedly pulled up my underwear to cover my cock with Natalie’s name and phone number written on it.

“Simone, it’s not…”

“Save it,” Simone said sharply. “I know exactly what my stepsister is like.”


3. A Deal’s A Deal

I couldn’t get her out of my head.

I guess that’s to be expected. When you haven’t been with a woman in six months, and then the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen blows your mind with kinky sex in a public bathroom, you’re not likely to forget about it. Ever. Besides, it wasn’t like I gave it a lot of time. Almost from the moment she stepped out of the bathroom and out of my life, I found myself longing to call Natalie again.

Not that I wasn’t embarrassed, of course. Simone had seen me naked, and worse than naked, sitting tied to toilet with her stepsister’s signature on my cock. As soon as she freed me, my first action was to rise from the toilet and stuff myself back into my pants, pulling them up hurriedly. While I did that, Simone kept looking at me, an unreadable expression on her face. She didn’t look happy, that was for sure. I cringed all over with embarrassment as I rushed to get dressed again.

“Simone, I —” I started to say. But Rocco’s new wife simply snorted.

“Don’t bother,” she said. “I know what happened. You couldn’t keep it in your pants at my wedding? You couldn’t go get a room somewhere if you had to do that?”

“It — it wasn’t really up to me,” I feebly tried. Simone snorted again. Her eyes were blazing ferociously in her face enhanced by no doubt expensive makeup, her brown hair piled artfully on her head. She looked beautiful. There was no denying that. But somehow, it didn’t really seem like the time to tell her that.

“I, uh. I should –“

“Yeah. Yeah, you should.”

Simone’s blazing eyes followed me as I stepped toward the door of the bathroom. It wasn’t a big room, and although she wasn’t a big woman, her dress made the room feel even smaller than it was. The white fabric rustled as I brushed past her, catching the smell of her perfume as I moved toward the door. I had to go. That much was obvious. I was Simone’s friend almost as much as I was Rocco’s, and the last thing I ever wanted to do was cast a shadow on her big day, but it seemed like that was exactly what I had done. As I paused with my hand on the door handle, I racked my brain for something to say that might possibly mitigate this unbearable tension between us.

“It was a really nice ceremony,” I finally said. Simone’s jaw tightened as I spoke, and for a moment, it felt like she was about to bite me. When her hand reached up toward me, I honestly thought she was going to slap me. I flinched, but instead, her hand found Natalie’s red panties hanging from my neck.

“You might want to take these off before you go out there,” she said.

I had forgotten they were even there. Cringing with embarrassment all over again, I pulled the other woman’s underwear over my head and stuffed it into the pocket of my pants.

“Sorry, Simone,” I lamely said. She didn’t reply. Her blazing eyes simply watched me as I pulled open the door of the bathroom and stepped outside, back into the noise of the wedding.

Natalie was nowhere to be seen. I’m not going to lie. My eyes searched the reception hall for her, looking to see where she had gone. But she was nowhere in sight. With that body packed into that tight red dress, the woman was unmissable, and I felt sure that if she was still there, I would’ve found her. But she wasn’t. After what she had done to me, she had made a quick exit, and she was probably right to do it. In a way, her rapid exit only made her seem cooler. It was a chance encounter, like two ships that pass in the night. Except I didn’t forget, I couldn’t forget, that I still had her phone number written on the shaft of my cock and an invitation to call her again if I ever wanted a repeat performance. Before I even left the wedding, a complex mix of emotions swirling in my brain where embarrassment and regret at my bad behavior merged with delight at what had happened, I already knew that I did. I already knew that as wild and crazy as Natalie might be, she was just the kind of crazy I needed.

I tried to play it cool. I waited a few days. Rocco and Simone went on their honeymoon right after the wedding, so I didn’t get the chance to talk to them about it again. I wondered if Simone had told Rocco. I wondered how he would react. But if he knew what Natalie looked like, I couldn’t help feeling that he would understand. Any man would. She was irresistible. She was like a force of nature, completely unpredictable and unstoppable. And I was hooked.

As soon as I got home from the wedding, I took a photo of her phone number written on my manhood, then took a shower. And as thoughts of my encounter with Natalie continue to race through my brain, my cock rose under the warm water, and I couldn’t help myself. I jerked off right there in the shower, reliving what had happened while it was still fresh in my brain, while I could still hear her voice and see the wild fire in those incredible blue-green eyes. Even then, it was hard to believe what had happened was real. And with every hour that passed, that sense of unreality seemed to grow. But that didn’t change anything about my desire. That didn’t change the fact that all I wanted to do was call her again.

But I waited. I managed to hold out for three days. Three whole days, when this incredible woman was never more than a moment from my thoughts. Three days, when I found myself getting turned on almost constantly when I thought about what she had done to me. Three days to feed and nurture the obsession growing in my mind while I tried to pretend to her that I had other options. That I had any choice. That I had any intention of doing anything other than calling her up and submitting to her powerful sexuality again.

Then, I cracked. After work one day, suppressing the nervousness that gnawed in my chest as though I had never asked a woman out before, I typed her number into my phone and and listened to it ring. It rang a long time, long enough that I felt sure that she wouldn’t answer. I was debating whether I should leave a message. I mean, who checks their voicemail anymore? I was spared having to make that decision when I heard a click on the line and a voice I recognized.

“Hello?”

“Hi. Natalie?”

“Who is this?”

“Oh. Right. It’s David. We, uh, we…met at Rocco and Simone’s wedding?”

There was a pause, just the tiniest little pause. Then, when Natalie spoke again, I heard a new smile in her voice.

“David,” she said, and just the way she pronounced my name, slowly, teasingly, was enough to make me weak at the knees. Just hearing her voice again was enough to bring all of that wild attraction back, to get my heart thumping in my chest as I relived for what felt like the thousandth time all the crazy things we had done together. Natalie was humming in my head, vibrating in my blood, and after just one meeting with the woman, I already felt like I was addicted to her. It felt like everything depended on this phone call, as though nothing in my life ever been as important as the outcome of this conversation. And I was almost paralyzed by the pressure of wanting something so badly and not fully knowing how to get it.

“Yeah,” I said. “How are you doing?”

“I’m okay, David,” she said. She spoke in a slow and considered tone, as if she were really answering what was ultimately a formulaic and throwaway question.

“Good. Uh, that’s good. Listen, I had a great time at the wedding. You said to give you a call if I ever wanted to see you again, so I thought –“

“You thought, I want to have sex with the pretty lady again and maybe if I talk to her nice she’ll let me stick my dick in her?”

Her forwardness caught me offguard. I was already floundering, already thrown off by her total confidence. If she was surprised to hear from me, she gave no sign of it. But then, why would she be? She was a beautiful and wildly sexual woman, and there probably wasn’t a day of her life that she didn’t get asked out by someone.

“No,” I said, somewhat defensively. “I wanted to take you out to dinner.”

“Dinner? How quaint. Nobody ever thought of that before. I don’t know, David. Why should I go out to dinner with you?”

“Why?”

“Yeah. Why?”

I wished I could see her face. I thought I could detect a smile in her voice, but it was hard to be sure. She was teasing me. Testing me, maybe. And as stupid as it was, given everything I knew about her, I hadn’t really prepared for this. Honestly, in my heart of hearts, I had been more or less expecting a no. Or for her to simply not answer the phone, to not return my calls. I didn’t really realize it until that very minute, but I had never truly believed that I would see her again. Even if she had given me her number. Some part of me had just assumed that she would regret it, that lightning couldn’t strike twice, that the encounter with her would always remain a sexual high point of my life, never to be repeated. Now that she was on the phone talking to me, I found I didn’t know how to handle it. And her teasing manner wasn’t exactly helping.

“Because… everybody needs to eat,” I said at last. “Because food is delicious. Because I’m hoping I might be able to make you laugh and maybe, if I say the right words and do the right things, make you like me, too.”

She did laugh at that. And hearing that sound coming down the phone line gave me at least some measure of relief. The woman was way out of my league, after all, and I had no doubt that she was well aware of that fact. Maybe the best hope I had was that amused her somehow. I would take it. Whatever got me closer to her.

“You want me to like you? And there was me thinking you wanted me to be mean to you again.”

“Well… I mean, if that were to happen, hypothetically speaking, I wouldn’t be against it.”

She laughed again, and I smiled too, glad that she couldn’t see my face and the red blush I could feel rising to my cheeks. I’ve never been all that good at flirting, and I never tried it in circumstances like these ones. Trying to seduce a woman who had already so expertly and easily seduced me was an entirely new experience. Besides, I had never met a woman like Natalie before. And I felt certain I was never going to ever again, either. I couldn’t let her get away. I knew that much. And maybe laughter was the only way to keep her in my life.

“That’s what I thought. Well, you’re right. I do eat, and I do like delicious things. But I’m not sure I want to actually go on a date with you. I think you need to convince me.”

“Okay. And how do I do that?”

There was another pause. Even though I couldn’t see her, I could picture Natalie’s beautiful face with perfect clarity, the wheels turning inside that devious mind as she concocted some new plan. And even before she said a word, I already felt sure I was going to go along with it. It was already obvious, to both of us, that I had no power to resist this woman. That she could get anything she wanted from me. That thought was terrifying and exhilarating at the same time as I waited, as helpless as ever before her, to see what she had in mind.

“Where are you right now?”

“At home.”

“Alone?”

“Yes,” I said carefully. I’ll admit that hope was swelling in my heart with every word she said. It was all going well, far better than I had feared it might. I wanted nothing more than for her to say she would come round, that we could dispense with dinner and get straight down to the sex. I would never ask for such a thing, of course. But I would welcome it if it were to happen. I didn’t doubt that Natalie knew that all too well.

But that’s not what happened. Natalie had other ideas.

“I’m busy right now,” she said at last. “But I can call you back in half an hour. I’m going to video call you.”

“Ok.”

“When I do, I want to see something specific. What happened to my panties? The ones I left with you at the wedding?”

“I have them.”

It was true. That thin piece of red fabric felt as though it were burning a hole in my pocket the whole of the taxi ride home from the wedding. Since then, Natalie’s underwear had never been far from my side every hour I was at home. Her smell still lingered on the fabric, providing another link to her physical presence that my desperate body deeply craved. Her underwear was lying on my bed right at that minute, during that phone call. And I felt another shiver of nervousness as I heard Natalie laugh again.

“I bet you do, you little pervert,” she said in a low voice. “OK, here’s what I want to see. I know you’re only calling because you want to get into my panties. But first, you’re going to have to get into my panties. When I call you in half an hour, I want to see you naked except for my underwear. I want you wearing it.”

“What?”

“Think of it as a test. I get a lot of guys who just want to waste my time. They like the idea of submitting to a beautiful woman, but they don’t really want the reality of what that means. It’s just a pathetic little jerk-off fantasy for them. This will prove to me that you’re serious. You’re ready to do what it takes to be in my life. Do you have a marker pen?”

“Yeah, probably. Somewhere.”

“I also want you to write on your chest. Write… Natalie’s Slut. In nice big letters so that I can see on my phone when I call.”

“You can’t be serious,” I gasped.

“Of course I’m serious,” she said. “And I thought you were too. If you’re not, we can both save ourselves a lot of time and I can hang up right now.”

“No,” I said suddenly, surprising even myself with the force of my reaction. But the prospect of missing out, of having her walk away as I knew she easily could, legitimately terrified me. I didn’t know what was going on or where any of this was going to lead, but one thing I did know with absolute certainty was that I wanted to find out. That I wanted to see how far I could go with this wild woman. And even though the humiliating nature of what she wanted terrified me, I couldn’t deny the fact that it excited me too. After all, by now, I knew who she was. I knew what she was like. I hadn’t expected this, but I couldn’t exactly claim to be surprised, either. Natalie played kinky games. That was what I liked about her. So I couldn’t exactly complain when she wanted to play another one.

“No, don’t do that,” I said. “Fine. I’ll do it.”

“Of course you will,” Natalie said. Now there was no doubt. She was definitely smiling. I could hear that big beaming grin in every word she said, and just hearing it, without saying it, made my heart flutter wildly in my chest.

“Okay, be ready for my call in half an hour,” she said. “And if I like what I see, we can take things from there.”

“Okay,” I said, exhaling loudly in a futile effort to calm myself. “I’ll talk to you in half an hour. Bye.”

But Natalie didn’t say goodbye to me. She was already gone.

I set the phone down with a sigh. The woman had Already been deep inside my head before I even picked up the phone, but now, she occupied my thoughts completely. And I could barely believe what she wanted from me, but I didn’t have much doubt that I was going to do it. Even as I sat there on the sofa, at war with myself, some part of my pride telling me not to go through with it, I already knew I had lost. Hearing her voice again was all it took to light the fuse of my raging desire for the woman, and nothing was going to get in the way of that. I just wanted her too badly to say no. And even then, I think, I knew at least a hint of the trouble I was getting myself into. Getting tangled up with a woman to whom I could refuse nothing crackled with danger. It wasn’t just her beauty that attracted me to Natalie, after all, as formidable as it was. It was exactly this, the way she made me feel. The way she continually took me somewhere new, keeping me off balance, transforming my life from something dull and mundane into something rich and strange. If someone had wanted to design a creature I couldn’t say no to, they couldn’t have done any better than Simone’s stepsister.

My cock was rock hard in my pants as I sat alone on the sofa, thinking of her. I was going to have to address that. Standing, I went to the bedroom and picked up her panties off the mattress. Laying down, I pressed them to my face, inhaling her scent once again. My cock surged at the reminder, and my frenzied hands reached for the front of my pants, almost tearing them open as I wrapped my fingers around my cock. I breathed Natalie in with every breath I took, and as my orgasm rose inside me, I knew I was only falling deeper into her spell.

I cried out as my climax came and went. Heading to the bathroom to clean myself up, I felt the nervousness of what was supposed to happen more forcefully than ever. With my desire temporarily dampened, the pure ridiculousness of it became even more apparent. But a deal’s a deal. Besides, Natalie didn’t need me. A woman like her didn’t need anyone. I barely knew the woman, but already, I knew enough to take her threat seriously. She didn’t seem like the type to make empty threats. And I wasn’t the type to mess up a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity like this, even if it was going to cost me a little bit of my pride. After all, that was what was so thrilling about her. It was like the rush you get on a roller coaster when it starts its rapid descent and you realize you’re no longer in control of anything. It’s so thrilling to let go, to let yourself be swept along by some greater power, hoping you’ll be safe even as you recognize the danger.

Returning to the bedroom, I picked up Natalie’s panties. They were ridiculously small. But she had given her orders. I didn’t doubt that that was exactly what they were, and that thought, too, sent a little jolt of arousal through me. The thought that I was obeying her orders. The woman wasn’t even in the room, and yet I was doing exactly as she told me.

Setting her panties down again for a moment, I pulled off my T-shirt. I had already kicked off my pants and underwear. Sitting there naked in the privacy of my own apartment, soon to be violated by Natalie, I slid one foot, then the other, into her feminine lacy red underwear.

I had never worn a pair of women’s panties before. I had never wanted to. I know there are some people who gets off on things like that, but I wasn’t one of them. And although I couldn’t know for sure, I suspected Natalie wasn’t really, either. For her, I guessed, it was all about power. All about making me do something I wouldn’t normally do to demonstrate how in thrall to her I was. And as I pulled the panties higher on my legs, I felt my arousal growing by the second. Not because wearing women’s underwear turned me on by itself, but because of the gorgeous woman who was making me do it. Without even being in the room with me, Natalie was bending me to her will all over again.

I stood up from the bed to wrestle the panties all the way on. My cock made a ridiculous bulge in the front of the lacy fabric, pushing it out from my body. And the tight feeling of the elasticated fabric trying to pull back against my manhood only excited me more. Despite my recent orgasm, my cock was already half hard again as I stepped out of my bedroom and went looking for a marker pen. The curtains were drawn in my apartment, so I didn’t have to worry about anybody seeing me. Still, I felt strangely vulnerable and exposed as I moved around the room in women’s underwear. The tiny thong dug into my backside, pressing against my cock, and my strained manhood swayed obscenely with every step I took as I went to the kitchen and rummaged through the drawers. I knew I looked ridiculous. After all, that was the whole point. But knowing I was doing it for her lit me up from inside with that strange, wild pleasure of submission.

Retrieving a thick black marker pen, I headed to the bathroom. Seeing myself in the mirror wearing nothing but women’s underwear, I recoiled at first. But I was in to deep now. Carefully, I wrote on my chest with a shaking hand, struggling with the backward letters as I wrote out what my mistress commanded me to write. Natalie’s Slut. And standing there with those words on my chest, with my cock throbbing with pure desire inside her underwear, it was hard to argue with the truth of those mocking words.

I left the marker pen on the side of the bathroom sink as I turned toward the bedroom. I sighed again as I sat down on the bed. It was almost time for the call. And I waited, virtually trembling with anticipation, as the minutes ticked by.

The phone buzzed in my hand. It was Natalie. I swiped the screen, and her gorgeous face appeared before me. Her long blonde hair was loose, cascading down from her scalp to frame her exquisite features. Her makeup was much lighter than what she had worn that the wedding, but she still looked absolutely ravishing. Those full pink lips lifted in a smile that widened even more when she saw me, her perfect teeth showing as she grinned. Those blue-green eyes sparkled, and even the screen of the phone was unequal to the task of robbing them of their intoxicating beauty. Seeing her again, even like that, a tiny image of her face just a few inches in size, was almost enough to make my heart stop beating in my chest.

“Oh my God, look at you,” Natalie said. I saw her eyes move as she looked up and down the screen, taking in the sight of me as I sat holding my phone in front of me. I could see myself in a tiny image within the screen, which I hurriedly swiped away. I didn’t want to see. I already knew how ridiculous I looked; I didn’t need a reminder.

But clearly, Natalie did.

“Stand up,” she ordered. And of course, I did. My body seemed to obey her automatically, and it never even really occurred to me to resist her. I stood up from the bed and held my phone out in front of me as far as my arm could stretch, and Natalie laughed out loud as she saw everything. Her tiny red panties wrapped tightly around my hips, and my bulging cock pressing against the fabric. Again, I could feel my cheeks burning with desperate humiliation as I presented myself to her, and her laughter only made things worse. But at the same time, she was on the phone with me. She was talking to me. I might have sacrificed my dignity and self-respect just for the smallest shot at a date with her, but at least for now, it seemed to be working.

“Good boy,” Natalie purred as she looked me up and down. “That’s what I like. A nice obedient boy I can dominate. I told you I like to be in charge. And you still want me, don’t you? You want to be my boyfriend and take me on dates. Well, if we’re going to do that, we’re going to do it my way. I’m going to train you to obey me. To serve me. To be my little bitch. When I say jump, you’ll say, how high, Mistress? And you’ll love every minute of it.”

My head was spinning. The situation I found myself in was so insane, and her words only made it seem more so. The woman was crazy. It’s not like I didn’t know about this kind of thing, that people who are into this sort of play were out there. But I had never been one of them. Beyond the outfits I saw on dominatrixes on TV and in the movies, I had never really had any interest in S&M.

But my interest in Natalie was an obsession. And whatever else she might be, the woman was at least clear and upfront about who she was and what she wanted. Even now, I have to give her that. I don’t how much choice I had, given my overpowering attraction to her. But if I didn’t know the details of what I was getting myself into, at least I knew the general idea. She laid it all out for me right there and then on that humiliating phone call. And I agreed to it.

“Yes, Natalie,” I said, and her eyes flashed on the small screen of the phone in a way that made my cock throb even more, pressed tightly in the confines of her lace panties.

“This is so hot,” Natalie grinned. “Okay, bitch boy. You can take me out to dinner. This weekend. But you’re going to have to really impress me. And you know how you do that?”

“No.”

“Wear something nice to dinner. But underneath, I want you wearing those panties to remind you whose bitch you are. And if you’re really lucky, I’ll be checking.”


4. OK, Mistress

Of course, I was nervous.

Like with job interviews, it doesn’t seem to matter how many dates you’ve been on in your life. Each one still makes you nervous. Especially if you have a real interest in the outcome. And I did. I wanted Natalie as badly as ever, as badly as I had ever wanted any woman in my life. That was enough to make me nervous by itself.

But of course, there was more going on than just that.

I had done what Natalie wanted. I had done what she said. Underneath a pair of dress pants that I bought for the occasion, my cock was packed into her unwashed underwear. No one could see; I had performed thorough checks on myself in the bathroom mirror before I left the house. Still, I felt horribly self-conscious. I felt as though everyone could tell. And knowing I was doing this for her, already following the orders of this woman, ate away at the confidence I would usually try to marshal when going on a first date. I felt ridiculous. As I drove to the restaurant where we had appointed to meet, I found myself wondering what would happen if I got into an accident, if the paramedics had to remove my clothes to find me wearing women’s panties underneath. A ridiculous thought, I knew. But no more ridiculous than the situation I found myself in now. No more ridiculous than the fact that I was going on a date with a woman I barely knew but had already had kinky sex with, and knowing I was wearing her underwear the whole time. Because she ordered it. Because she got a kick out of making me do things. Because she got off on being in charge. And I got off on being with her, or at least that was what I told myself. But maybe there was more than that going on, too. Maybe her dominant sexuality struck a chord within me that I didn’t even know was there before. I was going on this date with the purpose of getting to know Natalie better, but as I stepped through the door of the restaurant, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was also headed for an encounter with hidden parts of myself.

The hostess was pretty, the way they generally are, especially in the higher end places. She smiled a winning smile at me as I told her I was meeting someone there, my eyes scanning the room for Natalie without finding her. Grabbing two menus, the hostess led me to an empty table, and the way her long dress swirled elegantly around her body as she moved plucked at that chord of excitement that had been vibrating inside me all day. Inside the prison of Natalie’s panties, I felt my cock twitch, just a little. I was so excited, so worked up, that I could already tell it was going to be a long night. Still, that was part of the fun of it. The hungrier you are, the better the meal tastes when it finally comes. All of this was building my appetite as I sat down to wait for Natalie to arrive. After all, I was a couple of minutes early. I didn’t want to keep her waiting.

A server appeared, and I ordered a drink. She was pretty, too. Blonde hair pulled back from her face in a ponytail, wearing a black shirt and black skirt that seemed to be the uniform of the place, to make the servers as unobtrusive as possible. Still, the clinging cut of her clothing didn’t do much to hide the body underneath, and again, I felt that arousal growling inside me. She wasn’t even close to Natalie’s beauty, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t attractive. I ordered a cocktail I wasn’t familiar with, feeling like my usual request of beer was a little downmarket for a place like this. Natalie had chosen it, of course. Her idea of a fancy place. Looking at the decor and the staff and the way everyone was dressed, I was already cringing at what this place would surely cost. Still, there was no doubt that I would happily pay it for a couple of hours of her time.

The server went to fetch my drink, and returned with it, and still, Natalie hadn’t arrived. She smiled ingratiatingly as she set the drink down in front of me, then disappeared with professional skill, blending back into the dimly lit restaurant while I waited. And waited. I tried not to obsessively track the time, but it wasn’t easy. It’s never easy when you’re waiting for something you really want, when you’re haunted by the possibilities that seem to open up in front of you, and all you want is to plunge into what seems like a bright future, even if it is fraught with peril.

Finally, Natalie showed up. I almost started to think that she wouldn’t. I almost started to think that this was one more strange game of hers, a woman who so loved to play strange games with aims and motivation I could barely understand. But when she appeared, all my doubts that had been building up in the interminable minutes I spent waiting for her disappeared.

I was sitting facing the door of the restaurant, so I couldn’t fail to see her. Just like at the wedding, I had the strange sense that my eyes were drawn to her by some mysterious force I couldn’t put a name on. That she simply attracted attention by a law as natural and inescapable as gravity. As though I could find her in the dark if I needed to, drawn by nothing but that mysterious flame. And of course, I knew I wasn’t the only one. Natalie turned heads wherever she went. She delighted in it; I knew that. Certainly, she had dressed for our date with exactly that intention.

The same pretty hostess led Natalie across the dining room toward where I sat. From a distance, I could feel those striking blue-green eyes on me, almost rooting me to the spot. And even the pretty hostess seemed to fade next to a woman like Natalie, her beauty dimmed and outshone by the other woman. A phone screen didn’t do her justice. And neither did my imperfect memories of the unforgettable time we had spent together at Rocco and Simone’s wedding. There was no substitute for the real thing. Seeing her for real, in the flesh, was always a somewhat jarring experience. As though she were too beautiful for this often ugly world. As though she were some fantasy ripped straight out of the dark recesses of my mind and brought to life in front of me. As though she were somehow grown in a lab with the explicit intention of being irresistibly attractive to me.

It worked.

Her long blonde hair hung in a cascade down one shoulder, swept away from her face so as not to overshadow those beautiful features. Her full, delicious lips were a delicate shade of pink with a faint sheen to them, attracting my attention beneath prominent cheekbones no doubt enhanced with artful contouring of her makeup. Her eyes glittered and flashed the way they always did, ringed by the dark rays of her painted lashes. Her slender shoulders showed along with acres of her chest, thin burgundy spaghetti straps the only thing holding up her lacy top that looked more like underwear than anything else. The top hugged her body closely, her big breasts swelling above the low neckline and bouncing with every step she took before it disappeared under the waistband of a black leather skirt. The skirt hugged her hips tightly, coming no lower than the middle of her thighs, with a long silver zipper on one hip that flashed in the restaurant’s low light as she moved. Her legs were bare, and on her feet she wore high heels with dark straps that wound their way up to the middle of her calf. I remembered all over again that swaying strut in the way she walked, that hypnotic motion of her beautiful body, the hourglass figure that haunted my dreams. All over again, I was struck by the reality that it was hard to believe a woman like that would have any interest in dating me. That a woman like that would ever want to so much as to talk to me. But there she was, approaching my table with that sexy strut, seemingly oblivious to the jealous eyes that followed her every movement from other patrons of the restaurant. Her eyes, instead, locked on mine. At the sight of them, I felt weaker than ever. My knees felt like jelly as I rose to my feet, my mouth felt suddenly dry, and I felt as though I was simultaneously growing and shrinking. My movements becoming clumsy and awkward as if the furniture were too small for me, and yet I was shrinking in her gaze.

Even based on her looks alone, Natalie was way too much me. But factor in her kinky imagination, her dominant personality, and she was so completely out of my league, it was like we weren’t even playing the same game. And yet, I could feel my cock swelling inside her panties, that humiliating reminder that we had been intimate before. That she had seen me at my friends wedding and decided, for whatever reason, that I was worth playing with. Maybe just pure boredom. But then again, here she was, consenting to meet me again. That had to mean something. Certainly, it was enough for me to cling to, enough to fire fresh hope in my heart has I stood awkwardly in front of this goddess approaching my table with a walk that was enough to make my heart shake in my chest.

“Hi,” Natalie said, that bright smile virtually stabbing me in the chest as I saw it.

“Hi,” I managed to weakly mumble back as she took her seat on the opposite side of the table from me. Her leather skirt shone as she eased her body down into the chair, too short and probably too tight to allow her to cross her legs, so instead she sat with her knees together. And as I sat, too, I found myself aching for those thighs, longing for that body so beautifully displayed in front of me by her provocative outfit. And that, too, gave me its own kind of hope. Women don’t dress like that for dates they’re not really interested in going on. Natalie would look sexy wearing a flour sack, but she wasn’t. She had dressed to impress, to flaunt that incredible body she had, and that gave me reason to think that what she wanted from this date was what I did, too. A repeat performance of our wild adventure at the wedding. Again, I felt my cock throbbing inside the panties I wore as I sat opposite the most beautiful girl I had ever been with, feeling her smiling at me.

“Can I get you something to dri – oh, wow. You’re really beautiful.”

That was the server, appearing noiselessly beside our table. When she looked at Natalie, her words seemed to dry up in her mouth. When Natalie looked up at her, those eyes had the same paralyzing effect on the server as they did on me. Gratifying, in a small way, to see that I wasn’t the only one completely overcome by the woman’s radiant beauty. I had never seen that happen before. I knew that girls compliment each other, but I had never seen one so flustered purely by the look of another woman. Then again, I didn’t often spend time among women who look like Natalie.

“Thank you,” Natalie said with a smile. The server blinked, smiling a little nervously, as if recovering herself. Then, regaining her composure, she began to rattle off the day’s specials. Natalie smiled and nodded, her golden hair glowing in the candlelight, her skin seeming to glow too, more as though with an inner light than with anything it was reflecting. She was virtually radiant. And maybe it was just me, and maybe only because of the experiences we had had together on that first day that we met. But to me, it seemed a dark radiance. There was something dangerous in it. Partly because of who Natalie was, and how Their Devious sexual mind worked. And partly because of the sheer power of it. Partly because she was just that irresistible. Clearly, not only to men.

She ordered some fancy cocktail, and I was glad of my own decision to get a more grown-up drink. The server practically ran back to our table with Natalie’s drink, almost giggling again as she handed it over.

“Let me know if you need anything else,” she said, and there was almost something plaintive in her voice as she spoke. I wondered if Natalie noticed it. I wondered if she noticed the way the other woman was looking at her. I couldn’t tell it was actual desire in her eyes, the same deep and profound sexual desire I felt for the woman. Or maybe was something more like a species of admiration. Natalie didn’t see, as I saw, how the server walked away from our table, then turned her head to look back at Natalie, ignoring me completely. Instead, her stunning eyes were fixed on me.

“You have a fan there,” I said.

“What? Her? She’s just being nice.”

“She wasn’t that nice to me. I think she likes you.”

“Don’t be silly,” Natalie said, but she smiled as she spoke. Her shoulders raised and fell, just a little, and I tried not to stare at the cleavage that looked like it wanted to pour out of the top of her lacy garment that barely contained her breasts. She was used to this, of course. She was used to making people giddy with her beauty, without even meaning to. I was the one in uncharted territory. For Natalie, this was probably so normal she didn’t even realize there was any other way to live.

“She’s right, though. You do look beautiful. Like, seriously gorgeous.”

“Thank you,” Natalie smiled. But it was a practiced thank you and a practiced smile, one she had no doubt perfected over thousands of interactions with men who wanted one specific thing from her. I had never had reason to ponder the difficulties faced by beautiful woman before. But it did occur to me in that moment, just as it has many times since, that for a woman like Natalie, she could never really know if people were being genuinely nice to her, or if they wanted something from her. And it wasn’t like I could criticize on that score. Why was I there, except for the promise of more outrageous sex from this beautiful woman? Why else was I sitting there, shifting uncomfortably in my seat, unable to adjust to wearing her panties under my clothes?

“So here we are. On a date,” Natalie said. She smiled at me as she held a menu in her hand, and I wasn’t sure if she was making fun of me or not. Maybe this all seemed terribly old-fashioned and pedestrian to her. The truth was, if she wanted a purely sexual relationship, that was fine with me. But that wasn’t something I had ever had before. I wouldn’t say I’m a romantic, but I have found that sex is better when it’s with someone you care about. I’m not going to say I cared about Natalie yet; I didn’t even know her. But this is how you get to know people, isn’t it?

“Yep,” I said. “So tell me about yourself. What do you do for living?”

“Ugh,” Natalie said. “That’s a boring question.”

“What would be a more interesting question to ask?”

“What you’re wearing underneath your clothes,” she said, the smile quickly returning to her gorgeous face. Her words made me uncomfortable, of course, but I knew that was what they were supposed to do. Clearly, she meant to continue where she left off. She meant to keep me on the back foot, keep me guessing about what she might say or do next. It was part of what attracted me to her, even if I struggled to know how to handle it.

“I… I think you know,” I said, and Natalie’s beautiful smile only grew deeper as she savored my discomfort.

“I hope so,” she said, one sculpted eyebrow rising slightly on her smooth brow as she spoke. “But I told you I would check. Not now. But later. You’re going to have to show me. And if I found out you lied to me, this date is over.”

“I didn’t lie,” I muttered.

“Good. But we’ll see. And maybe, if you’re really good, you’ll get to see what I’m wearing underneath my clothes, too.”

I know when I’m being manipulated. But that doesn’t make it any less effective when it’s by someone as skilled as Natalie at the task. In just a few lines, she had my head spinning, and the desire warring inside me wasn’t exactly conducive to clear thinking, either. She had me confused and uncomfortable, but she was doing that from the first moment we met. If I hadn’t wanted that, why would I have agreed to see her at all? The thought of that, that faint promise of more sex with this incredible woman, was more than enough to keep me motivated, to keep me doing what she wanted and participating in this strange ritual where I felt completely out of my depth. It was all worth it if it got me closer to her.

“What you looking for out of all this, David?” Natalie said, taking a careful sip of her drink after speaking that left only a faint impression of her lipstick on the glass. “Are you looking for a good time? Or are you looking for a girlfriend?”

Again, there was that faint smile as she spoke, as though the term girlfriend was almost derogatory. I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, the movement once again reminding me of what I hadn’t forgotten from moment: that I was wearing this woman’s underwear beneath my pants.

“I don’t know,” I said. “It’s a bit early to say that, isn’t it? I mean, we don’t know anything about each other. I might not even like you on a personality level.”

Natalie smile widened.

“No,” she said, shaking her head to make that cascade of spun gold shift on her shoulder. “You like me.”

“Yeah, I do,” I admitted. “I like what I know of you so far very much. You’re beautiful, and you’re sexy. The sexiest woman I’ve ever met. But I don’t know what you’re like as a person.”

“And you care?”

“Yeah, I do. I mean, don’t you? Don’t you want to know more about the people you go to bed with?”

“Why? Are you judging me?”

“No, not at all. I’m not like that. I’m not a prude. I’m just saying. I haven’t stopped thinking about you since the day we met. But all I can think about is… Well, what we did. What you look like. How you talk. But I don’t know you. I’d like to.”

“You’re funny.”

But she didn’t laugh as she spoke. Instead, she took another careful sip of her drink. Then, setting the glass down the table, Natalie paused for a moment.

Honestly, I had no idea how things were going so far. Again, I got the sense that something about me seemed to amuse her, and I clung to that as the best I could probably hope for. Part of me was screaming at myself not to mess this up. If she wanted this to just be about sex, I should absolutely take it. I meant it when I said she was the sexiest woman I had ever met. Chances like this don’t come around often, and the fact that she was kinky into the bargain only made my luck even harder to believe.

And yet - well, I don’t know quite how to explain it. It’s hard, when you meet someone that attractive, to separate your feelings about them from your attraction. The body and the mind work together to play tricks on us all, and sexual desire and chemistry can cover all kinds of flaws and failings. At least at first. I had been in relationships like that before, but never with a woman quite like her. I guess I didn’t want to make that mistake again. Although why I cared was as much a mystery to me as it was to her. Why not just go along with whatever she wanted, have sex with a beautiful woman, and ride this wild ride as long as it lasted? I didn’t know. It wasn’t like this was a well-worked-out strategy I went into the date with. I was simply reacting. Trying without much success to think on my feet. But at least Natalie seemed intrigued. That, at least, was better than her being bored.

“I get a lot of guys who think they’re in love with me,” Natalie finally said, lifting her eyes from the table to speak to me. “And I get even more who say they are to get what they want. Maybe I’m a cynic. But it’s kind of hard to believe in love when it mostly seems like a word people use to get inside your pants.”

“You don’t believe in love?”

“I’m guessing you do.”

“Well, yeah. Haven’t you ever been in love before?”

“Once.”

Natalie was no longer smiling. Instead, those gorgeous eyes were looking directly at me, and probably for the first time since we met, I sensed a crack in her dominant and untouchably confident demeanor. As though I were finally seeing through the façade, seeing the real woman beneath. It was unexpectedly thrilling. I didn’t know myself what I wanted from her, or why. Beyond the obvious, of course. But she intrigued me. Her beauty and her sex appeal captivated me, of course. But maybe that wasn’t all of it. Or maybe it was just the fact that I had never met anyone quite like her, and I couldn’t resist the opportunity to figure out what life was like for a really beautiful woman.

“Okay. I won’t pry. I guess if it had ended well, we wouldn’t be here.”

“Exactly. Besides, I didn’t come here to talk about that, or about love, or about any other bullshit men use to get what they want. I came here to get what I want.”

The smile returned to her gorgeous face, the beautiful dominatrix coming to the fore again. And I jumped where I sat in my seat at a sudden touch under the table. Her foot was sliding along my leg, between my thighs, and I tried not to wince as I felt her high-heel press against the bulge of my cock in my pants. Immediately, my manhood sprang to life. It hadn’t exactly been slumbering anyway, with this beautiful woman sitting so close in front of me. But now, at that touch, at that sign of desire and willingness to play from her, my own arousal soared. Desire vibrated inside me, powerful enough to sweep everything else away, and just like that, Natalie was back in control.

“Are you hard for me right now?”

“Getting there,” I said, making Natalie laugh.

“Well, good,” she said. “See? Things don’t have to be complicated. They can be very easy. Especially for you. You just need to do as I say, and in return, you’ll get what you want. Maybe, anyway. If I’m feeling generous.”

As she spoke, her slender high heel moved up and down my cock, and I felt pleasure rising inside me. She knew exactly what she was doing. Under the table, with her foot, without looking, she was able to trace the shape of my cock through the two layers of fabric that covered it, teasing my manhood with her actions hidden by the tablecloth. I was practically trembling with desire as I sat in my seat, swept away not just by her beauty but by her unassailable confidence, too. And maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised that she would do something like this in public. After all, it was more or less in keeping with what I already knew about her. That she was dominant and fearless and possibly the most sexual person I have ever met in my life. Still, it wasn’t as though things like this happened to me every day. I was still struggling to keep up.

“You keep saying that,” I managed to get out. “That I have to do what you say. But what does that mean? You haven’t said anything yet, except that I have to wear… your panties,” I said, dropping my voice conspiratorially to say the last two words. The tables of the restaurant were far enough away from each other that there was no real danger of anybody overhearing us, but that didn’t mean I felt comfortable saying the words out loud and admitting what was happening between us. But Natalie laughed softly. She loved it. She loved the acknowledgment of her own power, of my complete inability to resist. Of my obedience.

“Sounds like a challenge,” Natalie said, staring directly into my eyes. “What do you want me to do? Give you an order right here and now, in front of all these people?”

“Well, no,” I said, squirming on the spot.

And at just that moment, the pretty blonde server reappeared. Her black outfit almost hid her in the gloom of the restaurant until she appeared at our table, and from the look of wide-eyed surprise on her face, I realized she had overheard at least some of what we said. I cringed in embarrassment as she looked from me to Natalie and back again, a smile spreading across her pretty face as laughter bubbled up in her throat.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt,” she said, talking to Natalie now. “I just wanted to see if I could take your order.”

“Yes, you can,” Natalie said. She barely glanced at the menu before ordering some food, a grilled chicken salad that sounded disturbingly healthy. Flustered, I ordered a steak. And as she took our menus, the waitress paused. Still standing at the side of the table, she turned to Natalie with a smile.

“Is that okay with you?” she said, and I could see she was almost bouncing on the spot, barely able to suppress some strange excitement she was feeling. “Is he allowed to have that?”

A smile spread quickly across Natalie’s beautiful face. Her glowing eyes darted toward me for a second before returning to the waitress, this unexpected new participant in whatever wild game we were playing.

“I guess I’ll allow it,” Natalie said with a grin.

“Okay then, Mistress,” the waitress smiled. Her ponytail swirled behind her head as she abruptly turned and stepped away from our table. Now, it was Natalie’s eyes that followed her, the sly smile never leaving her face as her fingertips circled the rim of her glass.

“Maybe you were right about her,” Natalie said thoughtfully. “Maybe this night is going to be more interesting than I thought it would.”


5. Humiliated By A Waitress

While we waited for our food, Natalie continued to toy with my cock under the table. She simply wouldn’t remove her foot. And as much as I squirmed, as much as I struggled to make small talk while she continued to manipulate my cock through the pants I wore and her own panties that she had ordered me to wear for the occasion, I didn’t want her to stop. At one point, I reached underneath the table, taking hold of her ankle, but not to push her away. Just to hold onto that beautifully toned leg, to feel the softness and smoothness of her skin through the thin straps of the high heels she wore while she continued to play with me. She couldn’t stop smiling, and she couldn’t possibly fail to appreciate the power and control she had. Already, Natalie had me right where she wanted. And our meals hadn’t even arrived yet.

“Does this kind of thing happened to you a lot?” I managed to ask.

“Sometimes,” Natalie said with a smile. “The world can be full of surprises if you’re open to it. People can always surprise you. I’ve had my share of strange offers in my time. And I’ve taken more than a few of them. What’s the point of being alive unless you can experience something new?”

“Agreed,” I said, shifting again in my chair as her foot continued to move under the table. “I mean, I’m here. This is definitely new.”

Natalie laughed again.

“Well I hope you can keep that open mind,” she said. “You’ll have much more fun if you’re open to trying new things. In fact, I think I have an idea.”

“Uh oh.”

Natalie laughed again.

“You never know. You might like it. Or maybe not. But I will. And that’s what matters. That’s the main thing you have to learn tonight, David. The only way you’ll ever get to have sex with me or play with me in any way is if you do exactly what I want, no matter how you feel about it. That’s the only way this relationship is going to work. That’s the only kind of relationship I care to have, with anyone.”

“I know. I get it.”

“You say that. But we’ll see.”

Natalie finally lifted her foot from between my legs as the server appeared beside our table again. She set down plates of food in front of us both, first Natalie, then me. Again, her eyes were all on the other woman, barely acknowledging my presence. She looked strangely nervous, as if she were the one on a date, not me. And Natalie smiled at her, tossing her shining hair in a movement that I wondered if she even knew she was making. Or maybe it was just the standard reaction she had learned from a lifetime spent around people who desired her. It all seemed to come so naturally to her, the flirting, the teasing, the confidence. She knew what she was, a very beautiful woman, and she knew the value the world places on that.

“I hope you like it,” the server said, her nervousness showing in every word she spoke. “I’m Laura, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Laura,” Natalie said, always perfectly composed. “I’m Natalie. This is David.”

“Hi,” I mumbled, but neither woman seemed to even hear me. Instead, they were looking one another in the eye, one pretty girl standing and staring at a truly beautiful woman who seemed to accept that kind of adoration as totally normal. Which of course it was, for her.

“I think it’s great,” Laura blurted out. “I mean, whatever it is you guys are doing. I totally support… whatever. He should do what you say. He’s lucky to even be sitting at the same table with you.”

“Thank you,” Natalie beamed. “You know what, Laura? Can you do me a favor?”

“Anything,” Laura said, and then seemed to regret being so rash. Under her makeup, I saw her cheeks Kayla with embarrassment, saw her compress her lips together as if she could choke back the words she had said. But Natalie simply smiled. As though she had expected no other reaction from the other woman who seemed completely overcome by her.

“I gave David here a little test before our date tonight,” she said. Across the table, I flinched, a wave of fear rising inside me at what was about to happen. I cleared my throat, trying to attract Natalie’s attention, trying to stop her from saying what I knew she was about to say. But at the same time, I didn’t dare ask for it. I didn’t dare say it. Probably some part of me knew she would never grant it anyway. She had just got through saying that it didn’t matter what I wanted, that it only mattered what she did. And this, too, I guessed, was a kind of test. A test to see how much I would allow in the hope of getting what I wanted from her. Even as my nervousness continue to grow inside me, I found myself hoping I would pass.

“He’s wearing some very special underwear on my orders,” Natalie said. “I mean, it’s only fair. Us girls shouldn’t be the only ones who have to get dressed up for dates, should we? But I need to check that he actually did it. And I can’t be seen going to the bathroom with him. People would get the wrong idea. Can you take him to the bathroom, have him pull down his pants and show you his underwear, then report back to me what he’s wearing?”

“Natalie!” I said. But I instantly regretted my little outburst when she turned those gorgeous eyes on me again. I could see the fire that burned inside them, could see the steel within her, and it was all she needed, just a simple look, to remind me of what I had agreed to. To remind me how little choice I had. If I wanted to be with her, in any way, I had to play along. I had to take part in this strange game, wherever it led.

Laura glanced at me before turning her attention back to Natalie. She compressed her lips together again, and for a moment, I thought she was going to burst out laughing, to refuse to be part of this strange drama. But Natalie didn’t seem to have any doubts. She still had that total confidence, that absolute poise as she sat in her chair in silence, simply waiting for an answer. And to my surprise, to my shame, to my disgrace, she nodded.

“Okay,” she chuckled, and Natalie’s smile grew wider than ever.

“Awesome,” she said. Then she picked up her fork from the table, as though what was happening was the most normal thing in the world. “Off the two of you go then. Bring him back here when you’re done.” And she started picking at her chicken salad, starting her meal while I stared at her in astonishment.

Laura waited. Her eyes flickered over me as I rose to my feet. She certainly didn’t have the other woman’s confidence. She looked almost as nervous and surprised as I was. But she seemed determined to do it, too.

“This way,” she said, stepping away from the table. I looked at Natalie one last time, and she smiled at me around a mouthful of food, raising her eyebrows as though to wordlessly say, this is what you agreed to. She was right, of course. But I had never imagined it would be this humiliating, or this soon. And I could hardly believe that I was going along with it, but events seemed to have their own momentum. I followed along behind Laura as she led me through the busy dining room toward the back of the restaurant, down a narrow white corridor to where the bathrooms were. Turning, she pushed open the door to one, and I stepped inside. Just like at the wedding, it was a single bathroom, intended to be used by one person at a time. I stepped inside, and after a quick look down the hallway to make sure no one was watching, Laura followed me. Swinging the door shut behind me, she locked it. Then she stood with her back to the door, breathing steadily, her breasts rising and falling underneath her black shirt as she looked at me.

“So are you guys kinky?” she asked. “Are you like a sex slave or something?”

“I wouldn’t say that,” I said with a scowl.

“Well, you should be,” Laura said, her faint smile returning to her face now. “You know how many guys would give their left arm to be the slave of a woman like that? Girls, too. She’s beautiful.”

“I know that,” I said. “What, are you into her yourself or something?”

“No,” Laura said, still smiling as she shook her head. “I’m not into girls. I’m just… impressed. She is a very impressive woman.”

“Yeah, you’re not wrong about that.”

“So we should probably do what she said, then.”

There was an awkward pause. I mean, how could it possibly not be awkward? There we were, two people who had only just met, who knew nothing about one another except for our names, and I was supposed to strip off and show her the thing I had been terrified all day that somebody might find out. I couldn’t decide whether her prettiness made the whole encounter better or worse. Either way, it was ridiculously humiliating. Just as Natalie intended it to be.

But there wasn’t much sense in waiting. I knew what would come of that. That would mean I had fallen at the first hurdle. And I didn’t imagine that Natalie would ever forgive me for that.

Better to get it over with then. Laura was waiting, her back against the door, her eyes shining, her lips again pressed together in that expression of nervousness and excitement that she had. I had imagined how it would feel to show Natalie that I was wearing her panties, the shame and disgrace but also kinky thrill it will give me to be exposed like that before her. But nothing had prepared me for this. To be exposed like this in front of a complete stranger was something I hadn’t expected or wanted or even imagined in my wildest dreams. But of course, that was one of Natalie’s many gifts. To be able to think the unthinkable and convince us mere mortals that somehow, it was a good idea.

Laura watched my every move as I reached for the front of my pants. Slowly, I unfastened them, inwardly cringing with deep shame all the while. And as I pulled down my pants in front of this woman I didn’t even know, Laura burst out laughing. There was my cock, making an obscene bulge in Natalie’s feminine underwear. My manhood betraying my state of abject desire, leaving me nowhere to hide as it showed the stranger just how much this situation was exciting me. I could hardly believe it myself. I could hardly understand how much it was turning me on to submit like this, to allow not only Natalie but now also a woman I didn’t know at all to treat me this way. But it was. My throbbing cock was testing the elastic strength of Natalie’s panties as it pushed against the fabric, and Laura’s shining eyes took in every moment, and she pressed her hand to her mouth as she dissolved in an explosion of girlish giggles while I stood there in front of her, completely ashamed and still wildly, unignorably turned on.

“Oh my God!” she said between gales of laughter. “You really are her slave! She makes you wear panties?”

“Just tonight,” I said uncomfortably. But Laura barely even seemed to hear me. She was too caught up in her excitement at what she was seeing, too amused by my humiliation to listen to anything I had to say.

“This is awesome,” she said. “She really has you whipped, doesn’t she? I mean, I’m not surprised. Look at her. She must have men falling at her feet and worshiping her. And look at you. Look how much this turns you on.”

Finally, Laura stepped away from the locked door of the bathroom. The low heels of her shoes echoed on the tiled floor as she took a step toward me. I waited, unsure of what was about to happen but remembering what Natalie had said about staying open to possibility. Laura was smiling happily, and her eyes moved over my body again as she stood close in front of me, and I couldn’t keep myself from looking at the shape of her body to as she stood in front of me in her tight black outfit. Next to a beauty like Natalie, Laura might seem almost plain. But in reality, she was an undeniably attractive woman, and that wasn’t exactly helping my embarrassing situation as I stood there in front of her with my cock throbbing inside Natalie’s panties. And the worst part was, what she was saying was no more than the truth. It wasn’t something I could deny as I stood there, thoroughly disgraced. Natalie did have me whipped. She had me wearing her underwear, after all, and exposing myself and my humiliation to perfect strangers. I couldn’t exactly deny the truth of what I was under those circumstances.

“Some of the other people here have had weird shit like this happen to them before,” Laura went on. She was standing right in front of me now, close enough for her perfume to swirl around me in a narcotic cloud, and again, I saw her hand reach move at her side, practically reaching for me before she jerked it suddenly back. If she wanted to touch me, what would I do? Should I stop her? I didn’t want to. Natalie wasn’t there to guide me in this strange new situation, and Laura didn’t seem to know any more than I did. We were both figuring it out at the behest of a woman was out there eating her chicken salad in total comfort, knowing that the two of us, two people she barely knew, were exploring uncharted waters as we did her bidding.

“But I never thought anything like this would happen to me,” Laura said, almost as if she was talking to herself. “This is so crazy.”

“You’re telling me,” I said. And Laura’s eyes snapped toward mine, as though me opening my mouth reminded her that I was even in the room. As though she had somehow forgotten all about me even while I was standing right in front of her and she was looking directly at me.

“Well, I guess I’ve seen it now,” Laura said. “And I guess we should probably get back to your mistress. Better not to keep her waiting. Put your pants back on.”

I didn’t care for the way Laura ordered me around. Bad enough when it came from Natalie, but this strange woman had absolutely no right to talk to me like that. Then again, it wasn’t like I tried to stop her from doing it. It wasn’t like there was much I could say, given that I had to do what she was telling me anyway. I pulled up my pants, covering my disgrace up again, while Laura turned toward the door, unlocking it. But before opening it, she turned her head back to me. Fixing me with a wide grin, she looked deep into my eyes as she spoke.

“You know, if she ever gets bored of you, I’m sure I could find a use for a nice and obedient boy like you,” she said. And I was glad I had pulled my pants back up so that she couldn’t see the way my cock surged at her mocking words. I had never wanted to be dominated by a woman before, but meeting Natalie seem to have opened up some door inside me to reveal something I hadn’t known about myself. It turned me on. It turned me on to serve Natalie, and now, it seemed, the thought of being dominated by a woman like Laura was having a similar effect on my desperate libido.

But Laura was right. My mistress was waiting. I might not yet be comfortable thinking about Natalie in those terms, but it would be impossible to deny the accuracy of what the other woman said. And so I followed along behind the pretty waitress, trying without success to keep my eyes off the sexy sway of her beautiful round ass inside her tight black skirt until she led me back to the table where my date waited. Swallowing a mouthful of food, Natalie grinned as she saw us approach, taking her time to swallow while I sat down, humiliated, in the seat in front of her. Meanwhile, Laura stood at the side of our table with her hands clasped behind her back, almost like a soldier awaiting inspection. She stood up straight, her breasts pressing against the shining black fabric of her shirt, her posture emphasizing her lovely figure as she practically presented herself in front of my date.

“Well?” Natalie said at last. “What’s he wearing?”

“A beautiful pair of red lace panties, Mistress.”

She seemed so ready to call Natalie that, the word dropping easily from her lips. And I noticed that Natalie didn’t exactly object or try to correct her, either.

“Excellent,” Natalie said with a smile. “Thank you very much for doing that for me.”

“Anytime,” Laura giggled. And her eyes darted toward me before fixing on my date again.

“In fact, if you ever need a little help putting him in his place, or even just feel like teaching me how you get a boy toy like him, let me know,” Laura said. I could detect that same faint hint of embarrassment about her as she spoke. She got the words out quickly, as though she didn’t want to give herself too much time think about it. With practiced movements, she whipped out a pad and pencil, jotting down her number and handing it over at once to Natalie. Natalie smiled indulgently as she folded up the paper and tucked it into the waistband of her skirt. With one last look at me, an unreadable expression on her face, Laura left. She hurried back to work, her steps quick, her blonde ponytail bouncing at the back of her head as she moved. But I barely even noticed. Instead, all my attention was fixed on the beautiful woman sitting opposite me, pushing food around the plate with a fork while she concocted the next outrageous idea.

“How was that?” she asked, her beautiful blue-green eyes almost rendering me speechless all over again as she stared challengingly at me.

“Extremely humiliating,” I said truthfully. But Natalie just laughed. After all, we both knew that was the point. This woman who knew exactly what she wanted and precisely how to get it was far more than a match for me, and all I could do was try to keep up while she put me through the strangest experience of my life so far.

“I imagine it was,” Natalie said, sparing another chunk of chicken with her fork. “Did the pretty girl laugh at you?”

“Of course she did,” I said.

“Of course she did,, Natalie echoed. “I mean, you must have looked ridiculous, standing there with your cock stuffed into my panties. Were you hard?”

“Yes,” I grudgingly admitted, making her laugh again.

“Even better,” she said. “I mean, imagine how embarrassed you’d be if you weren’t. You’d want your cock looking its best if you’re going to show it to pretty girl, wouldn’t you?”

I didn’t answer. Honestly, I didn’t know the answer. I didn’t know which was more humiliating, to be so obviously turned on by this mistreatment, or to not be and be doing it anyway. And this time, Natalie didn’t seem to require an answer from me anyway.

“Well, I haven’t seen it yet,” Natalie said. One last forkful of her salad disappeared between her lips, and she chewed slowly before pushing her plate away. My own meals sat in front of my chair, untouched, juices oozing out of the steak to soak into the fries sitting next to them. My stomach growled, but it wasn’t just food I was hungry for, and as usual, Natalie knew that. She looked enormously pleased with herself as she sat back in her chair, her breasts rising and falling again in that revealing top she wore as she breathed.

“Let’s get out of here,” she said. And as my cock swelled once again inside her panties, I knew I would put up no argument. Natalie raised a graceful hand into the air, and Laura, forever attentive to the movements of this woman who had so bewitched her, came hurrying over at once. The look of excitement on her pretty face wrenched my heart as she stood at attention again by the side of our table.

“Can I do anything else for you?” she said, and from her tone, it was clear she wanted nothing more.

“Just the bill, thanks,” Natalie smiled. “For him, of course.”

“Of course,” Laura nodded. She hurried away, and Natalie and I waited in silence until she returned. I had already virtually forgotten my unfinished meal as I wondered instead what new adventure lay ahead of me. And Natalie’s shining eyes only encouraged me to dream big as they looked straight into mine.

“Give her a big tip,” Natalie ordered, right in front of Laura who stood waiting by the side of the table as I pulled out my credit card and run it through the machine the waitress presented. “She’s been a very good server, helping me enforce the dress code. I think… 100% is reasonable.”

“One hundred…?” I couldn’t keep the words from spilling out of my mouth. All it took was a flash from Natalie’s eyes to bring me back to reality. I plunged the amount into the machine, inwardly cursing the fact that this meal I hadn’t even had a single bite of was going to cost me hundreds of dollars thanks to my date’s fake generosity. But of course, Laura was delighted.

“Oh my God, thank you so much!” she said, once again addressing Natalie, me, as though it were her money, not mine, that was being processed through the terminal even as she spoke.” You don’t have to do that.”

“You earned it,” Natalie beamed, like some generous queen with my credit card. “Besides, he’s happy to pay.”

That last statement was far from the truth. But I didn’t object. I didn’t protest. I knew better than that. I just sucked it up, knowing how little choice I had. Besides, something told me that with every passing minute, we were getting closer to what I really wanted. That maybe, my total submission to crazy Natalie was about to pay off big. That wasn’t a possibility I could afford to ignore.

“Well, have a good night, you guys,” Laura said as she tore off a receipt and handed it to me. “I hope I see you again sometime.”

“I hope so too,” Natalie said. As Laura stepped away from the table, her eyes still on my date, Natalie rose. As she strutted across the restaurant, every head in the place seemed to turn to follow her, and I stumbled along behind her, drawn on by that irresistible attraction I felt to her, the rhythmic sway of her body haunting me and driving my desire deep into me with every step she took.

The night air outside the restaurant was cool. I followed along behind her without a word, escorting her to her car. When I saw it, lights flashing in recognition as she produced a key from a hidden pocket in her skirt, I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. Natalie’s car was a beautiful sleek sports car that must’ve cost an absolute fortune. And she never had told me what was she did for a living.

“That’s… a really nice car,” I said as she moved toward the driver’s seat.

“So I’m told,” she said. “Wanna go for a drive?”

“Absolutely,” I said, and Natalie smiled as she lowered herself down into the driver’s seat. I pulled open the passenger door and climbed inside, my heart beating rapidly in my chest as she turned on the engine and the car made a low growl.

She pulled out of the restaurant car park and headed for the street. The headlights of her car swept through the night, the force of the acceleration pushing me back in my seat. I didn’t know where we were going, and I didn’t care. As long as I was with her, nothing mattered. As she sat in the seat, manipulating the pedals, her leather skirt rose high on her thighs, and she smiled as she caught me staring.

“You want me so bad, don’t you, bitch boy?”

“Yes, Natalie,” I breathed. It was no more than the truth. Inside her panties that I was still wearing, my cock was aching with wild desire, and having her so close to me, in the relative privacy of her car, was only enhancing my desire for sex.

“You’ll do anything Mistress says just to get your nut, won’t you?”

“Yes, Natalie,” I said again. She was right. Even if she was gloating, that didn’t change the fact that she was right.

“Then prove it,” she said.

The car came to a halt, and the red light of a traffic stop lit up her gorgeous face. I stared at her, not fully understanding, but Natalie wasn’t the kind of woman to leave me guessing for long. Instead, she reached out toward me, one hand gripping the back of my neck. Then she pulled me toward her, forcing my head down. My seatbelt whined as I shifted in my seat, leaning forward, and Natalie kept one hand on the steering wheel while the other pushed my head down toward her legs.

I knew what she wanted. And I smiled. At last, we were getting somewhere. She continued driving, the muscles in her thighs showing under the skin as she pressed down on the pedal, and my shaking hands slid her leather skirt high on her hips. Underneath, she wore nothing at all. My heart fluttered in my chest as I saw her pussy shining in front of me. She continued driving through the night as though this was nothing out of the ordinary while I ran my thumb over her trembling lips.

“I didn’t get it out for you to look at,” Natalie said, her eyes still on the road. “Fucking eat it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said with a grin. And I lowered my head between her beautiful thighs, pressing my lips against her pussy, tasting her sex while she continued driving to a destination I didn’t even consider. All that mattered was making her cum as I slid my tongue into her tight wet hole.


6. Becoming Natalie’s Toy

I could hardly have been more excited as we drove through the nighttime streets of the city. This was another first for me, but Natalie seemed adept at getting me to do new things. The angle was awkward as I leaned across the car, my face buried in her crotch, but that didn’t stop me. It didn’t stop me from eating her pussy with wild enthusiasm, spurred on by the pure kinkiness of what we were doing.

And Natalie drove. For a long while, she kept fairly calm, fairly quiet, just the occasional soft noise of pleasure in the back of her throat to tell me I was doing a good job. But eventually, I got to her. As I slid my tongue past the faint resistance of her moist lips, I heard her sigh. As I rubbed my face between her spread legs, I felt her shudder. She was still driving, but soon, the sounds of her obvious pleasure filled the car, loud even against the background of the powerful engine. And I didn’t stop. I had no idea where we were going, and I didn’t care. I ate Natalie’s pussy until she cried out in orgasm, until her hands gripped the steering wheel and her legs stiffened and her explosion of pleasure tore through her like electricity.

Grinning, I sat up. My face was wet with her juices, and in the faint light from the dark streets outside, I could see her flushed but still beautiful face, and I was pleased with myself. The taste of her pussy hovered in my mouth like a promise of future pleasure, and my cock was rock hard in my pants, and I was still driving through the night with this gorgeous goddess, eager to see what came next.

Slowly, Natalie got her breathing under control. Her body relaxed as she sat back in her seat, still steering the car through the quiet streets. I looked around, but the area didn’t seem too familiar to me. It seemed like we were heading out of town, toward the suburbs I Really Had much reason to go. And Natalie didn’t say anything to me. She just sat there with her bare pussy on display, her long legs showing their toned muscles as she manipulated the pedals of the car. Inspired by lust, I reached out to her, placing a hand on her thigh. Without taking her eyes off the road, she pushed it away.

“Plenty of time for that later,” she said. Now she had had her fun, she seemed suddenly cold toward me, but I tried not to worry about that. She had her strange ways, and I was just going to have to get used to them. I didn’t mind. Whatever it took to be with a woman as beautiful as her, to keep playing these strange games, was all right by me. And so I kept my mouth shut, determined not to do anything that might jeopardize the possibilities that lay ahead. After all, Natalie was in charge. She was quite clear about that. That was how our relationship worked, from the very first moment we met, and I wasn’t looking to change anything about that.

Finally, Natalie drove us down a dead street and pulled into the short driveway of a house. The garage door rose silently as her car approached, the headlights illuminating the white wall in the back of the room. She pulled inside, and the door of the garage closed behind her. She turned off the car’s engine, then turned toward me. Those beautiful blue-green eyes were sparkling with the same joyful mischief as always, my heart was thumping in my chest as I looked at her, her features now lit up by the bright lights of the garage. We were here. And I didn’t know what was coming, but I didn’t doubt for a moment that it was going to be fun.

“Take your clothes off.”

Natalie smiled as she spoke, but I didn’t have much doubt that she was deadly serious. And her order had promise, I had to admit. So I didn’t hesitate. Natalie just watched, smiling, as I hurriedly unbuttoned my dress shirt and pulled it off my shoulders right there in the car. I kicked off my shoes and pulled off my socks and opened my pants, and Natalie giggled to see her red panties barely covering my throbbing cock as it strained against the elastic.

“Leave those on,” she said as I hooked a film under the waistband of the feminine underwear. “Everything else stays here. You don’t wear clothes in my house unless otherwise instructed. Got it?”

“Okay,” I said uncertainly. But as always, Natalie wasn’t uncertain of anything. Unfastening her seatbelt, she opened the door of the car and stepped out, pulling her leather skirt back down to cover her ass and pussy. Feeling painfully self-conscious, I stepped out of the car too, the concrete floor of her garage cold on my bare feet. Natalie walked across the floor, her high heels beating out a regular rhythm as she walked toward the door that led into the house. Characteristically unsure of myself, I followed. The rhythmic sway of her beautiful body, the gorgeous sheen of her tight leather skirt, had the same hypnotic effect on me it always did. My cock was straining against her panties as I followed her into her home, and the lights she turned on as she went left me nowhere to hide.

Natalie led me into the living room. She sat down on the sofa, her skirt rising even higher as she crossed her long legs. The taste of her pussy still hovered in my mouth, but that did nothing to dampen my desire for her. Quite the contrary. Her hand under her chin, she looked me up and down, those gorgeous eyes studying my body as I stood in front of her, cringing with shame and bristling with desire. Smiling myself, I stepped toward her, about to sit down on the sofa next to her. But Natalie raised one long leg, her high heel pointing at my chest like a weapon, stopping me in my tracks.

“Go get me a drink,” she ordered.

Okay,” I said uncertainly. I headed toward the bright light of the kitchen.

“There’s a bottle of wine in the fridge,” Natalie called after me.

There was. Taking the wine out of the door of the fridge, I opened cupboards at random until I found her wine glasses. I poured two glasses before putting the bottle back in the fridge and carried them through the living room. She smiled as I handed her one, but I noticed she didn’t thank me. She just took it like it was her right, as though my natural place was serving her. I didn’t doubt that was the intention. I had bent my body to take a seat beside her when she stopped me again.

“I didn’t say you could sit down,” she said. “Panty boys aren’t allowed on the furniture.”

I straightened up again. Part of me wanted to protest, but her delighted smile was just too intoxicating. I stood there awkwardly, holding the chilled glass of wine in my hand, my cock straining against the feminine underwear, and Natalie let me stand there in silence for a moment, letting me wonder what was going to happen next. Then she spoke in a soft voice, her full lips dancing as they formed the words she spoke.

“Why don’t you get down on your knees?”

Again, I paused. Given the relationship between us, it wasn’t like I was shocked to hear her say a thing like that. Still, part of me resisted. She was deliberately trying to embarrass me, and it was working. Treating me like a lowly servant, ordering me around. But that was what I had signed up for. And she was never sexier than when she was in complete control. My cock bounced embarrassingly in the feminine underwear as I kneeled down on the floor in front of her.

“That’s right,” Natalie said with a smile, sipping her wine. “That’s where you belong. Kneeling at my feet.”

She took another drink, a longer one this time. Not knowing quite what to do, I drank too. And then, lifting her foot again, Natalie pressed her high heel against the skin of my chest. Slowly, she drew her heel over the skin, leaving a faint red mark. I winced at the pain, but I didn’t pull away. She was teasing me, and it was working. That high heel moved over my chest, sinking down over my stomach with agonizing slowness. She traced the shape of each muscle with her high heel, admiring me like I was a piece of meat, or a toy for her to play with. And I longed for that heel to sink lower, and lower still, toward the bulge in her red panties where my desperate cock waited for her touch.

“How badly do you want me right now?”

“So badly, Natalie,” I said truthfully.

“You know you have to be very good boy for me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Natalie.”

Her teeth showed strong and white as she bit her plump lower lip. This little scene was turning her on, and that was my great hope. The more excited she got, the better the chance she would finally have sex with me. That was all I could think of, the sole focus of all my desires, and as usual, no price seemed too high to pay to get what I wanted.

“I like my boys to beg,” Natalie said. Her high heel was on my lower stomach now, pressing into my abdomen right where the waistband of her panties sat. I kneeled at her feet with my hands by my sides, practically trembling with sheer desire, unbelievably desperate for her. My pride was melting away by the second, obliterated by the force of her beauty and my lust for this woman.

“Please, Natalie,” I said, and she giggled to herself. “Please, I want you so badly. You’re so fucking beautiful. God, you’ve been driving me crazy all night. Please let me fuck you, please!”

“Why should I?”

Her pretty eyes flashed as they looked into mine.

“Because… It’ll feel good. I’ll make you cum. I made you cum in the car, didn’t I?”

“You did,” Natalie admitted. “You have some potential there, it’s true. But I don’t know about that cock of yours. You know what you’re doing with it?”

“I like to think so.”

“Have you made a lot of women cum with that?”

“Depends what you mean by a lot.”

Natalie laughed again, but she didn’t press that line of questioning. Instead, she lowered her high heel, and I groaned as I felt her shoe tracing the shape of my cock through the thin fabric of her panties. It was all I could do not to fling myself at her, not to tear off this ridiculous underwear I was wearing and push her down on the couch and do what came naturally. But my fate seemed to hang in the balance. The last thing I wanted to do was anything that might break the spell of this moment, this strange and heavy moment the two of us found ourselves in. Desire seemed to pulse in the air, as though we were hovering on the brink of bliss. But I felt like every word, every glance, was loaded with significance. As turned on as I knew Natalie was, I didn’t doubt she was perfectly capable of sending me away if she chose to.

“And you only fuck women you love, right?”

“I wouldn’t say that,” I responded. “I just meant… don’t you think sex is better in a relationship?”

“Not necessarily. You had fun the other day at the wedding, didn’t you? We barely knew each other’s names.”

“Yeah, that was amazing. But I like you. I want to get to know you better.”

“You know what you need to know. I’m a kinky girl who like her men submissive and obedient. That’s everything need to know about me.”

“Maybe. But that doesn’t mean I don’t want to know more.”

Natalie’s slender high heel was still teasing my cock through the fabric of her panties, and it was difficult forming a rational thought, never mind expressing it. But she looked so regal, so high and mighty, so untouchably divine as she sat above me on the sofa, occasionally sipping from her glass of wine, idly teasing me with her foot. Everything I was saying was true. It wasn’t just empty lines to get a woman into bed. But at the same time, I didn’t want to come on too heavy at this early stage. And if Natalie wanted to keep things light, I could certainly live with that.

Setting aside her wine glass, Natalie leaned forward in her seat. Her big breasts bulged in the lacy neck of her top, her tempting cleavage right in front of me as she stared deep into my eyes. Her high heel tapped against my manhood as she bobbed her foot up and down.

“All I want to know about you is how much you want me,” she said slowly, as though to drive each word home in my brain. “All I need to know is whether you’re man enough to obey me and serve me in everyway you can. That’s what it means being with me. It means being my slave. Following my orders and putting my every whim ahead of your own needs. Think you can handle that?”

“Yes,” I said. Apparently too quickly. Natalie snorted in response.

“So you say. So lots of men say. But we’ll see.”

Natalie sat back on the sofa again. Raking her long blonde hair back from her face, she picked up her wine glass and took another sip. Her eyes moved up and down my body again, examining me all over again.

“In fact, why don’t you prove to me that you know your place and are ready to serve? Bow down before me and kiss my feet. Show me you know I’m a goddess who deserves to be served.”

I paused. I opened my mouth, about to ask if she was serious. But the look on her face stopped me cold. Of course she was serious. She was always serious about things like this. Underestimating her seemed like an incredibly foolish idea, and even if I cringed at the humiliating nature of her commands, I’m not going to pretend it didn’t also turn me on. And after all, she was a goddess. Beauty like hers deserved to be worshiped. I had never done anything like this before, but I had never met a woman like her before, either.

And so I did as I was told. Natalie watched, sitting back on the sofa with her beaming smile as I lowered my face toward the floor. She uncrossed her legs, placing both feet on the floor in front of me, I kissed her toes through the thin straps of her high heels. I kissed each foot in turn, cringing with embarrassment even as I did it, but my cock would not stop throbbing inside the feminine underwear I wore.

“I didn’t say stop,” Natalie said softly above me. And so, obedient as ever, I returned my lips to her feet and kissed them again. And again. Her skin was soft and warm, and even this contact with the least significant part of her sent a jolt of arousal through me. I’ve never been a guy who’s into feet. But I was so into Natalie that it didn’t matter. I wanted this woman so desperately that every inch of her body was desirable to me.

But when I heard a click above me, followed by Natalie’s laughter, I froze on the spot, prostrating myself before her.

“It’s okay,” Natalie said, giggling with glee. “You can keep worshiping me. I just wanted a little photo to remember my latest slave by.”

Raising my head from her feet, I looked up at her in astonishment. But that smile pierced me to the heart. The thought of her having evidence of this embarrassing spectacle on her phone that I could see in her hands horrified me. But there wasn’t much I could do about it now.

And so, I returned my attention to her feet. I groveled before her, kissing from toe to ankle, while she sat above me, enjoying my adoration and drinking her wine.

Finally, she had enough. Lifting one foot from the floor, she placed it on my shoulder, her high heel digging slightly into the skin as she pushed me back. I sat up on my knees, my cock as desperately hard as ever in her panties as I looked at her. The darkness under her tight skirt called to me as she slid toward the front of the sofa, then stood.

“Stay there. On your knees,” Natalie said as she stood above me, pointing at the floor where I kneeled. I had no intention of going anywhere. Still on my knees, I watched as she strutted across the living room, down the hall that presumably led to her bedroom. I longed to follow her. Of course I did. Watching her leather skirt shine on her beautifully proportioned ass with every step she took was enough to haunt my dreams. But I followed her orders all the same. Natalie disappeared from eyesight for a moment, and my heart vibrated in my chest as I waited for her to come back. Unable to resist temptation, I touched my raging cock through the fabric of the panties, grabbing my manhood that cried out for relief.

Natalie soon returned. When she did, I almost gasped. She had changed. And now, my gorgeous goddess was more desirable than ever.

I guess you could call what she was wearing a kind of harness. It wasn’t really clothing in the strictest sense of the word; more a network of black leather straps that shone against her skin, swooping over the curves of her body, joined together by a series of shining silver rings. The straps ran under her beautiful breasts, leaving them free and exposed, her puckered nipples more evidence of the arousal she was feeling. A single strap disappeared between her legs, barely hiding the pussy I craved. More straps ran down her legs, ending with a leather band around each thigh. Tiny silver chains hung from those straps, swinging and swaying with every step she took.

But it wasn’t just her outfit that made me gasp. It was what she held in her hands. One held another black leather strap, a short one. The other held a pair of shining steel handcuffs.

“Hands behind your back,” Natalie said softly. Without breaking stride, she stepped around behind me. I turned my head to watch over my shoulder as she crouched. I felt her hands on my arms, running down them to take hold of my wrists. But she was strangely gentle. She wasn’t trying to overpower me or to force me into restraints. Instead, her actions felt encouraging, like she was trying to coax me into bondage. And it worked. I let her do it. I let her pull my arms back behind me and lock my wrists together with the handcuffs, and for the first time in my life, I was restrained by a woman I wanted with desperate passion.

Natalie didn’t stop there. Still crouching behind me, she reached up and placed her hand on my neck. She reached around the front to take hold of my throat, squeezing it slightly and pulling me back against her. I could feel the weight of her breasts on my back, the soft skin of her body pressing against mine, and a shiver of desire went through me. At the same time, Natalie started wrapping something around my neck. As she fastened it into place, I realized with another flash of shame that she had put a dog collar on me.

“That’s better,” she said, and I could hear the laughter in her voice as she rose to her feet. She kept her hand on the collar I wore, sliding a finger into a metal ring that rose from the black leather as she stepped around in front of me again. She sat down on the sofa, spreading her legs wide. Behind the leather strap, I could see the wet lips of her pussy, shining with pleasure, ready for action. And I didn’t resist as she used her hold on the collar to pull my face between her thighs.

“This is where you belong,” she said gently as she took hold of one of the short chains hanging from the strap on her thigh. There was a metal clip on the end, and she clipped it onto a ring on the side of the collar I wore, anchoring me to her body. “You’re going to stay down there for just as long as I want, eating my pussy and giving me pleasure,” Natalie went on. “After all, that’s a slave boy’s first duty. Making his mistress cum any time she demands it. You’re going to be eating my pussy a lot, so you may as well get some practice.”

“Yes, Natalie,” I said as she clipped the chain to another ring on my collar. I was locked onto her body harness, trapped between her thighs, as though I could possibly want to be anywhere else. And Natalie reached down, unfastening a buckle on her harness so that the strap there fell away, allowing me access to her sex.

I traced my tongue over those quivering lips, tasting once again the divine flavor of this woman. And Natalie sighed happily, pleasure rising inside her. She sat back on the sofa, spreading her legs even wider, and I ran my tongue over those lips again, scooping up a drop of her juice into my mouth. Leaning forward again, I pressed my lips against her pussy, kissing it passionately, sliding my tongue inside and grinding my face against her while she groaned in pleasure.

“That’s right,” she said breathlessly. “Eat that pussy. Worship it. Worship the pussy that owns you.”

I did. That’s exactly what I did, and there was no command this woman could give me that I was more eager to obey. I didn’t stop, even as she reached for her phone again. Even as she took another picture of my humiliation and laughed with the giddy thrill of power. She even made me look up while I was eating her out, made me look right at the camera to capture the moment for posterity. None of that stopped me. It only encouraged me more. My cock was raging in her panties, leaking juices of my own with my relentless desire, but for now, my only job was to please Natalie. And that was exactly what I did.

Soon, her cries grew louder. Soon, I could hear them bouncing back from the walls of the living room. Soon, I felt her pussy tighten around my tongue, spasming wildly, and I knew I had done my job. I kept licking, kept plunging my tongue between those spasming lips, pressing my nose against her clit, and was rewarded with the hot flood of her juices as she came. Natalie cried out, holding nothing back, letting me hear every bit of pleasure she was feeling as she thrashed on the couch above me, her juicy pussy spasming desperately against my mouth. And I drank down as much of her fluid as I could, savoring the delicious taste of her pleasure in my mouth while I kneeled at her feet.

Natalie panted as she recovered. I waited for a moment, letting her savor the sensations of bliss she was feeling. But she didn’t release me. I was still anchored to her, chained to her beautiful body, her dripping pussy filling my vision. There was nothing I could do. Besides, my own desire was still raging powerfully inside me, my cock still throbbing desperately inside the panties. I was as horny as ever, I wanted Natalie as badly as ever, and there she was, close enough to touch. I heard her groaning again as I started to run my tongue over those lips once more. She didn’t stop me, so I continued. And soon, her sounds of pleasure filled the living room again.

My jaw ached from eating her out. My knees ached from kneeling on the floor. But none of that mattered. I ignored it all, focusing only on her. Her voice grew steadily louder again, pleasure swelling inside her once more, and I used every trick I knew to coax another orgasm out of her. She came on my face again, and again I slurped it all down, and again, she didn’t release me, so I kept on licking her. Clearly, Natalie meant what she said. Clearly, she had me right where she wanted me. On my knees, chained to her and with no other option than to eat her pussy for as long as she wanted.

As the latest orgasm subsided, Natalie picked up her phone again. I was just starting to lick her again, just starting to tease her swollen lips with my tongue, when she tapped the screen a few times, ignoring me for now. It never even crossed my mind to ask what she was doing. A goddess doesn’t need to explain herself. But I saw her beautiful face lit up by a broad smile as the phone rang. And with a wordless look at me kneeling between her legs, she answered it.

“Hello? Yeah, that’s right. Yeah, right now. I know. I know, it’s awesome. Too easy. You know what boys are like. Damn right.”

Natalie laughed again, and my mind raced as I wondered who she was speaking to. It seemed certain she was talking about me, and fear bloomed inside me as I thought about the photos she had taken. But it wasn’t like I had any choice except to keep on licking her, to keep giving her pleasure with my mouth while she chatted with whoever was on the other end of the line.

“Yeah, he’s pretty good, I’d say,” Natalie went on, looking down at me over the length of her trembling body. “I mean, he’s given me a few orgasms already. But that’s a slave boy’s job. No, not yet. Of course not. He doesn’t get to cum until Mistress is completely satisfied.”

She laughed again. Now there was absolutely no doubt that she was talking about me. My cheeks burned with shame, but I kept on licking. Painfully aware of the power imbalance between us, I knew there was nothing I could do to stop her from sharing my humiliation with anyone she chose. And I wanted her far too badly, still, for anything to jeopardize what I hoped she might give me.

“Oh really? Well, come round if you want. Yeah, I don’t mind. Who cares what he thinks? I’ll text you my address. Okay, see you later.”

Natalie hung up the phone. She sighed happily as she looked down at me. And I looked up at her, not daring to ask the question that burned in my mind but hoping she would answer it anyway.

But she didn’t. Instead, Natalie sat up. She ran her fingers through my hair, grabbing a fistful, pressing her pussy more forcefully against her mouth.

“Hurry up and make me cum, bitch,” she ordered with a sneer. “We have a long night ahead of us, and I want to see how many orgasms I can get out of you.”
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7. Owned By Natalie

Natalie howled in orgasm.

Yet again, the sound bounced back from the white walls of her living room. There I was, on my knees in the home of a woman I barely knew, wearing nothing except her panties, the handcuffs holding my wrists behind me, and a leather collar around my neck that anchored me to the leather harness she wore. Trapped with her pussy against my mouth, reduced to nothing but a tool of female pleasure. And I was absolutely loving it. My cock had not stopped raging inside Natalie’s panties since the restaurant, and nothing she had done since then had done anything to dampen my desire. Quite the opposite. I had never wanted anyone like I wanted this woman in front of me, never been as turned on as I was as I kneeled at her feet. And while nervousness swelled inside me, while doubt and fear assailed me, wondering who she had been talking to on the phone and who was going to come and join us in this crazy adventure, I couldn’t control my desperate lust. It was all part of the excitement, part of the uncertainty. To let myself be swept away in it, to let her make all the decisions and surrender my will completely to her. I had never imagined it would be so thrilling to lose control. I had never imagined I would want anyone so much.

After her latest orgasm, Natalie flopped back on the sofa. Her breasts rose and fell as she panted, her stunning eyes closed for a moment as she recovered. I waited. I knew her pussy would be sensitive after her latest orgasm. And as she opened her eyes, Natalie reached down toward me. She unclipped one tiny chain from the side of the collar I wore, then the other, freeing me from between her thighs. But I stayed where I was, on my knees, awaiting further instruction. I could feel her juices coating my face, the evidence of my humble oral service of this goddess. And her face was flushed with the pleasure I had given her, multiple orgasms shining in her gorgeous eyes as she grinned at me.

“I suppose you want to cum too, don’t you?” she said.

“Oh my God, Natalie, please!” I said, making her laugh again. I knew my desperation would show in my face just as it echoed in my voice, but I didn’t care. After all, that was what Natalie wanted. And as turned on as I was, I would do just about anything to get relief.

“See? I knew I would have you begging.”

“Yes, Natalie, I’m begging you. Please, please, please! You’re a goddess. I’ll do anything you say. Just let me cum, please.”

“Not yet,” Natalie said with a sly smile. Sitting up on the sofa, she loomed above me. Again, she raised one foot and placed it on my shoulder, pushing me back more forcefully this time. Rising from the sofa, she stood, and used her foot on my shoulder to push me down to the floor. Then she stood above me, her hands on her hips, her foot on my chest while I lay beneath her, gazing up at her astonishing beauty, completely conquered, completely overcome.

“That cock belongs to me tonight,” she said, fixing me with another of her powerful stares. “And it doesn’t, until I give permission. If you get close, you’re going to tell me. Because if you cum without my permission… Well, I’ll have to punish you. And trust me, you won’t like it.”

As she spoke, Natalie ground her high heel into my chest, twisting her foot one way, then the other. I winced at the bright pain in the center of my chest, but I was as turned on as ever.

“Yes, Natalie,” I babbled. “I promise, I’ll tell you.”

“Good boy.”

She lifted her foot off my chest and stepped away. Lowering herself down to kneel on the floor beside me, she took the panties I wore in her hands and pulled them down. My cock sprang free, rising into the air, throbbing and leaking with sheer desperation for sex. And when she wrapped her hand around my shaft, gently squeezing, I groaned in pure pleasure.

“You look ready to explode,” she giggled. “But remember what I said. Your orgasms belong to me. This cock belongs to me. You don’t cum until I say so.”

“Yes, Natalie,” I panted.

Still holding my shaft, Natalie climbed on top of me. Swinging her leg over me, she straddled me on the living room floor. Carefully, she guided my cock toward her waiting pussy, the leather strap of her bodysuit dangling loosely between her legs. I groaned at the unbelievable tightness of her pussy as she settled down on top of me, her sex gripping mine as she impaled herself on it. And she groaned too, her pleasure obvious as her eyelids fluttered, her breasts heaving as she took a deep breath. Leaning forward, she placed her hands on my chest, her fingernails digging slightly into the skin. Her golden hair hung down around her face, and her beautiful eyes stared right into mine.

“Remember what I said, bitch boy,” she said. “Tell me when you get close.”

With that, she began to ride me.

Her pussy slid up and down my cock, sending jolts of pleasure through me with every motion. Her round ass bounced on top of my thighs. Within the confines of the black leather harness, her breasts bounced. The chains on her thighs flailed with her movements, striking me over and over again, but I barely noticed. All I felt was the unbelievable pleasure she was giving me, the wild joy of having finally achieved my goal.

And after all that waiting, I was ready to go. Natalie was right about that. I was almost ready to explode. As she bounced up and down on top of me more forcefully, her cries growing louder as she headed toward yet another orgasm, I felt my own climax building inside me. And part of me, a huge part, wanted nothing more than to give into it. I hadn’t forgotten Natalie’s threat, but the body doesn’t always listen to reason. It whispered to me now that I should go for it, allow myself to cum and feel that wild pleasure that I had been waiting for so long.

But I didn’t. It’s a measure of how afraid I was of displeasing Natalie that I would resist the most natural impulse in the world in favor of pleasing her.

“I — I’m going to cum,” I gasped through gritted teeth.

“Not on my watch, you’re not,” Natalie said. She was breathless herself from her exertions, but she abruptly stopped bouncing up and down on my cock. Instead, she just sat there still with her hands on my chest, grinning down at me. And my cock twitched and throbbed inside her, but I stayed just this side of orgasm. Just this side of the ecstatic release I so desperately craved, twitching and groaning underneath her while she waited for my urge to subside.

Eventually, it did. I was still rock hard inside her, still desperate for orgasm, but the immediate need to cum slowly evaporated while Natalie waited. She was patient. After the multiple orgasms I had already given her, she could afford to be.

“Ready to go again?” she asked.

I nodded.

And once again, she began to bounce up and down on top of me.

I moaned. I groaned. Again, those powerful sensations flooded my nervous system, and again, I fought against my own body as I tried to resist the most natural urge there is. I tried to think of anything else, but the feel of Natalie’s body on top of me crowded out everything else. I tried to physically resist, clenching my hands trapped behind my back, gritting my teeth, while she screamed and howled on top of me. I winced as I felt her pussy spasm, and the wet explosion of yet another orgasm anointing my cock as she rode it, lost in her own passion and pleasure. And I had to raise my voice to be heard over her shouts and yells as pleasure boiled inside me again.

“I’m going to cum,” I shouted, and Natalie let out a long shriek of bliss. But at the same time, she stopped riding me again. In fact, this time, she climbed off me. Her own pussy was still spasming in orgasm as she slid my cock out of it, sitting forward on my stomach. I could feel her juices pouring out of her, sliding over my skin while her thighs gripped my sides. I growled like an animal, struggling against the handcuffs that would not release me. My cock throbbed in the open air, shining with her cum, and she sat on top of me, riding me like a bucking bronco, gripping my sides while she laughed in pure joy and continue to moan in pleasure.

“That one was close, wasn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes. Please, Natalie, I’m begging you! Please let me cum!”

“No,” she said firmly. “Not until I say so. I told you, this cock belongs to me. And since you can’t control yourself, I think you need to take a little break. I guess I’ll just take care of myself.”

Natalie shifted her position. Sitting on top of me, she slid her legs out from underneath herself and inched forward. She sat on my chest, her legs spread either side of my head, and I groaned in frustrated desire as I watched her slide two fingers inside herself, using the others to spread her sex apart.

“Oh, that feels so good,” she moaned in a voice that dripped with obvious pleasure. “I bet you wish that was your cock inside me, don’t you? But it’s not. You’re going to need to control your orgasms if you want to fuck me. I don’t have sex with guys who cum too quick, so you’re going to need to work on that.”

“Yes, Natalie,” I panted. And all the while, my eyes never left her shining sex. I was absolutely trembling with desire, completely overcome by her dominant sexuality, her wildness, her beauty. All of it together seemed to overload my brain, making me barely able to form a coherent thought. All I could think about was how badly I wanted her.

Natalie closed her eyes. Her long blonde hair cascaded down her back as she tipped her head back, her open mouth sending her cries of pleasure to bounce back from the ceiling and fill my ears while I lay beneath her.  I saw her pussy tighten around her fingers. I saw her basking in the warm glow of another orgasm, not the most powerful one she had had that night, but still an obvious spasm of pleasure. And as her juices poured out of her again, she slid her fingers free. She smeared her cum all over my chest, covering me with it. And when that was done, she held her two fingers out toward my mouth. I looked up at her, and she raised her eyebrows expectantly.

“Kiss them,” she demanded. “Kiss the fingers that just made me cum.”

I did. I lifted my head from the floor and gently kissed the tips of her fingers, and Natalie smiled. Leaning further forward, she slid her fingers into my mouth, sliding them over my tongue. I sucked on them while she giggled, drunk with her own power.

Then, she climbed off me. Crawling on hands and knees, she circled around me to kneel at my head. Reaching forward, she pressed her hand on my damp chest, scooping up more of her juices. I watched as she carefully rubbed some of her cum on each of her nipples, sighing softly to herself at the pleasure of her own touch. Then she leaned forward, both big breasts engulfing me. I eagerly licked and kissed them, my mouth finding her nipples and sucking her juices right of them. I heard her sigh in pleasure as she fed me her tits, one after the other. She laughed as she teased me with them, pulling her nipple free of my mouth and dangling her boobs above my face so that I had to strain to try and get my lips around it again. She was in her element, having the time of her life at my expense. But as frustrated and horny and humiliated as I was lying there on the floor being toyed with by her, I couldn’t deny that I was probably having the best night of my life, too.

Finally, Natalie had enough. Lifting her boobs away from my head, she began to crawl forward again. I lay back, watching that beautiful body pass over me as she crawled along me with one arm and one leg on either side of my body. She straddled me again, facing my feet this time, and I felt her hands gripping my thighs as she adjusted her position. Then, she reached down underneath herself and took hold of my cock once again.

Slowly, she settled down on top of it. I groaned with unstoppable pleasure, my head sinking back onto the floor behind me as I closed my eyes for a moment. But only for a moment. I opened them again, raising my head to see Natalie’s beautiful buttocks clenching rhythmically as she began to ride me again. Her hair swung from side to side, her slender shoulders shaking with the movements of her body. And soon, I heard the rising music of her pleasure filling the living room all over again.

I tried to keep my breathing steady. I tried to control myself, to hold back what had seemed impossible to hold back. I managed to resist until Natalie had yet another orgasm, practically sobbing with pleasure as she unloaded all over me again. Then, I told her I was getting close.

Natalie stopped. She lifted herself off my cock. Smiling at me over her shoulder, she backed up toward my head until her toned ass completely filled my vision. I could see her pussy shining between her legs, and she spread her thighs as she settled down on top of me, sitting on my face. I knew what I had to do. I slid my tongue between those velvet folds, growling with frustration and lust while my cock throbbed almost painfully between my legs, neglected for now. And Natalie began to bounce up and down again, riding my tongue like she had ridden. My cock, grinding her pussy against my face as I ate her out

When she was satisfied that my orgasm had receded enough, she climbed off my face and crawled back down my body. Taking up her position on my cock again, she started to ride me, gripping my legs while her knees squeezed my sides. Then, sitting more upright, she reached down and took hold of my balls. I winced as she squeezed them, not hard, but certainly enough to be felt even through the pleasure that was coursing through my body at that moment.

“Tell me who owns these balls,” Natalie said breathlessly, turning to look at me over her shoulder but never stopping her aggressive bouncing on my cock.

“You do, Natalie,” I said, and she moaned as her pussy tightened around my shaft again.

“That’s right, I do,” she said through her panting. “I do own these balls. And I own this cock, and I own anything that comes out of them. Don’t you forget it. Say it. Tell me that your orgasms are mine.”

“My orgasms belong to you,” I said, and was rewarded with a threatening tighter squeeze of my scrotum.

“No, say that they belong to Natalie,” she said as her bouncing up and down on top of me became ever more rapid. “Say they belong to Mistress Natalie.” And as she gave her orders, she squeezed my balls again, making me tremble beneath her at my complete venerability to this wild woman.

“My orgasms belong to Mistress Natalie,” I said, and cried out loud as another spasm shook her body. I groaned as I felt her pussy clench, my submissive words taking her over the edge into yet another orgasm.

With a loud cry, Natalie collapsed on top of me. She leaned forward, the weight of her body bending my stiff cock down as she sprawled across my legs. Looking down, I could see my shaft buried inside her, could see her pussy twitching around my length just as I could feel it. I could see the wet mess of her juices shining on both our bodies, dripping down to the floor, the room filled with the aroma of our sex and seeming to echo with her wild cries of passion. But I was still unsatisfied. My cock was buried deep inside her spasming pussy, and I was staring right at her ass, and I was hovering on the very brink of an orgasm. But Natalie had had her fun. Her stamina was incredible, but finally, she seemed worn out, at least for the moment. I could only hope that she would recover quickly and still want to play with me.

Still, I didn’t dare ask. I didn’t dare say a word. I let her lie there on top of me, slowly recovering herself, her breathing gradually returning to normal. And after a while, she crawled forward, and my cock slid easily out of her well-lubricated hole, springing instantly upright and throbbing once again in the empty air. I was absolutely desperate for orgasm, hornier than I had ever been in my life, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about her. Natalie sat up, swung one leg over mine as she dismounted, and smiled at me as she kneeled beside me on the floor.

“Remember when you told me how badly you wanted to cum? Remember when you begged your mistress for that privilege?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Well, as badly as you thought you needed to cum back then, I bet you need to even more badly now, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, Natalie, yes!” I growled. “Please, please, I’m begging you, just let me cum. I’ll do whatever you say. I’ll be your slave forever. Just please give me an orgasm.”

“That’s what I was hoping to hear,” Natalie smiled. And her smile chilled me as she leaned forward over me, her heavy breasts swinging from her chest, her long hair hanging down around her face. She ran a single fingernail along the length of my cock, and I shivered at her touch, still on the edge of explosion but never quite going over it. I felt like I was going crazy. That this woman would strip me of my sanity as easily as she could strip me of my dignity. And that seemed to be exactly what Natalie had in mind as she continued to tease me and toy with me, keeping me hovering on the edge of explosion with the slightest of touches, but never quite letting me go over it.

“You’re already my slave,” she said with a smile. “For as long as I want. You can’t get enough of Mistress, can you? You’ll be back here before you know it, begging to serve me. You know you will. So do I. They all do. All the boys I dominate get addicted to it.”

“I bet,” I managed to say, making Natalie laugh.

“Okay. Good job controlling yourself. I’m done with you for now. So now, I’m going to go freshen up, and you know what you’re going to do?”

“No.”

I didn’t. But what I did know is that Natalie was about to tell me. And that whatever she had in mind for me next, I would do it. She was right. I was her slave. She had used my own body and my desire against me, had broken my will completely and made me hers. There was no part of me that wanted to resist her. There was only desire, and the urge to submit to this goddess and give her everything she wanted.

“You’re going to stay right here like a discarded toy until I decide to use you again, of course,” Natalie smiled. “And I don’t want to hear a peep out of you, either. Oh, and this cock better stay nice and hard, too. Don’t you dare get soft in my presence.”

“Yes, Natalie.” There didn’t seem much chance of that. Patting me affectionately on the chest, Natalie rose gracefully to her feet. From my position on the ground, I watched her walk away, that gorgeous body swaying with every step, the leather harness she wore only exaggerating her nakedness. I watched until she disappeared into the bathroom, then lay there listening to the water running in the pipes of the house and my own heart hammering in my chest. After a while, Natalie stepped out of the bathroom and headed to the bedroom, and still, I waited. After all, her instructions had been quite clear.

Eventually, Natalie emerged from the bedroom again. I watched her approach, the swaying motion of her body having that same hypnotic effect on me as it always did. As phenomenal as she looked, I was disappointed to see she had gotten dressed. She was wearing a white knitted top with open buttons on the front that revealed her breasts straining against the stretchy fabric, and a full maroon skirt that fell almost  to her knees. She looked elegant, pretty, almost innocent. Or at least, she would have if it wasn’t for the boots she was wearing. Black leather high-heeled boots that rose to the middle of her calves, with laces up the front and buckles at the side. The heels were easily six inches long, and the patent leather gleamed and reflected the light as she walked toward me. As disappointed as I was to see her fully dressed, it was quite an outfit. Feminine and pretty and yet with a dominant edge, just like her. And I stayed silent, lying on my back with my cock throbbing in the air, as she took a seat on the sofa again, crossing her legs and carefully adjusting her skirt.

“On your knees,” she said softly.

At her command, I sat up and rolled over onto my knees, facing her. She was smiling. My ready obedience seemed to please her, and that gave me a faint glimmer of hope. On her orders, I crawled toward her until I was kneeling at her feet, just inches away from her foot that bobbed and swung in the empty air in front of me.

“Still want to cum, bitch?” she said with a smile. “Still ready to do whatever I say just have a pathetic little orgasm?”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I said, making her laugh out loud.

“I thought you’d say that. Okay, I’ll allow it, since you’ve been such a good boy. But you’re not going to cum inside me. You’re nowhere near earning that privilege yet. No, you’re going to cum the way slave boys do, the way they always should. You’re going to make a little worship puddle at your mistress’s feet to show her how much you love being a little fuck toy.”

Natalie raised her foot. Slowly, she stroked the underside of my cock with the rounded toe of her boot. I groaned, that touch more than enough to get me going. And she pressed my cock back against my stomach, rubbing her boot against my manhood harder, and I felt shockwaves of pleasure radiating through me. I had never imagined a woman could make me feel so good with nothing but her foot covered in glossy leather. But after everything she had put me through, I would take whatever I could get. Natalie’s own juices acted as lubrication as she continued to stroke me with her foot, skillfully manipulating me until I was trembling in front of her.

“I’m – I’m going to cum, Mistress,” I croaked.

“Go ahead, slave boy.”

“Oh fuck!”

My cock exploded. There was no other word for it. My orgasm seemed to come tearing up from deep inside me, my cock erupting as I spurted my cum desperately all over Natalie’s foot and leg. Several strands of my cum arced in the air, splashing against her skin while she laughed out loud. More of it poured out over the glossy black leather of her boots, sliding over the sexy footwear before dripping slowly to the floor. Natalie sat there, watching it all, grinning at the spectacle of my complete humiliation

My orgasm left me shaking. Still on my knees, I breathed in and out, trembling with the force of the release I had just had. And now she sat there in silence for a while, looking as beautiful as ever, thoroughly in charge, worthy of worship. After hours of hardness, my cock finally sank and softened, hanging heavy between my legs as I stared at her. And now that my desire had abated, the full insanity of what had happened that night crashed over me like a wave. I could hardly believe what this woman had done to me. I was breathless at her unquestionable sexual power. And I was still very much at her mercy, kneeling there on the floor with my hands cuffed behind me.

Natalie uncrossed her legs. Her skirt moved around her thighs as she sat forward on the couch, reaching past me to the discarded red panties she had removed from me earlier that day. Picking them up, she recrossed her legs and used the underwear to wipe my cum off her boots. Then, reaching toward me, she wiped my cock clean of our mingled juices, too. As she did, my cock swelled again, sensitive to her touch. I wanted her so badly, it was as though my recent orgasm had never even happened.

“Wow,” she said, grudgingly impressed. “You recover quick. That’s good, at least. But I don’t think we need this cock that I own right now. Stand up.”

I didn’t say a word as I rose to my feet. Natalie sat forward on the sofa again, holding the panties out in front of her. They were soaked in my cum now, but she ordered me to step into them. And after only the briefest moment of hesitation, I did. I stepped into them and let this insane woman pull her underwear up my body again. She stuffed my rapidly-hardening cock back inside the red fabric, and I could feel the impressive quantity of my semen as it cooled on my skin.

Just then, there was a knock on the door.

I froze in terror. With everything that had happened, I had forgotten all about Natalie’s phone call. But now it all came rushing back to me in a wave of fear. But Natalie smiled. Rising to her feet, she adjusted her swirling skirt again. Then, reaching toward my neck, she hooked a finger into one of the rings of the collar I still wore. I had no choice but to follow along behind her as she pulled me along with her, across the living room, toward the front door of her house. My heart hammered in my chest as my mistress reached for the handle of the front door. I was terrified of being exposed like this, terrified of having my shame revealed.

But what could I do? After that night, there was no denying the fact that Natalie owned me completely.


8. Bowing To Laura

The door swung open. Outside, the night crowded in, the darkness feeling to me like it had a thousand eyes that could at any moment uncover my shame. But Natalie, as usual, didn’t seem to care. As though it didn’t even cross her mind. As though she was so used to being in charge, to being dominant, that this all seemed completely normal to her. And as she swung the door open to let the night in, I cringed with shame and embarrassment, terrified of what the door would reveal. But there wasn’t much I could do about it. My hands cuffed behind my back, a leather collar around my neck with my goddess holding me with a finger hooked through the ring on the collar and my cock again stuffed into her cum-soaked panties, I was beaten. Natalie had broken my will. She had broken me completely, turning the unstoppable force of my desire for her against me, and now it felt as though all I could do was trot along behind her and go along with whatever her latest crazy scheme was.

The door swung open, and as it did, I realized a flash who she had invited over. In that moment of clarity, with hindsight, it was all so obvious. Laura. Who else knew about us? Who else would my goddess invited except the server from the restaurant who had been such an enthusiastic participant in my total disgrace? My nervousness and doubts and, yes, my desire had clouded my vision so that I couldn’t think straight. But now, with this pretty woman standing on the doorstep, it all seemed almost inevitable. And as embarrassed and disgraced as I was in that moment, as almost painfully ashamed as I felt to be exposed before a stranger like this, I felt a tiny bit of relief, too. After all, Laura already knew about us. It wasn’t like my shame was being revealed to somebody new. Besides, though she didn’t possess Natalie’s outrageous beauty — who did? — Laura was still pretty easy on the eye. And as I stood there cringing and virtually trembling with absolute shame, I also felt my arousal steadily climbing. Having Laura play with us, as unbelievably humiliating as it would undoubtedly be, wasn’t exactly the worst thing I could think of to happen in that situation.

“Oh my God,” Laura said in shock as she stood on the doorstep and looked me up and down. Her brown eyes glowed in the darkness surrounding her as they looked at me, flickering up and down to take in the whole sorry spectacle of my appearance. When she saw the panties I was wearing, the same ones she had seen in the restaurant for Natalie’s amusement now soaked with the fluids of our sex, her eyes grew even wider. She raised her hand to her mouth, covering it as though afraid of what she might otherwise say. And all I could do was stand there cringing in horror and desire, trembling with monstrous lust that only grew stronger the more my new mistress tormented me.

“Come in,” Natalie said, stepping aside to make way and pulling me along behind her. It was maybe the first concession she made to the fact that people might be watching, and I found myself pathetically grateful for it. Laura stepped into the house, her eyes never leaving me as she crossed the threshold, her head turning to keep me in her vision while Natalie reached out with her free hand and swung the front door of her home Shirt against the night. And then we were, the three of us, with Laura as a new and, I had no doubt, eager participant, drawn into this sexual drama between us. I waited. That was one benefit of the lowly submissive position I found myself in around Natalie. I never had to make a decision about what to do. All my goddess wanted from me was my complete obedience.

“Come in,” Natalie said again, her maroon skirt swirling around her legs as she turned toward the living room, dragging me along behind her. “Sit down.” And matching her actions to her words, Natalie led me back to the living room and toward the sofa. Releasing her hold on the collar I wore, she sank down onto the sofa gracefully, smoothing her skirt up behind her as she sat. Knowing better than to get onto the furniture myself, I stood awkwardly where I was, fully on display for these two women. I could see just the faintest of smiles on Natalie’s pretty face, but it was enough to add to my excitement. And after a moment, Laura sat down next to the other woman, her bright eyes still fixed on me.

She had changed out of her work clothes. She had her blonde hair tied back in a loose ponytail behind her head, wearing jeans and sneakers along with a blue wool sweater. After all, whatever this woman had expected to be doing after work that day, I didn’t imagine for a second it was this. And of course, she wasn’t the only one taken by surprise by this turn of events. Still, she looked good. When she was around Natalie, I constantly had to remind myself that Laura was a very pretty woman, the type that I would usually absolutely have gone for. It’s just that, compared to Natalie, virtually all other women seemed somehow lacking. Natalie’s formidable beauty seemed to put her practically in a category of her own, and that was even before you added her deviant mind and dominant sex appeal. But as much as Laura was outshone by my new mistress, there was no denying that she was an attractive woman, even dressed down. And in the situation I was in, awash with humiliation and desperate desire, I could feel that my cock was starting to swell once again through the damp fabric of Natalie’s panties. There was nowhere to hide. With my hands cuffed behind my back, all I could do was stand there exposed to their scrutiny.

“This is so crazy,” Laura said with a faint giggle, finally breaking the silence that had probably only lasted a couple of seconds but felt like hours to me.

“Maybe,” Natalie said with an indulgent smile. “But it’s fun.”

“I can see that,” Laura grinned. “You know, I’ve always wanted to do this. Dominate a man in bed, I mean.”

“And you never tried it?”

Laura shook her head, her blonde ponytail swaying at the back of her skull with her movements. She pressed her lips together, and I felt as though she was stifling laughter, a nervous laugh. I suppose I couldn’t blame her for that. It wasn’t like I was much more experienced at these games than she was. And I was the one being forced to submit. I was the one who had the most to be ashamed of, standing there handcuffed and humiliated.

“Well, I’m glad I could introduce you to it,” Natalie said, still smiling that gorgeous smile. “You’ll love it. You’ll never look back. I never did. Now, slave boy. Get on your knees in front of your mistresses.”

At Natalie’s words, Laura burst out laughing. But I didn’t. I didn’t doubt she was serious. After all, I could see the desire that shone in those gorgeous eyes of hers. So I did as I was told. I dropped to my knees right there in the living room of Natalie’s house, and not for the first time. And as I gazed up at the women from my lowly position, they seemed more beautiful than ever. Natalie in her almost innocent outfit, with only those wicked shiny boots to give away her true dominant nature. And Laura, dressed as casually as could be, her face shining with barely repressed joy at everything that was taking place.

“How do you get him to do what you say?”

“Easy,” Natalie replied. “There’s a part of them that secretly wants to obey. Even the strongest, most dominant man has a part of him that just wants to be told what to do by a pretty girl. Generally, it’s this part.”

As she spoke, Natalie moved on the sofa. I suppressed a groan as the rounded toe of her shining boot pressed against my throbbing cock through the panties I wore. Slowly, teasingly, she slid the toe of her boot up and down against the rapidly growing bulge of my cock, and in no time at all, I was fully hard. Only the tightness of her damp red panties kept my manhood from springing to full erection, and I almost trembled with repressed desire as I kneeled there, being so ably toyed with by her. It didn’t matter that I had so recently cum. This woman had me back boiling with desire again, absolutely desperate for her slightest touch. And Laura watched it all, drinking it in with those brown eyes, wide and round as they studied what was happening, as though she didn’t want to miss a single detail.

“Step one is to get him turned on. Like, really turned on. As horny as you can possibly make him. Tease him. Drive him crazy until he’ll do anything to cum. I mean anything.”

That shining boot continued its skillful work between my legs. Almost involuntarily, as if my body was moving by itself, I spread my knees wider, thrusting my hips forward, trying to get a little more contact with Natalie’s foot. But the dominatrix knew exactly what she was doing. The harder I pressed against her boot, the more she withdrew it, keeping the pressure light and teasing and constant. And the fact that she was describing what she was doing, narrating it all for Laura’s benefit, only made the whole scene even more erotic. Natalie was telling Laura, and thereby telling me, exactly how she was manipulating me as she was doing it. And that still didn’t lessen her power. More like the opposite.

“Once they’re horny, you can handcuff them,” Natalie said. “Almost all guys are open to that. They think you’re going to tie them up and then fuck them, so they’re not going to say no. So get them in cuffs nice and early so they can’t touch themselves or touch you. At least, not with their hands. Then, they’re even more helpless. Then you can tease them even more, and they can’t do anything to stop you.”

I groaned, and Natalie chuckled to herself. Laura laughed too. That foot kept on moving, demonstrating just how easy it was to control me, to get me horny and obedient just like Natalie said, and both women seem to find the show highly amusing. I didn’t. I was too horny to laugh.

“It’s also important to choose your outfit carefully,” Natalie went on. “Men are such visual creatures. Wearing something sexy is always a good idea. It helps to turn them on and make them weaker. And it can help you get in the right mindset, too. You’re going to be his goddess. It’s a lot easier to feel that way if you look the part.”

“You look amazing, by the way.”

“Thanks,” Natalie said, accepting the compliment with practiced ease. “But this isn’t what I was wearing earlier. That was a lot more provocative.”

“Wish I’d seen that,” Laura mumbled. Her eyes were still on me as she spoke, and a brief thought flashed through my head to make me wonder if she even realized she had voiced her thoughts aloud. Natalie paused. She was always in control, never surprised, but for almost the first time since I had met her, I felt as though she had encountered something unexpected. Still, she was way too skilled at being in charge to let it show.

“Well, maybe later,” she said. “I just changed because you were coming around, and I didn’t want to answer the door looking like the Queen of the Night.”

Tearing her eyes away from me for a moment, Laura looked at Natalie and giggled. Again, her laughter was nervous, the woman still unsure of herself. But Natalie had more than enough confidence for both of them.

“Once he’s at your mercy, it’s time to put him in his place,” Natalie went on, turning her stunning eyes back to me as Laura followed suit. “The panties are great for that. They make him look ridiculous, don’t they? And they remind him of his place. That he’s not a real man. That he deserves to wear girly underwear to hide his worthless cock. Well, my cock, I should say.”

“Oh my God, really?”

Laura looked astonished as she turned her eyes to Natalie again. But Natalie just nodded at the other woman before turning her attention back to me.

“Say it, bitch,” she ordered. “Tell Mistress Laura who that cock belongs to.”

“It belongs to you, Natalie,” I said without hesitation, while Laura howled with laughter. “This cock belongs to Mistress Natalie.”

“Oh my God, I can’t believe you made him say that! How long did it take to train him?”

“That’s the best part,” Natalie smiled. “I haven’t even known him that long. This is only our first date.”

“Are you kidding me? Your first date, and you already have him whipped?”

“Well, we met a while back at my stepsister’s wedding,” Natalie explained. “I was bored, and kind of horny. So I took him to the bathroom. I chained him to the toilet and fucked him. Then I just left him there.”

“Oh my God. You’re amazing.”

“I left the key so someone could free him. And I told my stepsister where he was. Is that what happened, bitch boy? Did Simone come and let you out?”

“Yes,” I said, making both women laughed again. The memory of my friend looking radiant in her wedding dress with a look of pure disapproval on her face as she uncuffed me flashed through my mind, and it didn’t exactly help the desperate raging of my cock inside Natalie’s red panties.

“That must’ve been so humiliating.”

“That’s the idea,” Natalie explained. “It’s all about breaking down their male ego. About reminding them what they are, a horny boy who can’t control himself. They come running back to serve you again. He did. You couldn’t wait to call me and ask me out, could you?”

“No, Natalie,” I agreed.

“Well, I can’t really blame him for that. You’re beautiful,” Laura said.

“You say that like you’re not. Believe me. You could have guys like this falling at your feet if you wanted to.”

“You think so?”

“I know it. Here, I’ll show you. David, why don’t you show Laura the respect she deserves as a woman? Kiss her feet.”

There was a sharp intake of breath. It came from Laura. But she didn’t say anything. She just sat there, her ponytail swaying as she turned her head from me to Natalie and back again. And I paused myself, but only for a moment. It wasn’t like I wanted to do it. I didn’t want to follow Natalie’s humiliating order. But I was well aware of how little choice I had. The woman was going to find a way to make me do it, one way or another. Besides, it wouldn’t be the most humiliating thing I had done in Natalie’s presence, at least. And although Laura’s sneakers were hardly the sexy high heels Natalie was wearing, although my stomach churned at the thought that she had worn them outside, I knew the only way out was the way through. So I shuffled forward on my knees and bowed my head and pressed my lips against the laces of the sneakers of a woman I didn’t even know.

“Oh my God! He’s doing it!”

“Of course he is,” Natalie said with a shrug that made her breasts bounce in the tight confines of her top. “Once you own a man’s cock, he’ll do whatever you tell him. You’ll see. David, why don’t you tell Laura how pretty she is? Why don’t you tell her that a submissive slut like you would be happy to serve a goddess like her?”

“I would,” I mumbled, raising my eyes to look up at Laura. She shifted slightly in her seat, squirming just a little. There was a glow in her brown eyes, and a faint flush on her cheeks, and my cock throbbed again as I wondered if this was turning her on. I looked into those eyes as I spoke, cringing inwardly with the humiliation I felt but knowing that was the whole point. “You’re a goddess, Mistress Laura. Any man would be lucky to serve you.”

“Oh my God,” Laura said again. But this time she breathed the words out in something close to a whisper. And now I didn’t wonder any longer. Clearly, she was turned on. Clearly, she was enjoying every moment of this, feeling the unfamiliar surge of power that Natalie knew so well. Laura had said she always wanted to dominate a man. Well, now she was, even if Natalie was the true power behind it. And I could see that Laura was getting off on it, getting off on the strange new feelings of dominance and control. It made me nervous, of course. Hard enough to serve Natalie’s demands and keep her happy. Two dominant women was more than I could handle. But I was also painfully aware that nothing as erotic as this had ever happened to me in my life. I had never been with two women at the same time. There was no guarantee I was going to get to do that now, either. But it was the closest I had ever been. I didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize what was shaping up to be an extremely sexy adventure.

“Take her shoes off,” Natalie ordered. Looking away from Laura, I gazed up at my mistress, sitting so regal and high above me on the sofa. Her eyebrows rose on her forehead as she waited for me to respond.

“Use your mouth,” she said in answer to a question I hadn’t asked. “I’m not freeing you. And if you’re going to serve me, you better get used to not having your hands free. Get used to using your mouth to do things. Like a dog.”

Laura laughed again at that. But I knew that Natalie meant it. Pressing my face against the other woman’s foot, I found the end of the laces and took it between my teeth, then pulled on it. The laces came free, and I used my teeth to pull on the tongue of her sneaker, loosening it before using my chin to push her shoe off the back of her heel. The whole time, Laura giggled, watching me work and enjoying the spectacle. And when her shoe fell to the floor, the only help she offered me was to recross her legs so that I could perform the same task with the other sneaker.

I did it. Finally, both of Laura’s shoes lay on the floor, scattered haphazardly from where they had fallen off her feet. Under the scrutiny of the two women, I looked up at Natalie, awaiting further instructions. She didn’t keep me waiting long.

“Take your socks off too.”

So I did. Laura squirmed again on the sofa above me as I pulled at her socks with my teeth, still feeling that inner cringe of embarrassment but knowing I had no choice. Again, she recrossed her leg so I could reach each of her feet, her bare toes wiggling in the open air once I had her socks removed.

“My feet must stink. I’ve been working all night.”

“That’s his problem,” Natalie reassured her new friend. “In fact, a lot of guys would kill for the privilege to touch your sweaty socks with their mouths. You don’t have a foot fetish, do you, David?”

“No,” I said. I didn’t. Although I had to admit, Natalie’s sexy footwear certainly had a powerful effect on me. And being made to lick her boots definitely pressed every submissive button I never knew I had. But performing this humiliating service for Laura was only sexually arousing because it was so shameful. In and of itself, her feet did nothing for me. It was the only the idea that I was being made to do something so disgraceful that I found exciting. Though somehow, that felt a little like splitting hairs at this point.

“Good. That’s even better then. Kiss her feet to show her you know that she’s above you. She’s better than you, just by being a woman. I want you to show her that.”

“Oh my God,” Laura groaned again. But she didn’t protest. And I leaned forward over her feet again, reluctantly pressing my lips to the skin and trying not to inhale as I did it. Her hands gripped the couch cushions as she leaned back, her eyes locked on me, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip. There was no doubt now about the arousal she was feeling, about how much it was turning her on to be served in this way. And that turned me on, too. It made it easier somehow to participate in the shameful game, knowing that at least it was working. It was arousing her, and probably Natalie too, another expression of her dominant power over me, another way for her to be in control. It was all my mistress ever wanted.

“This is amazing,” Laura said, her eyes shining with delight as she stared down at me.

“I know,” Natalie giggled. “I still remember the first time I made a guy kiss my feet. Makes you feel powerful, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah. It does.”

“No one told you to stop kissing, bitch,” Natalie said, addressing me. She shifted on the sofa, and I felt the sharp heel of one of her boots jab into my shoulder. Hurriedly, I returned to kissing Laura’s feet. Meanwhile, Natalie slid forward on the couch. Raising her feet, she rested them on my bent back, using me as a footstool while she leaned back on the sofa to watch the show. And Laura couldn’t stop laughing as I continued to kiss her feet, showering her toes with tiny kisses. It was an unbelievably humiliating spectacle, and I could only imagine that Laura’s feeling of dominant power was inverse to my feeling of total shame. If that was the case, she must be feeling very powerful indeed.

“You can do whatever you like with him,” Natalie went on as she leaned back on the sofa. “He’s just our little toy to play with. That’s the best way to think about it. He’s here to serve our every whim, no matter what that is. Whether it’s using him as a footstool or make him kiss our feet or… Well, anything. The sky’s the limit. If you ever wanted to dominate a man, now’s your chance. You can have him do whatever you want. Trust me, he’ll do it. I’ll make him.”

I kept on kissing Laura’s feet, knowing my task until I had further instructions from Natalie. And for a little while, that was the only sound in Natalie’s living room. The sound of my lips moving over Laura’s skin as I continued to worship her from below. But then, Laura shifted on the sofa. Bent over as Natalie used me as a foot rest, I craned my neck to look up as Laura took her feet away from me. And I barely even dared to believe what I was seeing as she sat upright on the sofa and reached for the front of her pants. She unfastened her belt and pulled down the zipper of her jeans rapidly, urgently, as though giving in to a pressure she had been feeling for a long time. As I tore my eyes away for a moment to look at Natalie, I saw the other woman smiling, pleased with the scene she had created.

Laura pulled down her jeans, wiggling her hips to free herself of the tight denim before sliding it off her legs and dropping it on the floor. Next, she took hold of her panties. I stared up at her, and she smiled down at me, pausing in her movements, though only for a moment. Then, she pulled her underwear down completely. And just like that, I was looking at the pussy of a woman I had only just met. I could see it there under the triangle of her pubic hair, the lips red and swollen and flecked with a faint trace of moisture that reinforced just how turned on she was. And I felt an echoing jolt of arousal racing down my own spine, making my cock throb even more urgently in the panties I wore. Laura let her underwear drop to the floor, and spread her legs in front of me. Her confidence in this new situation was impressive, even if I thought I detected the nervousness and uncertainty underneath. Like she was playing a role, and playing it well, but not so well I couldn’t see it for the act it was. Unlike when Natalie dominated me and it seemed to come so naturally to her that it was a part of her personality.

Still, that didn’t matter. The pecking order was clear. As the only man in the room, I was at the bottom. And Laura sat like that on Natalie’s sofa for a moment, naked from the waist down, her legs spread and her pussy on display. I waited for my orders. I knew what I wanted, and I knew that didn’t matter one way or the other. Just as Natalie said, I was there to serve their pleasure.

“Can he… eat me out?”

Laura turned to Natalie as she spoke, and that added to my arousal as I watched her. To have her ask the other woman, to have her so convinced that I was the property of Natalie that my permission wasn’t even required. And Natalie couldn’t fail to notice that fact, either. A broad grin showed on her beautiful face as she nodded her assent, lifting her shining boots off my back and sitting upright on the edge of the sofa to watch the show.

“Get to work, slave boy,” Natalie said, sweeping her blonde hair back from her face with a toss of her head as she gave me my orders. “Make Mistress Laura cum while we decide what else to do with you.”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I said, making Laura howl with laughter as I shuffled toward her on my knees. After all, there was no point denying the truth. The woman owned my cock and owned me and was able to make me do unthinkable acts like this. But as I steered my head between Laura’s soft thighs, as they opened wide to receive me, I knew that the truth was that this was exactly what I wanted.


9. Making A Mess

The taste of Laura’s pussy filled my mouth. I had met the woman only hours before, and now here I was, handcuffed and on my knees at her feet, reduced to a pleasure toy with no other role in life than to get her off.

And clearly, it was working. For all the shame I felt at my ridiculous position, I could take some pride in that. Up above me, Laura was moaning in pleasure, her eyelids fluttering, her eyes closed as she leaned back on the sofa. Her pussy had a different taste from Natalie’s, but it was no less delicious to feel it tighten around my tongue, to feel her lips tremble against mine. And I ate her out with enthusiasm, my own desperate desire motivating me to do a good job as I kneeled there between her spread legs.

Of course, that wasn’t my only motivation. Sitting beside Laura on the sofa, Natalie was watching my every move, and I knew she was the person I really had to impress. She sat there so prim and proper in her long skirt and sweater, only her gleaming patent leather high heel boots giving away the dominant Mistress she really was. And I wanted to remind her that I knew what I was doing with my face between a woman’s legs. I wanted to remind her of the pleasure I could give with my mouth. I wanted to eat Natalie’s pussy again, hopefully sometime soon. And of course I wanted to cum myself, too. But that concern was always secondary. After all, it seemed so remote, so unlikely, I knew the only chance I had of getting what I wanted was to pleasure both these women in any way they chose. So I kneeled and licked and worshiped Laura’s pussy until she was howling and squirming in bliss.

She reached out. Both her hands gripped the back of my head, crushing my face against her as she slid her hips forward. On either side of my face, I could feel her thighs trembling, could hear her bare feet drumming on the ground. I knew her orgasm was coming. This woman I didn’t even know was about to cum on my face, and I couldn’t wait. My cock was throbbing desperately in the wet panties I wore, alive with pleasure at the thought of what was about to happen.

Laura screamed out loud. Her orgasm tore through her, erupting in an explosion of wet warmth against my lips. I swallowed her cum as her spasming pussy spurted into my mouth, overcome with desire and humiliation and shame at being used like this, and still feeling a sense of pride that I had achieved my goal. I had been a good slave for her and Natalie, a good pleasure toy who knew how to make a woman cum. Natalie made no secret of the fact that she was training me, practically rewiring my brain to make it so that I would come to enjoy being her slave. And I really felt like I was more than halfway there. Kneeling on the floor cuffed and dressed in panties, being ordered to eat out a woman I had only just met, was easily one of the most erotic experiences I had ever had. And even though I wanted more, wanted some pleasure of my own, I felt at the same time like I never wanted it to end.

With a sigh, Laura released her grip on the back of my head. I sat back on my knees, feeling her juices shining on my face. Her eyes were still closed, her legs still spread, and between her shaking thighs, I could see her pussy quivering with the force of the pleasure she had just experienced. Pleasure I could still taste on my lips and tongue. She sat there panting, trying to recover herself, her hands gripping her own breasts through the sweater she wore. Her smooth brow furrowed with creases, an almost angry look on her face as she basked in orgasmic pleasure.

And I looked up at Natalie to see my goddess smiling at me.

She moved on the sofa. Turning in her seat, she lay back against one arm and lifted her legs. Laura’s eyes shot open as she felt the other woman drape her legs across her lap. Natalie crossed her feet at the ankle, smiling happily at me as she rested her legs on the shaking thighs of the other woman. And Laura didn’t protest. She just looked at Natalie, and then at me, her face showing the wild pleasure she had just felt, her bliss seeming to radiate out of her as she let the scene go on.

“What do you say, bitch?” Natalie prompted, those stunning eyes of hers gazing deep into mine as she spoke. “What do you say when a woman gives you the undeserved privilege of giving her an orgasm with your worthless mouth?”

“Thank you, Mistress Laura,” I guessed, and the smile that spread across Natalie’s face reassured me that I had guessed right. At the same time, Laura burst out laughing again, a sound of irrepressible joy bubbling out of her and still carrying the residue of the orgasmic cries she had been making just a moment before.

“This is fucking amazing,” Laura managed to say, shaking her head. But Natalie didn’t respond to her. Instead, she looked at me, those stunning eyes flickering up and down my body as I kneeled before her again.

“Look at your little hard-on,” she said. “I suppose you want to fuck her, too? Or me? Or do you want to eat my pussy like you just ate hers and make me cum again?”

“All of those things, Mistress Natalie,” I panted, making both women laugh out loud again. “I want to do them all, please. Please let me pleasure you, both of you, please!”

“Oh my God, this is unbelievable,” Laura said.

“It’s easy,” Natalie responded. “I’ve been training him to beg. I told him he won’t get anything that he wants unless he learns how to beg for it properly. Men aren’t the brightest creatures, but at least he’s managed to figure that out. I love hearing a man beg. And you know what’s even more fun?”

“No.”

“Not giving him what he wants.”

The high-gloss leather of Natalie’s boots reflected the light as she moved her feet. Smiling down at them for a moment, she turned her eyes back to me.

“You can kiss my feet while you beg,” she said. “Lick my boots. Polish them with your toe while you tell us what a worthless slave you are and how you’re lucky to be in the presence of two goddesses like us.”

Laura couldn’t repress her wild laughter as Natalie spoke. But I knew my mistress was serious. I inched forward on my knees again, pressing my lips to the side of Natalie’s shining boot. There was a bitter taste to the leather as I ran my tongue over it, but that didn’t stop me. My saliva shone on the glossy patent leather as I worshiped Natalie’s boots, and both women watched me, their eyes shining as they took in every detail. I could see Laura’s pussy still shining on the other side of Natalie’s feet, but I devoted myself to showering my goddess’s boots with kisses while I continued to beg as humbly as I could for what I wanted more than I had ever wanted anything.

“Please, Mistress Natalie,” I said. “Please, Mistress Laura. I’m begging you both. You’re both so beautiful, and I’m lucky to serve goddesses like you. I’m your worthless slave, Mistress. Please, please let me pleasure you. Please let me taste your beautiful pussy.”

“Wow,” Laura breathed, never taking her eyes away from me as I debased myself. “The amount of boyfriends I’ve had who wouldn’t even go down on me, or who would only do it reluctantly. And here he is, begging for it like his life depends on it.”

“A slave’s first duty if you ask me,” Natalie said with a grin. “It’s important to train them and teach them that their job is to make you happy without hope of reciprocation. Eating pussy is every man’s duty. If I decide to reward him with any kind of pleasure after that, that’s just a bonus.”

“It’s amazing,” Laura said, her admiration obvious from the tone of her voice. And for her part, Natalie seemed to bask in the other woman’s approval. She wasn’t a woman who needed anybody else’s approval to do the things she did. But clearly, having such an admiring audience in Laura only boosted her already skyhigh confidence even more. And although I hadn’t been playing these games long myself, I had a feeling I knew what that meant. The more powerful Natalie felt, the more dominant she got, and the sexier she became, to me at least.

Natalie moved. She swung her feet down out of Laura’s lap, her gleaming boots shining in the light with every move she made. Her high heels hit the floor as she put her feet down, then stood. I watched her skirt swirl around her as she stepped away from the sofa, my eyes tracking her every movement, knowing that whatever happened next would be entirely up to her. Extending a finger, she pointed toward the couch where she had just been sitting.

“Sit over there,” she said. “Put your back to the couch and tilt your head back so it’s on the cushion.”

I didn’t speak. I didn’t even have to think. All I had to do was obey. And I could feel both Laura and Natalie watching me as I shuffled toward the sofa on my knees, turning myself around to do as I was told. I sat down on the floor, my legs stretched out in front of me, my cock still straining against the red fabric of Natalie’s panties. I tilted my head back like she instructed, resting it on the sofa cushion, and Natalie smiled as she began to pull down her skirt. It ballooned like a parachute as it fell to the floor, and underneath, I saw at once without surprise that she was wearing no panties. She showed even less concern that Laura had at being naked in front of a woman she had only met that night. She lifted her sweater over her head, pulling the stretchy fabric off so that her blonde hair cascaded down over her shoulders as she tossed it to the floor. In just a bra and her sexy boots, she stepped toward the sofa, letting both me and Laura watch the movements of her incredible body. Then, turning, she straddled me, one foot on either side of my body as she faced by feet. She lowered herself down onto the sofa where my head was, I knew what my job would be. I gratefully stuck out my tongue and tasted her wet pussy as Laura sat on my face, her beautiful round ass blocking out the light as she used me like a sex toy.

Natalie positioned herself carefully. She leaned forward, placing her hands on the sofa as I continued to lick her. She lowered herself down onto me slowly, and I grunted as I felt the weight of her body on my face. But I didn’t complain. I couldn’t. My mouth was full of her pussy, my tongue already buried inside her, and it was all I could do to even take a breath that smelled of her desire, let alone speak. Meanwhile, I felt something prodding against my cock. One of her high heels, tracing the shape of my manhood through the soaked fabric and continuing to tease me with wild desire while I did my best to serve her from below.

It was cramped where I was, with Natalie sitting on my face. But I plunged my tongue into her pussy anyway, my nose buried between the cheeks of her ass, and I heard her sigh, and soon, she started to moan. My cock continued to throb and surge in the feminine underwear I was wearing, and her high heel continued to tease it through the fabric, giving me just enough attention to keep me raging with desire, but not enough to spill over the edge. I could feel another powerful orgasm inside me, just waiting for the right circumstances to bring it out, but for now, Natalie had no intention of giving me that blessing. For now, my only role was to serve her. And that’s what I did, while the juices of her pleasure poured down my throat like wine. While her cries continue to rise from her throat to steadily fill the living room all over again, our sex wild and crazy and never seeming to end.

Lost in my own little world of submission, blinded by Natalie’s beautiful body, focusing on giving her all the pleasure I could, I barely registered the shift on the sofa that told me that Laura was moving. But Natalie’s high heel lifted away from my cock, and a moment later, I felt something else. I felt skin against my skin, Laura’s legs against my own. And I groaned with desperate desire into Natalie’s pussy as I felt the other woman take hold of the dirty underwear I was wearing and pull it down. My cock sprang free, standing upright and proud between my legs. And I groaned again as I felt Laura take hold of it. This woman I barely knew, who I had exchanged only a few words with since meeting her that night, was now holding my desperate manhood in her hand. And it felt incredible. She stroked me slowly, but there was no need. I was already as rock-hard as I possibly be after everything Natalie had put me through. And after a few pumps, I felt Laura rise up on her knees, and I moaned again as I felt the head of my cock pressing against the slick wetness entrance of her pussy.

Laura gasped as she lowered herself down on top of me. I felt the snugness of her sex as the wet walls yielded to my invading cock, plunging deep inside her as she impaled herself on me. I felt her pussy spasming around my cock in the rhythm of pleasure, and although no one told me to hold back, I did my best anyway. I wanted to please this woman. I wanted her to enjoy using me as a sex toy the way Natalie did. I wanted her to cum, to feel again that hot eruption of passion on my body. Still, in the position I was in, being sexually used and dominated by two gorgeous women, restraining myself from orgasm seemed like an impossible task.

Laura’s body began to move. Her pussy slid easily up and down my shaft as she rode my cock. Sitting astride me as she was, I could imagine she must be staring right between Natalie’s thighs, right at the pussy I was desperately licking. That vision, the imagination of what I couldn’t see, filled my head as the two women used me, making my cock throb more urgently still inside Laura’s body, making her groan with additional pleasure.

“You really know how to use him,” I heard Laura say breathlessly, her words punctuated by a series of gasps.

“It’s not complicated,” Natalie responded in a voice that was no less dripping with pleasure than Laura’s was. “He’s pretty decent at eating pussy, put you know what they say. Practice makes perfect. He’s going to get plenty of practice now that he’s my slave. I’m going to have him begging to go down on me every hour of the day.”

“Amazing,” Laura said. “You’re fucking amazing. And you’re so fucking sexy. No wonder he does whatever you say.”

Natalie laughed, but her laughter soon turned into another moan of pleasure as I continued to move my tongue inside her, continued to press my lips against hers. It wasn’t easy to focus on what to do with my mouth as my orgasm boiled inside me and Laura continued to ride my cock, her movements getting more rapid and more urgent by the minute. But I knew that pleasing my new mistress was the key to getting what I wanted. So I ignored the crushing weight on my face and continued to eat Natalie’s pussy while she sat on me like a piece of furniture, her legs starting to shake as I performed my allotted task.

“This is so fucking hot,” I heard Laura say. “This is so fucking naughty. God, I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“We should do this again,” Natalie panted, and my heart leaped in my chest at the thought of it.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Laura cried out. And as she did, I felt her pussy tighten around my cock again. I felt her legs grip my hips more tightly, felt her body shiver above me. She was about to cum. She was about to cum, and I tried without success not to imagine how she looked as she gave into pleasure, throwing back her head to let out the wild cry of bliss I could hear rising out of her. Her pussy clenched in orgasm, tightening powerfully around my cock, and I hovered on the edge of total bliss, desperate for release. I couldn’t hold back any longer. My cock exploded inside this woman that I barely knew, this woman who was learning a lesson in sexual dominance just as I was, this woman who was quickly becoming a student of Natalie’s, just as I was becoming her humble slave. I poured all that shame and humiliation and desperate desire into Laura’s body while she shrieked in pleasure, emptying myself out completely until my body shivered in shock underneath the two women who sat on top of me.

Laura climbed off me first. My cock slid easily out of her dripping pussy as she rose to her feet, and a moment later, I felt the springs of the couch compress as she sat down beside us. Then, Natalie climbed off my face. I wasn’t sure if she had cum or not, with all the excitement of everything else that was going on, with all the powerful sensations of pleasure that shook me. But her eyes were shining as she stepped away from me, her cheeks glowing with pleasure, and if I hadn’t made her cum, I had at least made her happy. Turning to face me where I sat with my back to the couch, she smiled as she looked from me to Laura and back again. Then, a new idea seemed to occurred to her. I could almost see the lightbulb go off above her beautiful head as she decided what to do with me next.

“Stay here, you two,” she said. As though either of us were going anywhere. She stepped away from the sofa, heading back toward her bedroom. I watched her go, the toned muscles of her body showing under her soft skin with every step she took in her high-heeled boots. Her footsteps echoed through the house as she walked to the bedroom.

Laura sat sprawled on the sofa behind me, and I could hear her heavy breathing as she slowly recovered from the orgasm I had given her. I couldn’t even look at her. Once again, I realized the truth: that once I had cum, the shame of my position only grew greater without that same rampant desire to help me forget. With my desire dampened, though never fully eradicated as long as Natalie and Laura were around, I had more mental capacity to realize just what I had done, just what I had allowed these women to turn me into. The humiliation was intense. Though never quite as intense as the desire. And as I sat there in a room that smelled of sex, I didn’t doubt that it would be long before I found myself getting monstrously turned on again.

Natalie soon returned. When she did, I saw that she was holding something in her hands, a narrow strip of black leather. Walking toward me, she bent over me, her big breasts straining against the bra that barely contained them. I heard Laura laugh as she clipped the leash onto the collar I wore, then straightened up. Holding the leash in her hand, she tugged on it, and I felt my cheeks burning with more shame to be treated this way. But it wasn’t like I could do anything about it.

“Get up, slave,” Natalie ordered. “You’re not done yet. Get up on your knees so you can continue to serve your superiors.”

Laura giggled at Natalie’s words, but as usual, I did as I was told. Awkwardly, I rolled onto my knees, and Natalie pulled on the leash to guide me over toward where the other woman sat. Laura was still sprawled on the sofa, her face still shining with the residue of pleasure, her eyes still glassy from orgasm. Her legs were spread, and I saw she had taken off her own top and bra, completely naked now in the house of a woman she had only just met that night. Between those legs of hers, I could see her pussy shining with the mixture of our juices. And as Natalie continued to pull on the leash, standing beside me and bending over the couch, I realized what she wanted. She was pulling my head between the other woman’s legs.

And for the first time since we had met, I resisted. The thought of what I suspected Natalie wanted me to do turned my stomach, and I stiffened my back, trying to brace myself on my knees as she pulled on the leash.

“Are you disobeying me, slut?” Natalie said. There was more amusement than anger in her voice, as though any resistance from me was a joke. As though she didn’t doubt for a moment her ability to bend me to my will. For that matter, neither did I. But still, I somehow had some last vestiges of pride I had salvaged, and they insisted I put up a fight.

“No, Mistress Natalie,” I said. “I just — I don’t want to… do that.”

“I see,” Natalie went on in that same amused tone of voice, her eyebrows rising as she spoke. “And where did you get the impression that anybody gives a shit what you want and don’t? Looks like someone needs an attitude adjustment. See, Laura? This is what happens when you let them cum, when you let them have sex with you. They start thinking that they have a choice.”

Reaching for the collar I wore, Laura unclipped the leash she had just attached. Then she folded it in half. Stepping behind me, she raised one foot and placed her high-heeled boot on the back of my neck, pushing me forward. There was real strength in those toned legs of hers, and with my hands still bound behind my back, I couldn’t resist her. She leaned on me with all her weight, pushing my head forward, and Laura dissolved in laughter as Natalie pushed my face up against her pussy. The smell of sex engulfed me, my own juices coating Laura’s wet lips along with the moisture of her orgasm. And then, I cried out as Natalie hit me. The thin leather leash whipped across my ass, leaving a narrow line of burning red pain that was soon crossed by another as my goddess lashed me again.

“You’re going to eat that pussy,” she said, raising her voice to make sure I heard her over the sound of the leash whipping my skin and the sound of my cries of pain muffled between Laura’s thighs. “Good boys clean up their mess. Any time you’re given the unbelievable privilege of coming inside a woman, you’re going to need to eat it back out again. I don’t care if you want to. I don’t care if this is what you like. It’s what your mistress commands. So you’re going to fucking do it. And I’m going to whip your ass until you’ve eaten every last drop of your slime out of her pussy.”

By now, Laura was absolutely shrieking with laughter, as though this were the most hilarious thing she had ever seen in her life. Natalie didn’t seem to find it funny at all. For that matter, neither did I. But I knew all too well the situation I was in. I knew that Natalie was deadly serious. The blows of the leash kept falling against my ass, quickly turning my skin into a bright red mess of pain. But it wasn’t even that the persuaded me in the end, or not totally that, anyway. What convinced me that I had no choice, that I had to do what my goddess said, was knowing that if I didn’t, I might never see her again. And somehow, that was a bigger threat than all the pain and all the degradation and all the humiliation she could possibly put me through. Nothing, no pain or torture, scared me like the thought that Natalie might put an end to our crazy, kinky game.

So I did what she wanted. I did as I was told. On my knees on the floor of the living room of a woman I barely knew, the crazy woman who did whatever she wanted to and never seemed to consider the consequences, I bent to her will once again. I stuck out my tongue, squeezing my eyes tight shut as though that could possibly help, and for the first time in my life, I tasted my own ejaculate. I shivered with horror and shame as the residue of my sex with Laura slid into my mouth, but there was nothing I could do. The quicker I get it over with, I knew, the sooner this torture would end.

“That’s right, swallow it all, bitch,” Natalie growled behind me, making Laura laugh again. And the leather leash kept up its fearsome rhythm, sending bolts of pain through my body as she continued to punish me.

But that wasn’t the only sound in the room. As I licked Laura’s pussy again, driving my tongue inside to scoop up every last drop of my cum the way Natalie wanted me to, I could tell I was getting to her. Soon, she was moaning in pleasure again, the sounds of her ecstasy mingling with the sounds of Natalie’s blows against my ass to drive home the point that my pain was their pleasure. And when I had finally scooped out every drop of my cum, when I had swallowed every humiliating mouthful, Natalie kept whipping me, and I kept licking Laura, and soon, the taste of my own cum was washed away by another hot wet explosion from Laura’s sex. It was true. I really was their bitch. And as Laura’s orgasm anointed me in feminine bliss, I knew that this wild and kinky adventure had only just begun.


10. Coming Clean

Things felt different afterward. I suppose that’s to be expected. Certain things, once you’ve done them, can be undone. There are certain experiences that stay with you, that change your own perception of yourself. That was what I had that night with Natalie, and with Laura.

The two women put me through something. Natalie, especially, was an expert in breaking down my pride, and pushing me to do things I would never have imagined I would ever do. And somehow, I was able to find pleasure in them. The worst of them all, looking back, was when she made me go down on Laura after I came inside her. I was never going to forget the taste and the sensation of swallowing my own cum, mercifully washed down with the juices that poured out of Laura’s streaming pussy. But that wasn’t the end of it. The two of them kept me up all night, handcuffed and collared, using me as their sex toy over and over again. And it was wonderful. It was an experience so far removed from my normal life that it felt as though it had happened to someone else. But it didn’t. It was me, all me, that it happened to. It was me who did and said those degrading things, who groveled at the feet of these beautiful women and begged them for release over and over again. A release they only occasionally granted, and only under special circumstances. Only when they had already used my desperate desire to get exactly what I wanted from me.

Eventually, even their stamina ran out. When they had finally had enough, Laura got dressed and went home. But even as she left, I could see the new spring in her step, the new fire in her eyes. The night had been full of new experiences for her, too. And even then, watching her walk out of the door of Laura’s home, I got the feeling that what we had done would have a lasting effect on her just as it would on me.

Natalie finally uncuffed me, finally removed the collar from my neck. She let me stay at her house, but insisted I sleep on the sofa. It seemed like a strange distinction after everything we had been through, the necessary intimacy that kind of play demands. But I wasn’t going to argue with my mistress. Besides, I was dead tired. She had barely left me alone in the living room before sleep rose up around me like a dark wave, dragging me down into unconsciousness. I don’t remember what I dreamed. Probably I dreamed of her, and of Laura. All I know is that when I woke the next day, it took me a moment to remember where I was, and why. When the memory of everything that had happened came rushing back, I felt myself cringe with embarrassment and shame. But I also felt my cock, already rockhard in the morning the way it usually was, throbbing with pure desire at the memory of all the outrageous kinky sex we had been having all night.

But when Natalie got up, casually dressed in a T-shirt and sweatpants but still as radiantly beautiful to me as ever, she seemed like a different person. She was standoffish, almost cold. She wouldn’t even let me embrace her, wouldn’t let me kiss her. Instead, she told me I should be going, that she had things to do. And as she drove me back to the restaurant where my car waited, my stomach churned with the awful feeling that I had done something wrong. Maybe she regretted our actions of the night before. Maybe she regretted hooking up with me at all. I kept cracking jokes, kept talking, trying to assess what kind of mood she was in, but Natalie was almost unresponsive. I got monosyllabic answers, single words, nothing that would let me assess how she was feeling toward me. And in the increasingly long and awkward pauses between my words as she drove me through the city, I was forced to confront something I had already guessed the night before. That’s what scared me the most was not the punishments she might inflict on me, the dull ache of my whipped ass as I sat in the car seat reminding me painfully of what Natalie was capable of. No, what scared me the most was not seeing her again.

“Can I call you?” I asked as I climbed out of the car. Natalie sat for a moment in the driver’s seat, her hands on the steering wheel, staring straight ahead as she paused. And I waited in pure suspense, unbelievably anxious over her reply, as though nothing in my life had ever mattered as much as this wild woman’s next decision.

“You can try,” she said at last. As I swung shut the door of her car, she raced away, the expensive vehicle’s brake lights glowing red as she merged onto the road and dissolved into traffic. Almost as though she had never really been there in the first place. It would’ve been shockingly easy to believe that, to believe that she was nothing more than a figment of my imagination and all the wild things we had done were something I had conjured up in a kind of fever dream born of loneliness and sexual frustration. Except I was never that imaginative myself. I could ever come up with the things she had made me say and do. The proof of her existence, her reality, was a personality that I could never have invented for myself, and all my fantasies seemed pale and dull by comparison with the things she did to me.

I drove home in the cold light of day, my mind anchored to her and the memories of the things she had done. I masturbated as soon as I got home, reliving the memories of my ordeal at the hands of my two goddesses. Then I masturbated again. I had thought I couldn’t get my thoughts off Natalie after our encounter at the wedding, but now, after that wild night, it seemed a thousand times worse. Like she had implanted a thousand invisible hooks into me, like she had passed some portion of herself onto me to live inside my brain and rattle around in those dark and cavernous halls, gathering power and mystery almost by the hour. No matter what I tried to do, I couldn’t shake the image of her, and of Laura, from my brain. And all the usual distractions that I occupied myself with no longer seem to work. I couldn’t watch TV or watch a movie or play video games with any kind of commitment or concentration. Somehow, thoughts of Natalie always seemed to get in the way.

****

“She’s crazy.”

It was the first time I had seen Simone and Rocco since the wedding. Afterward, after I had had to leave industries after Simone freed me from the toilet when Natalie had chained me up, they went straight on their honeymoon. Now they were finally back, and even though I wanted to see my friends, I was nervous about it, too. I could still remember the way Simone looked as she freed me from my humiliating predicament. The way her eyes blazed, the look of disgust and disappointment on her face. But that wasn’t all, either. As sexually charged as that moment was, I remembered other things too. I still remembered the way her boobs heaved in the low-cut bodice of her wedding dress before it flared out into the full white skirt, the way her face looked with its professional makeup, and I didn’t want to think that way about my friend, and about my friend’s new wife. That could only complicate things. It wasn’t like I didn’t know Simone was a pretty woman, but I’d always been able to block that out. After all, she was Rocco’s girl, and had been for years. I’m not that kind of guy. I had managed to settle into a kind of brotherly feeling toward her, acknowledging her beauty without really thinking about it. Now, somehow, that seemed to change. I could only hope it was temporary. That my encounters with Natalie had plunged me back into the wild world of sexual desire that I had been absent from for months, and I was momentarily thrashing and floundering before I found my rhythm again. Or the woman had turned me into some kind of sex fiend. That was always possible, too.

What was impossible was avoiding the elephant in the room. It was impossible not to talk about what happened, as uncomfortable as it might be for me, and probably for Simone, too. After years of friendship, she had seen me naked, immediately post-sex with her gorgeous stepsister, and she didn’t seem to have liked what she had seen. So when I first went to their house, we played it cool. I asked how their honeymoon was, and they told me it was amazing. Rocco showed me a few photos. We sat down and put on some music and opened a few drinks, and before long, we were loose enough to address the issue between us.

“So what about you and Natalie, huh?” Simone began, injecting the expected but still dreaded question into a lull in the conversation. Sitting in an armchair in the living room, I froze. My eyes darted toward Rocco, and the faint smile I saw on his face told me at once that she had told him. I had wondered whether she would. And I had wondered, too, how he would react. He was generally a pretty easy-going guy, but still, part of me felt bad about the way I had behaved at their wedding. I didn’t have much choice, of course, caught up as I was in the inescapable gravitational pull of my attraction to Natalie. But that wasn’t much excuse. I had made a fool of myself at their big event, and I couldn’t blame Simone for being mad, and I couldn’t blame Rocco if he was mad at me, too. But from the look on his face, he didn’t really seem to be.

“Yeah. Well, look, sorry about that. It just kind of… happened.”

“She’s crazy.”

That’s what Simone said, sitting there on the sofa with her back to Rocco, his arm draped casually over her shoulder, holding her loosely against him. She was wearing a T-shirt and a pair of jeans with bare feet, almost the polar opposite of the glamorous look I had last seen her wearing at the wedding. I tried not to think about the body beneath those clothes, tried not to let her bare feet remind me of how I had worshiped Laura’s feet without even knowing the woman. I tried to focus on the conversation, tried my old trick of not even really thinking of Simone as a woman, or at least not in the sense I usually thought about pretty young women. But somehow, under Natalie’s invisible influence, the old tricks didn’t work as well as they used to.

“Yeah. I can see that.”

I was glad to see a faint smile show on Simone’s pink lips at those words. She had been mad on the day, but time had passed since then. Enough time to soften her attitude toward me while she spent a relaxing week abroad with her new husband. And I still cringed to think of what she now knew about me, and about what she had told Rocco. But maybe it was better to have these things out in the open. That’s what I told myself, anyway.

“I mean, I don’t want to tell you how to run your life. But if I were you, I’d stay away from her.”

“Why?”

“Because she’s crazy.”

Simone didn’t volunteer anything else immediately. Instead, she took a long pull from the wineglass she held in her hand, and I picked at the corner of the label of the beer bottle I was holding with my thumbnail. Waiting.

“God, what is it with you guys?” she said in exasperation as she lowered her glass again. Her brown hair was tied behind her head in a messy bun, and she half-turned her head toward Rocco to include him in her judgment before fixing her eyes on me again. “I swear, you’ll complain about how difficult women are, but that’s what you like. Those are the ones you go for. Like you can’t fucking keep yourselves from dipping your dick in crazy.”

“Well, everyone knows crazy pussy is the best pussy,” Rocco said with a laugh, and I laughed too. Scowling theatrically, Simone half-twisted in her seat and flailed at her husband, slapping his leg.

“You weren’t complaining on our honeymoon,” she said, and Rocco laughed again.

“I’m not complaining now,” he said. “I’m just saying. You might be a bit more like your stepsister than you realize.”

“Don’t say that,” Simone frowned, settling back against her husband again. She lifted her wineglass to her lips, but I found myself wondering if she was doing it to conceal a smile.

“She might be crazy,” I said, “but… she seems okay other than that. I mean, I don’t really know her. She’s a little bit… strange. But she is interesting.”

“Interesting?” Simone’s eyebrows rose as she looked at me over her wineglass, and expression of total disbelief on her face. “You mean she’s hot.”

“No,” I protested. “Well, I mean, yeah. Obviously, she is. She’s super hot. But it isn’t just that.”

“No?”

Simone was openly smiling now, teasing me. And why was my cock slowly swelling inside my pants? All this talk about Natalie brought back all the things we had done, I supposed. I hoped that was it. I hoped that was all. After a long period of boredom and routine, my life had suddenly got plenty complicated enough. I didn’t need any more difficulties and surprises to trip over.

But that’s what I mean when I say these things change you. You think, knowing what I had done, what I had been made to do and the kind of man I had been revealed to be, I would be walking around in a constant shade of shame and low self-esteem. And in one sense, I was. But there was another part of me that felt completely the opposite. Not proud of what I had done, of what Natalie had made me do. Not exactly that. But maybe not that ashamed, either. Suddenly, life was interesting. And knowing I had this new wild and kinky sex life, this secret from everyone else, made me feel like I was living a life worth talking about again. And Simone and Rocco knew that Natalie had dominated me, that she had chained me to the toilet at their wedding. But they didn’t know about the sequel. They had no inkling of the wild and crazy things I had said and done at Natalie’s house. And I didn’t want them to. At least, most of me didn’t want them to, anyway. But there’s always that other part. That strange part. The part I couldn’t explain, that I had barely known about until Natalie came along to show it to me. What had happened between me and her and Laura was exciting. And these were two of my best friends. I didn’t exactly want to share it with them in all its crazy details, but I didn’t necessarily want to keep it hidden, either. Two conflicting desires burned inside me, and even at that early stage, I sensed that was a feeling I was going to have to get used to it. There was another thing Natalie gave me. Nothing with her was ever simple. And it was never boring, either.

“No,” I said. “I like her.”

“What’s her favorite color?”

”What?”

“It’s a simple question. If you like her so much, you should know things about her. What’s her favorite color?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t ask. It didn’t come up.”

“What does she do for work?”

“She wouldn’t tell me.”

“What’s her last name?”

“Come on, Simone.”

“No, seriously. If you like her, you like her. But you don’t seem to know anything about her. So do you actually like her, or do you just like the way she fucked you?”
 

Behind his wife, Rocco burst out laughing. And I opened my mouth to protest, but I struggled to find the words. Simone had a point. But it was more Natalie’s fault that it was mine. She was the one that got all weird about it anytime I talked about feelings. She was the one who wanted to keep it light, who wanted to keep it strictly sexual. She didn’t seem to want me to know anything about her inner life. And I’ll confess that worried me. Simone’s words struck a chord in me, tugging at a string I never thought I had, like something I had been keeping secret even from myself, never quite bringing it into consciousness. Maybe it was just sex. Maybe I liked Natalie because of the way she looked and the way she made me feel. But I had been open about wanting this relationship to be more than that. She was the one who seemed averse to it.

“She doesn’t like talking about feelings and stuff like that.”

“Oh. So I guess you’re kind of the chick in the relationship.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” I protested as Simone and Rocco laughed together.

“I’m just messing with ya. But I’m being serious when I tell you she’s not like other girls. She’s actually crazy. Some of the things she’s done… Well, let’s not get into that.”

“Why not?”

I fixed Simone’s eyes with my own as I spoke. Honestly, I was desperate to learn more about the woman who had captured me so quickly, so easily. And if Natalie wasn’t going to tell me anything, I couldn’t avoid the temptation to turn to Simone as a source of information. Simone hesitated, her finger tapping on the edge of her almost empty wineglass, her teeth chewing her lower lip as she seemed to debate internally with herself.

“Just… Stuff from our past. Water under the bridge.”

She said nothing more. There was a sudden tension in the air that made me not want to press the issue. Simone shifted on the sofa, and Rocco withdrew his arm from around her, moving toward the edge of the sofa. He looked at his wife, and she turned her head to look up at him, and in that silent moment between them, I felt that all kinds of communication that was hidden from me was taking place without a word being said.

“I might go get the food,” Rocco said. “That Thai place around the corner?”

“Awesome,” Simone said with a smile. “Just get me the usual.”

“David?”

“Pad Thai sounds awesome, man.”

Rocco nodded. Rising to his feet, he stepped away from the sofa and walked across the living room, heading to the front door. In the silence that followed, I listened to him put on his shoes, grab his car keys and step out of the house. Simone wasn’t looking at me. Instead, she was still looking down at her wineglass. Suddenly, she swung her legs down to the floor and sprang to her feet, and the swiftness of the movement surprise me.

“Another beer?” she asked over her shoulder as she headed toward the kitchen.

“Sure.”

In just a moment, Simone returned from the kitchen, a fresh glass of wine for herself in one hand, a bottle of beer in the other for me. She handed me the bottle and sat down on the sofa again, curling her legs underneath her. We both drank without saying a word. I had thought the awkwardness was gone, dispelled by bringing my adventure with Natalie out in the open. But now that Rocco was gone, somehow, it seemed to have returned. All of a sudden, my brain felt as though it were running dry, and I had nothing to say. It seemed like Simone didn’t either. But someone had to break the silence that was only growing heavier by the minute.

“So you told Rocco about it.”

“Of course,” Simone said, a smile beautifying her pretty face as she finally raised her eyes to me. “We’re married now. We don’t have secrets from each other.”

“I guess not.”

“Why? Are you embarrassed that my stepsister was able to dominate you like that?”

“Kind of, yeah.”

“Well, you should be,” Simone said, her nose wrinkling slightly as she continued to smile. “But if it makes you feel any better, you’re not the first guy she’s done that to. Besides, lots of guys like that kind of thing. Do you like that kind of thing?”

“What kind of thing?”

“You know.”

I noticed a faint glow in Simone’s brown eyes as they quickly looked away from mine, and my cock throbbed as I thought of Laura. The two women looked very different physically, but there was a noticeable similarity in that look. That mischievous expression, that sense of excitement at embarking on a new adventure. Truthfully, whether because of the situation of constant desire Natalie had me in all four some other, more mysterious reason, I had never been more attracted to Simone than I was at that moment. And that, I knew, was a big problem.

“Being dominated,” she said quietly, looking at the couch in front of her now. “Being a woman’s little slave boy.”

“I - I don’t know,” I said, picking at the label on my new bottle of beer. “I didn’t think so. I never did before. But… I don’t know.”

“It’s hot when Natalie does it?”

“Yeah. I suppose it is.”

Simone snorted quietly to herself, a sound that was almost but not quite laughter.

“Maybe it just takes the right woman,” she said. “That’s what Natalie would say if she were here, I bet. That all men have that side to them that just wants to give up control, that just wants to be taken. I don’t know. Maybe she’s right about that. I don’t like to admit she’s right about anything.”

“You really don’t like her?”

“It’s not that I don’t like her,” Simone said slowly. “It’s just… I guess it was a bad situation when we were kids and we lived together. I didn’t want someone new coming into our family, some new girl I was supposed to act like she was my sister. And she is… The way she is. I mean, you don’t know her like I do. And you’re blinded by her looks. She’s a fucking weirdo. I don’t mean in the fun, sexy way. She’s just a strange person. She’s kind of hard to like.”

After those words, Simone paused for a moment. She took another swig of her wine, finally lifting her eyes again to look at me. Then she shifted on the couch, uncurling her legs from underneath her and sliding across the sofa until she was sitting on the end closest to my armchair. We were close enough to touch now, and her glowing brown eyes stared deep into mine, as if she were looking for something there. It was making me nervous. Not least because I had this wild sexual energy burning inside me, casting everything in a new light. Probably I never would have thought of Simone like this before. But now, it was impossible not to. No matter how much I tried.

“I kind of envy her, though,” she said. “Not just the way she looks. Although there is that.”

“Don’t be silly,” I said. “You’re beautiful too.”

I regretted the words as soon as they left my mouth. And Simone smiled, but didn’t say anything right away, and that only made it worse. It sounded and comfortably like I was flirting with my friend’s wife. And worse, that she seemed to be enjoying it.

“Thanks,” she said softly. “When I saw you in that bathroom… Well, I was pissed. Obviously. At my wedding. Naughty boy. Still, looking back on it now, it’s kind of funny. I mean, I know what she does to men. I just never thought she would do it to a friend of mine. But I should’ve known better. And you couldn’t help yourself. I mean, after all, you’re just a man.”

Simone’s wineglass clinked as she set it down on the table. Sitting back on the sofa, she raised both feet from the floor, and I almost jumped when she put them in my lap. Her toes wiggled as she smiled at me, and I hoped she couldn’t feel the way my cock rose at the weight of her feet in my lap.

“You can’t help yourself,” Simone went on. “That’s what Natalie always says. That men are so easy to control, so easy to manipulate. She’ll have you doing whatever she wants. No matter how humiliating and degrading. And I’m not into that. I like strong, masculine men. But I have to admit, having seen some of the things she gets guys to do for her, I’d have to be crazy not to be at least a little bit jealous. Having men buy her clothes and pay her rent and take her on vacation. Having them beg to do things for her like give her a massage or a foot rub.”

Her toes wiggled again as she smiled at me, and I swallowed nervously. The last thing I wanted was for anything to happen between us, and I still wasn’t convinced that was what Simone wanted, either. But the way her eyes were shining left me in no doubt that she was enjoying this. That in some way, for some reason, she was having a great time teasing me, reminding me of my helplessness. With her and Laura and Natalie all revolving inside my brain, I found myself wondering if somehow all women in the world are secretly in some kind of club. Even the most innocent-seeming ones, even a woman like Simone that I had known for years, was now revealing some hidden depths of strangeness to her. Then again, as Natalie had shown, I had hidden depths of my own.

“You just have to get them horny enough,” Natalie said, her voice little more than a whisper now. “That’s what Natalie always said. Get a man hard, and you can make him your slave. Is that true? Are you hard right now?”

“Simone…” I said, and stopped. Confused as I was, I didn’t even know what I wanted to say. I didn’t know what I wanted to happen. But my lack of an answer was an answer in itself. And as Simone moved her feet in my lap, I grunted as one bare heel touched the obvious bulge of my erection through my pants. She giggled, and I cringed with embarrassment, but as Natalie had taught me, that kind of shame only turned me on more.

“Oh my God, you are!” Simone giggled. “Jesus, David. I never realized you were such a little pervert.”

Abruptly, she swung her feet out of my lap again, recomposing herself as she sat on the couch. And while I sat there in a state of absolute astonishment and confusion, I heard a key in the lock of the front door, Rocco returning to the house with the food. Simone greeted him cheerfully as he stepped into the living room with a paper bag in his hands, and everything returned to normal, just three friends hanging out together and sharing a meal. But all the while, Simone’s words and actions were buzzing inside my brain. One more strange and beautiful woman that I felt I was never going to understand.


11. Telling Her

“Did she really? That’s… very interesting.”

Natalie’s gorgeous eyes sparkled and flashed the way they usually did, like two jewels set in that remarkable head. It wasn’t the reaction I was expecting. I don’t know what reaction I was expecting, to be honest. I don’t even know why I told her. It was just that the way Simone had acted last time I saw her was so strange, and it wasn’t like there were a lot of people I could tell. Certainly not my friend Rocco, Simone’s new husband. Simone had never shown the slightest bit of interest in me in that way, and as pretty as she was, I had always did my best not to think about her in a sexual way, either. She was Rocco’s girlfriend from the moment I met her, and I’m not that kind of guy.

But now, suddenly, I lived in this sexually hyper-charged world that I was not in any way prepared for, and it wasn’t just my newfound relationship with Natalie that was different from anything I had ever experienced before. Everything seemed different now. As though everything was now up for debate. Things that had once been sure and solid now seemed capable of change, of revealing new and unsuspected depths to them. I had to tell someone. Someone who I could even hope could understand.

But now her brain seemed to be working quickly behind those stunning eyes, and I almost regretted my decision. Natalie was the type to use information as a weapon, the same way she wielded her fearsome and unignorable beauty. And in her presence, I was always unarmed. Always trying and failing to keep up with a woman who was like no one I had ever met before, a woman for whom none of my previous relationships had in any way prepared me. As soon as I told Natalie what had happened between me and her former stepsister, I found myself regretting it. But there’s nothing more useless than regret. I had already done it, and wishing I hadn’t wasn’t going to change a single thing.

“Yeah, I think she was probably just joking or something.”

Natalie raised her coffee cup to her red lips, sipping carefully to not smudge her makeup. I had never seen her anything less than radiant, and I had never seen her unprepared. Even on the morning after that memorable night that I spent at her house, submitting to both her and to Laura, she had taken the time to get made up before hustling me out of the house and driving me back to my car. It wasn’t like she needed the help. The woman was unquestionably a natural beauty. But she had the kind of looks that suit a glamorous approach, her face born to be enhanced by makeup just the way her body was made to be draped in designer clothes.

Even now, as we sat in a busy coffee shop together in the bright light of day, she looked incredible. She wasn’t wearing her usual outfits, the figure-hugging dresses and sexy lingerie that so captivated me. But she still looked fantastic in a T-shirt and jeans, the simple clothes still fitting her incredible body as though they were made-to-measure. Even in sneakers, she walked like she was still wearing high heels, a trait I had noticed from the moment she stepped inside the café where we had agreed to meet. She turned heads wherever she went. And my head was spinning as I sat across the table from her. There was still that part of me that wanted more than just a relationship built around sex. But whenever I was around her, that part seemed to get quieter by the second. The woman just seemed to exude raw sex appeal, every move she made, every flutter of an eyelid or twitch of her brow speaking of passion and carnal delight. And for me, it was impossible to be in her presence and not think about the kinky things we had done together. Just being around her was enough to get my cock swelling inside my pants in the memory of the world she had introduced me to. It had been my idea to meet here, and I was almost surprised when she agreed to it. Natalie had no pretenses in that regard, seemingly no interest at all in pretending our new relationship was about anything other than sex. I was the one who wanted something more, or at least something else. But now, sitting across from her in this public space where she had to at least partly behave herself, where I hoped I might be able to at least partially resist her dominant charms, I found myself struggling to keep my cool in the presence of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, let alone slept with.

“I’m sure she was just joking,” I said, after taking a gulp of my own coffee. “Just fucking with me, most probably. You know what she’s like.”

“I do,” Natalie said carefully. “I do know what she’s like. You know, Simone has always struck me as being kind of… What’s the word I’m looking for? Repressed?”

“Repressed? Simone? I don’t know about that,” I laughed. That hadn’t been my experience. I mean, she didn’t have Natalie’s almost unbelievable sexual confidence. Nobody I had ever met before her did. If that was the standard, then everyone in the world was repressed except her and maybe a few professional dominatrixes.

“You might be surprised,” Natalie went on. “When we were younger, I’d tell her sometimes about the things I got up to. The things I did with boys. We were closer back then. We chatted. She would always get kind of weird about it.”

“Weird how?”

“Just… Weird. Interested, for sure. Maybe even… I don’t know. Jealous?”

“You think Simone is jealous of you?”

“I didn’t say that. But… Well, look at Laura. Look at how well she took to dominating you. She’s a little different, because I know she said it was something she always wanted to try. But she’s not the first woman I’ve introduced to the sexual power she can have over a man. Not every woman is cut out for it. Not every woman is into it. But I usually find that once a woman sees the possibilities, once she fully understands her feminine power, there’s usually no turning back. Once you’ve brought a man to his knees, it’s not the kind of thing you easily forget.”

Her little speech finished, she picked up her coffee cup again and took another sip. She talked about these things so easily, so naturally, even in public. I already knew from experience that Natalie didn’t much care who knew what she liked in bed. Besides, there was no denying that she took a certain pleasure from my embarrassment. I couldn’t stop her, of course, and I couldn’t stop myself cringing as I looked around the coffee shop, trying to see if anyone had heard us. No one seemed to. Still, I felt somehow as though there were eyes on me, as though I were being watched. I always felt that way whenever I was with Natalie. A side effect of her incredible beauty, perhaps. Someone always was looking at her, and it was hard not to feel the mismatch between us. Hard not to believe that people weren’t looking at the two of us and wondering what a woman like her would be doing talking to a guy like me. To say she was out of my league didn’t even begin to do justice to the gulf of attractiveness between us. And I’m not being self-effacing here. I don’t consider myself an ugly guy at all. I’d say I’m on the better end of average. But Natalie is legitimately stunning. If it wasn’t for her kinks and quirks, I wouldn’t understand why she was with a guy like me either.

“I guess not.”

“She’d probably make a great dominatrix, too,” Natalie went on in her regular voice, caring no more than usual about who might hear her talking. “She’s creative. That’s the main thing. If she could summon up the confidence, I’m sure she could have Rocco groveling at her feet in no time. Or any other man, for that matter.”

Those incredible eyes seem to bore into me now, watching me from over the top of her coffee cup. I gulped, feeling nervous the way she always managed to make me feel nervous. As I knew as well as anyone, she was capable of just about anything. And she was totally irresistible. Her beauty gave her all the leverage she needed to make her word law. Whenever I wasn’t around her, I thought of her constantly. But sometimes, in the depths of those thoughts, I found myself questioning my own behavior. I found myself wondering if I shouldn’t stand up to her more, if I shouldn’t be more firm about my boundaries. All of that melted away the minute I was in her presence. All she had to do was look at me, and straightaway, I started losing myself to her. Already, in that bustling café, it felt to me as though everyone and everything else was melting away. All there was were those two eyes, staring into mine, lit up with amusement the gave me both hope and fear. Hope, because I knew this woman could give me carnal pleasures unlike any I had experienced with anybody else. And fear, because I knew the price of it all. That these pleasures came at the price of my dignity, my self-esteem, my self-respect. And that it was a price I would gladly pay, over and over again, just for the privilege of being in her presence. Just for the sheer thrill of being so completely owned by a woman like her.

“I don’t know about that…”

But I was lying, of course. Lying to myself as well as lying to her. And Natalie seemed to see through me even more easily that I saw through myself.

“Oh, come on,” she said disdainfully. “Don’t act like you didn’t think about it, at least. You did have a hard-on, didn’t you? When my stepsister was sitting there with her feet in your lap, being all dominant. You thought about it, didn’t you, you little perv? You thought about what it would be like to submit to her the way I make you submit to me.”

There was a faint smile on her painted lips as she lifted her coffee cup this time, a smile of something like triumph. And of course, as usual, she was right. My desires gave me away. My cock, stubbornly throbbing inside the jeans I wore as I sat across the table from this goddess, gave me away. Part of the feelings of confusion I had felt at Simone and Rocco’s place, the feelings that had made me want to unburden myself to someone, anyone, You Might understand, came from the fact that the things she had said, the way she had asked, were undeniably sexy to me. Simone was my friend, and married to Rocco, and I didn’t want to think of her in that way. The way I thought about Natalie, the way I thought about Laura, the way I thought about most other pretty young women who came into my life. But as Natalie had so comprehensively taught me, what I wanted was never of primary importance. Not even to myself. Ever more inescapably these days, I was becoming a slave to what women wanted. And not just Natalie, either. As though submitting to her had made me somehow submissive to all women. Or maybe she had just awoken something that was always already there.

“You should be careful,” Natalie said. And now she was smiling openly, her perfect teeth showing in a wide grin as she looked at me. I could see that her coffee cup was almost empty as she set it down on the table, while I had barely touched my own drink that sat cooling in front of me. “The last thing you need is another dominant woman to serve. Am I not keeping you busy enough?”

“No, it’s not that,” I protested, but Natalie didn’t seem to hear. Already, she was turning in her seat, reaching into the small purse that hung from the back of the chair she was sitting on. Her hand was a closed fist as she removed it from the purse, sliding it across the table toward me. And I stared at it, my heart rising in my chest as I wondered what new game this cruel and crazy and undeniably gorgeous woman wanted to play with me next.

“Go into to the bathroom and put these on.”

Natalie reached across the table with both hands as she spoke, and I felt her warm soft skin against my own as I gave her my hand. She pushed something into it, some soft ball of thin fabric, and I stared into those smiling eyes, seeing nothing but delight in them as she switched so easily back into her dominant persona. Or maybe she didn’t switch at all. Maybe it wasn’t a persona. For all I knew, this was the real her. Certainly, it was all I had seen of her. Natalie always resisted my attempts to get to know her better, and maybe she was right. Maybe there really was nothing more to her than this. I doubted it, somehow. After all, nobody’s that one-dimensional. But it seemed like this was all she wanted to be. And I would have to be mad to argue with that.

“Then after that, you’re coming home with me, bitch boy.”

Those words, combined with her incredible looks, were more than enough to get my heart racing. Almost immediately, I had that strange feeling I so often had in her presence, as though I was slipping into a kind of dream world. A world where even the most outrageous desires and acts seemed somehow normal. A world where absolutely anything was permitted, except disobedience. I was going to do what she said. She didn’t doubt it for a second. And her unquestionable power was like a self-fulfilling prophecy. It was real because she believed in it. And because I believed it, too. Because after everything we had done together, all the things she had made me do, there was no way to doubt just how in charge was.

And of course, this was exactly what I wanted anyway. I wanted to get to know Natalie better. I wanted to peer behind the beautiful mask and see the real woman underneath. But I also wanted, like I had never wanted anything in my life before, to have sex with her. To play those crazy games she loved to play, to lose myself in the pure and complex pleasure of submitting to her. She didn’t have to sell me on anything. I was already there.

So I rose to my feet. I could feel her beautiful eyes watching me as I walked across the café, stuffing my hand into my pocket to disguise what she had given me. I hadn’t looked, but I felt like I already knew what I was holding. And I kept hold of the item as I moved through the tables, feeling again that strange dreamlike quality, that sense of unreality that came over me at moments like this.

In the café bathroom, I locked the door behind me and opened my hand. I was right. I was right, for all the good it did me. Natalie had handed me a pair of panties, different from the ones I had worn before, but no less humiliating. My cock surged in my own underwear as I stared at them. Intolerable, what this woman wanted to do to me. The various humiliations she put me through, the constant assault on my manhood and pride. But I loved it. There was that sick part of me that absolutely loved this mistreatment, that longed for it. That pined for it when I couldn’t have it. That was the part that responded so strongly to Natalie’s dominance, the part that convinced me to play along with these wild games, assuring me it would all be worth it. That was the part that was in charge now. That was the part that propelled me forward, into this latest act of submission, that had me pulling down my pants and removing my own underwear and stuffing my stiffening cock into the feminine garment my mistress had given me.

The panties were soft against my skin as I struggled my way into them. As always, the elastic fabric compressed my cock, my steadily-growing erection pushing them away from my body. The underwear revealed more than it hid, my erection shamefully exposed to myself, and soon, I knew, to her as well. That was the thought that kept me going, the thought that we were going back to her place to play more of these wild games. Just thinking about that, wondering what exactly this wild woman might have in mind, was more than enough to get my desire raging inside me once again.

Once I had her panties on, I pulled my jeans back on over them. I pulled up my own underwear and shoved it into a pocket, making an unsightly bulge that at least it might help to hide the bulge of my cock, throbbing desperately now inside the feminine underwear that struggled to contain it. I stepped out into the busy café, more than ever, I had that feeling that people were watching me. As if they could possibly know what was going on between me and the unbelievably gorgeous woman I was sharing coffee with. As though my shame was somehow written on my face. And maybe it was. I did my best to keep my expression painfully neutral as I headed back to the table when Natalie waited.

She was grinning, of course. She was absolutely in her element, perfectly in control, totally composed. Nothing made her happy than this, to give out orders and know that they would be unquestionably obeyed. She looked absolutely radiant as she watched me stand in front of her at the table, and her eyes flickered up and down my body, taking in the sight of me standing ashamed in front of her, trying not to cringe with embarrassment as I thought about what she must be thinking about me in that moment.

“Okay, let’s go,” Natalie said. “I already paid the bill.”

I just nodded as she spoke, watching her rise to her feet, unable as usual to take my eyes off her incredible body, even dressed in her casual clothing. Of course, she didn’t require any answer from me. She moved to the door of the café, strutting along with her customary confidence, and all I could do was trot along behind her, my heart racing in my chest, my cock throbbing in her panties, my mind full of wild imaginings and the fear that was rapidly becoming indistinguishable from lust as we headed along to my next humiliation.

Natalie’s car was parked a block up the street. We walked there in silence. Everywhere I looked, I could see heads turning to watch us go. To watch her, I told myself, not me. Nobody knew what I was wearing underneath my clothes, nobody but the dominant goddess I was addicted to. Any man watching would envy me being in the company of a woman like her. Maybe they were wondering what a regular guy like me had done to snag a beauty like her. Thank God they didn’t know.

Natalie climbed behind the wheel of her car in silence, and I got into the passenger seat. The engine roared into life at the push of a button, and she pulled out into traffic, leaving the coffee shop behind. The city streets were practically a blur as we swept through them, my mind ruthlessly focused on the future and everything it held. As always, I had no idea what I was in for, no clue as to what Natalie had planned. In every sense, I was just along for the ride, caught in the slipstream of this dangerously desirable woman. And I kept my mouth shut, knowing I wasn’t there for my conversational abilities. I was there, as always, to do exactly what Natalie said.

Soon, we were pulling into the driveway of her house, sweeping toward the garage that opened automatically to receive us. Again, I found myself wondering what exactly it was my mistress did for living, and Simone’s questions came back to haunt me. She didn’t believe I felt anything for her former stepsister beyond my admittedly insatiable lust. She, like Natalie, believed that was all there was to this relationship. Maybe they were both right. Maybe I was lying to myself, when there was no need to do that. Natalie was more than clear that she was perfectly happy with our relationship the way it was.

And as the car pulled into the garage, I was able to push those thoughts away. Now, nothing mattered except sex. Nothing mattered except pleasing this goddess in the hope that she would reward me with the orgasm I already desperately craved.

Natalie stepped out of the car. I did the same. Her footsteps were almost silent on the concrete floor as she made her way to the door that led to the house, and I followed along at her heels like a well-trained puppy. The garage door swung shut behind us, and as she reached for the handle of the door that led to the house, Natalie paused. She turned, those bright and beautiful eyes fixing me again where I stood, sending that familiar bolt of desire and nervousness through me as I looked at her.

“You know the rules, slut,” she said with a smirk. “Leave your clothes in here. Keep the panties on.”

I had to do as she said. In that moment, her power was absolute. She was the only person that could give me what I craved so desperately, the ecstasy my body cried out for. She was my gateway to perfect passion, to unbelievable pleasure. It didn’t even cross my mind to so much as try and resist.

Natalie watched it all. She watched with that sly little smile on her beautiful face, enjoying once again this latest example of her unstoppable power. It took only seconds me to strip down in front of her, and my cock was raging inside the tight confines of the panties she had given me to wear as I presented myself before. She looked me up and down. As her eyes locked onto my cock, my manhood throbbed as though in recognition of the woman who now owned it. And that thought, too, only increased my wild desire.

Natalie reached toward me. I grunted as her hand touched my cock through the fabric of the panties I wore. Wrapping her fingers around the bulge of my genitals, she squeezed, not hard, but firmly enough. Her touch was possessive, her fingernails just sinking slightly into the fabric of the underwear and the soft flesh underneath. Then, still holding my package, she turned and opened the door. She stepped through it, and I had no choice but to follow after her, literally led by the cock to wherever this gorgeous woman wanted me to go.

Natalie led me through the house, past the living room, toward where I knew her bedroom sat at the end of the hall. With every step we took, my excitement grew. Leaving me standing at the foot of the bed, she released her grip on my panty-covered cock and stepped away. I watched her move toward her closet, my heart pounding ever faster in my chest, wondering what new and deviant delights she had in mind for us. I was hardly surprised when I saw her produce a pair of steel handcuffs from the closet and stepped toward me. There was no doubt about to was going to be restrained and who would be free to use them as they saw fit.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered. And I did as I was told. The excitement was almost unbearable as I felt her close the steel cuffs around my wrists, and heard the locks click into place. Natalie tugged gently on the chain between the cuffs as though to make sure she had secured them correctly, but something told me she had had plenty of practice. Then, still standing behind me, she ran her hand over my chest. From behind, she pressed her body against mine, and it was all I could do not tremble on the spot, feeling her amazing body so close to mine, touching me, but unable to do anything about it. My cock surged urgently inside the panties I wore, and my breathing grew heavy as her hand crept over my chest, over my stomach, sinking ever lower but never quite touching the burning knot of need between my legs.

“My stepsister has good taste,” Natalie said, her voice loud in my ear despite her soft tone. “You are a sexy slave, that’s for sure. You look so cute all tied up and needy with your little cock throbbing inside panties, where it belongs. Imagine if Simone could see you now. Imagine what she would think of you. Imagine if she wanted to dominate you the way I do.”

“Oh God,” I groaned, and heard Natalie chuckle in my ear.

“Do you have a thing for my stepsister?”

“No,” I said, squeezing my eyes shut as though that could help me focus, as though it could help me ignore the way Natalie was trailing her hand over my body, teasing me, seeming to strike sparks from my skin everywhere she touched. “No. It’s just… all this. Domination. Submission. God, it’s so fucking hot.”

“Kneel.”

When the order came, it was delivered briskly. Natalie place both hands on my shoulders from behind and pushed me down to emphasize her command. Ever obedient, I dropped to the floor on my knees, and watched as she circled around to stand in front of me, as completely in charge as ever before. In her regular clothes, standing above me in jeans and trainers, her dominance seemed somehow even more impressive than when she dressed the part of the demanding dominatrix. Being dressed only in panties and kneeling at the feet of a woman dressed casually to go out to a coffee bar seem to remind me even more of my submissive status.

“I’m glad you think it’s hot. But honestly, it doesn’t really matter how you feel about it, does it? The point is, Mistress Natalie likes it. And isn’t that all that matters, slave boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I groaned. And my reward was the sound of my mistress’s bright and terrible laughter.


12. Punished By His Mistress

Natalie stood above me where I kneeled on her bedroom floor, completely in control. It was embarrassing, the ease with which she got me into these positions. There I was, on my knees, my hands cuffed behind my back with real handcuffs, the kind you can’t escape from. And inside the panties she made me put on, my cock was throbbing desperately for her. And she knew it. She knew how badly I wanted her, knew just how powerful my desire for her was. She had me right where she wanted me. We both knew that.

For a moment, she paused, smiling down at me like the summer sun. Enjoying her dominance, no doubt. Wordlessly gloating over her complete power. Then, she reached for the front of her pants. My heart rose in my chest as she unfastened her jeans, pulling them apart. The tight denim put up some resistance as she pushed it down over her hips, down her long legs, finally stepping out of the jeans to leave them in a crumpled heap on the floor. The triangular shape of her pale blue panties showed the outline of the lips of her pussy as she stepped closer toward me, placing her hand on the back of my head and guiding my face between her legs.

“Sniff it,” she ordered, and I did exactly as I was told. I heard her giggle as I pressed my nose against her mound, inhaling her scent with a deep breath. The warmth of her body and the smell of her pussy sent a shockwave of desire racing through me where I kneeled at her feet, my cock throbbing and aching for desperate release inside her panties. So close, and yet so far away. I longed for her with a desire that no matter how many times I felt it, always surprised me with its ferocity. With every breath I took, the smell of her womanhood entered into me, and already, I was an absolute mess of desperate desire. Moving my head a little, I pressed my lips against hers through the fabric of her panties

“Hey! Did I say you could kiss it?”

“No, Mistress Natalie.”

“Unbelievable,” she said. I winced as she grabbed a handful of my hair, tilting my head back painfully and forcing me to look up at her blazing eyes. She seemed genuinely angry, and disgracefully, I felt fear go crawling through my stomach as I looked up at her. After all, the woman had total power over me now. There was nothing I could do about anything she decided to do with me.

“How difficult is it just to do what you’re told, and nothing else?” she said. “You’re not here to think. You’re not here to get what you want. You’re here to serve me and do as you’re told. What is it you don’t understand about that?”

“I understand, Mistress Natalie,” I mumbled. “I’m sorry.”

“Not sorry enough.”

Still holding my short hair with one hand, she slapped my cheek with the other. Then, releasing her grip on my hair, she stepped away from me and returned to the closet. I could hear her rummaging around in there, looking for something, and my fear grew as I wondered what it might be. When she turned back to me, I saw she had a riding crop in her hand. She strode toward me menacingly, bending the flexible shaft between her hands, and fear bloomed inside me again.

“Please, Mistress, no,” I said. But that only seemed to infuriate her more.

“Shut up!” she snarled. “Disobedient slaves get punished. Bend over. Get your fucking face on the floor and that ass in the air so I can teach you the error of your ways.”

Natalie didn’t wait for me to do as I was told. Stepping around behind me, she stood on one foot and placed the other on my shoulder. I felt her push me down toward the floor as she extended her leg, and shifting on my knees, I leaned forward. Natalie shifted so that her foot was on the back of my neck, and I turned my head to the side as she pressed it into the floor of her bedroom. The weight of her body kept me there, my hands uselessly cuffed behind my back, my ass up in the air and totally exposed. And I braced myself for what was coming as I heard the riding crop whistle through the air behind me.

The sound of her whip cracking against my skin was loud in the bedroom, and I jumped at the sudden slap. The pain took a moment to arrive, but when it did, I grunted under her foot, feeling it spreading across my skin with a burning redness. But Natalie didn’t wait, didn’t give me a moment to let the pain I was feeling sink in. Instead, she struck me again, and again. Soon, her bedroom was filled with loud sound of her riding crop cracking against my ass, and with every blow, my pain increased. Soon, I was groaning in pain, squirming under her foot as I tried without success to get away. Natalie was grunting too as she whipped me, putting real effort into her blows, making sure I could feel every ounce of her displeasure in the pain that radiated through my body from my beaten ass. I tried to hold on to what little pride I had left, but it was no use. Soon, the torture became too much, and I found myself begging her to stop.

“Please, Mistress Natalie,” I said as the blows continued to rain down. “Please stop! I’m sorry! I promise, it’ll never happen again.”

“You’re goddamn right about that,” Natalie said breathlessly behind me, her words punctuated by grunts as she continued to beat me for displeasing her. “You’ll be lucky if I ever allow you within kissing distance of my pussy ever again. Now shut up and take your punishment like the bitch you are. Or would you rather I send you home and never see you again?”

“No, please, Mistress Natalie,” I said hurriedly. I was giving the game away, I knew, but in my pain and despair, I didn’t even care. That was what scared me the most, and if Natalie didn’t know that already, now she did. Even then, on my knees with my face pressed to the floor, my ass burning with pure pain, my ego trembling under this embarrassing assault, I knew that the last thing I wanted was to be sent away. That even this was worth tolerating if it allowed me to be in the presence of this beautiful and dominant goddess.

“That’s what I thought,” she said. “So instead, naughty boys get whipped until they learn how to behave.”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I breathed. And I kept breathing through the pain as she continued to strike me, accepting my fate. This was what it meant to serve woman like her. This was what happened if I displeased her. It was embarrassing and shameful and physically painful, but Natalie’s words seemed to sink into my heart with every blow of the whip that fell. She was right. I was there for her pleasure, not my own. And if it pleased her to give me pain, I would accept even that as the price for being with her.

Finally, the whipping stopped. Natalie was panting rapidly behind me, and I cringed as I felt the tip of the riding crop sliding over my skin. Traveling up between my bruised thighs, toward the obvious bulge of my cock and balls in her tight panties. She tapped the tip of the riding crop against my balls, and I squirmed under her foot that kept me pinned to the floor. She didn’t strike them hard, not hard enough to hurt. But the implication was clear.

“Who do these belong to?”

“You, Mistress Natalie,” I said at once, hoping that my quickness with a submissive reply might spare me further pain. “This cock is yours. These balls are yours.”

“Damn right. Stand up.”

As she spoke, she stepped away from me, lifting her foot off my neck. I rose up on my knees, then stood. Still holding her riding crop, Natalie went back to her closet. Taking out something else, she put it on the bed next to the riding crop, and paused to remove her T-shirt. I tried to look at the item she had fetched, but her breasts inevitably distracted me. Barely contained in a pale blue bra that matched her panties, they looked as soft and inviting as ever. And as I stood there, my ass burning from the blows of her whip, I realized that my cock had not softened even a fraction. All through the beating she had given me, I still desired this woman, still completely overwhelmed by her beauty and my own lust.

Natalie picked up some more items as she made her way toward me. I didn’t try to resist her as she fastened the leather collar around my neck and attached a leash. After all, it wasn’t the first time she had me leashed like an animal. Then, she sat down at the foot of the bed next to where I stood, wrapping the leash around one wrist. She reached for the panties I wore and pulled them down, and my cock sprang out, hard and ready and desperate for her touch. She pulled the panties down only as far as my thighs, just enough to reveal my throbbing manhood that surged in the air in front of her. Then, she closed her hand around it, squeezing the shaft slightly and digging her fingernails into the skin, and I groaned with a pleasure so intense it was almost painful while she laughed at my helpless position.

“All boys only think with their cocks,” she said. “It’s what makes you so easy to control. It also gets you into trouble. A smart woman knows she has to tame and train cocks to serve her. I learned that a long time ago. And I think my stepsister secretly knows it too, even if she won’t admit it. But maybe one day I’ll show her. Maybe I’ll show her how I’ve tamed your cock and taken it as my own, as a toy to please me.”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I panted, giddy with desperate desire as my goddess continued to hold my manhood in her hand. “My cock is yours, Mistress.”

“I know it is,” Natalie grinned, squeezing the shaft again. “And that means I can do anything I want with it. And since you’ve been letting it give you bad ideas, I think I need to punish it.”

Turning slightly on the bed where she sat, Natalie picked up another item. A small black handle she held in her hand, with several thin leather strands trailing off it. Another whip, I realized with a sense of mounting horror. A small one. And as she lifted the weapon with one hand, Natalie tightened her grip on my leash with the other. The thin leather strands dangled from her fist as she lifted the whip, then swung it down through the air toward my cock. The strands of the whip struck my shaft, wrapping partially around it before she pulled it free again. And I cried out as pain wracked my body, racing up and down my spine as I danced on the spot. The leash grew tight between us as I tried to step away, but there was nowhere for me to go. Natalie pulled on the leash savagely, reining me back in.

“Stand still,” she said, raising her eyebrows in warning as she looked up at me. “I’m going to punish you, no matter what. So you may as well take it like a man, or as close to one as you can get. Try and resist me, and you’ll just get more punishment.”

I panted as I stood before her. Stronger than ever, the thought of bringing an end to this crazy game arose in my mind. Surely, this time, Natalie had gone too far. No matter how beautiful she was, no matter how unbelievably sexy, I knew I shouldn’t let her treat me this way. But even though the thoughts were stronger than ever, so was my desire for her. My cock ached from the blow, but it ached just as much with the desperate hardness she inspired in it. No pain was ever going to change that.

So I stood in front of her again, facing to the side, my cock jutting out from my body, completely exposed and vulnerable. And Natalie smiled as she swung the whip again. She whipped my penis while I groaned and howled, dancing from foot to foot as though that could possibly alleviate the pain. And when she decided I had had enough, Natalie set the whip down on the bed beside her again.

“Knees,” she ordered brusquely, pointing to the floor at her feet. Immediately, I did as I was told. I dropped to the floor in front of her, my cock aching from the beating it had taken but still as rock-hard as ever. She was still holding my leash in her left hand, smiling triumphantly as she watched me obey her. Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed, and I could see the gleam of excitement in her gorgeous eyes, the same excitement I felt glowing inside me. I clung to that, the only light I had to guide me through this humiliating and painful ordeal.

“Now, have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie, I have,” I panted.

“And what have you learned?”

“That I’m here to serve you and do as I’m told. That I mustn’t do anything you haven’t told me to do, or touch you in any way unless you tell me otherwise.”

“Good boy! Maybe there’s hope for you yet. It’s amazing what a good whipping will do for a slave’s attitude, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie.”

I babbled the words without thinking. The truth was, I would agree to anything now. I had never doubted her power, but there could be no clearer demonstration of it than what she had just put me through. I was completely under her control, and the dull ache of my cock and of my ass only reinforced the total power this woman had over me.

“That’s better,” Natalie grinned. “But you should be careful. The thing is, I like punishing naughty slaves. It gets me really hot. So sometimes, I might just punish you just because I feel like it.”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie.”

My response was almost automatic. Natalie was shifting on the bed in front of me, moving her legs and spreading her gorgeous thighs just a little. Between them, I could see the front of her pale blue panties, and my cock surged as I noticed the damp patch of moisture at the front of them. She wasn’t lying; hurting me like that had turned her on. And predictably, that sent another shockwave of arousal through me, too. My cock throbbed for her as though she hadn’t just whipped it painfully, as though it had completely forgotten what this woman had put it through. And, still holding the leash with one hand, Natalie reached down with her other and pulled her panties out of the way. Her pussy shone in front of me, lips swollen and wet with desire, the most inviting thing I could imagine while I kneeled trembling before her.

“You want this pussy so bad,” she laughed. “That’s what you want, isn’t it? To kiss this pussy? To worship my womanhood, to worship the pussy that owns you?”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I said eagerly. “Please let me kiss your beautiful pussy, please! You’re a goddess, and I just want to worship you.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” she grinned. “All right, come on then. Get over here and do your job, bitch boy.”

Natalie tugged on the leash as she spoke. But she didn’t need to. Already, I was shuffling forward on my knees, eager to obey her command. She lay back a little on the mattress, spreading her legs wider, still holding her panties out of the way. And I plunged my face between her legs, desperate to taste her, desperate for that tight wet hole I could see gleaming right in front of me. I planted my lips against hers, kissing her sex passionately, and heard her chuckle as she looked down at me, enjoying the spectacle of the man she had just beaten now devoting himself with obvious enthusiasm to giving her pleasure.

“There you go, slut,” she said mockingly as I slid my tongue over her swollen flesh. “See? It’s not all bad. Do as you’re told and learn your place, and you get to eat pussy all the time. What do you say to your mistress?”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I mumbled, never lifting my lips from hers as I spoke. But Natalie cried out in pleasure, her golden hair spilling on the mattress behind her as she threw back her head and laughed at the ceiling.

“You’re so welcome,” she said in a voice that dripped with excitement. “Now, put that mouth to work for the only thing you’re good for. Get me off while I decide what else to do with you. You’ve stirred my sadism now, bitch boy. Hurry up and make me cum, and I can get back to punishing you again.”

Her words terrified me. But after all, there was nothing I could do. And as I ran my tongue over her wet lips, I knowledged again that there was nowhere else I wanted to be in that moment except right where I was. Her sadism terrified me, but it also made her the sexy creature she was. And my cock throbbed desperately, ignored and rejected, as I pressed my face against the dripping mess of her pussy, thrusting my tongue in and out, rubbing my mouth against hers and sliding my lips over hers until she was panting and groaning with pleasure. I felt her pussy tighten, felt her tugging on the leash around my neck, and I knew she was close. Her wet hole grew suddenly tight around my invading tongue, and my mistress screamed in orgasm, and I drank down the warm flood of juices that poured out of her body, slurping it up as though my life depended on it while she convulsed in orgasm on the bed above me.

Natalie side and lay down on her back. I raised my face from her dripping sex, still kneeling between her legs. Her pussy was still twitching and spasming in front of me, and I wanted desperately to kiss it again. But I remembered the punishment she had given me. I could see the dew of her orgasm shining on her thighs, and I resisted the urge to lick it up, no matter how delicious it looked and smelled. I hadn’t been given permission for that, either.

Natalie sat up. Her eyes were glassy with pleasure as she opened them to look at me, and I could see the faint sneer that curled her lip as she smiled down at me. Her cheeks were flushed, but I knew from experience that for a woman like her, a single orgasm was never going to be enough.

Her panties soaked up more of her juices as she let them slide back into place, but then, she stood and removed them. Rolling them up into a ball, she stuffed her wet panties into my mouth, and I received them gratefully, sucking her juices out of the fabric and keeping the taste of her radiating on my tongue. Then, she removed her bra, freeing her delicious breasts as she tossed it carelessly to the floor. Letting go of the leash I wore, she stepped toward the closet, and I watched her go. She pulled out a few items of clothing. A shiny black mini dress that seemed to be made of vinyl or PVC, along with the glossy patent leather boots she had worn last time I was here. She dressed quickly, sliding the dress on to her body before sitting on the bed to put on her boots. The flared skirt of the dress barely covered her ass even when she was standing, and slid even higher on her thighs when she sat. Her breasts swelled over the low-cut neckline of the dress, making my cock throb as urgently as ever as I gazed at her. Her blonde hair hung down around her face as she bent over the laces of her boots, quickly tying them up and transforming herself once again into the dominant goddess of my dreams. Then she stood. The light bounced off her clothing as she walked slowly toward me, her hips swaying with the motion of her steps in the spiked high heels of her boots. She picked up the end of the leash and pulled on it.

“Come with me.”

I rose to my feet. Natalie led me out of the bedroom, and the sway of her tiny skirt and the glimpses of her toned ass underneath worked to hypnotize me as I followed along submissively behind her. She led me to the kitchen, and the intensity of the overhead light made me blink as it bounced back from her shiny outfit. There was a large kitchen island in the center of the room, and Natalie led me toward it. Once I was standing in front of it, she ordered me to turn and had me sit on the edge of the countertop. Then, stepping down the side of the island itself, she slung the leash over her shoulder, pulling me down until I was lying on my back.

Natalie crouched, disappearing from my sight for a moment. I heard the leash rattling, and felt it pulled suddenly tight, holding my neck against the island. When Natalie stood, the pressure remained, and I suspected she had tied it off to something. Stepping around to my side, she placed her hand on my chest, gently rubbing my skin as she smiled down at me.

“Stay there,” she said in a soft voice. As if I had any choice. And she stepped away from me. I blinked under the harsh light of the kitchen that now shone directly overhead, listening to her high-heeled footsteps recede in the house as she returned to the bedroom, knowing there was nothing I could do to resist whatever she decided to do next. And her damp panties were still in my mouth, filling me with the taste of her while I waited for my mistress to return.

She returned quickly. I heard her footsteps beating out a more rapid rhythm on the kitchen floor. I raised my head as far as I was able to watch as she set a few items down on the kitchen counter. Picking up a strap, she stepped to my side and looped it around my thighs, pulling it tight and buckling it in place to keep my legs together. Then, she took another strap and draped it over my chest. There must have been unseen anchor points on the sides of the kitchen island beneath me, because I felt the straps grew tight around my chest, holding me down. In no time at all, Natalie had me completely immobilized, lying on my back on her kitchen island with my cock rising into the empty air.

She pulled up a stool. I watched her retrieve some black candles from the other kitchen counter and bring them over to the island, setting them down on the surface next to my hip. Then she sat on the stool next to me, a smile lighting up her face and her eyes reflecting the glow of a flame as she used a lighter to light the candles. Resting her chin on her hands, she smiled at me, looking more beautiful than ever in the gentle candlelight. I turned my head away from the harsh light overhead to look at her, my cock throbbing as desperately as ever as my mistress gloated over me once again.

“I like having you like this,” she said softly. “Helpless and at my mercy. Now, this next bit is going to hurt. But just remember, that’s what your mistress wants.”

She didn’t wait for a reply, and I didn’t make one. Instead, she picked up one of the candles. I took a deep breath as I watched her hold it above me, tilting it slightly. The pool of wax that had formed at the top dripped out, and I grunted in pain as it splashed against my skin. The hot wax on my whipped cock sent a shiver of pain through me, but it did nothing to dampen my erection. And Natalie laughed to herself as she wedged the candle between my thighs, just touching the base of my balls, the flame glowing menacingly above my cock as the wax continue to melt.

“Keep that there,” she said. Then, she picked up the other candle and held it above me. This time, she poured the hot wax onto my chest, holding the candle closer to my body so that the wax had less time to cool. I hissed with pain into the panties that filled my mouth, and Natalie giggled in sadistic pleasure.

“I told you I wasn’t done hurting you yet,” she said. “But you’re just going to have to lie there and take it. That’s what bitch boys like you do. That’s another way you’ll have to learn to please me. By being my pain slut and taking whatever punishment your mistress decides to give you.”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I said, or tried to say. The words were muffled by her panties stuffed into my mouth, but I knew she got the message. Natalie giggled again, and, after letting the wax regenerate in the candle she held for a moment, she poured more of it out onto my stomach. I winced in pain, and winced again as the candle between my legs shed a trickle of wax down onto my balls. I squirmed as far as I was able, but the tight bondage Natalie had put me in kept me pinned to her kitchen island. Totally helpless for her to torture.

She was having fun. I could see that in the way her eyes shone. And as she continued anointing me with hot candle wax, always choosing a new part of my body to deliver fresh pain, I lost track of time. I felt as though I was slipping into some strange state where pain was indistinguishable from pleasure, where the more cruel this woman was to me, the more desperately I desired her. Nothing else mattered. Nothing else existed.

Until a knock at the door jolted me out of my reverie. And Natalie paused, a dripping candle held above me, her eyes shining just like her black dress as she looked at me.

I looked at her. I didn’t say a word. Whatever happened next, I knew, wasn’t up to me, and Natalie had already taught me the error I made in having my own ideas about how these games should go. Silently, I begged her to ignore whoever was knocking, to continue this strange game that seemed to turn her on so much.

But my goddess had other ideas. Setting down the candle she held on the worktop next to me, she slid out of her stool, adjusting her tiny dress as she turned. And I turned my head to watch as she walked out of the kitchen until she was lost to my view, heading to the front door of her house to see who was there. All I could do, I knew, was wait and see.
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13. His Mistress’s Mother

From where I lay on the kitchen island, I couldn’t see the front door. When I raised my head as far as I was able, all I could see was my own naked body lying there in front of me, my cock rising into the air and throbbing in a telling sign of my desperate desire. And next to it, that menacing black candle, shining its light from a flame that bobbed in a growing pool of wax that I knew had only one destination. Natalie could hurt me without even being in the room. All she had to do was leave me here, with the hot wax dripping on my vulnerable balls, to remind me of my place in her life and my inferiority to her feminine power. My body was trembling as I lay there on the island, as turned on as I had ever been, and more helpless than I had ever imagined. And when I heard female voices talking, I wondered if Laura had been invited around to play again.

The front door closed. I listened to the sound of high heels making their way across the floor toward me; Natalie’s and someone else’s. With every step they took, my nervousness and shame grew. But there was nothing I could do about it. I was securely bound and totally helpless and gagged with Natalie’s panties so I couldn’t even protest, even if I wanted to. Even if I thought it would do any good.

Natalie stepped back into the kitchen. The light shone on the flawless black surface of her scandalous dress, and it seemed to find a reflection in her sparkling eyes as she looked at me raising my head from the island as far as the leash would allow me to see what new shame and disgrace I would be subjected to. And as my mistress made her way back toward the kitchen island where I lay, I saw who she had let in to the house, and my heart convulsed. I moaned in protest against the panties that filled my mouth, knowing it didn’t matter. Knowing that this woman had already seen my total shame. Knowing that my mistress loved nothing more than to share my complete submission to her with anyone she chose to.

I had never seen the woman before. She was around Natalie’s height, also wearing high heels that she strode in as confidently and gracefully as the other woman. This woman was older than my mistress, I could see. Deep lines branching out on either side of her mouth spoke of old laughter, along with the faint creases on her brow and at the corners of her eyes. And as those eyes found mine, a tremor raced through me. They were bright and startling blue, made all the more noticeable by the eyeshadow and dark mascara she wore to enhance the potent beauty of her features. I had never seen eyes like that before I met Natalie. Yet now, in the still beautiful face of this older woman, I was seeing them again.

“Oh, honey, you should’ve told me were entertaining,” the older woman said. And as Natalie laughed loudly, I tore my gaze away from the older woman to look pleadingly at my mistress before turning my attention back to the stranger again.

She had pale blonde hair graying at the temples, swept away from one side of her face to tumble in gentle curls over the other, stopping a few inches short of her shoulder. Her lips were full and pink, the same full lips Natalie was blessed with, that made her so bewitchingly beautiful. The older woman was wearing a dress, a dark blue dress that bared her toned arms but had a high neckline and a hem that reached down to her knees. There were black panels on the sides of the dress, and as she continued walking into the kitchen, perfectly balanced on her tall high heels, I could see that the relatively modest cut of the dress did nothing to hide the body underneath. She was outrageously curvaceous, her figure a perfect hourglass, big breasts pressing against the front of the dress and wide hips blooming beneath a surprisingly narrow waist. If I was going to guess her age, I would have put her in her late forties or perhaps very early fifties, but she looked incredible. Even very pretty women tended to pale in comparison to Natalie, but somehow, this woman held her own. Maybe because her beauty was so like Natalie’s, but in a different key. Older and more mature, but no less striking. More so, if anything. Because Natalie had the fresh faced prettiness of youth, a beautiful but almost innocent look that belied the devious and dominant mind behind it. But this woman had something else. In the sharp arch of her eyebrows, in the glitter of her eyes, I could sense experience. Maturity. Confidence. She possessed herself completely, and it wasn’t just her beauty that made her so striking, as unignorable as that was. It was the way she carried herself.

Natalie had the kind of confidence you could break rocks on, but if anything, this woman seemed even more self-possessed. And as she walked toward the kitchen island where I lay naked and tied up, she barely seemed surprised at all. Those startling blue eyes widened only a little at the sight of me, the lines of her face deepening as she smiled a broad and wicked smile with those full pink lips. My cock was surging desperately as I lay helplessly on display for both women. I didn’t know where Natalie kept finding these people, but once again, I saw that my kinky new sex life was about to get even more complicated, and even more exciting.

“Yeah, he’s a new boy I’ve been training,” Natalie said, as though there were nothing more normal than having a naked and horny man tied up in her kitchen. “But he can wait. He’s not going anywhere. Have a seat, mom.”

My heart seemed to start in my chest as the older woman circled around the island. Her carefully-shaped fingernails glistened in the light as she trailed her fingertips over the countertop I lay on, close to my body without quite touching it. And I wanted her to touch it. As ridiculous as it was to admit even to myself, as insane as I knew I would have to be to want contact with a woman I had yet to exchange a single word with, I couldn’t help my desires. And as surprised as I was to know that Natalie was this open about her deviant sex life with her mother, part of me knew I shouldn’t be surprised. You could see it there in the eyes, lips, the incredible body. And more than anything else, in the way the two women carried themselves. This was the original of Natalie, and a single glance at the mother was enough to tell me exactly where my mistress got the beauty and confidence that had so readily enslaved me to her.

At the side of the island, Natalie’s mother lowered herself into one of the high stools beside me. I turned my head to look at her, finding it hard to meet her eyes in the embarrassing position I was in. But the smile never left her face as she carefully adjusted her dress, crossing her long legs. Everything about her was poised and elegant. She sat in that stool like it was a throne, and her calm demeanor told me this wasn’t the first time she had been in a situation like this. My cock was throbbing desperately in the empty air as I wondered just how much Natalie’s mother knew about her sex life. I had wondered before where Natalie learned to be such a dominant goddess at such a young age. Now, enhancing my fear and excitement by the minute, I had a feeling I knew.

Natalie stood for a moment at the end of the island closest to my head. I felt her hand in my hair, and felt her push down on my forehead, pressing my head back against the island so I was staring up at the ceiling. She leaned over me, her own magnificent breasts swelling in the front of her shiny dress. I struggled against my own desire, trying not to be bewitched by her boobs and instead meet her gaze as she smiled down at me, her face seeming upside down to my vision.

“This is my mom Hannah, bitch,” she said with a smirk. “Mistress Hannah as far as you’re concerned. She’s a woman, which makes her automatically superior to you. Plus she’s my mom, which makes her as much of a goddess to you as I am. I expect you to obey her just as readily as you obey me. Understand, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I tried to say, but just like before, the words came out in a muffled moan through the wet panties that filled my mouth. Still, Natalie understood. She was enjoying every moment of this new humiliation. And I cringed as I heard Hannah laugh beside me, hearing the edge to her voice as she chuckled at the way her daughter humiliated me. And my cheeks burned with shame, but my cock only throbbed all the more, precariously close to the candle that burned between my legs to remind me that I had more pain in store.

“Mistress? I’m not sure I care for that title. It’s fine when you’re a young woman, honey, but once you reach my age, tastes change. No, I think this little sub boy can call me Lady Hannah.”

“Got that?” Natalie said. Standing on one side of the island beside her mother, she turned suddenly to me and gripped one of my nipples between her thumb and forefinger. I groaned in pain as she twisted it savagely, babbling her mother’s new title into the underwear that filled my mouth, and they both laughed at my performance again. As usual, I had no defense against her. As usual, there was nothing I could do except submit to the overwhelming dominant power of the woman who owned me. And now, it seemed, her gorgeous mother as well.

“Where did you find this one?”

“At Simone’s wedding,” Natalie said as she took a seat beside her mother. It was strange to see the two of them together, Natalie dressed in full-on dominatrix gear while her mother wore a beautiful but far more modest dress. Still, I was desperately attracted to both of them, and my raging cock was all the proof they needed of that. And yet they ignored it for now, knowing that they were in complete control as they chatted beside my naked body as though I were no more significant than a piece of furniture.

“He’s a friend of theirs,” Natalie went on. “Of Rocco, and Simone. I could tell right away he was submissive. So I took him to the bathroom and used him there.”

“You’re incorrigible,” Hannah said, but she said it with a smile. There was no trace of criticism of her daughter in her face or in her voice. If anything, as her stunning eyes flickered over her daughter’s face, she looked proud.

“Well, I was bored. It seemed like fun at the time,” Natalie said. “But now he can’t get enough of it. He called me up, practically begging to be my slave. He’s still in training, of course, but I’m relatively pleased with how he’s doing so far.”

My embarrassment only grew with the faint flush of pride that spread through me at her words.

“Of course he begged you,” Hannah smiled. “You know what these boys are like by now. They can act all tough and independent, but really, all they want is for the right woman to take them firmly in hand.”

One of her hands rose from the island in front of her. Rings shone on her fingers, and a delicate gold bracelet hung from her wrist as she reached out toward me. I held my breath as I felt her take hold of my cock, wrapping her fingers around it and gently squeezing before letting her grip relax again. I was trembling with desperate desire, feeling as though even that faint touch might be enough to make me explode. But not quite. And Hannah held onto my cock possessively without even looking at me, still talking to her daughter as though I was something less than human. A toy for these two women to play with, Mistress Natalie and Lady Hannah. It was almost too much to endure. Almost. But not quite.

“I don’t think Simone was very happy with me when she found him,” Natalie giggled. “I left him chained to the toilet, and she had to come free him.”

“You’re so naughty,” Hannah said, her blonde curls shaking slightly as she shook her head. “Simone never did like anything out of the ordinary, did she? Such a shame. Such a pretty girl. She could easily have men like this worshiping the ground she walks on. And that husband of hers is quite handsome, isn’t he?”

“Rocco? Yeah, he’s pretty cute.”

“He’d be a lot cuter kneeling on my bedroom floor.”

Both women laughed again. This was, by any metric I could understand, a thoroughly insane conversation. Even before I met Natalie, I knew there were dominant women in the world. But I never imagined that behind the closed doors of relatively ordinary suburban houses, scenes like this were taking place. And now I was in one, tied up and gagged and completely helpless to affect anything. Just a toy for two gorgeous women to play with.

“I was just about to order some food, if you want to join me?” Natalie said.

“I could stay for a bite,” Hannah said, and I moaned softly into Natalie’s panties again as her mother squeezed my cock. “But I really came over to get your help with my outfit for tonight.”

“Where are you going?”

“A yacht party with one of my current men. He’s a little old for my taste - almost my age.”

“Good in bed, at least?”

“No. But one of his bodyguards is.”

Again, both women laughed. And the way they were talking was so deviant, so dominant, so evil, that my cock surged with pure desire again. And Hannah, with her hand wrapped around my shaft, couldn’t fail to notice. Her startling eyes flickered toward me, just for a second, her wicked eyebrows rising on her forehead to make fine lines show temporarily on her skin before she turned her attention back to her daughter. But somehow, I felt that this was a woman who didn’t miss very much at all. Certainly not when it came to kinky sex. Natalie’s mother simply exuded sex appeal, and I would have felt that way even if she wasn’t holding my cock while discussing sex with her beautiful daughter. But the fact that she was continued to send shockwaves of outrageous desire through my body as I squirmed against my bonds.

“In fact, he’s going to see for himself tonight just how good his employee fucks me,” Hannah went on, addressing her daughter with an evil little smile. There wasn’t faintest trace of shame or self-consciousness in her face or her voice as she spoke. Again, she seemed more proud than anything.

“Oh really?” Natalie said with a smile, shifting slightly on her stool so that her dress rustled around her thighs. “You’re going to cuck him?”

“Tonight’s the night,” Hannah smiled. “I’ve been working him up to it for some time. Sometimes, I think powerful men are the easiest to dominate. They have that need to give up control in the bedroom to make up for always being in charge in the rest of their life. Well, he’s definitely going to give up control tonight. I brought some cable ties with me. Once he’s finished showing me off at the party, once all his snooty guests have gone home, I’m going to tie him to a chair in the cabin and make him watch while I spend all night getting plowed by his hunky staff.”

The women burst out laughing again. And again, Hannah’s eyes flickered toward me momentarily as she felt my cock surge in her hand. This time, she held my gaze. There was a sly, considering look on her face as she stared me down. Unable to meet her gaze, I had to look away for a moment. And Hannah’s smile deepened as though she had won something.

“You know, your little boy toy here is getting pretty excited listening to us talk,” she said to her daughter, although her eyes never left me. “Maybe he wants to watch me fuck, too. Or maybe he wants to watch you fuck, honey. I mean, it’s only fair. This isn’t exactly the greatest cock I’ve ever seen. My daughter deserves better. Besides, nothing puts a submissive in his place like seeing another man get what he wants more than anything.”

“I could see that,” Natalie smiled, and I felt her eyes on me now as well as her mother’s as she sat upright in her stool. “But we haven’t gone down that road yet.”

“Well, there’s no point beating around the bush,” Hannah said. As she spoke, she released her grip on my shaft, and I almost sighed in disappointment to feel her touch slip away. But that disappointment was immediately replaced by a burst of fear as she picked up the candle I held between my thighs carefully, the pool of black wax wobbling just beneath the bobbing flame as she held it above me.

“What have I always taught you? It’s crucial to put boys like this in their place. Men need to know where they belong: groveling at the feet of women like us. Worshiping us like the goddesses we are.”

And, still smiling, beautiful Hannah tipped the candle over. Hot black wax splattered against my cock and balls, and I cried out in pain, struggling pointlessly against the straps that held me down. There was nowhere to go. And Hannah took her time, moving the candle as she drizzled the wax all over my genitals and thighs, making sure I felt its painful heat on as much of my skin as she could cover. When the melted wax was all gone, she thrust the candle back between my thighs, looking thoroughly pleased with herself as she smiled down at me. My chest rose and fell as far as the tight strap would allow as I breathed, trying to process the pain. But one factor was undeniable. My cock was still as rockhard as ever, despite the pain that radiated now through my body.

“Oh, he’s learning,” Natalie chuckled. “So what are you going to wear? Actually, hold on a second. Let me order some food.”

Natalie slid out of her stool, her high heels echoing in a rapid beat she strode across the kitchen floor to get her phone. When she was gone, Hannah turned to me. I lay panting beneath her as she extended her hand and touched my cock once again, this time running a single fingernail up and down my twitching shaft. She gazed at me with her chin supported on her other hand, her elbow on the island beside me, a thoughtful and amused expression on her striking face. Her slightest touch was enough to get me trembling and squirming, and she knew it. It seemed to confirm what she already knew, what she seemed to assume: that any man in the world would consider himself lucky to be with her.

She wasn’t wrong. I had never been so attracted to a woman her age before. And with the exception of Natalie, it was hard to remember a time I had been attracted more to any woman of any age. Hannah’s beauty was regal, seductive, and untouchable. Certainly for me, anyway. Of course, that only made her more desirable. Somehow, the title Lady Hannah seemed to suit her. If Natalie was a princess, her mother was undoubtedly the beautiful and dominant queen I had never known I wanted.

“You have no idea what you’re in for, do you, slave?” She spoke the words softly and slowly, as though she liked the way they felt as they passed her voluminous lips. “My daughter is going to fuck you up in ways you can’t even imagine. And when she finally grows bored of you and discards you, you’ll spend the rest of your life pining to be where you are right now. Her plaything. Her toy. An object for women to use. This is right where you belong. Isn’t it, slut?”

Hannah’s beautiful face changed as she reached out with her hand from my cock once again. This time, she sunk all four of her fingernails and her thumb into the shaft, making me groan with pain into the panties that filled my mouth.

“Yes, Lady Hannah,” I mumbled into her daughter’s underwear. Hannah smiled as she relinquished her grip.

Natalie’s high heeled boots echoed on the kitchen floor as she walked back toward the island.

“Food’s on its way,” she said, and Hannah smiled up at her daughter as she turned her head toward her.

“Thanks, honey. Horny boy, isn’t he?”

“Aren’t they all?” Natalie said, making her mother laugh again.

“I suppose so. But it’s not the same once they get old. Older cock doesn’t get this hard, or stay this hard for long. You start to miss it after a while.”

“That’s why you have your bodyguard, isn’t it?”

“And not just him, either,” Hannah grinned. And as she turned those glowing eyes back on me, I didn’t doubt it. I didn’t doubt this woman could get any lover she wanted, that she could seduce any man on the planet with her mature beauty and her dominant personality. If this was what Natalie could look forward to becoming in later years, I could see that she would be every bit the unstoppable force that her mother already was. I still couldn’t decide whether it was incredible good luck or bad luck that had brought me into this world of domination and submission, that had made me Natalie’s slave. But lying there on the kitchen island at the mercy of these two goddesses, I couldn’t bring myself to regret a single moment of it.

When the food arrived, Natalie went to answer the door. I watched her go out of the kitchen, watched that sexy dress swaying around her thighs with every long-legged step she took, knowing the deliveryman was in for a treat when he saw her. She had no shame about that kind of thing at all. Smiling, her mother stared after her, still supporting her chin on one hand. Together, we listened to the exchange as the young woman opened the door, and we could tell at once that her beauty and sex appeal had completely overthrown the lucky delivery guy.

“Uh – h-here’s your food, ma’am,” we heard him say, along with the rustle of a paper bag being handed over.

“Ma’am? Do I look like a ma’am to you?”

Beside me, I heard Hannah chuckle at her daughter’s words.

“No – I didn’t – I didn’t mean…”

“I prefer something a little sexier, personally. Like Mistress. Why don’t you call me Mistress?”

“Are you kidding me?”

Natalie didn’t answer. For an awkward moment, there was nothing but silence from the front door. Hannah’s hand rested on my wax covered thigh, lightly gripping my leg with excitement as she listened.

“Mistress…” We heard the deliveryman say, and Hannah’s fingers squeezed my thigh even tighter.

“Not like that. Here. Hand me the bag and say it properly.”

There was another rustle of paper as the food was handed over.

“Here you go… Mistress.”

“That’s better.”

Abruptly, Hannah sprang up from her seat. I watched her blue dress swaying around her legs as she hurried across the kitchen, her high heels clicking rhythmically as she joined her daughter by the open door. I couldn’t see what the deliveryman was seeing, but I could imagine it with unbelievable clarity. These two beautiful women were standing in front of him, pushing every person of desire that every man carries around inside him. There was no resisting either of them. I was proof of that.

“Is there a problem here, honey?”

“No,” Natalie said. “Just teaching him the proper way to address a woman.”

“Maybe we should invite him inside to teach him the error of his ways. What do you think, delivery boy? Think you could handle a lesson in respect from me and my daughter?”

“Holy…yes,” the deliveryman said through a throat that was suddenly dry, and I heard both women laugh at his response. Helpless on the kitchen island, I trembled in shock at the thought of what might happen next, and Hannah’s words about taking lovers and making other men watch were ringing inside my head as my heart hammered in my chest. There was nothing I could do to stop them. And I suspected both women wanted me to know that, knowing I was listening to them toying with this new victim.

“Not so fast,” Hannah said. “First, we need to know you’ve learned your lesson. You need to apologize to my daughter before we’ll let you in.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

The deliveryman didn’t even hesitate. Nor would I, in his position.

“Not like that,” Hannah said. “Get down on your knees. That’s right. Do it. Quickly, before someone sees.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Hmmmm, I don’t know. What do you think, honey? Was that a convincing enough apology to let him inside and play with us?”

“I don’t think so,” I heard Natalie say. “Maybe if he kissed my boots I might believe him.”

“You heard your Mistress, delivery boy,” Hannah said. “Hurry up. Just one little kiss, on each of my daughter’s boots. Then we’ll know you’ve learned your place, and maybe deserve to come inside.”

There was another heavy pause. It took virtually no mental effort at all to put myself in the position of the delivery guy, completely overcome by the beauty and sex appeal of these two women. I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist in his situation. So when I heard the women laugh again, I knew he had submitted to their kinky will.

“That’s better,” Hannah said. “Now I actually believe you really have learned your place.”

“Yeah,” Natalie agreed. “Unfortunately for you, I’ve got enough slaves as it is. Bye.”

The front door of the house closed, and both women burst out laughing again. I heard the rapid clicking of their high heels as they moved back toward me in the kitchen, carrying the food with them.

“Oh my God, the look on his face,” Hannah said as she took a seat beside the island again. Smiling, Natalie pulled containers of food out of the bag and set them up in front of her mother and herself.

“I know. Too easy,” Natalie smirked. And, laughing together, their feminine power and beauty completely unchallenged by anything that had happened to them that night, the two women chatted over dinner while I lay naked and horny and frustrated right in front of them, an ignored tease toy for their devilish amusement.


14. Dominated by Mother and Daughter

It was a strange feeling, to say the least. To lie there, tied down to Natalie’s kitchen island, feeling almost like part of the meal they were enjoying as they ate over me. And they knew as well as I did that I wanted nothing more than to be devoured. Natalie and her mother were two of the most beautiful women I ever seen. Combined with their dominant attitudes and imaginations, it was impossible not to desire them both.

And impossible, in the situation I was in, to have either of them. For now, I was practically an ornament, almost a piece of furniture. The women talked among themselves as they ate, never addressing me. And no matter how much my body longed for their touch, they didn’t touch me either. From time to time, a stray drop of wax would fall from the top of the candle between my thighs, and I would hiss in pain as I felt its warmth on my balls, but that was all. The women didn’t even react to that, beyond the odd smiling glance in my direction. I knew there were getting off on the power they had over me. I knew they were getting off on making me feel pain without needing to put in any effort themselves. But they gave no sign of it. While they ate, they acted as if there was nothing more normal than this.

Once the meal was over, Natalie rose to her feet. She gathered up the food containers and strode across the kitchen to throw them in the trash. Then she returned to the kitchen island where I was a prisoner. I listened as she crouched down at the end where my head was, watching her mother watching her. And I felt the leash around my neck grow slack as Natalie unfastened it from wherever it had been tied.

“Here, mom,” she said, handing the end of the leash to Hannah. “Hold onto him.”

“Of course,” Hannah grinned. I felt her tug lightly on the leash as she smiled at me, and something told me this was far from the first time a woman like her had a man like me in a position like this.

Meanwhile, Natalie moved around the kitchen island, releasing the straps that held me down. When I was untied, she blew out the candle rising between my thighs and set it aside. Her mother just watched, those gorgeous bright blue eyes the two of them shared studying every move as Natalie freed me. But my hands were still cuffed behind my back as the younger woman grabbed the same leash her mother held closer to my collar and used it to pull me up into a sitting position. Holding me there for moment, she turned toward Hannah.

“I guess we should get you ready for your party,” Natalie said. “Bitch boy here can watch and dream about what he’ll never have.”

“Sounds good to me,” Hannah smiled. Natalie released her hold on the leash, and Hannah stood, rising easily from her stool at the side of the island. Tugging again on the leash, she turned her back on me, heading to the door of the kitchen. I had no choice but to hurry after her, sliding awkwardly over the kitchen island and dropping to my feet as the leash grew tight between us.

Seen from behind as she led me along like a pet, Hannah’s body was no less desperately desirable than that of her daughter. Her dress clung to her every regal curve, keeping my desire boiling inside me as I shuffled along helplessly behind her on the end of the leash she held. And Hannah strode along as though there were nothing more normal, as though it were her natural right to control me in this way. Maybe it was. Behind us, I heard Natalie following, her high heels making her every step echo on the floor. Together, they led me to my mistress’s bedroom, and my heart raced in my chest. I barely even dared to hope for what I wanted, some sexual contact with either or both of these incredible beauties. And Hannah’s smile as she stopped at the foot of the bed and turned to look at me, the leash growing slack between us as she took a step toward me, was enough to make me tremble where I stood in front of her.

“Poor little horny boy,” she said, and I gasped into her daughter’s panties as she squeezed my cock again. The black wax from the candle that she had poured on me had hardened into a solid crust on my genitals, and I felt it cracking as she squeezed.

“You’ll never get to fuck a woman like me,” she said in a soft voice, leaning even closer to me so that the smell of her perfume overwhelmed me. Her lips were right next my ear as she spoke, her words echoing in my brain as she held onto my cock. “You’re not even worthy to worship the ground my daughter walks on. You should count yourself lucky that she even allows you to be in her house and serve as her little tease toy.”

“Yes, Lady Hannah,” I mumbled into Natalie’s panties, my eyes practically rolling as I did. I was losing myself completely in the beautiful agony of submission to these women, in the deep frustration that radiated through my whole being and paradoxically only made me want to serve them even more. And they knew it. I had a feeling there was nothing I could think or feel that these women had not already anticipated. This was all new and incredibly exciting for me, but judging by Hannah’s lack of surprise to find her daughter with a naked man tied up and humiliated in her house, I could tell the two of them had been through this dance, or one like it, many times before.

“On your knees,” Natalie ordered from behind me. Hannah smirked down at me as I lowered myself to the floor, still holding the leash attached to the collar I wore. She looked even more regal as I gazed up at her from this lowly position, the darkness under her dress calling to me and making my cock throb and ache to her touch while she stood above me with one hand on her hip, enjoying the spectacle of my complete submission to her daughter’s will.

“At least he does as he’s told.”

“Sometimes,” Natalie snorted. “I had to punish him pretty severely today. But he’s been on his best behavior ever since. Which is good, if he doesn’t want his worthless little cock whipped again.”

“Yeah, I love punishing their manhood directly,” Hannah said, smirking down at me as she spoke. “Nothing puts a boy in his place like a good penis whipping.”

As she spoke, she raised one foot from the floor, tapping the toe of her high heel against the underside of my throbbing cock. Even after everything these women had put it through, it was still rockhard for them, still desperate to be used.

“So what are you going to wear?”

“Here. Hold him. I brought a dress with me.”

Just that casually, Hannah handed my leash over to Natalie. Stepping past me, she walked out of the bedroom and down the hallway toward the living room. Meanwhile, my mistress grinned down at me holding my leash, looking every inch the sexy dominatrix as I gazed up at her.

“What do you think of my mom?” Natalie asked, her eyes shining with excitement. By now, I knew my mistress well enough to know I ought to choose my words carefully.

“She’s a lot like you, Mistress Natalie,” I said. Natalie’s beautiful grin only grew broader as she looked at me.

“Yeah, you can see where I get it from,” she said. “And I hope you will be as good a boy for her as you are for me?”

“Of course, Mistress Natalie.”

“Good. You wouldn’t want me to have to whip that worthless cock of yours again. Or have my mother to do it. How embarrassing would that be?”

I didn’t answer. No answer seemed to be required. And anyway, before I could say anything, Hannah returned to the bedroom, holding a dress Bakke over one shoulder. Stepping past me and her daughter, she moved toward the bed and spread the bag out, then reached inside and removed her dress.

I suppose it was a gown, really. Floor length, it shimmered in the light as she held it up. It was gold, encrusted with what looked like thousands of tiny sequins or crystals that caught the light with every movement. There was a fitted bodice on the strapless dress, and as Hannah held it up in the light, I could already see that it was cut to fit close to the curves of her body.

“Oh mom, it’s beautiful,” Natalie said with a sigh. One of admiration and almost envy.

“It’s nice, isn’t it?” Hannah said. “I don’t even know how much it cost. That’s his problem, not mine.” Releasing her grip on my leash, Natalie stepped forward. I stayed where I was, kneeling close to the foot of the bed, surplus to requirements for now. Natalie paused only to tie the end of the leash around a rail of her headboard before turning toward her mom.

I kept my mouth shut. Maybe I was getting better at interpreting Natalie’s desires, but I clearly got the sense that I wasn’t there for my conversational abilities. I was there to watch, and so that’s what I did. And in a way, I counted myself lucky to do that. And in a way, I considered myself the most unlucky man in the world, to kneel there on the floor gazing at the astonishing beauty of these two women and be completely able to do anything about it.

Hannah turned her back toward her daughter, and Natalie unzipped her dress. She let it glide down her body to the floor. As Hannah stepped out of the dress, I was able to admire her incredible body even more. Her curves were outrageous, and the toned muscle of her thighs and her buttocks and her narrow waist told me she was no stranger to the gym. She might be Natalie’s mom, but her body seemed to resist age, her outrageous curves still speaking of unignorable fertility.

Her dress shone as Natalie picked it up. She held it out, and I watched Hannah step into it, her huge breasts bouncing in the bra she wore that matched the tiny thong that barely covered her between her legs. The dress sparkled and shone like a galaxy being born as Natalie pulled it up her mother’s body, and as it rose higher, it seemed to cling to her tighter. Above the knees, the gold fabric slid over her hips, wrapping around her like a second skin.

Natalie helped her mother wiggle her way into the dress, pulling the bodice up over her boobs. Then, Natalie stood behind her mother again to fasten the dress in the back. Hannah’s breasts swelled over the cups of the gold dress, pushed high on her chest to give her an absolutely amazing cleavage. My tortured cock throbbed desperately at the sight as I looked her up and down, the older woman looking more regal and powerful than ever as she stood there shimmering in her beautiful dress that managed to both hide and flaunt her incredible body at the same time.

“What do you think?” Hannah said as she turned in her dress, striking a pose with her hands on her broad hips. And reflexively, I opened my mouth to speak before Natalie’s words cut me off short. Again, I wasn’t there to speak. I was only there to witness.

“You look absolutely amazing, mom,” Natalie said as she looked her mother up and down. “It fits you like a glove. Was it made-to-measure?”

“Of course, honey,” Hannah said with a devilish smile. “You know I don’t wear off the rack. Can you help me with the shoes?”

I watched Natalie turn toward the dress bag and reach inside to find a pair of shoes at the bottom. Her dress shone with her every movement to, but it was the dark luster of a dominatrix outfit, not the sheen of the expensive dress her mother was wearing. Still, it was quite the pair they made. In some weird way, the two of them complemented each other, the beautiful dominatrix and the glamorous and sexy queen. In a way, it was almost like seeing two different sides of the same woman. Because after all, I knew just how incredible Natalie could look when she wanted to be glamorous. But I had no complaints about the way she looked now, either. Far from it. Beneath the crust of candle wax, my cock was raging desperately for them both, somehow more turned on to see them fully dressed than to see them naked. Not that there was much chance of that, I guessed.

Natalie stood with a pair of strappy high heels in her hand. Her mother watched, a faint smile on her face, her wicked eyebrows rising just a little as she waited to see what her daughter would do next. If she didn’t know, I knew I had no chance of guessing. But I also knew my mistress wouldn’t keep me waiting long. That was one thing you could say about Natalie. She never wasted any time putting her kinky plans into action.

Her shiny dress whirled around her young thighs as she turned suddenly to me. She dropped the shoes loudly on the floor beside the bed. I almost jumped at the sound. Her eyes were fixing me now, staring into mine with that vague hint of menace they so often had, and even though I didn’t tear my eyes away from my mistress, I could feel her beautiful mother watching with a smile on those full and inviting lips.

“Put them on her, bitch boy,” Natalie ordered with her customary sneer in her voice. And I opened my mouth to ask how I was supposed to do that with my hands bound behind my back, but her dominant demeanor warned me not to. Natalie didn’t make mistakes. And she didn’t repeat herself. If she wanted me to do something, she would find a way to make me do it. And I would have to find a way to figure it out, no matter what it took.

“Good idea, honey,” Hannah said. Gathering up her dress in her hands, she stepped toward the bed. She was absolutely radiant in that dress, the shimmering fabric impossible to look away from when she moved. And as she sat down on the side of the bed, pulling up her dress a little more to expose her feet, I could feel her staring at me with the same challenging stare as her daughter.

Now they were both watching me. And I all but wilted under those two sets of incredibly beautiful blue eyes. As I began to crawl forward on my knees, my cock swaying embarrassingly in front of me as a testament to just how much this humiliation was turning me on, Natalie circled around me and untied the end of the leash from her footboard to allow me to move toward her mother. But she kept hold of it, walking along behind me, as firmly in command as ever.

Hannah smiled down at me, her amazing breasts swelling over the top of her strapless dress with every breath she took. Just waiting. Totally secure in her power and dominance and ready to enjoy this latest spectacle of humiliation. And I had barely met the woman, but here I was, already kneeling at her feet, leashed and bound and naked and perfectly under her spell. I lowered my face toward the ground, carefully wrapping my lips around one of the slender high heels of her shoes and picking it up. I could feel both women smiling their approval as I inched toward her feet, and Hannah lifted one foot from the floor, pointing her toes while I struggled to slide the high heel on.

It wasn’t easy. There were several false starts, and both women laughed when I dropped the shoe, cursed, and had to pick it up again. I could feel a slight tension in the leash as I moved, Natalie keeping me close, giving me just enough rope to serve her and her gorgeous mother but no more than that. Finally, I managed to slide the high heel onto one of Hannah’s feet, and she chuckled as she set her foot down on the floor, lifting the other one. From my position below her, I noticed that the bodice of her dress had some boning that gave it structure and helped to lift her breasts high on her chest. She really did look amazing. I didn’t doubt that her rich boyfriend and his bodyguard would be absolutely thrilled with her appearance.

I repeated the tricky procedure with the other shoe. Above me, Hannah barely moved. She just sat there, her legs crossed, her dress hiked up, supporting herself with one arm as she smiled down at me, enjoying my servitude. Natalie stood behind me, but I couldn’t see my mistress from where I kneeled. Still, I could feel her holding onto the leash, could hear her sexy dominatrix dress creaking as she breathed. The sexual tension in the air was so thick, it felt like you could cut it with a knife. Or maybe that was just me. Horny and frustrated as I was, everything took on this strange feeling of unbelievable desire.

Finally, I had done as she wanted. But there was no way I could fasten the delicate buckles of the straps with my mouth, no matter how hard I tried. No matter how much punishment I was threatened with. Still, I didn’t dare say anything. I just kneeled there, completely under her spell as she slowly raised her eyebrows again.

“Would you like to kiss me, shoe boy?” she asked. Her voice was thick, and she annunciated every word clearly, each syllable sounding as though crystal-cut to polished perfection. I hesitated. There had to be a right and wrong answer here, I knew. With Natalie, and clearly with her mother, there always was. But I had no clue what it might be.

Unsure of myself, I turned my head to look over my shoulder at Natalie. She stood behind me holding my leash, looking as regal and beautiful and in command as ever.

“Well go on,” she said, tugging lightly on the leash. “Answer her.”

“Yes, Lady Hannah,” I mumbled as I turned back to the older woman. A bright burst of laughter from her seemed to lance through me where I kneeled on the floor.

“Well, go on then,” she said, wiggling her toes as she lifted her foot from the floor again. “Show me you know how lucky you are to help me get ready to get fucked tonight.”

She really emphasized the curse word, as though she wanted to audibly drive home what she would be getting from someone other than me. But I pushed that aside. Cringing with shame, feeling my humiliation fill me completely, I bowed to her will as she knew I would. I leaned forward and kissed her foot, then kissed the other. And both women laughed at my ludicrous display of total submission.

“Can you do them up for me, honey?” Hannah said, raising her face toward Natalie. “I can’t bend over very well in this dress.”

And as she spoke, she lifted both feet from the floor. For a moment, I thought she was going to kick me, but instead, she rested her legs on my shoulders, one foot on either side of my head while I kneeled there, serving her as a foot rest. Her long dress still gave her ample coverage, and I couldn’t see underneath. But I could imagine it all too well, and I couldn’t help but feel the symbolism of it all in my posture between her legs, and my cock ached for release that I knew wasn’t coming. If she told me to, I would happily dive headfirst between the legs of this woman I had only just met and bring her all the pleasure I could with my mouth. If she made me, I would probably thank her for the privilege. But that wasn’t what was required of me. Instead, I felt the leash grow slack as Natalie stepped forward and fastened the buckles on her mother’s shoes.

Hannah lifted her feet off my shoulders and crossed her legs again. Still sitting there on the bed, she seemed to be thinking of something, her wicked smile shining on her beautiful face.

“You know, you should come to this thing,” she said at last to Natalie. “There are lots of interesting people there. Maybe you’ll meet someone new.”

“But I have him here,” Natalie said, picking up the end of the leash and giving it another tug while I stayed kneeling on the floor.

“So what?” Hannah said with a shrug that made her big boobs bounce in the top of her tight dress. “Tie him up in your closet or something. He’ll keep until you get back.”

She was still smiling as she spoke. She said these things as though it were obvious, as though it were their God-given right to treat me this way. Not like I was putting up much of a fight. But the thought of being bound and alone in Natalie’s home made all sorts of conflicting emotions swell inside my brain. It terrified me, frankly. There was no denying how sexy the idea was, either.

“Actually, I might have a better idea.”

Letting go of the leash, Natalie stepped past me. I listened to her footsteps heading out of the hall, leaving me in the room alone with her mother. Hannah still sat there on the edge of the bed like an evil queen, letting me gaze up at her with what I knew had to be an expression of obvious longing on my face. Letting me drink in every detail of her utterly desirable appearance, knowing I would never possess her for myself.

I could hear Natalie’s voice getting close as she walked back down the hallway. I turned my head to watch her come, that flawless black dress shining with every step she took in her wicked high heels. She was talking to someone on the phone. She was smiling. Laughing. She was having a great time. Distracted by her incredible appearance, I barely listened to what she was saying, and by the time she stepped back into the bedroom, her phone call was over. She set her phone down on the dresser and turned toward her mother with a smile.

“You know what, mom? I think I will come.”

I tried not to groan in despair at the thought of my mistress leaving me behind. But Natalie giggled, and her mother laughed. Straightaway, Hannah sprang up from her place on the bed and stepped toward the closet, her shining dress trailing over the floor.

“Where are your formal gowns?” she asked as she rifled through Natalie’s things. “You know, it’s been too long since I took you shopping.”

“Look in the back, there,” Natalie said. And soon, Hannah found what she was looking for. She lifted out a white silk dress, the neckline a plunging V shape that would run all the way to Natalie’s toned stomach when she wore it.

And again, there was nothing for me to do except watch. Again, I kneeled there, horny and frustrated and rejected, while Hannah helped Natalie peel off her dominatrix dress and boots and put on some tiny, almost invisible underwear before shimmying into her white dress. Natalie found a bra that would be invisible from the front when the dress was on, but would still give her big boobs an impressive lift. And together, they pulled the dress over my mistress’s beautiful body, letting the pure white fabric drape her every curve and accentuate the unbelievable desirability of her body just like Hannah’s did for her.

Natalie put her own shoes on. A pair of white high heels with straps that ran almost to her knees. But when she had the shoes on, I was made to kneel before my mistress and kiss her feet too, while both women laughed at my pitiful plight. And they were still laughing when we all heard a knock at the door.

“That’ll be the sitter,” Natalie said with a smile. And she sprang up off the bed, her dress floating around her, showing off the maddening curve of her ass through the thin fabric as she glided toward the front door.

I heard it open. I heard her greet someone. I heard the sound of multiple sets of high heels on the floor, marching toward me. And I waited, with Hannah watching me, drinking in every moment of this humiliation that she knew as well as I did I was completely powerless to prevent.

Natalie stepped through the open door of the bedroom, and behind her, I saw Laura. Who else could it be? And strange to say, but I was almost glad to see her. Another woman I barely knew, another woman who knew how easy it was to make me submit to her sexual power. But at least it wasn’t somebody new. After introducing me to her mother in my humiliating position, I had come to realize there were hardly any limits on who Natalie would share my humiliating position with. Laura already knew what a pathetic specimen I was.

Her ash blonde hair hung loose around her face, and tiny earrings sparkling in her lobes. Her brown eyes seemed to glow, widening as she looked at me kneeling naked on the floor of Natalie’s bedroom. She must’ve known what she was getting into. But I knew myself that there is a difference between imagining something and seeing it for yourself.

And now I was seeing Laura again, and in my heightened state of arousal, I didn’t even try to prevent my eyes moving over her body. She was wearing a coat that looked far too warm for the weather we were having. But where it ended at mid-thigh, I could see a couple of tempting inches of her bare leg above the top of the thigh high boots she wore. They were leather, and they clung to her legs like a second skin, ending in a rounded toe and a block heel that made her legs seem even longer and gave her a dominant edge that I knew was no accident. And the smile on her face made me simultaneously aroused and terrified to be back in the power of yet another dominant woman.

“Laura, this is my mom Hannah,” Natalie said. The women greeted each other, but I could feel everyone’s eyes on me as they spoke.

“We’ll head out now,” Natalie said, picking up her phone and shoving it into a small purse that she slung over one shoulder. “We might be out all night. You don’t mind staying over, do you?”

“Of course not,” Laura said with a grin, her eyes never leaving me. “I don’t have anywhere better to be than this.”

“Thanks for doing this,” Natalie said. “Come on, mom. Let’s get out of here.”

Chuckling to themselves, Natalie and Hannah moved down the hallway toward the door, two visions of glamour and sex appeal that seemed almost unreal in their desirability and attainability.

Meanwhile, Laura said nothing. She just stood there in the door the bedroom, her eyes on me, waiting. Until we both heard the front door close behind my mistress, and I was left alone with another woman I had to serve.


15. The Boy Toy Sitter

“Well. Quite the situation you’ve gotten yourself into now, isn’t it?”

Laura spoke softly, moving slowly as she spoke. From my position on my knees in Natalie’s bedroom, I watched her closely. It was getting more and more common for me to feel the feelings of fear, shame, and desperate arousal all at the same time, but somehow, that didn’t make the combination any less potent. And now I was feeling it again, knowing I was helplessly in the grip of this woman who, for all I knew, was capable of anything.

Laura was certainly playing the part. But as she spoke, I noticed again the difference between her and Natalie. And Hannah, for that matter. Natalie and her mother spoke to me as though it was their right to boss me around, to control me, to own me. Neither of them seemed to have an ounce of doubt in their minds about their position in the world and the power that beauty gave them. Laura, on the other hand, was different. But I could see it was that. Just a role. That from where I was standing, or kneeling, it hardly mattered. I was as helplessly in Laura’s control as I had been in Natalie’s just moments before.

Laura moved toward the bed. Slowly, she untied the belt around the waist of her coat and opened it. I almost gasped to see inside. She was wearing a black cotton dress, the fabric stretching slightly around her thighs and her hips and her breasts as they pushed against the relatively modest neckline. But on top of that, she was wearing a black corset. A black leather corset, in fact, fastened tight around her waist to sculpt her body and emphasize the hourglass figure she already had. In corset, dress, and boots, she looked amazing. Natalie and Hannah were an incredibly hard act to follow, and while Laura was definitely pretty, she wasn’t on their level of wild beauty. But seeing her standing in front of me in such a provocative and dominant-looking outfit, I couldn’t deny my deep attraction to this third woman. Especially in the state of still frustrated arousal I was undoubtedly in.

Laura removed her coat completely, sliding it down her shoulders and draping it over the footboard of the bed. Then she walked toward me. The leather of her boots creaked where it bent at the knees, and the few inches of her thighs I could see between the top of her boots and the hem of her dress were somehow more inviting than they would otherwise have been precisely because it was just a glimpse. Circling around behind me, she picked up the leash that lay down my back. Then, stepping back in front of me, she sat down on the edge of the bed where Hannah had been just moments before. Her boots creaked again as she crossed her legs, and her black dress slid up her thigh, exposing more of her smooth skin and toned muscle. My heart hammered in my chest, my cock throbbing with desperate desire at this latest vision of beautiful and dominant femininity sitting right in front of me, so close and yet so unreachable from my lowly station.

“You do seem to keep getting yourself in these predicaments, don’t you?”

“I can’t help it! Natalie did this to me.”

“Don’t give me that,” Laura said, her eyes flashing as she spoke. I could see she had done her makeup with care, adopting a dark and glamorous look that accentuated her pretty features and added to the dominant edge her outfit provided. Clearly, she was trying hard. And she had gotten here quickly after Natalie phoned her, too. There was no denying the fact that this woman was absolutely delighted to be included in our kinky sex games. And that turned me on, too. Natalie’s relaxed demeanor was part of her dominatrix persona, I supposed, making this all seem like it was no big deal. And it worked. But it was also exciting to know I wasn’t the only one completely overcome by this new adventure, wasn’t the only one feeling my way in this dark and deviant world. The only difference was, as a woman, Laura had a hell of a lot more control over what happened than I did.

“You love it,” Laura went on. “You love being helpless. Love being dominated by a woman. Otherwise, you wouldn’t do it. Go on, admit it. Admit that you need this. That you need to submit and put yourself in the hands of a woman.”

I hesitated. After all the shameful things I had done and said over the past few weeks, this hardly rated. But it seemed to mean something to Laura. She was waiting, long legs crossed in her tall leather boots, pretty face shining expectedly, eyes wide and full of excitement. She looked fantastic. If Natalie had to leave, if I had to have a sitter watch over me, as my mistress called it, I could hardly ask for a better one.

“I do,” I said, feeling my cheeks turn hot with shame at being forced to admit the truth. Laura’s smile only grow wider. Above the tight corset, her breasts rose and fell visibly under the black fabric of her dress as she sighed. It seemed she needed to hear this. And like Natalie, she still had that last vestige of disbelief at all this, those last few fears and doubts that my mistress must have long since abandoned. Maybe in a way, I should be grateful for that.

“Tell me why,” Laura pressed. “Tell me why you let us do this to you.”

“Because… It feels good,” I said, struggling against myself to find the words.

It wasn’t like I hadn’t thought about it. In fact, ever since I had met Natalie, I had thought of little else. It was embarrassing to admit even to myself, shameful to acknowledge that this was something I enjoyed. It was much easier to blame Natalie for all of it, to act as though I never had any choice in the matter. And my dominant Mistress was more than happy to play that role. But Laura was right, too. None of this would be happening if I didn’t allow it. If on some deep dark level, I did crave it. After all, I had called Natalie after the wedding. And everything that followed since was a consequence of that. And I might hesitate and doubt myself sometimes, I might toy with the idea of finally standing up to my mistress and the other women she took such joy in helping dominate me. But I never did it. The reward for being dominated was just too great.

“It feels good to give up control,” I added, feeling that Laura wanted more from me. “It’s… Easy. I don’t have to think. I just have to do what Natalie says. Or… What you say.”

Laura seemed to swell at my words, her eyes widening, shoulders rising along with her breasts inside her dress as she took another deep breath and let it out with a kind of shudder. The leather of her boots creaked as she pressed her thighs together, and I stole another glance at those sexy legs, my cock still as rockhard and frustrated as it had been all night.

“That’s right. You have to do what I say. Whatever I say. And Natalie said I can do whatever I want with you tonight. For tonight, you’re mine. You know what that means, slave boy?”

“No.”

Laura leaned forward on the bed. Now, her corset creaked along with her boots as she moved, and her boobs pressed even more firmly against the fabric of her dress above the corset. But her brown eyes peered deep into mine, and I tried to tear my gaze away from her tempting body to meet her stare as she stared right into my mind.

“It means you need to do everything you’re told to keep me happy. Otherwise, I might have to punish you.”

Her words echoed in my skull, just the way I knew she wanted them to. Just seeing her lips up close to my face, forming these threatening syllables, was enough to make my head spin. Still, at times, I wondered why I allowed this, but there was no arguing with the results. Nothing in my life had ever excited me the way submitting to Natalie and now to Laura did. And no woman ever looked more beautiful, I was discovering, than when she was willing to take control of me.

“Ok,” I said. A simple word. But it seemed to send Laura into a fit of giggles. Her gorgeous body shook as she pressed her hand to her mouth, as though trying unsuccessfully to suppress the amusement she was feeling. And that only made me feel even smaller, even more pathetic, even more disgraced.

“What have they done to you?” Laura said as she finally mastered her amusement. Her leather boot creaked again, and I tried without much success to suppress a groan of frustrated desire as she tapped the toe of one boot against the underside of my cock. Tiny flakes of black wax fell from my skin as she toyed with me, teasing my engorged flesh with the slightest movement of her foot.

“Mistress Natalie and Lady Hannah poured candle wax on me,” I said truthfully, reducing Laura to a burst of merriment again. Laura didn’t need to say that everything I said and did that night with her would be reporting back to my mistress at a later date. Something told me that I was going to need to stay just as respectful of and submissive to Natalie as I would if she were in the room. And even that might not be enough to escape punishment, as my whipped and waxed cock told me.

“Ouch! Did it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“I bet. But I guess that was the point. I bet you loved it, didn’t you? Natalie’s mom is absolutely gorgeous. I bet you loved being teased and tortured by her.”

“It was… Very humiliating. But exciting.”

“Of course it was. Look at you. You’re so hard and horny right now. Tell me, slave. What do you want right now? More than anything in the world. If I took both handcuffs off you, took off this leash, said you could go free and do whatever you wanted. What would that be?”

I looked up at Laura. She was smiling down at me, her black dress tightly wrapping her body, her corset creaking under her swelling breasts as she breathed in and out. Part of me suspected a trap. After all, all my experiences with these wild women had reinforced that I shouldn’t trust anything they said or anything they wanted me to say. But at the same time, I could see the excitement sparkling in Laura’s brown eyes. I could see genuine desire there. With Natalie, I was never quite sure. With Laura, I knew. In her own way, she was as turned on as I was.

I could still remember the last night the two of us had spent together, with my head between her thighs, making her scream in pleasure. I could remember the incredible feeling of having her on top of me, riding my cock, her tight pussy spasming in the same rhythm of pure sexual excitement I had felt in that moment. Maybe, with Laura, I might not have much of a chance of getting what I wanted. But I sensed I had more chance than I did with Natalie.

“I’d fuck you,” I growled. “I’d throw you down on the bed. I’d pull up your skirt. I’d fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”

Laura giggled.

“That’s what they all say,” she said. “But honestly, slave, I’m not sure you’re up to it. I mean, I’ve had some really great sex in my life, with better men than you. Men who would never let a woman pour hot wax on that cock and put them on a leash.”

I stared at her, my mouth agape. Playing with these women was always such a minefield, such a mindfuck. I never knew what was coming. And yes, of course, that was part of the giddy thrill I felt to submit like this. Part of why I was addicted to it, I suppose. For a moment there, I really had thought Laura might give me what I wanted. And now, with her humiliating words, I felt more disgraced than ever.

“But I’m feeling generous, so I’m going to allow you to kiss me,” Laura said. “Won’t that be a treat for you?”

“Yes,” I grumbled, knowing the answer and attitude that was required of me. It wasn’t what I wanted, and that was the point. But I knew by now how this game works well enough to know I should take whatever I could get.

“Hmmm. Not very enthusiastic. You’d think you’d be a lot more submissive to the only woman in the world right now who can give you what you want.”

Laura’s boot slid along the underside of my cock again as she spoke, running slowly from base to tip and back again, and I groaned at the powerful sensations of pleasure it sent through me. She was right, of course. I had to keep her happy.

“Mistress Natalie. Lady Hannah. They have you so pussy whipped, don’t they?”

“Yes. So do you.”

“And you should probably address me with the same respect, don’t you think?” Laura said, her eyes flashing as she tugged lightly on the leash attached my collar.

“”Yes… Mistress Laura.”

Laura’s smooth brow furrowed slightly as she looked at me.

“No. No, I don’t think so. I think you should call me… Princess. Princess Laura.”

“Yes, Princess Laura.”

“Good boy. You’re learning already. Now, say it again while you kiss my feet.”

The leash grew tight between us as I bowed down before her. After all, it was hardly the first time I had been made to debase myself like this. The leather of her boots was warm and soft against my lips, and first I kissed her raised foot, then lowered my head to the floor to kiss the other. Laura watched it all, her breasts rising and falling steadily above the corset she wore, the smile never leaving her pretty face and the crystalline light of desire never vanishing from her eyes. My best chance to get what I wanted, I knew, was to turn Laura on. If that meant groveling at her feet like I did at those of other women, so be it.

“Do you like these boots, bitch boy?”

“I love them. They’re very sexy, Princess Laura.”

“Good. I’m glad. They’re supposed to be. You know, I had my doubts about coming over here dressed like this. I was nervous. But it seems to be having a pretty strong reaction on my little slave boy, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Princess Laura.”

I kissed her boot again. And with a kind of dull shock, I realized I was trying to reassure her with my servitude, in a way. Trying to build up her confidence; something I never even had to consider with Natalie. But it seemed to be working. As every minute of my submission to her ticked by, Laura seemed to become ever more confident in her dominant role. And really, how could she not feel like the princess she claimed to be while I showered her leather boots with kisses?

“Lick them,” Laura ordered, wrapping the leash around her hand and giving it another sharp tug. “Lick them clean while you tell me how badly you want me.”

“I want you so badly, Princess Laura,” I said, before sliding my tongue over the smooth leather of her boot. I tried not to think about the fact that she had come there wearing them, that she had been out in the street with all its dirt and grime. I had a job to do, and I was determined to do it, and nothing else mattered. Laura wrapped the leash around her hand again, keeping it short as I continued to lavish her boots with affection. The leather gleamed as I ran my tongue over them, starting at her toes and slowly working my way up her legs.

“You’re so beautiful, so sexy,” I groaned between licks. “I know I can’t have a woman like you, but I want you so badly, Princess. I’ll do anything you say.”

“Anything?” Laura said, a dangerous edge in her voice as she tugged at the leash again. I raised my eyes above her leather-clad knees, looking up into the brown glow of her stare once again.

“Anything,” I said, smiling slightly back at her as she smiled down at me.

“This is so much fun,” she giggled. “So much fun having a horny boy worshiping me. Keep licking, slave. I want these boots gleaming clean. Every inch of them. But don’t you dare touch anything else with your mouth. My body is off-limits to you. For now. And if you want that to change, you need to do a very good job at satisfying your Princess.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said as humbly as I could, returning to my task. Finally, when her boots were shining clean, I stopped, the glow of my saliva on the leather shining a little below Laura’s knees. She uncrossed her legs, and I returned to my task. And all the while, my eyes kept straying to the darkness under her dress, the shadow between her thighs the promised everything I was so desperate. The source of all her power, the pure femininity that brought me to my knees and made me grovel before her outrageous beauty.

Before long, I had lickked every inch of her tall boots, all the way to the middle of her thighs. I trembled as I hesitated there, my lips just touching the very top of her boot, just millimeters away from her thigh. Laura looked down at me, the leash still tight as she wrapped it around her hand, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip. Her eyes were still shining under half-closed lids, and as I looked at the flush in her smooth cheeks, I could see just how turned on she was. Predictably, it sent another jolt through my body, making my cock throb where I kneeled humiliated before her.

“Would you like to kiss me anywhere else?” Laura asked, her voice little more than a whisper now.

“Princess, I will kiss you anywhere you allow me to,” I said truthfully. The air was absolutely cracking between us now, as though it might burst into flame at any moment. And I wanted it to. I craved that fire that would sweep everything away, that would allow me to lose myself in the pure humiliating joy of submission to the will of somebody else.

Laura pressed one finger against the skin of her thigh, just above her boot. That impossibly alluring gap between the top of her boot and the hem of her dress that had called to me from the moment I saw it, promising unbelievable carnal delight if I could earn such a gift from this goddess.

“What would you give to kiss me here?”

“Anything, Princess. Everything.”

“Everything?” Laura raised her eyebrows and smiled as she spoke. “That’s some big talk. Look at you. I’ve been here like five minutes, and you already promising me the earth.”

“I know, Princess. It’s just that you’re so sexy, so beautiful. Please, I need to touch you.”

“Okay, I’ll allow it. You may kiss me there, slave boy.”

“Thank you, Princess,” I said, and then felt red shame burning itself into my cheeks again. The words had tumbled from my mouth automatically, slipping out before my brain could stop them. Laura heard it all. She laughed again, that musical sound of feminine amusement that seemed to greet every new humiliation I had to endure.

“So pathetic,” she said. But she didn’t stop me claiming my prize. Rising up on my knees, I kissed her thigh, and the softness of her skin sent another jolt of desperate arousal racing through my body. Looking up at her cautiously, I kissed her thigh again. Just a little higher this time, maybe no more than a quarter of an inch.

And Laura let me. She was still holding the leash taut and wrapped around her fist, still watching me from under half-closed eyes. But she didn’t say a word. She didn’t push me away. And I pushed my luck, kissing her thigh just a little higher. Again, she allowed it.

I inched forward on my knees. Soon, my throbbing cock was pressing against the leather of the boots I had just licked clean. I was a trembling ball of desperate desire, and everything in the world evaporated for me in that moment except Laura and the feel of her skin under my lips. I kissed higher, moving over the rounded muscle of her thigh to kiss her other leg. The hem of her skirt brushed my nose, and I leaned forward further, thrusting my lips as far forward as I could to kiss her leg as high as I could reach.

Laura sighed. Her breasts rose and fell underneath her dress, and it was as though some inner resistance had given way. Pulling up her skirt, she spread her legs, half turning on the edge of the bed to rest one knee on the mattress. Underneath her dress, she was wearing black panties, and that tiny triangle of fabric thwarted my gaze as I stared between her legs.

But not for long. While I gazed up at her in desperate desire, Laura reached out with her free hand and pulled her panties out of the way. Her pussy shone before me, her lips already pink and flecked with moisture. She still said nothing. Neither did I. Words were no longer required. Instead, she pulled on the leash, and I leaned forward, pressing my lips to her pussy and tasting the divine flavor of her arousal as I passionately kissed the source of all her power.

Laura groaned in pleasure. Her eyelids fluttered as she closed her eyes. I slid my tongue inside her, feeling her warmth, her wetness, the tight space of her pussy that made my cock ache even more with everything it couldn’t have. But I tried to focus solely on her pleasure, to give myself over to serving her completely. I rubbed my face between her thighs, my nose teasing her sensitive clit, and soon, the juices were flowing out of her. I lapped them up as though I were consuming a piece of ripe fruit, and with every movement of my tongue and lips, Laura’s sounds of pleasure grew greater.

Soon, she was howling in ecstasy. She pulled on the leash again and again, wrapping her legs around my head and trapping me in the darkness between her thighs. I felt the smooth leather of her boots against my back as she crossed her ankles, her trembling thighs squeezing my head painfully. But none of that mattered. Nothing mattered except pleasing this new goddess, my Princess, the latest woman to take possession of me completely and use me like some sexual toy.

Laura screamed as she came. Trapped between her legs with my tongue buried in her pussy, there was no way for me not to know. I felt her orgasm as a sudden explosion of hot juices on my face, in my mouth, running down my throat. As though with every drop of her I swallowed, she claimed me more, filling me with her feminine presence, driving me deeper into desperate submission. My cock was throbbing and trembling on the very verge of orgasm, but I no longer had even her boot to rub against. There was nothing I could do. And that only made the moment more desperately exciting as I licked and lapped and swallowed Laura’s cum while she flopped back on the bed above me.

Sighing softly, she uncrossed her legs and lowered them from my shoulders. She draped one hand over her eyes, her breasts rising and falling rapidly above the corset she still wore. She was still holding the leash, too, the leather draped across one of her shaking thighs as it ran from her hand to my collar. And her pussy still shone in front of me, the juices of her orgasm shining on her trembling thighs, keeping my desire fueled, keeping me enslaved to her beauty.

Leaning forward, I kissed her again. On the thigh, high enough to taste the wet explosion of her passion. Laura moaned again, but didn’t stop me. And so I kissed my way back down her leg, back to her boot, tonguing the leather while she moaned in pleasure and slowly recovered herself.

Finally, she sat up. Her eyes were shining again. Rising to her feet, she pulled down her skirt and began to walk toward the open door of the bedroom. The leash grew tight between us, and she paused for a moment, pulling on it.

“Come on,” she said brightly, giving it another tug. “Heel.”

I struggled to my feet and hurried along behind laughing Laura, as bewitched as ever by the sway of her body in the tight dress and tall leather boots. I didn’t even think about where she was leading me or what she might have planned. I just followed, her desperate servant, her horny and frustrated tease toy who would do anything for the pleasure only she could give me.

Leading to the kitchen, she opened the drawer. I saw her take out a butter knife. Still leading me around the kitchen by the leash, she opened cupboards until she found the garbage bin and flipped open the lid. Then she made me stand above it, my cock projecting obscenely from my body while she stood beside me.

“We need to get you cleaned up, don’t we?” she said. And without waiting for an answer, she began to scrape the dull blade of the butter knife over the shaft of my cock.

I groaned. I trembled. I squirmed. But Laura held the leash tight, keeping me in position while I danced from one foot to the other on the spot. I growled in pain as she tore the wax away, further tormenting the sensitive flesh that Natalie had already whipped painfully that day. Underneath the coating of black wax, my skin was red and inflamed, an obvious sign of the punishment I had received from multiple women that day.

But I didn’t complain. I knew it wasn’t my place to say anything. I knew Laura, Princess Laura, was going to do whatever she wanted with my manhood. That was the way it had to be.

Finally, after a lot of effort, Laura had my cock completely free of wax. Angry and red, it stood out from my body between us, still throbbing with desperate desire no matter what kind of torture she put it through. Setting aside the butter knife, Laura smiled again. Her hand felt like heaven as she rested it gently on my cock, slowly wrapping her fingers around it while I groaned in pure pleasure.

“That’s better,” she said softly, her warm brown eyes studying my face as she squeezed my manhood gently in her hand. “Well, I’m not going to lie. I’m so fucking horny right now. Come with me, slave boy. Time to make Princess Laura cum again.”

My leash wrapped around one hand, the other wrapped around my cock, Laura led me out of the kitchen, back down the hallway of Natalie’s house toward the bedroom. I hurried along in a kind of submissive ecstasy. As she knew all too well, there was nothing I wanted more than this.


16. Whipping Boy

The sway of Laura’s feminine body in front of me hypnotized me again, the way it invariably did. The sheer kinkiness and debauchery of what we were doing was part of it too, leading me on into ever-greater depths of degradation and shame. And as always, that shame was like a hot wire that ran along my spine directly to my cock, making it throb and surge the way it had been for hours now. The way it seemed like it would never stop doing. The activities of that evening, with Laura and Natalie and Hannah as well, had me trembling with desire, forever on the brink of that wild explosion that I craved more desperately than anything, and lately, it felt like every single woman in the world seemed to know how weak that made me for them.

So I followed meekly along behind my new female owner, more than eager to go to bed with her. And Laura seemed to float along in front of me as she strutted in her tall boots, sexual confidence radiating out from her the way it invariably did with Natalie. This, I had learned, had its own appeal. Seeing Laura change before my very eyes. Seeing her personality develop as she got more comfortable being in control. Until I met Natalie, I guess I never really realized how sexy I found confidence in a woman. But now, I was getting reminded of it almost every day. And Laura’s sex appeal, which was considerable anyway thanks to her looks, was only growing as her confidence grew at the same time.

She led me toward the bed. She turned, smiling at me as she sat down on the mattress. She was still holding my leash, but her free hand drifted toward the skirt of her dress, pulling it up her creamy thighs. And every inch she exposed to me made me tremble all the more with unrelieved desire, with total lust for this woman who had taken total control of me like it was her natural-born right.

Underneath that dress, I knew, Laura was naked. Naked in the way that mattered most to me, anyway. And I was still in front of her, cuffed and leashed and silently begging for permission to do what I knew we both wanted as she pulled her dress up around her waist. Between her thighs that lay slightly parted, I could see the pussy I could still taste in my mouth, and again, desire growled and snarled and snapped within me. But I could do nothing without her permission. We both knew that.

The leash grew tight between us as Laura lay slowly back on the mattress, lying sideways across Natalie’s bed on top of the covers. At the same time, she raised one foot from the floor, placing the sole of her boot squarely in the middle of my chest. She pulled on the leash, pulling me toward her, but at the same time, the strength of her leg kept me at bay. And there I stood, halfway between heaven and hell, desperate for what only she could give me and forced to wait, yet again, for her to decide what to do with me.

“How badly do you want me right now?” she said, her voice quiet but her words perfectly audible even over the roaring of the blood I could feel in my ears.

“So badly, Princess Laura,” I babbled, the words seeming to form themselves automatically on my lips without needing any intervention from my brain. I would say anything and do anything to have her now, anything to get that sweet release I had been craving for hours, ever since Natalie summoned me to serve her. Laura knew it, and I could see the joy it gave her to know it from the way her face lit up with pleasure. The leash creaked in her hand, and she bent her knee little more, allowing me a little closer. But just a little. My throbbing cock was pointing at her pussy, as though there were any doubt about what it wanted and where it wanted to be. Laura seemed to bask in the moment, savoring it, knowing that she – and for once, she alone – was the sole focus of all my wild animal desire.

“Fuck me then, loser,” she grinned up at me from the bed, her dirty blonde hair fanning out around her head and her brown eyes shining as she gazed up at me. “Make me cum and show me why I should keep you around.”

She lifted her boot off my chest, instead draping her leg on my shoulder. And I stepped forward as the leash between us tightened even further. No further instruction was needed. My cock was rock hard, and her pussy was wet and primed for entrance, and the height of the bed lined up almost perfectly so that I could push my manhood against the wet entrance to her sex. I thrust my hips forward, pushing past the faint resistance of her tight pussy, and Laura’s eyes closed for a moment as she groaned in pleasure. But not for long. They soon snapped open again to look up at me, to watch me standing above her, handcuffed and leashed and completely at her mercy even as I fucked her.

The sensation of finally being inside her was incredible. After all the hours of teasing, by her and by the other women, I was in a state of arousal as great as any I had ever known. And Laura’s pussy was tight and wet and warm, everything I wanted it to be, everything I had been feverishly imagining it might be while she gloated in her power and tortured me with her beauty. I cried out in a pleasure I didn’t even think to try and hide, the pure power of the sensations I was feeling overwhelming me almost as soon as I entered her. I rocked my hips back-and-forth, thrusting my cock inside, growling at the tight feel of her womanhood as it gripped my member.

Laura sighed in building pleasure as I continued to fuck her. She gave another tug on the leash, and I took that as a sign to pick up the pace. I clenched my teeth until I thought they would crack, my hands forming useless fists in the small of my back, tightly held by the handcuffs Natalie had put on me. I knew my role. I was there to serve like an object, like a toy, to make her cum, as she said, and make her feel good. As always, the cardinal rule was that my pleasure was irrelevant, a side effect of hers.

But that didn’t make it go away.

Soon, I knew I was in trouble. Soon, I could feel a long-delayed orgasm boiling inside me. And I tried everything I could to keep it at bay. I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t have to look at her, but her growing moans of bliss reached me anyway. I tried to think of something boring, tried to imagine I was somewhere other than I was doing anything other than having sex. But it didn’t work. The pleasurable sensations spreading through my guts were too intense, and I couldn’t forget the tight feel of the cuffs around my wrists and the collar around my neck, either. There was no getting away from the reality of that moment, from the endlessly exciting knowledge that I was having some of the best and most kinky sex of my life with a woman I barely knew, commanded to please her in someone else’s bed.

There was no holding back. There was nothing I could do. Laura cried out as she felt my cock surge inside her, growing harder and fatter than ever in that irreversible moment of release. I moaned as I came inside her, and my cock throbbed as it spurted my seed deep into her warm and welcoming body, and I trembled with bliss and passion and the pure power of a release more powerful than any I had ever had before. But even as my cock was still spurting inside Laura, even as her eyes opened to look up at me in shock, I feared reprisal for what I had done.

“Oh, you little shit!” Laura growled. My cock slid out of her dripping pussy as she sat up on the bed, pulling once again on the leash. My shaft was glistening with a mix of our juices, but mostly mine. I hadn’t given her the orgasm she demanded I give. I hadn’t made her cum like she wanted. And I had no doubt that Laura was going to make me suffer for that. I could see it in her pretty face, the mixture of faint anger and amusement in her expression as she sat up and looked me up and down.

“I don’t remember telling you you could cum,” she said at last.

“I know, Princess Laura. I’m sorry.”

The words seemed to take her by surprise. For that matter, they surprised me, too. But Laura seemed to have already learned that a good dominatrix is never surprised, that she always knows what to say and what to do. Natalie certainly did. And once again it was clear to me that Laura had every intention of emulating my mistress in that respect.

“Well, you should be,” she said, recovering quickly. “Get over here.”

She tugged firmly on the leash, pulling me toward her. And maybe I could have resisted her, put up more of a fight, but I didn’t. What was the point? She was going to get her way anyway, and I didn’t have to be told that any instances of disobedience would be swiftly reported to Natalie for more punishment.

Besides, I still wanted what I wanted. The orgasm I had just had took the sharp edge off my desire, allowing me to feel even more keenly the shame and humiliation of being dominated like this. And yet, lust was still burning inside me. Maybe not quite as brightly as it had a moment before, but still bright enough to make me do as I was told. Still bright enough to make me want the woman in front of me who now seemed somewhere between quiet fury and deep amusement at the position of power she was in.

As I bent over her where she sat on the bed, Laura reached out with her other hand and took a tight grip of the leash close to where it was fastened to the collar. Using both hands now, she pulled me down onto the mattress, and I fell bouncing onto the bed, my hands still uselessly behind me. Laura turned, climbing up onto her knees on the bed and directing me where to go. I squirmed along as she pushed and pulled me into position, rolling over the mattress until I lay right in the middle of the bed, lying the right way up this time. And when Laura had me where she wanted me, she threaded the leash through the headboard of Natalie’s bed and pulled it tight, tying it off to keep me in position. Once I was secured, looking up at her in meek acceptance of my fate, she looked down at me, her hands on her hips, the sly smile returning to her face as she admired my predicament.

“I guess I’m just going to have to keep you here until you’re ready to satisfy me properly,” she said. And as her eyes drifted down over my body, I saw them stop at my cock. I didn’t need to look down there to know what was going on. I could feel it. Again, my manhood was swelling at the sheer kinkiness of what was happening, my excitement becoming visible as my just-spent cock hardened rapidly again. Laura’s smile grew wider.

“That was a quick recovery,” she said. “You’re a horny boy, aren’t you?”

“I am, Princess,” I said. The truth was, I’ve always been quick to recover. And in this new heightened sexual experience I was having, I was in a state of near-constant arousal, orgasm or not. It was never going to take me long to get ready to go again. But something told me not to say that to Laura. Let her think it was in effect she, and she alone, was having on me. Sometimes, the truth is better left unsaid.

“Well, that’s good,” Laura said. “But you still need to learn your lesson. Let’s see here.”

Turning, she crawled off the bed. Her boots thumped dully on the floor of Natalie’s bedroom as she moved to the other woman’s closet. She didn’t bother to pull her dress down or to take it off, so it stayed bunched up around her hips, and the movement of her ass as she went through Natalie’s things only incited my desire more while I lay there helplessly and waited to see what she would do with me.

I heard her gasp.

“Oh my God. She’s really kinky, isn’t she?”

“She really is. Way kinkier than either of us, I think.”

Laura paused her search for a moment, turning her head to fix me with a wolfish grin over her shoulder. The sparkle of predatory malice in her eyes was almost enough to make me tremble where I lay on the bed, as helpless as some sacrificial animal waiting on the altar.

“Challenge accepted.”

Laura turned back to the closet while I inwardly groaned. The last thing I intended to do was dare Laura to get more deviant and dominant. What I really wanted, more than anything, was for her to climb on top of me and use me for her pleasure, knowing I would last longer this time. But of course, what I wanted didn’t count for much. And clearly, with her desire as inflamed as mine and her dominant side growing in power seemingly by the second, Laura had other ideas for how our night together would go.

Finally, she returned to the bed, her hands full of trailing ropes and other restraints. She dropped her haul on the bed beside me, and fear gripped me again as I looked it over. But Laura didn’t give me much time to think about it. Climbing up onto the mattress to kneel on the bed again, she went through the collection of items she had retrieved from the closet, first picking up a length of red rope. She moved toward my hips, and I groaned as she took my balls in her hand, lifting them gently. Her eyes flickered up toward my face for a moment before returning to her task. The mischievous smile on her pretty face made the whole situation even more exciting as she began to wrap the rope around the base of my cock and balls.

Laura pulled the rope tight, tying it off in a knot at the top of my cock. My manhood was now bound up like a package, more exposed than ever. And Laura crawled further down the bed as she took the other end of the rope and wrapped it around the footboard of Natalie’s bed. She pulled that tight too, tight enough to make me wince, and she giggled to herself as the rope got taut, the knot tightening around my sensitive genitalia. Without an ounce of mercy, she tied the end of the rope to the footboard, reinforcing my helplessness.

And she wasn’t done yet. Returning to the pile of restraints, she picked up another pair of leather cuffs and carried them over toward my ankles. Again, I didn’t resist as she cuffed each ankle separately and then linked cuffs together, immobilizing my legs. And she still wasn’t done. Next, she picked up a broad leather strap, kind of like a belt, and wrapped that around my legs just above my news. She pulled it tight, threading its end through the buckle and fastening it shut. And with every restraint they went on, my helplessness grew, and with it, my desire. She had immobilizing me completely, deciding that I wouldn’t move at all from Natalie’s bed until she had had her fun with me. All I could do was wait.

Laura returned to her pile of objects. This time, she picked up something with a handle. Multiple short strips of leather hung from the handle as she hefted the whip in her hand, and I cringed in shame and fear, but I knew there was nothing I could do to save myself.

Slowly, Laura stood. She paused for a moment to balance itself as her blocky high heels sank deep into the mattress of Natalie’s bed. Then, her arms out for balance, she took a step toward me. I hissed between my teeth as I felt the heel of her boot dig into my skin as she placed one foot on my chest. Getting her balance right, she twirled the whip through the air, then let it dangle at her side. The leather strands tickled my skin as she trailed them playfully over my stomach.

“This is what you get for disobeying me, slave,” she said. “You’ll try harder to please your Princess next time, won’t you?”

“Yes, Princess Laura,” I said, barking the words out as though if I said them quickly and humbly enough, she might change her mind. But already, I knew that wasn’t a possibility. Natalie had taught me that I wasn’t into pain, that being punished wasn’t a pleasure for me in itself, except for the thrill of submission it gave me. But for now, that didn’t matter in the slightest. Laura had something she wanted to do to my body, and I was just going to have to let it happen.

She raised the whip and brought it down on my stomach. I winced in pain as the leather straps left red marks on my skin. Laura giggled, her high heel digging even more into my chest as she shifted her weight a little and struck me again.

She didn’t hit as hard as Natalie did. That was the first thing I noticed, and the last thing I was going to tell her. I knew not to challenge Laura’s dominance by now. Her confidence was rapidly increasing, but she still seemed to pull her punches, something tentative in the way she whipped me that Natalie didn’t share. Natalie had whipped my cock as though it was her unquestioned right to deliver pain just as it was to deliver pleasure. Laura still seemed to have some doubts on that score.

Still, she didn’t stop. And as she continued to whip me, the pain growing as my skin reddened under the blows, I could see her chest rising and falling under her dress. I could see her teeth shining as she bit her lower lip, and the flush that rose to her cheeks that I knew had little to do with exertion. She was getting excited. Having me under her foot, squirming and groaning in pain but unable to escape the punishment she had decided to inflict on me, was turning her on. And why wouldn’t it? A woman who had even the slightest tendencies toward dominance would be in her element in the scene Laura had created.

Laura shifted her weight again, turning to bring the whip crashing down on my chest this time. Soon, she had the skin there bright red to. Now and then, the occasional strand of the whip would strike the leather of the boot she wore, but she didn’t seem to mind. It didn’t seem to hurt her the way it did me. Or else she was so caught up in the joy of punishment that she didn’t care.

My chest and my stomach were burning with pain when she finally decided to stop. The weight of her foot lifted off my chest, and the short whip bounced on the bed as she unceremoniously dropped it. Even as pain crawled across my torso, my heart vibrated with hope that maybe this punishment turned Princess Laura on enough to climb on top of me. But instead, she turned back to the pile of objects she had fetched from Natalie’s closet. And fear bloomed inside me even more powerfully as I saw her pick up the same penis whip Natalie had used on me earlier that day.

“I can see now why your mistress has to punish you so harshly,” Laura said as she sat down heavily on the bed next to me. She was holding the tiny whip in both hands, and her thigh brushed against mine, even that slight contact from her skin seeming electric in the state of desire I once again found myself in. My cock was rock hard again, throbbing desperately as though I hadn’t cum inside her just moments before. And even the threat of pain did nothing to dampen that ferocious desire.

“You can be quite disobedient,” Laura went on. “You need to be trained. And I guess when being nice to you doesn’t work, pain is the only thing that will.”

“Please, Princess Laura, I’m sorry,” I begged as I squirmed helplessly in my bondage. “Please, I promise I’ll be good. I won’t cumagain without your permission. I’ll do everything I can to satisfy you properly.”

“Glad to hear it,” Laura said with a triumphant little smile. “But you’re forgetting something. Maybe this is what Princess wants now. Maybe this is exactly what I want. To whip your little cock and teach you who really owns it.”

With that, she rolled up onto her knees. I braced myself as she swung the whip at my manhood, crying out as the thin tail made contact with my shaft. Laura howled with laughter as she watched the way my cock surged and swayed under the blow, and she whipped it again, making me yell in pain and humiliation.

“Awww, poor slave boy doesn’t like having his cock whipped? You should’ve thought of that before you had an orgasm without my permission then.”

Every trace of doubt and hesitation on her part seemed to have vanished now. Laura completely inhabited the role of cruel dominatrix just as thoroughly as Natalie did. And the pain of the whipping on my already tortured cock made me tremble and squirm, made me beg and plead between my screams. All semblance of pride or resistance was gone, every last shred of dignity swept away by the purity of the sensations she was giving me.

My cock was still singing with pain when the whipping stopped. Kneeling at my side, Laura still held the whip in her hand, letting its thin tail trail over my trembling thigh. She looked down at me, no longer smiling this time. There was something possessive in that stare that made my heart flutter, that kept my cock rock hard even after everything these women had put it through that night.

Without a word, Laura climbed on top of me. I felt the smooth leather of her boots gripping my sides as she straddled me, her glowing brown eyes looking deep into mine. Still holding the whip in one hand, she reached under herself and took hold of my bruised shaft with the other. I gasped in pleasure as she guided it into herself, and she gasped too as she sank down on top of it, the warmth and wetness of her sweet pussy enveloping the flesh she had just punished as though the juices of her desire could wash away my pain.

Once I was fully inside her, my bound balls pressing up against her body as she sat in my lap, Laura sighed. She didn’t move immediately. Again, I felt as though she was savoring the moment, letting it burn its every detail into her brain for future recollection. That thought, too, made my cock surge inside her. I didn’t doubt that all this cruelty and dominance was turning her on. After all, I could feel the wetness of her pussy enveloping my bruised cock, could feel the way it was already starting to tighten and clench as she reveled in her power. Still, it was always a thrill to be reminded that she wanted all this just as badly as I did.

Then, Laura began to ride. The muscles of her thighs swelled inside her creaking boots as she began to rock her body up and down on top of mine. Pleasure coursed through both of us, uniting us despite our completely opposite positions. Her on top, and me on the bottom. Her firmly in charge, and me helpless and horny and desperate for whatever she would give me. She smiled, and the whip hissed through the air as she brought it down on my burning chest.

“You’re not going to cum again, are you, slave boy?”

“No, Princess,” I gasped, made breathless by the conflicting and yet somehow complementary sensations of pleasure and pain that filled my body had the same time. “I promise.”

I would say whatever it took, of course. I had no idea how I could stop myself doing something so natural. Especially with Laura looking so sexy and dominant on top of me as she whipped my chest and rode my cock and used me like the sex toy I had become. All I knew was that I wanted to hold back. That I wanted to please her. That I desperately didn’t want to be punished again, and the only way to ensure that seemed to be to do the impossible. To do as Laura demanded and hold back the explosion of my own orgasm.

“Good,” Laura smirked. Rising up on her knees, she changed angle slightly, and now her pussy was sliding up and down my punished shaft more rapidly. “Princess comes first,” she said, her eyes closing in pleasure as she leaned forward to placed her hands on my chest for balance.

Her pussy spasmed around me. And with every bounce she made on top of my body, I could see her pleasure growing. I could feel it in the way her sex tightened around mine, the way the warm juices poured out of her to anoint my cock and balls tied up underneath her. And my own pleasure was making me groan, too, but I fought against it. While Laura held nothing back.

Soon, she began to moan. Next, she began to scream. And before long, she was tilting her head back, her open mouth projecting the sounds of her bliss at the ceiling of Natalie’s bedroom while she rode my cock.

I felt her explode in orgasm, and a sense of relief washed over me as she screamed her bliss at the ceiling. I clenched my teeth as her pussy grew tighter than ever, wild contractions rippling up and down my shaft and threatening to tear another explosion from me against Laura’s instructions. But somehow, I held back. Somehow, I resisted what had to be the most natural feeling in the world.

Finally, Laura opened her eyes. Her face was bright red, her lips trembling, her breath ragged with pleasure, and she smiled down at me. I gazed up at her, painfully conscious that she was still holding that nasty little whip, but there was another orgasm swelling deep in my guts, demanding a relief to the immense pressure of desire.

And Laura seemed to read my mind.

“Go ahead, slave,” she smiled indulgently. “You can cum now.”

I did.


17. Used By A Princess

Laura shrieked with laughter as she felt the explosion of my orgasm inside her. I came on command, just her word enough to make me erupt. That, and the feel of her soft warm pussy enveloping my cock, still faintly spasming with the afterglow of her own orgasm that filled her from within.

And my orgasm roared out of me. I filled Natalie’s bedroom with my cry of pleasure, my cock leaping and surging inside Laura’s wet pussy as I spurted my seed inside her. The fact I had cum not long before seemed to do nothing to dampen the power and pleasure of the feelings I was experiencing. I came as though I hadn’t cum in months.

Laura sighed as she felt it inside. She sighed with pleasure, smiling down at me from under half-closed eyelids, enjoying every moment of the scene she had created. As if they could be no better expression of the power imbalance between us, no better reminder of her superior position, than having me hold back my pleasure until she decided to allow it, then releasing it in such a spectacular way at her command.

Laura sat on top of me, letting me pump several spurts of hot cum into her waiting pussy. And then she sat on me little longer, too, her hands on my chest, feeling my racing heart inside my ribs. Then, the tall leather thigh boots she still wore creaked as she shifted her weight.

She rose up on her knees, and my tamed cock slid free of her dripping sex. Raising one leg, she placed her hand down between her thighs, covering herself. I stared at her in mute astonishment, as though the force of my pleasure was powerful enough to make me forget how to speak. But the reality was that my words were not required. It didn’t matter what I had to say. I was there to please, and seemingly I had, at least for now, and that made me feel a strange sense of submissive satisfaction as I lay there underneath my Princess, waiting to see what she would decide to do with me next.

“See? You can be a good boy. You just need to be trained. You need to be tamed, like an animal. Me and Natalie need to whip that cock into shape.”

“Yes, Princess.”

Laura laughed at my response, but there wasn’t much point in denying it. There I was, my cock still aching from being whipped by both women at different points in the night, but pleasure was radiating through my body along with the undeniable pain. My chest and stomach ached from the blows of Laura’s whip and from the hot wax Natalie had poured on there earlier, and at the same time, I was overcome with bliss. I didn’t like pain, and I didn’t think I was ever going to. But the afterglow of the orgasm Laura had finally allowed me to have blended with those uncomfortable sensations to create something I had never experienced before, something I had never expected to feel. A kind of blissful submissive daze, a fog of half-sated desire that made even the wildest experiences seem somehow normal.

But of course, Laura wasn’t done. Still holding her hand between her legs, she began to crawl up my body. And it was only when she settled down above me, one knee denting the mattress on either side of my head, that I realized with a growing sense of horror what she had planned.

Once she was straddling my head, Laura removed her hand. Underneath, I saw her pussy up close, the wet swollen lips that I had licked and kissed earlier now shining with a mixture of both our juices. I could see the whiteness of my orgasm inside her, and my stomach convulsed. I knew what was coming, but I hoped I was wrong. I didn’t dare say anything. But it didn’t matter. Laura knew she could get anything she wanted from me now.

“You know the rules, slave,” she said, giggling above me as she spoke. Her pussy and her wet thighs almost completely filled my vision, and I could barely see her face. But I could picture it with perfect clarity, the delight glowing in her brown eyes, that same sly smile lighting up her pretty features the way it always did when she had these experiences of total sexual control over me. She knew as well as I did that there was no way I could resist her. There was nowhere for me to go. And she had all the whips and other implements she needed to bend me to her will. I could do what she wanted now, or endure more pain, and then do it later. That was the unforgettable message both she and Natalie wanted me to understand. And I did understand it. I knew I was giving up, knew I was allowing these women to turn me into the pathetic sex slave they insisted I was. But just as clearly, I knew that wasn’t a single thing I could do about it.

“Clean up your mess,” Laura said. As she spoke, she spread her knees apart, lowering herself down until she was sitting on my face. Her body blocked out almost all the light, and trapped underneath her, my world became dark, filled only with the smell of our sex and the feel of her body against my face. And I cringed in shame, feeling my disgrace radiating through every pore of my being, but I did what she wanted.

I stuck out my tongue and licked Laura’s pussy that dripped with both our cum, and above me, my new Princess howled with laughter.

“Oh my God, you’re such a little bitch,” she laughed. I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. My mouth was busy, and besides, there was nothing I could say. I certainly couldn’t deny the truth as I lay helplessly beneath her, lapping up the juices I had just poured into her. They slid into my mouth, down my throat, and I swallowed them as hurriedly as I could, trying not to taste the unpleasant tang of my own semen that tasted like utter defeat.

Laura shifted her weight on top of me. I felt the headboard move as she gripped it, pulling on the leash around my neck. I went on with my sorry task while she made herself more comfortable, clearly determined to make this latest disgrace last.

“Make sure you get all of it,” I heard her say above me, her voice muffled by distance and by her legs against my ears. “Get every last drop.”

And I did. Once her puffy lips were bathed by my tongue and lips, I slid my tongue inside her, tasting more of the mess we had made together. I heard her breath shorten, heard her gasp in pleasure, knowing what I was doing to her. In a strange way, knowing I was pleasing her again was the only thing that made my lowly position even faintly tolerable.

Laura sat on my face for as long as it took. She sat there until I could no longer taste myself inside her, and long after. She sat there while I licked her pussy with growing enthusiasm, feeling moisture starting to drip out of her again. She sat there moaning in pleasure, and her moans soon turned to screams of passion as I ate her out. I knew my job. Natalie had taught me long ago that mistresses are never satisfied with just one orgasm, and it’s the job of her humble male slave to make sure she has as much pleasure as she wants.

And so, I submissively licked Laura’s pussy, slurping down every drop of the juices that poured out of her, until I could feel her spasming against my tongue again.

Laura screamed, and her legs trembled on either side of my head as she ground her pussy against my face. With my tongue buried deep inside her, I could feel again the wild contractions of her pussy in orgasm, and I knew I had done my job. Both she and Natalie had spent the whole evening completely destroying my pride, but still, I felt some faint vindication to know I was making her cum. Even if I knew deep down that these women had decided that was my only purpose in life.

As her last cries faded, as the last drops of her fluids poured down my throat, Laura climbed off me again. Her movements clumsy with monumental pleasure, she flopped down on the mattress beside me, lying on her back with her head resting carelessly on my thigh. It seemed her eyes were closed; she had an arm draped across her face. And I raised my head from the mattress to watch her breasts rising and falling in the dress she still wore, her wet pussy still lewdly displayed between her trembling legs.

I was horny again. Or maybe not even again. It had never really stopped. How could it, in a situation like this? I was being thoroughly used and dominated by a woman my mistress had told me to serve in whatever way she demanded, and I had rarely felt more submissive or more turned on. I wasn’t even sure if my cock had ever softened after Laura allowed me my last orgasm. I had been too caught up in serving her to give it much thought. But now, I knew it was still throbbing, projecting from my body as I lay tied up on Natalie’s bed, the too-obvious sign of just how much humiliating satisfaction I was getting out of being treated like this.

Honestly, it was like I was bewitched by her. The same powerful feelings I had for Natalie, that made me willing to put up with all kinds of depravity. That made me enjoy it. I was overcome completely, totally caught up in submissive desire and my new role in Laura’s life. And I wanted any part of that amazing body that I could reach, any contact with this woman who was making me as hard as anyone ever had.

I turned my head to the side and felt the smooth leather of Laura’s boot over the firm flesh underneath as I kissed her calf.

Laura’s breathing seemed to pause for a moment. She raised her head from the mattress to look at me, her blonde hair hanging down from her scalp as her brown eyes shone. Even after everything we had been through, all the crazy things we had done together, she seemed surprised. And I was hardly less surprised than she was. A strange outpouring of affection for a woman who just taken enormous pleasure in torturing me.

“Oh my God,” Laura said, a smile spreading across her pretty face as she looked at me. “You really are little bitch, aren’t you?”

“I just want you so badly,” I murmured. Laura’s boots creaked as she moved her feet right beside my face.

“Still? You just can’t get enough of me, can you?”

“No, Princess Laura.”

Laura chuckled softly. Turning her own head, she sought my cock standing proud above my body. Reaching out, she took it in her hand, and I moaned softly. Just as rock-hard as ever. Just as horny and desperate and denied, no matter how many times she let me cum. Laura was more generous in that regard than Natalie was, at least for now. But it didn’t make me want her any less. Natalie got off on saying no, not giving me what she knew I desperately wanted. Laura seemed to enjoy sex too much for that. But I could see from the look on her face that she was coming to understand my submissive psychology better every time we played together. Coming to understand that the crueler she was to me, the more I would desire her.

“Good,” she said softly, still holding my cock and she turned her face back toward me. “You can kiss my feet if you want.”

As she spoke, she shifted on the bed just a little, swinging her legs closer toward me. I turned my head and kissed her boots again, and again. She giggled, and I groaned against the leather of her boots as she stroked my cock, just softly, just enough to keep me vibrating with desire to her touch. I kissed the top of her foot with growing hunger, and her leather boots creaked again as she shifted her leg just slightly.

“Kiss the heel,” she murmured softly. And I did. It was as though Laura couldn’t quite believe this act of service, even after all we had been through together. But I couldn’t help it. I was entranced by her beauty and her dominant personality, just like I was with Natalie. I was ready to give both these women everything, even if in my case, everything didn’t amount to much. Just a submissive man with a cock that wouldn’t quit and a desire to be compelled to serve them in any way they desired.

“You’re funny,” Laura said. “I always wanted to do something like this. To have a man as my slave. But I never imagined it would be like this. I never imagined I would be borrowing him off another woman.”

“How did you imagine it?” I asked, speaking between kisses as I continued to lavish her feet and legs with my desperate affection.

“I don’t know,” Laura said softly. She crossed her legs at the ankle, and I turned my attention to her other boot. Meanwhile, she went on talking, as though pulling the thoughts from some deep place inside her that had never seen the light of day.

“I guess I just thought about it in the context of a relationship,” she said. “Like, having a boyfriend who would submit to me. Even though I didn’t really get how that would work. I mean, how do you live with someone every day, living your normal life, and then treat them like this in the bedroom? It’s fun. It’s sexy. But it’s kind of hard to imagine living like this in a proper relationship. I mean, imagine if I untied you now and we went out for dinner. Or to meet your parents or something.”

She giggled as she finished talking, but the giggle was more nervous than anything else. Very undominatrix-like, I thought to myself in the privacy of my own skull, knowing I would never dare say such a thing to her. But I didn’t mind. These glimpses of the real woman, the person behind the mask, were intriguing. If only because they made the times that she was dominant even more exciting.

“Yeah, I guess it would be weird,” I said. “People do it, though.”

“Like you and Natalie?”

“No. Not like us.”

Talking like this while continuing to kiss her boots in total submission was a strange experience. I wasn’t looking to open up. But it wasn’t like I had much choice about what happened either way. And in a sense, I supposed, this was all part of my submission to her too. If all we did was have the kinky sex I craved, was I really submitting at all?

Laura seemed surprised by my words.

“What do you mean? You guys are dating, aren’t you?”

“Us? No. I barely know her. We met at my friend’s wedding, and the only date we’ve ever been on was the night we met you. We don’t hang out and watch movies together or anything. We don’t go on dates. We do… this.”

“Hmm. Interesting.”

Laura smiled again, but that was all she said for now. And for a moment, the only sound in the room with the soft whisper of my lips against the leather of her boots as I went on kissing them. Her hand was still wrapped around my cock, and she stroked it softly, every now and then, almost more as if she was enjoying the feel of it in her hand than that she was intending to give me pleasure. Still, it worked all the same. Once again, I was a trembling ball of need, desire racing through my body as I squirmed against the bondage that held me tight. There would be no release until Laura decided otherwise. Whatever happened next, it was completely up to her.

“Do you want to date her?” Laura finally asked. “Do you wish you was your girlfriend?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I mean, this is weird for me too. I’ve never really had anything like this before. I don’t just mean the kinky stuff. I usually only have sex with someone in a relationship. This is totally new. This… Whatever it is.”

“Whatever it is,” Laura echoed with a smile. And I groaned against the leather of her boot as she squeezed my cock again. “Well, whatever it is, it’s exciting. I think it’s hot, the way she has you trained. The way she has you whipped. The way I have you whipped now too.”

“Yes, Princess Laura,” I said, submissively kissing her boot again as she smiled at me. And I couldn’t help smiling back, just a little. Yes, I felt humiliated, completely dominated, utterly disgraced. But that didn’t change the other things I felt. We were in an absurd situation, but thanks to our little talk, I felt somehow closer to Laura than I ever had before. Even now, with domination and submission humming in the air, with that same desire vibrating through both of us that kept us going all night long, I felt like I had peered behind the mask and seen a glimpse of the real woman. A regular person with hopes and desires and a job and life she had to maintain, for whom these adventures were a fun distraction, an escape from real life. That’s what they were for me, too. Although the way Natalie kept summoning me to serve her, it was starting to feel more and more like this was my real life, and my job and everything else I did was the fantasy instead.

But that strange little moment wasn’t destined to last. Abruptly, Laura swung her feet away from my face. And with one last squeeze of my cock, she lifted her hand away too, leaving me struggling to suppress groans of despair and desire as she sat up on the bed beside me.

“I need to take a break,” she said. “But that’s one of the good things about this little situation we find ourselves in. You just have to stay here and wait until I decide to use you again. Like a toy for me to play with. That’s all you are, isn’t it?”

Her brown eyes glittered dangerously as she spoke, staring deep into mine. As though she were daring me to disagree. As though she almost wanted me to. But I couldn’t. Because after all, everything she said was true. I was bound hand and foot, tied to Natalie’s bed, completely immobile with my cock and mouth completely exposed. Laura could do what she wanted to me. And although I had never forgotten that for a moment, though I couldn’t forget it, it still served to send another little jolt of desire racing through me.

“Yes, Princess Laura,” I said, and she smiled again. Then, she turned. The heels of the boots I had just kissed thumped on the floor as she rose to her feet and made her way out of the bedroom, pulling her dress down to cover her ass as she went.

She paused at the open door of the bedroom. She turned to look back at me, that pretty smile on her pretty face once again.

“I don’t want to hear a peep out of you while I’m gone, either,” she instructed, her joyous expression at odds with the firmness of her commands. “No pleading. No begging. Your Princess will come back to you when she’s good and ready, and not a moment before. Understand?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“And no matter when I do come back, even if it’s hours from now, that cock had better be rock hard for me in case I decide to use it again. Otherwise, it gets another whipping.”

“Yes, Princess.”

Laura giggled at my ready obedience. Then, she turned and headed down the hallway. I watched her go until she was completely out of my sight, a radiant vision of feminine beauty that I knew would haunt me in her absence and possibly even grow more powerful until I saw it again. My cock was still raging, but with my hands cuffed and trapped underneath my body, there was absolutely nothing I could do about that. Nothing I could do, as Laura said, but lie there and wait.

For a while, all I heard was the sound of my own breathing and the gurgle of my warm blood circulating through my body. But soon, I heard the TV switch on. I thought of Laura sitting out there, still in her dress and boots and corset, still looking like a dominant goddess but no longer playing the same sexual game. But of course, in a way, she was. This was all part of it too. My helplessness. My insignificance. My inability to do anything but exactly what she said, to know that I had been reduced to an object for her to use or not use as she saw fit. This was all part of it too. This was the other side of the game, another reminder of just how powerless I was.

I remembered Laura’s instructions, but in the position I was in, it didn’t seem possible I could disobey her by letting my cock go soft. It was as rock-hard and rigid as it had been all night as I lay there listening to her watch TV and ignore me completely.

I didn’t know how long it went on. It felt like hours, but of course it would when you have nothing to occupy your mind except thoughts of your Princess and what she might do next. A couple of times, I heard her rise from the couch and go to the bathroom, and every time she did, hope soared inside my heart, the desperate hope that she would come and play with me again. Even if she made me kiss her boots again. Even if she whipped me. It would still be contact with her, still part of the thrilling game we were embroiled in. But each time, she returned to the sofa, and I stayed where I was, silently pleading for mercy and knowing that none would be forthcoming.

I wondered if she knew what she was doing. If she had decided to show me that no punishment she could inflict on me was greater than her absence. In her own way, Natalie had already shown me that, and now I was learning the same thing from Laura. Or maybe it was just chance. Maybe she, like me, was just doing what felt good, following the wild impulse that swept us both up in its inescapable power.

In the end, I told myself, it didn’t matter. The result was the same either way. Me lying in Natalie’s bed, horny and frustrated, and a beautiful and dominant woman in a sexy outfit out there watching TV, knowing she could come in and take advantage of me anytime she wanted, but choosing not to.

Again, I heard Laura’s footsteps on the floor. Again, I raised my head, resisting the urge to call out to her, hoping that maybe this was it. And this time, it was. She appeared in the doorway of the bedroom, looking more beautiful than I remembered, looking more sexually appealing than I could imagine. And she smiled as her eyes flickered toward my cock, just as hard and erect and desperate as she had left it.

“Good boy,” she said as she stepped into the bedroom. “Nice to see you can follow instructions. Now, let’s try this again.”

Laura stepped toward the foot of the bed. She untied the rope attaching my genitals to the footboard, and I sighed at the relief of that particular pressure. She removed the cuffs around my ankles too, dropping them carelessly onto the floor. Then, she climbed onto the bed to kneel beside me and unfastened the leather strap around my thighs, tossing that aside too.

Moving toward the headboard, she untied the leash and held it in her hand. She ordered me to sit up, and I did as she said. Stepping off the bed, she pulled on the leash, and I shuffled across the mattress, ignoring the aching of my muscles that had been unused for so long as I rose unsteadily to my feet.

Laura dropped her end of the leash, letting it hang down my chest, its end dangling just above my throbbing cock. Smiling at me, she reached behind her back, and delicately unlaced and removed her leather corset. Setting it down on the floor, she pulled her dress off over her head, standing in front of me in just her boots and her bra. As she removed her bra too, I saw the way her nipples were puckered with desire, sitting high on her chest as she breathed steadily.

Still saying nothing, she sat down on the edge of the bed. I watched as she pulled down the zipper of one boot and slid it slowly off her leg. Then she repeated the procedure with the other boot, setting her footwear down on the floor. Now she was completely naked, and my breath froze in my chest as she reached out toward me. But she didn’t grab my cock. Instead, she grabbed the end of the leash and pulled on it gently.

“Thank me for giving you a second chance to please me.”

Her brown eyes blazed like the reflection of sunset in polished copper as she smiled up at me.

“Thank you, Princess Laura.”

“Good boy.”

She lay back languidly on the mattress, lying sideways on the bed just like she had done earlier when I first came inside her. And again, she lifted 1 foot from the floor, placing her bare foot on my chest this time as she pulled me toward her by the leash she held.

Excitement buzzed inside me like a beehive shaken into life. I stepped closer until she draped her leg over my shoulder, her wet pussy brazenly on display and my cock pointing right at it. I stepped up to the edge of the bed, and Laura reached down with her free hand, taking my battered manhood in her fingers and guiding it into her hot wet slot. She was still smiling up at me as her breathing quickened, and mine did too as I felt again the outrageous pleasure of her sex against mine.

“Now, this time, I want you to fuck me and not stop until you make me cum,” she said, slowly and clearly. “And if you do a good job, maybe, just maybe, I’ll let you have another orgasm before we go to bed. Okay, slave boy?”

“Yes, Princess Laura!”


18. More Than Friends?

“So what have you been up to?”

An innocent enough question, really. It was only my dirty mind and my guilty conscience in the face of everything I had been up to recently that made it seem loaded with hidden meaning.

At least, that’s what I tried to tell myself as I sat there on Rocco’s couch, next to Simone, her eyes gleaming slightly as they looked into mine. But I couldn’t help thinking there was something more to it. Maybe only because it seemed lately that every woman in my life was some kind of secret dominatrix. Natalie, Laura, and now even Hannah, each of them sexy and powerful and sexually deviant. It was starting to make me look at all women differently.

Of course I knew, objectively, that that isn’t how the world works. That the women I was spending more and more time with were unusual in that regard, in their ability and desire to make me their sexual slave. Then again, I told myself, it wasn’t the first time I been down this road with Simone, either. The last time we talked about my relationship with Natalie, there was a vibe. Not like she wanted me, I hurriedly told myself. I’m not that conceited. But she seemed more interested than she probably should be as a married woman. She said herself that in some ways, she was jealous of her former stepsister and her ability to dominate men. And everything that had happened since with Natalie and Hannah and with Laura had given me plenty to think about, but I hadn’t forgotten having Simone’s feet in my lap the last time we were alone together, either.

She looked even better now. She and I and Rocco had decided to go out for the night. Nothing big, just to a nearby bar. They lived in a cool area of town, their place just a few blocks from one of the best entertainment districts in the city. Simone had already gotten ready, wearing a short dress that glittered when she moved and a pair of glossy high-heeled pumps. Her legs look fantastic, but as usual, I tried not to think of her that way. I used to be more successful at that. For years, she had just been a friend, and I knew she was attractive, but somehow, it didn’t register. It wasn’t until that day at the wedding, when she had crouched down in her wedding dress to unfasten me from the toilet where Natalie had bound me, that I started feeling - well, let’s call it what it is. Sexual desire for my best friend’s wife. Not that I would ever act on it, of course. I’m not an asshole. But in some strange way, Simone, too, was implicated in all this. She had nothing to do with what Natalie and the rest of them did to me, of course. But still, she was involved, even if only peripherally.

“Not much,” I said carefully. Rocco was in the shower, and we could hear the water cascading through the pipes while he got ready. For my part, I was as ready as I was going to be. I wasn’t going to any great efforts, just wearing a T-shirt and jeans. After all, it wasn’t like I was trying to meet anyone. I didn’t consider Natalie my girlfriend, especially after my conversation with Laura last time we played together. But she and Laura took up just about all of my attention and sexual energy. I didn’t need anybody else.

And inescapably, the visions of that night, only about a week earlier, came floating through my mind, no matter how much I tried to shut them out. Laura teasing and torturing me before finally letting me fuck her, before practically making me. And then, sleeping beside her in Natalie’s bed. Waking early in the morning to Natalie and her mother coming home from their party, giggling like a couple of girls.

More humiliation. More disgrace. More being treated like a servant, like an object, forced to serve all three women while they recounted their respective nights. Luckily, I supposed, Laura’s account of my behavior was fairly positive, so Natalie saw no reason for any additional punishment. But I still had to serve them, all while hearing about the night the two women, mother and daughter, had spent on some rich guy’s yacht. And I knew that was the point, even if they pretended otherwise. Even if they pretended they were just chatting and ignoring me as though I wasn’t even there, I knew that I was supposed to hear. But that didn’t change anything. That didn’t dampen the fires of jealousy and desire that burned inside me.

And those fires were only made worse when I was eventually dismissed without any further play. Natalie and Hannah were both tired after their eventful evening, and so was I. So was Laura. I was sent home, dismissed and rejected, left to anxiously wait and wonder when I would next get to play with any or all of them. And that was how life was these days.

That was what I had been up to. Living in a constant state of high sexual tension, unable to tear my mind away from the degrading things I was routinely made to do by women I wanted so badly, I could hardly believe the force of my own desire. That was what was going on with me. That was what was happening in my world.

Simone smiled.

“I don’t believe you,” she said. “Are you still seeing Natalie?”

“If you could call it that,” I said, and immediately regretted it. If you want to talk about something, don’t give cryptic answers. And again, I found myself wondering where my heart really was in all this. Sometimes, we are the greatest mystery to ourselves. I had never thought I would enjoy all this kinky sex, but for all the torture these beautiful women in my life put me through, there was no denying I was thoroughly enjoying being used by them. Maybe there was some element of that same impulse at work in me now. Maybe part of me wanted to talk to Simone about it, as awkward as that undoubtedly was. Maybe just to discuss it with virtually the only woman in my life who wasn’t directly involved in the kinky sex I was having. Or maybe for other, darker reasons.

“Okay, what does that mean?”

Simone took the bait, if that’s what was. Now I didn’t really have much choice but to get into it with her. Rocco was taking forever in that shower.

“Just… I don’t know. Yeah, we’re still seeing each other. But it’s not like… You know, not like we’re dating or anything.”

“Just having lots of kinky sex?”

Simone blinked slowly as she looked at me, waiting for an answer. If she was even close to as uncomfortable having this conversation as I was, she gave absolutely no sign of it. She talked about it as if she were talking about the weather. Only her eyes gave her away, that faint gleam of mischief showing in them and making my heart beat just a little faster in my chest.

“Yeah. I guess.”

“So what has she had you doing now?”

Simone smiled as she spoke. I suspected she knew the power of that smile to break down people’s defenses, but that didn’t mean it didn’t work. I felt uncomfortable, my cheeks bristling with the heat of sudden embarrassment, and I considered saying nothing. I could probably change the subject or refuse to talk about it. But again, there was that conflicting urge in me. Maybe I wanted to unburden myself. Maybe there was some other, darker impulse behind it. But sometimes you just go with these things, and lately, I had been doing that more and more. Of course, most of the time in my recent dealings with women, I hadn’t had much choice about it.

“Well… I met her mom.”

“You met Hannah? That’s pretty serious, isn’t it?”

“No. No, it wasn’t like that.”

“What do you mean? It wasn’t like… Oh, wait. You’re not - you fucking kidding me, aren’t you?”

I shook my head. And Simone lay back on the couch, pressing both her hands to her open mouth in shock. She looked at me, looked as if she was about to say something, then reconsidered. She shook her head, her chestnut hair cascading around her made-up face as she tried to process this new bit of information.

“I told you, those bitches are crazy,” she said. “I mean, Hannah… I don’t even want to know.”

“Okay,” I said. Fine with me. In the silence that followed, we both listen to the water running through the pipes as Rocco continued to take what had to be some kind of world record for the longest shower in history.

“Did you sleep with her? Hannah, I mean.”

“No. No, it wasn’t like that. It was more like… I don’t know how to describe it.”

“Try.”

It didn’t escape my notice that this time, Simone didn’t ask. She wasn’t smiling anymore, but her eyes were still shining as they looked into mine, and she composed herself on the sofa, and I tried not to look at those long and shapely legs of hers showing from under her skirt that slid a little higher. It didn’t escape my notice, either, that my cock was swelling inside my pants. Maybe this was part of it, too, a kind of confessional ritual that spoke to my masochistic side. No matter how long I played these games, no matter how deep into them I thought I was, it seemed like there was always something new to discover. And I had encountered this tension in the air between Simone and me before. Last time we spoke like this. She said she didn’t want to know, and then she demanded that I tell her. Weak for women as I am, it never even crossed my mind to argue.

“Natalie was… doing stuff to me. Then Hannah came over for some other reason. But I was just… there.”

“Where? Did she have you tied to the bed or something?”

“The kitchen island.”

“Oh my God! Remind me never to eat at Natalie’s place if you’ve had your naked ass all over the surfaces in the kitchen!”

“Who said I was naked?”

“Were you?”

“…. Yes.”

Finally, Simone chuckled. Her amusement was breaking through as I reluctantly unfolded the story of my latest wild night with her former stepsister.

“So how did Hannah react to seeing you there?”

“She was surprisingly chilled about it.”

“Yeah. Doesn’t really surprise me. They’re… not normal about that stuff. I mean, not like anything super weird is going on. But just… They’re really open about it. About sex and stuff like that. I don’t know. Maybe it’s better.”

“I don’t know either.”

“Well, it must have been pretty humiliating to have Natalie’s mom see you like that. And Hannah’s pretty sexy too, isn’t she? Does that make it better or worse for you? Humiliated in front of a woman you’d want to fuck?”

“I dunno. Better in some ways. Worse in others. I get the feeling Hannah has plenty of other options.”

“Yeah, she’s a slut,” Simone said. “What?” she went on as I looked at her. “She is. I’m not saying that in, like, a judgmental way. Honestly, she’d probably accept the title herself. I would say I don’t know what my dad ever saw in her, but I know exactly what he saw in her. Whether I want to or not.”

I frowned at the floor for a moment. It was like I had forgotten that Natalie was once Simone’s stepsister, but I hadn’t thought about what that implied. That Hannah used to be in relationship with Simone’s dad. And I had groveled at the feet of that woman, desiring her almost as desperately as I desired her daughter. I still couldn’t get her fabulous body and beautiful face out of my mind, part of the constant rotation of her, Natalie, and increasingly Laura that seemed to hover in a cloud around me at all hours of the day.

“They’re definitely… unusual,” I said. “I never met women like that before.”

“That’s one way of putting it. So what happened then? Did Natalie take you into the bedroom and fuck your brains out?”

“No,” I said. “They made me help them get ready, then they went out to a party.”

Now it was Simone’s turn to frown.

“They went out? And just left you?”

“No. Someone else came round.”

“Someone else? My God, how many people are involved in your sex life these days?”

“It’s… It’s getting pretty complicated.”

“So who’s this new person?”

“Laura. She’s not really new. She’s a server at a restaurant. I went to dinner with Natalie once and we met her and… Well, she ended up involved.”

“Involved? Involved how?”

“Involved like she plays with us sometimes.”

“I see. Does she dominate you too?”

“Yeah. Yeah, she does.”

Simone laughed loudly at that. I wasn’t exactly surprised. I knew I made a pretty ridiculous figure to her, and it its own way, that was part of the appeal. The humiliation, I suppose. The strange excitement it gave me to have women think less of me. I didn’t understand it then, and I still don’t really understand it now. You don’t have to understand something for it to be an unavoidable part of you.

“Wow. So it really is just any woman? You’ll be a slave to anyone with a pussy?”

“No. I don’t think so. I don’t think it works that way.”

“Then how does it work? Does she have to have sex with you for you to do what she says?”

“I mean, it helps,” I said, making Simone laugh again. “Then again, I guess that’s not it either. I never had sex with Hannah. And even Natalie and I don’t do it that often.”

“What? Are you serious? I thought that was the whole point!”

“It is, kind of,” I said. Uncomfortable to be sharing with my friend like this, I was also struggling to find the words to explain it to myself. This was complicated stuff, and even though I had had plenty of opportunities to think about it, that didn’t mean I had come to any clear answers about how it all worked. It was confusing, deeply confusing. And in some ways, Natalie knew how to play off the confusion, to keep me uncertain and thereby keep me weak. But she had plenty of other ways to do that, too.

“It’s like… sex is the hook, if that makes sense. If I want her badly enough, she can get me to do things. And the more I want her, the more I’ll do. But that doesn’t mean she has to give me what I want. Sometimes, I think Natalie gets off more on not giving it to me.”

“So you mean all this time, I could have been making you do things for me, and I wouldn’t even need to have sex with you?”

“Only if I wanted to have sex with you,” I said, risking a smile as I looked at Simone. Her eyes were glittering, locked onto mine, that same smile on her pretty face. And the weird tension in the air only grew thicker, heavier, pressing down on both of us as we sat there on the sofa waiting for Rocco to finish a shower. Suddenly, though, that didn’t seem so pressing as it had just moments before. I still felt awkward and nervous, sitting there on the sofa getting into another of these weird conversations with his wife. But part of me, a big part of me, wanted to see where this went.

And clearly, so did Simone.

“Are you saying you don’t?”

As she spoke, she shifted on the sofa. She swung her legs up to rest her high heels in my lap once again, and I felt the smooth skin of her freshly shaved legs as I placed her hand on her ankle. She was smiling at me, one finger tracing the shape of her bottom lip as she leaned against the sofa, the low-cut neckline of her dress showing some impressive cleavage that reminded me of just how good she looked in her wedding dress when she freed me from the bondage Natalie had put me in. Her shiny shoes were just millimeters from my cock, and there was no hiding the bulge in my jeans as she rested her feet right next to it.

“I’m saying I wouldn’t,” I said. “You’re married to Rocco.”

“Exactly. That’s why it’ll never happen. But… well, sometimes I wonder what would’ve happened if I met you first. If I knew about these… submissive tendencies of yours. If I’d known what a little pervert you are.”

Her feet moved in my lap, and one slender high heel pressed against my cock through my jeans, removing any doubts over whether she had seen my state of arousal or not. She giggled as she felt the rigidity of my manhood through the fabric, continuing to slide her high heel up and down it. I tried not to groan. It’d been a week since my last adventure with Natalie and Laura, a whole week without contact from a woman. Every moment of my last adventure, it was never enough. If anything, it almost seemed to make things worse. The more I fed my desire, the more it seemed to grow. And now there I was, trembling with need as my friend teased my cock through my pants while her husband showered just feet away. I didn’t know what was happening to me. I didn’t know what I was becoming. I just knew I seemed powerless to stop it.

And I didn’t even try to stop Simone’s foot moving in my lap.

“Yeah, well, that didn’t happen.”

“No. No, it didn’t. Doesn’t mean it’s not fun to think about. I mean, what woman couldn’t use a simp like you? We all have busy lives, and it would really help to have a little boy toy to… oh, I don’t know. Help out around the house. Do dishes and laundry. Does Natalie make you do stuff like that?”

“Sometimes.”

“See? She doesn’t even have sex with you.”

“Sometimes she does.”

“Yeah? How often?”

“Not… very.”

“Exactly,” Simone smirked triumphantly. “I could not have sex with you, too. I’ve managed it this long. And look how much you want me. Look how hard you are.”

“Simone…”

“You love it, you little bitch. I can feel how hard your cock is through your pants. Don’t try to deny it. Don’t act like it doesn’t turn you on. The thought of serving me, doing everything I tell you, just like you do for Natalie and seemingly every other woman you meet. I kind of missed a trick there, didn’t I? I mean, it would kind of be ideal. Imagine being the slave of a married woman. Imagine what a mindfuck that would be. Knowing that I already have a husband to take care of me in bed, and that your only role is to serve me like the pathetic simp you are.”

“Stop it.”

“No. No, I don’t think I will. This is just too funny, knowing this about you. Now, what else do those mean, sexy women make you do? They make you kiss their feet, don’t they? You enjoy that?”

“Yes and no,” I said carefully.

“Do you have a foot fetish?”

“No. It’s more like… the fact of them making me do it. The humiliation.”

I was trying to keep my voice level and even, without much success. Simone’s high heels rubbing my manhood through the fabric of my jeans was driving me crazy. So little effort on her part to get me worked up to the point where I was ready to abandon all the normal rules of conduct and all my principles. Once again, I was a war with myself, because ultimately, Simone was absolutely right. I did want her. And the thought of being dominated by her the way I was dominated by Natalie and Laura sent a wild new shockwave of sexual desire racing through me. It was unbelievable. It’s really did seem like every woman I met lately was able to get the better of me. But it was all Natalie’s fault really. Simone had peered into these dark desires of mine at more or less the same time I did, and clearly, it intrigued her too.

“It must feel pretty amazing,” Simone said, tilting her head to one side as she spoke. “Must really make a girl feel like a goddess. No one’s ever kissed my feet.”

“Rocco will be out any minute.”

“You better hurry up then.”

As she spoke, Simone lifted one foot from my lap, holding her leg straight as she pointed her toes. The other foot stayed in my lap, still turning this way and that, still teasing my hard cock until I was a squirming ball of need. Her skirt slid even higher on her thighs, her breasts rising and falling in the front of her dress, her glittering eyes locked on mine in a contest of wills that was, as usual, completely uneven. Almost over before it even began. Because somehow, Simone guessed what Natalie already knew and Laura was rapidly learning. There was nothing easier than making me do something I already at least partly wanted to do.

“Kiss it. Go on. It’ll be our little secret. And it will make me feel like a goddess while we go out tonight.”

I hesitated, but only for a moment. She was right, of course. I could already see the confidence shining in her face, and not much turned me on more than that. I was terrified of Rocco coming into the room and seeing what we were doing. I told myself it wasn’t really cheating. It wasn’t like we were having sex. It wasn’t like we were even making out. I was just kissing his wife’s foot, something he clearly seemed unwilling to do. But as I had just explained to Simone, sex lay beneath all of it. Even if we weren’t having it, even if we weren’t ever going to have it, it was my desire for her and my desire to sexually submit that made me willing to debase myself for the amusement of a woman I considered a friend.

I had just the smallest moment to make a decision that might change everything. At least change the nature of the relationship between me and this woman I had known for years. But so many of my snap decisions in the last little while had led me here. And for all the suffering and shame they brought me, I was accepting more and more readily that this was a place I wanted to be.

I cradled Simone’s shiny high heel in my hand. She gasped slightly, pressing her hand to her mouth again while her sparkling eyes watched me over the top of her fingers. Quickly, I pressed my lips against her foot, kissing the patent leather right where it met her skin and getting a little of each. She shook with laughter as she watched me, my cheeks burning with shame at just how easy it was for any woman to make me debase myself like this.

Simone lifted her foot out of my hands. Shifting in her seat, she swung her feet back down to the floor, adjusting her dress as she moved.

“I can’t believe you did that,” she said, shaking her head, still with that sly smile on her pretty face.

“Did what?” asked Rocco as he stepped into the room, finally showered and dressed and ready to go out.

“Oh, your perverted friend was just telling me about some of the kinky stuff he gets up to with Natalie,” Simone said, the lie coming easily and smoothly to her lips. Rocco shook his head.

“I don’t even want to know,” he said.

Together, the three of us went out. Ordinarily with them, I never felt like a third wheel. The three of us had hung out plenty of times before, and I was used to it. But Simone’s little act before we left threw me off balance. And it seemed to have an interesting effect on her, too. I had rarely seen her this flirtatious with Rocco, this obviously keyed up. Like she couldn’t keep her hands off him, even with me sitting there. And Rocco, of course, gratefully accepted this attention from his wife, even if he couldn’t explain it. She was looking good, and this new confidence and flirtatiousness suited her. As for me, it only made me more miserable.

But I tried to hide it. I tried to laugh along with the jokes and stories, trying to pretend it was just another normal night out for friends who had known each other for years. Trying to pretend I hadn’t just been dominated, in a way, by Rocco’s wife while he dressed in the next room.

But life has a funny way of tripping us up, of throwing rocks at our plans. I was thinking of calling it a night, of making an early exit. And by the way and increasingly drunk Simone kept kissing Rocco, kept touching his body under the table, I didn’t think anyone would argue if I made my departure. They would probably welcome the chance to go home and fuck.

But then, something caught my eye. A table full of girls over near the door of the bar where we drank. There were young, and they mostly seem to be having a good time, but that wasn’t what caught my eye. Instead, it was a flash of some strange familiarity, something I recognized before I even realized I recognized it. The color of her hair, maybe, or the tilt of her head as she looked down at the table, barely interacting with her group of friends.

Laura.

My first instinct was to hide. After Simone’s actions at their place, it already felt like my rigorously separate worlds were colliding. There was the regular, normal, somewhat boring life I lived, and then there were the kinky adventures I had with Natalie and Laura. And no matter how exciting they got, no matter how real they undoubtedly were, there was always a faint sense of unreality about those adventures. Simone seemed determined to never let me forget, to keep bringing that world into this one. And seeing Laura on a night out could only add to that.

And I could’ve done it. I could’ve made my excuses, left Rocco and Simone, and hurried out the door of the bar in the hope that Laura would notice me. But for whatever reason, that’s not what I did.

Instead, I stood. I made my way across a bar that suddenly felt 10 times longer than it should, heading into another twisted future I had not imagined until that moment. I stood at the edge of the table where Laura was with her friends, and they all looked up at me with various expressions of interest and disdain on their faces, taking me for just another horny guy hitting on every girl in the bar. But I didn’t care about them.

Laura didn’t look up until I said her name.

And when she did, I saw that her eyes were shining with tears.
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19. Meeting By Chance

Awkward barely describes it. It’s always strange meeting people from one part of your life in another where you didn’t expect to see them, like seeing a former teacher at the supermarket. But I never groveled at the feet of any of my teachers. I never called them Princess and begged them for orgasm. Laura was a young woman, and I suppose running into her out in the world was not unusual, all things considered. But it forced me to confront the fact that she, and Natalie, and Hannah, were real people. As much as they seemed like nothing more than wanton sex goddesses, as much as it seemed like their whole life revolved around finding new ways to tease and humiliate and dominate me, they all had their own lives, too. As much as I loved being objectified by them, it dawned on me as I stood in front of the table with Laura and all her friends that I had been objectifying her, too. Maybe sexual desire requires at least a little of that. But now, being confronted with the totality of who she was as a person instead of merely a vehicle to live out my own twisted fantasies, I felt completely out of my depth.

And I didn’t know what had propelled me to come over there in the first place. I could’ve just sneaked away and ended what was already turning into a weird night. But I didn’t. And now, there was no turning back. There I was, standing in front of a woman who, last time I saw her, had controlled my orgasms and use me as her submissive pleasure slave. My mind raced as it struggled to reconcile the different lives I was living.

“Um, hi,” she said slowly, and sniffed. I could feel her friends looking from Laura to me and back again, questions forming on their lips and in their knitted brows. But I kept all my attention on her.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” she said, sweeping her hair back from her face and attempting a smile that only made her look even sadder.

“Well… it’s nice to see you. I just wanted to say hi. I don’t want to interrupt your night or anything.”

“No, it’s okay. It’s nice to see you too. Why don’t you sit down with us?”

“Oh. No. No, I don’t think so. I’m with friends, and you girls seem to have your own thing going on. I just wanted to say hi, that’s all.”

Laura looked up at me again. Her brown eyes were still shining with moisture, but there was something else in her expression, too. Surprise, maybe. Of course, I couldn’t blame her for that. I was just as surprised to see her, and just as out of my depth having to interact with her in the real world.

“Well, you’re not leaving before I buy you a drink. Come on. Excuse me.”

Those last words were directed at her friends who sat clustered in the horseshoe-shaped booth around the table. They moved so that Laura could squeeze past their knees and approach where I was standing. She was wearing an olive-green tank top and a pair of black leather pants that fit tight around her beautiful legs and sent a thrill of submissive desire racing through me. Slender high heels rapped on the floor of the bar as she walked toward the counter, wearing ankle boots along with the leather pants. Truthfully, she looked great. Almost as great as she did last time I had seen her, when she appeared in Natalie’s house like a vision of domination in a tight black dress and leather corset and thigh boots. I tried to push that image out of my mind as I followed her through the bar, but it came with me, twining itself around the sound of her high heels like music wrapped through the bars drawn for it.

She ordered a beer, and I ordered the same. She paid, and I let her. Then, lifting her bottle, she seemed to pause for a minute. Her eyes glowed, enhanced by the smoky makeup she had put on to enjoy a night out. Her lips were a deep red that added a dash of color to her pretty face, making the most of the features she was blessed with. She rarely looked better. But that sorrow in her eyes was what intrigued me the most.

“Wanna talk for a minute?”

Turning her face away from her group of friends, Laura looked at me as though she didn’t understand the words I had just spoken. Her eyes moved up and down my face, peering at my lips as though trying to understand how they made such unexpected sounds. She hesitated again, glancing back toward her friends. Then, turning back to me, she shrugged. A faint smile lifted only a single corner of her mouth as she spoke.

“Sure. It’s already been a fucked-up night. May as well try something new.”

Close to the bar, there was a tiny table built around one of the wooden beams that held up the ceiling, along with two tall stools underneath it. I headed toward the table, and Laura followed, those high heels seeming to set the rhythm of my heart as I climbed onto a stool. She did the same, leather pants shining as they hugged her hips and her thighs. Desire bloomed inside me again. But I tried to push that aside. For some reason, it didn’t seem like the appropriate reaction at that moment in time. Yes, I wanted Laura, and I would always want her. Especially when she was all dressed up like this. And maybe, if I was being cynical, I could say it was that and that alone that drew me to her, that made me want to talk to her. The desire for sex, specifically the kinky sex we had had the week before. But I’m not so sure. Sometimes, you have to be a little generous even with yourself.

“What’s wrong?”

Laura’s shoulders rose as she took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. I tried not to notice the way they made her breasts bounce in the top of her tank top.

“Boy trouble,” she said, and took a drink.

“Oh really? I wouldn’t think that would be much of a problem for you.”

“Why? Because I can make a guy like you beg me for sex?”

Laura’s tone was suddenly sharp, making me feel defensive. But she seemed to relent almost immediately. Her eyes found the water-stained surface of the table in front of us as she sighed again.

“Sorry,” she murmured. “It’s not your fault. I’m just… pissed off. Sick of men and their bullshit.”

“Yeah, we’re the worst,” I said, completely deadpan. At least it made Laura chuckle a little in spite of herself. Her glowing eyes caught mine as she looked up at me again.

“Well, yes,” she said with a smile. “But now and again, some of you have your moments.”

“So what did he do?”

“It’s just… my ex,” Laura said, before taking a deep pull on her cold bottle of beer. “We split up a while back. I mean, that’s cool and whatever. Like, it’s not great. But it was probably for the best. But like, we just saw him at another bar with some skank he works with. All over her. And he swore there’s nothing going on between them, and I believed him, like an idiot. But now here he is, not even a month later, already with her. Why do guys do that?”

“You’re asking me?” I said as Laura took another swig of beer.

“You’re the only one with a prick at this table.”

I thought for a moment before answering. I could feel her eyes on me as she waited, eyes that were more stunning than I remembered in my fantasies of her. And again, I got the sense that I was getting a glimpse into the real person, and in a way I couldn’t put into words, it excited me. It was sexy to be dominated by her, to be completely owned, to surrender my will to her beauty and femininity and lose myself entirely. But these reminders I sometimes got that she was a real person with a real heart and soul somehow made it even more erotic to be her sexual plaything. To know that when it was all over, she went back to her job and her friends and her life, carrying inside her the deviant little secrets we two shared. I wasn’t trying to get turned on just by the mere presence of a woman who was rapidly learning to be a formidable dominatrix. But I wasn’t doing a very good job of that.

“Insecurity,” I finally said. “It’s bad, but a lot of times, guys get a lot of their self-worth from how well they can attract women. Knowing that he’s been able to find someone else after you is fueling his ego. Making him feel like less of the loser he probably feels for losing you in the first place.”

Laura smiled again. That sad little smile was piercing me to the heart every time she showed it to me.

“That’s… actually kind of perceptive.”

“Yeah, well. I have my moments.”

“You definitely do.”

Laura spoke impulsively, blurting the words out without seeming to give them too much thought. And then, in the short silence that followed, I wondered if she regretted them. I wondered if she could guess the way my heart swelled at even this tiny little bit of praise from her, so different to the cruel and mocking things she normally said when she was dominating me in the bedroom. You know it when you see it. You know when you feel it, that wild rush of chemistry that you sometimes get with people without ever really knowing why. I was feeling it now, between me and her, and I knew I had to be careful. I knew I couldn’t separate the way I felt about Laura from the way I felt about the sex we had. Just as it had been with Natalie that first time I took her to dinner, it felt weird to be sitting across the table from a woman I had already explored the deepest and darkest sexual fantasies with. A reversal of the normal order of things, when courtship comes first and sex comes later. But this was the wild new world I found myself in thanks to Natalie. At least it was never boring.

“Look, there’s not much anyone can say in a situation like this that doesn’t sound like a cheesy line,” I said. “I’m sure your friends have all already told you that you’re better than him, that he doesn’t deserve you, that you’re a beautiful girl who will find someone better when she’s ready. And all of that’s true, even if it’s a cliché. Just… I don’t know. You can’t help feeling the way you feel, I guess. Just don’t mistake the feelings for the reality.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just… it hurts. It hurts when a relationship ends. And you feel mad at them, but mostly yourself for letting them get close. But that’s stupid. That’s what life’s all about. Getting close to people. Getting hurt. That’s what makes us alive.”

“Sounds a bit masochistic.”

“Are you surprised?”

Finally, Laura laughed at that. A real laugh, not the attempts at chuckling she had managed up to that point. My words seemed to catch her by surprise, but that surprise burst out of her in a gale of genuine laughter, and I smiled along with her, swept up in her unexpected joy. It feels good to help someone, even a little bit. I was riding a high that had nothing to do with the small quantity of alcohol I had consumed as I sat on the other side of the tiny table from a woman who, despite all the crazy sexual adventures we had already had, I was only just getting to know.

“No, I guess not,” Laura said. “I’m a little surprised to be getting wisdom from you, though. I didn’t imagine last week when we were… doing our thing… that you would actually have some good relationship advice for me.”

“I’m full of surprises,” I said. “Especially to myself.”

Laura laughed again.

“Actually, that’s a good point,” I said. “What we were doing last weekend. You’re mad that your boyfriend found someone else, but I remember you being a pretty enthusiastic participant in what we were doing last week.”

“Yeah, I know,” Laura said, rolling her eyes. “Haven’t you ever met a woman before? We’re complicated.”

“That’s a copout,” I said. “You’re a smart woman. You must have thought about this before. Why is it okay for you to move on, and not for him to do the same?”

“Because…” Laura squirmed on her seat, her thumbnail picking at the label on the beer bottle as she chose her next words. Part of me was screaming at me not to do this, not to challenge her in any way. After all, all that training in submission she and Natalie had given me was bound to have an effect. But maybe that was why another equally loud part of me was cheering me on. After all, we weren’t in the bedroom now. I wasn’t tied up and helpless and dependent on Laura for the sexual release I craved. We were just guy and a girl talking in a bar, and I had as much right to speak my mind as she did. That’s not to say I didn’t feel nervous about pissing her off, though. After all, I desperately hoped we would play together again sometime soon.

“Because what we do is different,” Laura said at last. “It’s like what you said about Natalie. You guys aren’t dating. She’s not your girlfriend. Do you even know where she is tonight, or what she’s doing, or with who?”

“No,” I said, and now I was the one squirming uncomfortably on the seat. Of course, it wasn’t like it hadn’t crossed my mind. There wasn’t an hour of the day that went by that I didn’t think about Natalie and wonder where she was and what she was doing. But I tried to keep my checking in within reasonable limits, knowing that my mistress valued her independence. Knowing my place in her life, as a living toy for her to play with. It was hot to think that way. And maybe there were times when I yearned for something more, but Natalie had made it pretty clear she wasn’t interested in that. She wanted a sex slave, not a boyfriend. I was happy to perform that role for her. But sometimes, keeping my feelings out of it was a bigger challenge than I would have thought it was.

“Exactly. We’re fuck buddies. We do our fun, kinky stuff, and then we go on with our lives. It doesn’t have to be whole thing. It’s simple. Uncomplicated. After I broke up with Darren, it seemed like exactly what I needed.”

“So what’s the problem?”

“No problem,” Laura said slowly. “It’s just… like you said. You feel what you feel. Rightly or wrongly. It’s not like I wanted him to be ruined forever after splitting up with me. With a bit more time, I’d probably be happy for him that he found someone else. But why so soon? And why her? Makes me think he was cheating on me.”

“If he was, he’s a fucking idiot.”

Laura rolled her eyes again.

“It happens.”

“Yeah. And it hurts when it does. But that’s a reflection on him, not you. If he did that, then he’s a guy with no morals and no sense. I know it’s easy to say you’re better off without him. But I know from experience that it really is true. People who cheat do you a favor by showing you they’re not worth your time.”

Again, Laura looked at me in silence for a moment. Honestly, I was as surprised as she was. I didn’t really know where this stuff was coming from either. All I knew is that I was speaking from the heart, saying things that had occurred to me after plenty of time spent in the same position she found herself in now. I’ve never had much luck in relationships. I’m not trying to blame anyone else for that. My stuff is my stuff to work on. But at least it gave me some perspective to try and help a friend. If that was what Laura was to me.

“You should be a relationship counselor or something.”

“I doubt that,” I laughed. “I can’t even figure out myself. It’s just easier sometimes with other people. That bit of distance makes it easier to see the truth.”

Laura looked at me for a long time this time. Her bottle of beer was almost empty as it sat on the table in front of her, one hand lying loosely in front of it. With the other, she suddenly reached out toward me, placing her hand on my arm. A smile lit up her pretty face, and the look in her eyes took me by surprise. Not that my words had helped, or that having someone to talk to other than her mindlessly supportive friends was of some value to her. What surprised me the most was that all through the conversation we had been having, as my desire for her continued to burn inside me, I hadn’t been trying to get anything from her at all. I had meant every word. None of this was a ploy. That was what surprised me as I felt the jolt of Laura’s skin on mine.

“You’re nice,” she said softly.

“You’re not. But that’s what I like about you.”

Laura burst out laughing again. It was a lovely sound to hear, a fluid and melodious noise that I could still hear over the loud music of the bar and the chatter of a hundred voices around us. Laura’s group of friends was still sitting in their booth, occasionally looking over toward us to check in on their friend. Behind me, somewhere in the gloom, I guessed that Simone and Rocco were still sitting at the table enjoying their date night, with her desire burning bright thanks to our little BDSM adventure right before we came out. For some reason, I seem to be solving everyone’s problems tonight. It felt good. It felt good to have a use to people that didn’t involve literally bowing at their feet.

Not that that was the worst thing in the world, either.

“You can walk to my place from here,” Laura said, her eyes shining as she spoke. “Wanna get out of here?”

It was a stupid question. Of course I did. But somehow, I managed to find an even more stupid answer.

“That’s not why came over to talk to you, you know,” I said. Laura smiled.

“You know what? I actually believe you, too.”

“Good. It’s true.”

“Very noble. But the thing is, you’re here, even though I never expected to find you here. And my roommate is over there with the girls, meaning if we go to my place now, we have it to ourselves. Do I need to ask again? Because that would hurt my feelings.”

Laura squeezed my hand as she spoke to let me know that she was joking about that last part. And I put aside whatever doubts I had. There’s a time to be noble, and a time to be a man. A time to put everything else aside and take the unexpected gift offered to you.

“Well, I wouldn’t want to do that, Princess,” I said. And Laura flashed me a devilish smile as she squeezed my hand again.

“No, you wouldn’t,” she smirked. “So drink up. We’re leaving. Now.”

I downed my remaining beer in one go. Asking Laura to wait for just a second, I headed over to the table where I had left Rocco and Simone. They both looked astonished as I told them I was leaving, especially when they saw I was with a girl. And after Laura said a quick goodbye to her friends, we headed out of the bar and into the cool night together.

She took my hand as she led me down the street. She barely said anything, and neither did I. The stars shone above and her high heels echoed on the pavement and everything seemed alive with possibility. And I had had plenty of exciting experiences of the past few weeks, including with this particular pretty young woman.

But somehow, this felt different. Like more of an achievement or something, perhaps because I was more involved. I wasn’t, for once, just a passive spectator, a tool or a toy for Natalie to use for her own deviant ends. Of course, it felt spectacular to surrender to her will like that. But this was exciting in a different way. Maybe even a more wholesome way.

Laura did indeed live very close to the bar. She led me upstairs in her apartment building and unlocked the front door, and with every step we took, I felt myself growing more and more excited. And there was no point in either of us pretending. After all, we had been so intimate before. She led me straight to her bedroom. There was no pretending to drink coffee, no putting on a movie. No denying the fact that the two of us were attracted to each other and wanted to have sex.

Inside her bedroom, Laura let go of my hand, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me. I kissed her back, reveling in the soft sensuality of her lips, the warmth of her mouth against mine and the feel of her young body in my arms. Her smooth leather pants made my cock bulge against her as I ran my hands over them, feeling the firm muscle of her ass through the fabric. And as I reached around to the front to begin to unbutton her pants, Laura smiled indulgently. She lifted my T-shirt up over my head, and I lifted my hands away from her half-unfastened pants to let her take my shirt off. But when it was around my wrists, she twisted it tightly in her hand, holding onto it as a kind of makeshift set of handcuffs.

“Ready to serve, bitch boy?” she asked. And my cock surged inside my pants in a way I knew that she could feel as it pressed against her beautiful body. But something new made its presence felt inside me, something I hadn’t felt before in a situation like this. And even though I doubted myself, even though one part of me screamed to go along with her kinky game, knowing how much I enjoyed them, I had been following my instincts all night, and they had gotten me here. I was ready to roll the dice again.

“No,” I said. I pulled my hands away from hers, pulling my twisted T-shirt out of her grasp and then removing it from my arms. “Not tonight,” I said.

Shirtless now, I stepped toward her again. Laura gasped as I pulled her pants down sharply, peeling them away from her hips and letting them slide to the floor. As I pulled her tank top off and squeezed her breasts in my hands through her bra, she moaned softly. Suddenly soft and malleable and yielding, ready to be taken. I wrapped my arms around her narrow waist and lifted her off the floor, and she yelped in pleasure as she wrapped her arms around my neck again, at the same time wrapping her legs around my waist. I buried my face in her chest, kissing and licking her breasts as they swelled over the cups of her bra as I stepped toward the bed. I lowered her down and climbed on top of her, and her hands moved frantically as they pulled open the front of my jeans.

My cock sprang out. Laura was still wearing her sharp-heeled ankle boots, and they raked my thighs with delicious pain as she pushed my jeans and underwear down my legs until I could kick my way out of them. As I reached around behind her for the clasp of her bra, she sat up, letting me unfasten it and fling it away from us. I sighed with pleasure as I felt the warm softness of her breasts in her hands, and she shivered as I flicked my thumbs over the nipples, toying with her body, teasing her with the pleasure that for once, we both knew was coming.

I kissed her. She kissed me back. As I positioned myself on top of her, she lay back on the mattress, giving herself up to me completely. I kissed my way down her neck, over her breasts, and she spread her legs to receive me. She reached down and took my cock in her hand, guiding it toward her pussy. I could already feel her desperate wetness and knew that she was every bit as excited as I was.

I slid inside her. She moaned at the feel of my cock pressing apart her wet walls, seeking out the warmth in her deepest places. And I moaned too, feeling that pussy tighten around me, feeling that soft and yielding body underneath my own. For all the things we had done together, it was the first time we had had normal sex, the old-fashioned type, just a man and woman together in bed with no props and restraints and psychological games. And it felt amazing. Almost immediately, pleasure coursed up and down my spine, making my brain light up with pure bliss as I began to have sex with her.

Laura moaned. I moaned too. Again, she wrapped her legs around my hips, almost lifting herself off the bed, demanding more. And I gave it to her. I gave her everything I had, our bodies soon moving in unison to the rapid rhythm of pleasure I established. The bed creaked and shook underneath us, and her moans of pleasure soon turned to screams that bounced back off the walls and ceiling to rain down on me like gifts from above.

There was no talk. There was no teasing, no mockery. There was just pure pleasure. And joy filled my heart as I felt her pussy clenching around me more strongly, as I felt her body spasming orgasm. She arched her back, screaming her bliss at the ceiling, her eyes closed, her face wearing an expression of total joy. I had made her cum. And she looked so beautiful in that wild spasm of bliss and sensuality that I couldn’t help it. I exploded deep inside her too, the two of us almost coming together as she opened her eyes wide in shock to stare deep into mine.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, shivering as she spoke, the slowly fading glory of orgasm still shining in her eyes. “Oh my God, that was amazing, David.”

“Yeah, it was, Princess,” I agreed, and chuckled to myself as she groaned in a last spasm of pleasure.


20. Being With Laura

Waking up the next day was like awakening to a new world.

It wasn’t a new experience for me, waking up in a strange bed and piecing together the fun I had had the night before. What was new was that I was next to Laura. A woman I knew, had been intimate with, and yet somehow, the previous night felt like the first time. It was the first time we had been together like that, the first time we had normal sex without any hint of power exchange, of domination or submission. It was… Normal, for want of a better word. And it felt great to have normal sex. To be desired like that and to desire in turn, to have my own agency and my own power whereas normally, in her presence, I had neither.

But it made everything feel different, too. Nothing changed, and everything had.

I woke up before she did. It was early in the morning, but she lived on a busy street, and already, outside, I could hear the sounds of the city waking up. The steadily rising hum of traffic. The clatter of sanitation workers emptying bins. Laura, probably used to the din of her noisy apartment, kept sleeping beside me. She lay with her back turned to me, a thin blanket tracing the rise and fall of her hips and her shoulders, her blonde hair spread loose across the pillow, her face hidden from me. I could hear her even breathing, though, and it told me that she was still sleeping. The steady rise and fall of the air filling her lungs, the metronomic rhythm of slumber.

It gave me time to think.

Underneath the blanket, I was naked. And my cock was already raging, the way it infallibly was when I woke up in the morning. But for once, it had something to rage about. I had fucked her last night, had sex with this beautiful woman, and the memory of that echoed inside my mind, keeping the gears spinning.

What did it all mean? Our relationship had always been complicated, from the very first night we met. But somehow, this new development seemed to make it more complicated than ever. The sex we had last night was simple, normal, unenhanced by our usual role-play and power exchange. But somehow, that made things even more confusing for me. Because when we played together, when I served her and Natalie like a humble sex slave, I at least knew my place. I know exactly what this was. A kinky game that we all enjoyed, an escape from reality that allowed us all to play our roles that might be more or less close to who we really were. This was different. In some ways, somehow, it was more intimate. Because now, there was no kinkiness to hide behind. There was no role to play, no character to perform. There was just us, the two of us, together, luxuriating in the pleasure our bodies could give to one another.

Like a real relationship.

Quietly, I shifted in the bed, reaching for my pants that lay discarded on the floor. Inside, I found my phone, the battery getting perilously low. I had several messages from Rocco, asking how my night had gone. Of course, he could guess. He knew I had left with Laura, and for all he knew, I had never met this woman before. I had just gone up to her at a bar and convinced her to take me home. That wasn’t reality, but the end result was the same. But debriefing my friend could wait.

On the bed beside me, Laura stirred. She groaned as she rolled over, switching from one side to the other. Her eyes opened, and I watched the pupils shrink against the light as they found me. She smiled dreamily, and I smiled back.

“Good morning,” she said in a voice thick with sleep.

“Hi,” I said, and she giggled as though I had said something funny. There’s always some awkwardness to this, waking up next to a stranger after one night stand. Except Laura wasn’t a stranger, and this wasn’t a one night stand. At least, I certainly hoped not. I hoped to play with her again, and with Natalie, and with whoever else got involved in our strange games. But as much as I love to submit to her, as much as I loved to see her grow into her dominatrix persona, I didn’t regret a single moment of the night we shared previously.

“You’re still here.”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“You never know with guys,” Laura said. Raising her head from the pillow, she sat up just a little, propping herself up on one arm. She was still smiling as she looked me up and down, her eyes traveling over the blanket that barely covered my naked body. My cock was still as rockhard as ever, the simple biological morning erection now giving way to something more intentional, more determined. I wondered if she could see its shape through the blanket that covered me.

“I had fun last night.”

“Me too,” I said, smiling again to let her know I meant it. I really had. There was a deep passion to the sex we had, fueled perhaps by the fact that for once, I wasn’t submitting to her. For once, I got to do what I wanted. And I had shown her exactly what I wanted from her. That body, in all its yielding softness, in all its orgasmic beauty. Every time I saw Laura, she seemed to get sexier as she got to grips more and more with being in charge. But now, possibly, seeing her like this was the sexiest vision of her yet. Tangled hair and smeared makeup and all.

“Are you feeling better now?” I asked.

“Much better,” Laura confirmed with a smile. “You know what they say. The best way to get over someone is to get under someone else.”

“I never heard that before. Who says that?”

“Girls,” Laura said dismissively. At the same time, she moved under the blanket. Her bed wasn’t particularly big, definitely smaller than Natalie’s, and in less than a second, she was lying right in front of me. Heedless of morning breath, she kissed me. I kissed her back, not caring anymore than she did. And as her hand moved under the blanket, reaching out for my body, I cared even less. Against my lips, I felt her giggle as she touched the rock-hard shaft of my erection, her fingers curling instinctively around it and making me growl with undisguised lust.

“Oh, so you ARE happy to see me,” she smirked.

“Very,” I murmured, making her laugh again. Her hand slid up and down along the shaft of my cock as she kissed me again, teasing me with the first thrill of pleasure that spread through my body. To awaken to pleasure beside a beautiful woman that you know wants you as badly as you want her is undeniably one of the great pleasures of life. And as the sunlight streamed in the windows of Laura’s bedroom, the curtains open just enough to let it pour in, I felt again like I was awakening to new worlds.

I didn’t know what all this meant for the relationship that we had, and in that moment, I didn’t much care. I could only think about her. All I could think about was the pleasure swelled inside me, that made me moan and groan against her soft lips as we kissed and she touched me and my hands reached out for her body too, feeling the warmth coming from that body that I had finally possessed last night in a way I never had before and maybe had never thought that I would.

Laura smiled. For a moment, she lifted her face away from mine, letting me see that mischievous smile that lit up her pretty face. I moved to kiss her again, and playfully, she pulled back from the kiss. Clearly, she had other things in mind.

I gasped in surprise as she pulled the blanket aside and sat up on the bed. She moved, getting her knees underneath her, leaning forward over my lap. And then, with one hand still wrapped around my cock and the other sweeping her hair back behind her ears, she leaned forward and took my manhood in her mouth.

It felt incredible. I lay back against the pillow, sighing with lust as she used her tongue to tease the sensitive head of my cock and her lips wrapped tightly around the shaft. I could feel her eyes on me as she bobbed her head up and down, sucking and licking and sending waves of outrageous pleasure through my body. And I could barely believe what was happening. I hadn’t showered. Probably my cock was still crusted with last night’s sex. Laura didn’t seem to care. Maybe she reveled in being this dirty, and letting go of her inhibitions. As my pleasure swelled, I didn’t give too much thought to her motivations or her feelings in that moment. It was all I could do to handle my own.

Shifting her knees out from underneath her, Laura lay down on her stomach, her bare breasts pressed against the mattress. My cock slid easily out of her mouth as she lifted her head, taking a moment to run her tongue up and down the shaft from base to tip and making me growl with pleasure. Wordlessly, she smiled up at me, her hand moving again over my shaft, lubricated now by her own saliva. Then, still without saying a word, she leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth again.

It had been a while since my last blowjob. And my experiences with Laura and Natalie, the submissive role I had been forced to take, had made such a thing seem beyond the realm of possibility. Pleasure was something I gave, not received. And if I did, it was almost accidental, a side effect of being used to please the dominant women in my life. But as I lay there in Laura’s bed, idle and relaxed while she used her mouth on me, I felt for the first time like I was the one being served. And it felt incredible.

Laura took her time. She was in no hurry. And clearly, she knew exactly what she was doing. She would take me deep inside her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, her lips forming a tight seal around my shaft. But then, as my pleasure started to swell even more inside me, she would back off. She would lift her mouth off me and start licking instead, keeping me buzzing with desire that seemed to increase with every repetition. I squirmed and writhed on the mattress, lost in a kind of fever of wild arousal. And all the while, she held my cock, licking and sucking and making it shine with her saliva, making me cry out at the pleasure that swelled within me that only seemed to grow almost painfully acute with every minute that passed.

I cried out. My cock swelled inside her mouth. I was almost there, hovering dangerously on the brink of release.

And Laura seemed to know that. Because she lifted her mouth away and uncurled her fingers from my shaft. Placing her chin in one hand, she watched with an expression of amusement as I gazed at her in wide-eyed astonishment, my mouth open in pure outrage.

“Don’t stop,” I groaned. And my pretty lover burst out laughing.

“No, I think I will stop,” she said, and laughed again when I growled in anger. “Aww, what’s the matter? You thought Princess was going to let you nut? Think again, slave boy.”

I groaned out loud at her mocking words, and she laughed again, knowing as well as I did that they only added to my desire. I hadn’t forgotten who Laura was and what she liked, not even for a minute. That was a big part of what made her so sexy to me. But that didn’t change the fact that I wanted to cum badly. That I was hovering on the brink of ecstatic explosion, and I desperately needed her touch to take me to bliss. The touch she seemed to be getting off on withholding.

“I think I want some breakfast,” she said. She sat up in bed, her breasts bouncing with her movements as she crawled toward the foot of the mattress. I watched in astonishment, barely able to believe she would be so cruel, even after everything the woman had already done to me in the past. Maybe I thought things had changed between us more than they had. Maybe I wanted them to. Then again, judging by the way her mocking words made my cock throb, maybe not.

Laura stood, her naked body fully displayed to me as she stepped toward the door of her bedroom, her breasts and hips and thighs calling to me with that ancient song I could never resist. And my lust was like a presence inside me, some ferocious force that could not be denied, could not be ignored, could not be assuaged by anyone but her.

I sprang up from the bed. Laura yelped as I moved toward her, grabbing hold of her before she got to the door. Wrapping my arms around her waist, I lifted her off her feet, and she laughed loudly as I carried her back to the bed, flinging her down onto the bouncing mattress. I climbed on top of her, and she wrapped her arms around my neck, lifting her head from the pillow to kiss me deeply and passionately. I kissed her back, at the same time maneuvering myself between her legs as she willingly spread them. My cock slid easily inside her wet pussy, and we both groaned together at that familiar but always blissful feeling, my manhood sliding into her feminine sex and making us one again, making us whole. I kissed her, and she kissed me, and I pumped my hips up and down, sliding my straining cock in and out of what felt more and more like its rightful home, and soon, Laura’s pussy was spasming around me. Soon, she was moaning in the back of her throat. I could feel the vibration of the sound through her lips, through her tongue as it moved over mine, the two of us joined in two places, the pleasure of one feeding into the pleasure of the other.

I came inside her, and she sighed happily as she felt the end result of the process she had knowingly started. For a moment, I lay on top of her, trying to regain my breath, savoring the blissful sensation that traveled through my body. She ran her fingers through my hair, softly stroking my head, the silence of contentment replacing the noises of pleasure that had filled the room just a moment before.

Finally, I rolled off her, my cock sliding free easily from between her legs. She sat up, her eyes glowing, seemingly energized by our sex, while I felt as though I could happily go back to sleep.

“I need to take a shower,” she said. “Chloe didn’t come home last night.”

“Who?”

“Chloe. My roommate.”

As she spoke, Laura reached toward the bedside table, and I saw her sweep up her phone. She tapped the screen a couple of times, then nodded.

“She stayed at a friend’s place,” she confirmed. “That means we have the place to ourselves.”

Setting down her phone, she turned her eyes on me. Even spent as I was, sated with orgasm and ready to go back to sleep, I couldn’t resist the fire in those eyes, or the smile that lifted her pink lips at the corners. She wasn’t the commanding dominatrix that Natalie and her mother were. Maybe she never would be. But part of me liked that. In a way, it provided something different, a contrast to the other women that brought out the desirability of both. Laura was more of a girl-next-door than a goddess ripped out of the halls of heaven. But as I was quickly learning, there’s something very sexy about submitting to a pretty but otherwise fairly average woman that you don’t get from submitting to a goddess.

“Want to take a shower with me?”

Her hand crept across the bed as she spoke, taking mine in hers.

“Absolutely,” I said, making her giggle again. There was no way, I knew, the two of us showering together wasn’t going to end in more sex. And the steadily emerging pattern of the day couldn’t have been more pleasing to me. I was happy to spend all day there, fucking Laura over and over again, the two of us discovering each other’s bodies all over again now that she was no longer dominating me.

Letting go of my hand, she climbed out of the bed. I stood too, watching her move around the bedroom, gathering up a few items of clothing. It seemed redundant to me and my purposes; as far as I was concerned, the less she wore, the better. But I wasn’t about to interrupt her as she rummaged through her drawers, finding what she needed. Stepping past me toward her closet, she took a towel from a shelf and draped it over her arm. Then, her possessions gathered up in one arm, she reached the other hand out toward me and took my hand in hers. She led me out of her bedroom, across her apartment, toward the bathroom that sat close to the front door. Maybe she had no fear of her roommate coming back unexpectedly. Maybe she just didn’t care. I certainly didn’t.

Laura set her clothes down on the bathroom counter next to the sink. I watched, my cock half-hard again already, as she pulled back the curtain and stepped into the shower. I followed behind her, feeling the warm water cascading over both of us. She reached for a bottle and poured some liquid soap onto a sponge, and lather slid over her skin as she began using it to clean herself.

“Here. Allow me,” I said. Smiling, she handed the sponge to me without a word. She turned her back on me, and I fixed my eyes on her, watching the soap slide over her slender shoulders, the inward curve of her back, the spread of her hips and the cleft of her ass making her endlessly, almost demonically inviting to me as I cleaned her.

Laura turned around to face me, that inviting smile on her face. I ran the sponge over her chest, caressing her breasts, feeling the hardness of her nipples through the soapsuds. She chuckled to herself, her hands on my hips as I continued to play with her boobs.

“Here. My turn,” she said, taking the sponge from me. And I kept playing with her breasts as she moved the soapy sponge over my chest, my arms, my shoulders, her brown eyes doing that little dance of desire over me as she inspected me with her hands as much as with her eyes. The sponge and the hand that held it dropped lower, slowly, almost painfully slowly, and my cock was fully hard again at the thought of what was coming, throbbing in the air between us as it demanded her touch.

The sponge moved over my stomach. Laura looked up at me, her eyes staring into mine, her smile gone now and replaced by a look of lust. The sponge moved over my cock, making it jump, making me groan with the promise of more pleasure. And Laura sponged off my cock and balls, caressing my manhood, and the slick soap and warm water enhanced every touch until I was moaning with pleasure, my manhood surging and throbbing desperately in her grip.

“You never quit, do you?” she chuckled.

“Neither do you,” I said. My hands were still on her boobs, my thumbs teasing her nipples that rose to meet my touch, and the warm air inside the small shower practically vibrated with our shared desire for one another. It was all a game, a tease, a delaying of the inevitable. We both wanted the same thing. We both needed it. And despite the fact that we had had sex just moments before, our desire for one another had not dampened even a little.

“Stay there,” Laura said. Carelessly dropping the sponge on the floor, she stepped out of the shower, pushing back the curtain, heedless of the water that spilled onto the bathroom floor. She picked up her towel, and I waited for her to dry herself off. But that wasn’t what happened.

Instead, she dropped the towel back on the bathroom counter and stepped back under the running water. She had one hand behind her back, that mischievous smile back on her face, and that was what I focused on, not even realizing what she had planned.

Until it was too late.

She took my hand in hers, her other hand still hidden behind her back, guiding me back toward her breasts. I touched one again, feeling its weight and softness and do my stretching fingers. And then, Laura sprang her trap. Her hidden hand snaked out from behind her back, and I gasped in surprise as she snapped a steel cuff around my wrists. Before I could even realize what was happening, she was reaching past me, locking the other cuff to the upright pipe that fed the showerhead above us. And she laughed out loud when she had me chained to the fixture, basking in the power she had reassumed for herself.

“What – what are you doing?” I asked redundantly. Laura just smirked as she answered, folding her arms under her breasts as she looked me up and down.

“What does it look like?” she said. “I’m taking control. The sex we had last night was amazing. I’m not going to lie. That doesn’t mean I don’t like being in charge. This doesn’t mean you’re not still my little bitch boy.”

She was smiling as she spoke, and nervously, I smiled too. But she knew as well as I did that her words had a kind of hotwire to my desire, making me want her more badly than ever the more dominant she became. After everything we had been through together, there was no point denying that, even to myself. Laura was always sexy, of course. But never more so than when she took charge.

“So… what are you going to do?”

Laura’s smile only grew at my cautious question.

“Well, you’ll just have to wait and see, won’t you?” she said. “But hopefully, you’re going to be a good boy for me and do as you’re told. Or do I have to punish you to remind you of your place?”

Her words seemed to hang between us and the steam that poured from the still-running water like smoke. I paused for a moment, not sure what I wanted myself. Of course I didn’t want to be punished. But just the way she said it, just the idea that she might if she chose to, was unbelievably sexy to me. Besides, only one of my hands was cuffed to the shower. The other was free to do whatever I liked.

By lunged toward her, my free hand reaching out to grab her. Laura shrieked with laughter as she stepped back, springing out of the bathtub, out of my reach. Water glistened on her skin, dripping steadily to the floor as she stood in the center of the room, grinning at me.

“I knew you couldn’t behave for long,” she said. And she turned toward the bathroom sink, her bare ass shining under its film of water as she twisted the faucet. Water gushed out of the tap, and I cried out as the steel cascading water of the shower turned from hot to cold.

“Fuck! Okay, I’m sorry,” I said as Laura turned to me with a sadistic little smile on her pretty face.

“Are you? Are you going to behave now? Are you going to be a good boy and do as you’re told?”

“Yes!”

“Yes, what?”

I didn’t miss a beat.

“Yes, Princess!”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Grinning again, Laura stepped closer toward me, still staying outside the tub I stood in. Reaching behind me, she turned the faucet on the shower to cold, keeping the freezing water cascading over me. By now, my erection had vanished, cooled off by the cold water that continued to pour over me.

“I’m coming back in just a second,” she said, her brown eyes staring deep into mine as though to drive home every word and let me know she meant it. “You don’t want me to find that you’ve so much as touched that tap.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said through lips that trembled. The cold was spreading through me, reaching for my chest, starting to feel as though it were burning my skin. But Laura’s tone left me no doubt that she meant what she said. Quickly toweling herself off, she stepped out of the bathroom, and the sound of the water pouring down on top of me meant I couldn’t hear where she was going or what she was doing. All I could do was stand there under the freezing stream and resist the temptation to change the water temperature until she got back. And that’s what I did.

At least she was mercifully quick. After only a minute or so, Laura reappeared in the bathroom, another collection of items in her hands. I sighed in gratitude as she reached behind me and turned the water off. Then she turned back to the sink, busying herself with whatever she had brought with her. When she turned back to me, I saw she had a short length of rope in her hand.

Sweeping the shower curtain out of the way, she stepped toward me. Taking my now flaccid cock in her hands, she wrapped the rope around its base and around my balls, tying a tight knot that made me grunt in discomfort. Then she wrapped the other end of the rope around her wrists, tying that off too. Looking up at me, she gave it a slight tug that made my genitals bounce.

“I can hurt you with this, slave boy,” she said. “All I have to do is give it a little pull, and you’ll be ruined. So it’s better to do what I say, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Princess.”

Smiling in satisfaction, Laura picked up another piece of rope. This time, she stepped into the tub with me. Ordering me to turn my back on her, she took my free hand and tied the rope around one wrist. Then, she pulled that hand toward the one that was cuffed to the shower. She lashed my wrists together, pulling the rope tight. Only then did she unlock the handcuffs from the shower and snap the other bracelet around my other wrist. Once I was in the steel handcuffs, she untied the rope, tossing it carelessly aside. She knew I couldn’t escape.

“That’s better,” she said as she turned me around to face her again. “We can’t have you roaming free, can we?”

“I guess not, Princess.”

Laura smiled.

“That’s exactly right, bitch boy.”


21. Her Slave Again

Laura stepped out of the bathtub. As the short rope grew taut between us, I had no choice but to follow. The rope pulled on my cock and balls uncomfortably whenever I got too far from her. Not that I wanted to be far from her anyway. That gorgeous naked body had been turning me on all morning, but now that I was in handcuffs and helpless to touch her without her permission, Laura only became more desirable to me. That was the black magic of the games we played, the secret formula that kept me submitting to her and to Natalie and to any other woman who learned how to use it correctly. But there was no room for other women in my mind or my heart at that moment. My attention was all on Laura, this pretty girl who had gone from a generous and willing lover to a teasing dominatrix in an instant.

“I was wearing these last night,” she said as she picked something up from the bathroom counter and turned around to face me again. I could see the thin fabric of a pair of panties in her hand. Now that the cold water of the shower was no longer cascading over me, now that I was fully in the power of my Princess once again, my cock was already starting to swell. Seeing her holding up her underwear in front of me only enhanced that.

“I bet you liked seeing me in those leather pants, didn’t you?”

“I loved it, Princess. You looked amazing.”

“Thank you. But they make me sweat. Smell them.”

Laura wasn’t asking. And she didn’t wait for me to acquiesce, either. Holding the rope tied to my cock and balls with one hand, she used the other to push last night’s worn panties into my face, covering my mouth and nose. And I smelled them. I inhaled warm air through the fabric, catching the scent of her leather pants, the sweat of her body, and a faint whiff of her pussy that sent a shockwave of desire through me and made my cock harden even more.

“You like that, bitch? You like sniffing my sweaty underwear?”

“Yes, Princess,” I gasped, while Laura laughed out loud. The shameful truth was that I did. Anything that touched her body seemed to acquire some echo of her desirability, especially when she had me all worked up like this. Besides, I couldn’t ignore the humiliation factor. We had all learned long ago that humiliation turned me on, and standing there in cuffs in her bathroom being made to smell her underwear ticked all the right boxes to get me hard and horny and desperate to serve my Princess again.

“Well, maybe you’ll like this next bit even more,” she said. “Because now you’re going to wear them.”

“Really?”

Laura must’ve heard the hesitation in my voice, because she paused for a moment, her eyebrows climbing her smooth brow as she stared up at me in surprise.

“Are you arguing with me, bitch? You want me to put you back in a cold shower again?”

“No, Princess.”

“Good. That’s what I thought. So put my panties on and show me what a little bitch boy you are.”

Again, she didn’t wait. Taking the panties away from my face, she took them in both her hands and held them out for me to step into. I hesitated again, but only for a moment. I felt the blush of shame rising to my cheeks as I raised one foot from the floor, stepping into the underwear. Then the other.

The smile returned to Laura’s pretty face as she pulled her feminine panties up my body. When they reached my upper thighs, she stopped for moment. She untied the short rope from her wrist and fed it through the leg of the underwear, re-tying it around her arm again. Then she pulled the panties up completely, stuffing my bound cock and balls uncomfortably inside. She laughed as she patted the obscene bulge my genitals made in the front of underwear that was never designed for them.

“That’s better,” she said. “Really puts you in your place, doesn’t it? Remind you that you’re not a real man. That you’re a little bitch boy who wears panties and does whatever his mistress says. Say it.”

As she spoke, Laura gave a little tug on the rope. I grunted as it tightened even further around my cock and balls inside her underwear.

“Yes, Princess,” I hurriedly said. “I’m – I’m not a real man. I’m a little bitch boy.”

“Oh my God, you’re too fucking easy,” Laura laughed, shaking her head. “Come on then, bitch. We need to find you some things to do to keep you busy, don’t we?”

I didn’t answer. No answer seemed required. Instead, Laura gathered up her clothes in one arm and headed toward the door of the bathroom. I shuffled along behind her, led by the cock that strained against the tight fabric of her panties, once again alive with desire, once again made weak by my need for her and my need to submit to her dominant beauty. Laura walked along in front of me completely naked, knowing the effect her body was having on me. Knowing that the more desirable she was, the more easily she would be able to control me. She was absolutely right about that. It was a lesson Natalie had taught her well.

Laura led me to the living room of her apartment.

“On your knees,” she ordered, pointing at the floor in front of the sofa and tugging on the rope for emphasis. I dropped at once to the floor, and hope swelled inside me to see her pussy right in front of me, right at eye level, calling to me as I kneeled there in total shame. Laura seemed to know. She let me look, standing in front of me, teasing me with her body while she slowly untied the rope around her wrists and let it drop to the floor.

“Stay,” she ordered, then stepped away from me.

I stayed. I knew just as Laura did that she had all the leverage she needed right now to make me obey. I stayed bound and kneeling in her panties while I listened to her return to her bedroom, listened to her moving around in there, listened to a zipper being pulled up, then another. It sounded like she was getting dressed, much to my disappointment. But of course, what I wanted was irrelevant now.

Finally, after what felt like an extraordinarily long time, Laura stepped back into the living room. I couldn’t deny that it was worth the wait. She looked fantastic.

I knew those boots, of course. It was the same thigh-high leather boots with a rounded toe and a block heel that she had worn to Natalie’s house last time she dominated me. The same boots that made her sway from side to side with every step she took, that emphasized the length of her legs and made her look every inch the beautiful dominatrix that she was. Above the sexy boots, she wore nothing. Her thighs were bare, her hips uncovered, and I could still see her pussy between her legs, the neat strip of pubic hair pointing down toward what she knew I wanted most, and only she could grant me. But above that, she wore the same leather corset she had worn to Natalie’s house, too. Just as it had then, it pulled in her waist, emphasizing her hourglass figure, the black leather shining in the light with every move she made as she stepped toward me, a sexy little smile on her face. Above the corset, she wore a black bra, a lacy push-up thing that made her breasts bounce on her chest with every step, made her infinitely desirable to me as I trembled there on my knees in front of the sofa. I could see the confidence glowing from her every pore, and I wasn’t surprised. She looked fantastic. She had to know that. She looked like pure sex, like some divine creature sent from above to give and receive pleasure. Mostly receive, I guessed. And she sighed as she took a seat on the sofa in front of me, taking up the rope that hung from underneath the panties I wore and crossing her long legs, depriving me of the sight of the pussy that haunted me as I trembled before her.

“What do you think of my outfit, slave?”

“You look absolutely amazing, Princess,” I babbled, stating nothing but the truth in my desperation. “You look like a goddess.”

“I suppose I am, to you,” she said. “And I suppose you want to fuck me again, don’t you?”

“Oh yes, Princess, please, please!” I begged. Laura burst out laughing, throwing back her head, her blonde hair trailing freely over the sofa cushions as she erupted with delight.

“You’re too easy, slut,” she smirked down at me. “But I think you had your chance. I mean, I was gracious enough to let you fuck me last night. And again this morning. I even gave you a blowjob. Don’t count on that happening again anytime soon, by the way.”

“No, Princess. I wouldn’t.”

“I bet Natalie never does that for you, does she?”

“No Princess. Never.”

“Of course not. Why should she? She’s a goddess. She doesn’t have to please men. Men have to please her.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said, a little unsure of myself as I spoke. I had never quite figured out just how Laura felt about Natalie. Sometimes, I thought she ought to be jealous of her. But that never seemed to be what was happening. Instead, Laura still seemed to admire Natalie and her sexual dominance just as much as she had on that unforgettable night when we had met. Almost like she idolized the other woman. And that thought alternately scared and excited me, to think that Laura was on the path to become one Natalie was.

“I bet she’s sucked cock before though,” Laura went on. “Just not yours. How does that feel? Does it make you jealous, thinking about Natalie blowing other men but never you?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Good. It should.”

Laura’s leather boots creaked as she moved. Without uncrossing her legs, she leaned forward, tugging on the rope as she stared deep into my eyes as though to hammer her words home.

“For all you know, she’s out there right now, sucking some other man’s cock. Can you imagine that? Can you imagine her having amazing sex with another man while you’re here, kneeling at my feet, begging for scraps?”

“Yes, Princess,” I groaned, while Laura laughed. And I could. I could imagine it with horrible clarity, my princess’ words driving home my own sexual inadequacy, the deep sense of rejection I so often felt around these women. Laura might look and sometimes act like the girl next door. But clearly, she had plenty of kinky impulses of her own, and some wild ideas even I had never thought of.

“Good. That’s how it should be. Bitch boys like you need to know their place. Now, we all know how much you love worshiping my boots. And they could do with a shine. So you’d better get to work, bitch. You have a big job ahead of you. Get my boots nice and shiny, and maybe I’ll think about possibly giving you another pathetic little orgasm.”

“Yes, Princess.”

I didn’t hesitate. After all, it wasn’t the first time I had served Laura like this. Then again, that didn’t do a lot to lessen the burning shame I felt as I bowed my face to the floor. My tongue slid over the smooth leather of Laura’s boots, and she sighed happily as she watched me, delighted by my service. And as I licked, I looked up at her, the swell of her ass and thighs above the boots I was looking calling to me, making my cock surge and throb against the panties she made me wear. She was right. It was too easy for her. Too easy to humiliate and degrade me, too easy for her to bend me to her will. Just moments before, we had been in bed together, a regular young couple enjoying some fun sex. Now, I was groveling at her feet, completely ashamed, completely emasculated. And Laura loved it. Her brown eyes shone as she watched me, the only sound in the room for a long time the wet noise of my tongue moving over the leather of her boots and making them shine.

I licked her boots from the tip of her toe all the way up her leg. She mostly watched, only venturing the odd comment to make sure I didn’t miss a spot. She made me lick the back of her leg. She made me lick the heel clean. She only allowed me to advance slowly, agonizingly slowly, up her long leg, moving unignorably toward the top of her boot and the bare skin of her thigh. And when I was finally there, almost at my goal, close enough to her pussy to practically feel the sexual vibrations that seemed to emanate out from its, Laura made me shower the top of her boot with kisses.

Then, she uncrossed her legs.

There it was, between her thighs, the pussy I was craving more than ever despite having had sex with her so recently. I could see how swollen her lips were, could see the moisture shining on the puffy pink skin. I could see that she was aroused. I could smell it in the air, the mouthwatering scent of female sex flooding my senses, making my cock throb and surge in the prison of the panties she had made me wear.

Then, she crossed her legs again.

Cruel Laura denied me even the chance to look at her sex. Instead, tugging on the rope tied around my cock and balls again, she ordered me back down, made me kiss and lick the toe of her other boot. And then, slowly, one inch at a time, I made that boot shine with my saliva to, licking and kissing like the most pathetic slave in the world as I worshiped the beautiful mistress who sat above me, toying with my feverish desire.

I repeated the whole procedure over again. I showered every inch of her long boots with affection and worship, making the leather shine until I once again reached her thigh. And once again, Laura had me linger there, had me shower the top of her leather boot with kisses. And again, she uncrossed her legs, and again, her pussy shone before me, and as she parted her legs just a little, I kissed the inside of her thigh, her sex shining right in front of me, craving the touch of her skin against my lips but not daring to disobey her orders.

Laura paused. Her breasts rose and fell in her push-up bra as she stared down at me from under half-closed eyes. And I looked up at her, silently begging to be allowed to please her. Silently begging for what I hardly dared put into words as I kneeled trembling at her feet.

But that wouldn’t do for Laura. My mistress wanted to hear my desperate desire for herself.

“You want me so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes, Princess Laura. I want you so bad. You’re so beautiful and so sexy, I can’t stand it. Please, please, please let me eat your pussy?”

Laura laughed out loud again, throwing back her head in that way she had when she was really amused.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “You have no idea of the amount of guys you have to practically beg to do that. And here you are, begging to do it for me. And knowing I’m not going to give you anything in return. Right, slave? If I do let you worship my pussy, that’s all you get. The privilege of pleasing your Princess.”

“Yes, Princess. That’s all I want.”

Laura laughed again.

“No it’s not, you little liar,” she said, shaking her head.

“No, I guess it’s not, Princess,” I admitted. “But if that’s all I can have…”

“It is. For now. Now, what do you say?”

I didn’t hesitate. For once, I knew exactly what my cruel mistress wanted to hear.

“Thank you, Princess Laura.”

“Good boy.”

Laura parted her thighs a little more, and I took that as the signal it was. But still, I knew I had to play the game. I knew by now at least a little of what she liked. And so I didn’t dive in straightaway. Instead, I passionately kissed my way up her smooth thighs, over the tops of her boots, heading inevitably toward her sex. And Laura sighed with pleasure as she leaned back on the sofa, sliding her hips little forward toward my face. And clearly, she felt the same way. She draped one leg over my shoulder, the heavy heel of her boot resting on my back just above my cuffed hands as I ran my tongue over her dripping sex, making her shiver.

“You’re getting so good at this,” she moaned. “I guess Natalie is right. Practice makes perfect. How much pussy have you eaten since you met her?”

“A lot, Princess,” I mumbled as my tongue slid between her velvet folds.

“I bet. She’s right, you know. It’s really all you boys are good for. You should all be trained that this is what sex is really all about, using your mouth to pleasure a woman. Anything other than that is an occasional reward for good behavior.”

“Yes, Princess.”

As I kneeled between her thighs, eating her pussy, my head was spinning. It felt so strange to wake up beside her after a night of normal sex, and to have more of it that morning, like a regular couple doing regular things. But now, we were right back where we started, with her sitting on the sofa like it was a throne of sexual pleasure and me kneeling at her feet, begging for the privilege of pleasing her. And yet, somehow, it felt right. Somehow, it felt like the way things should be. She was so sexy and so desirable, I could see her confidence growing by the minute, and my own seem to wither to make space for it. There I was, bound and kneeling, forced to serve, forced to beg even for the privilege of serving, and it felt fantastic. I’m not going to say that it felt right, that it felt like where I truly belonged. It didn’t. But that was what made it fun. The fact that she so easily took control of me, the fact that all she had to do was look sexy, and I would happily fall back into position of being a slave. It felt wrong. It felt strange. But it felt amazing.

“Look how turned on you are,” Laura groaned, her voice dripping with the pure pleasure she was feeling as she thrust her pussy against my mouth. She used her leg on my back to pull me closer toward her, and her hand gripped the back of my head, pulling me in closer. At the same time, her other boot moved between my legs. I groaned as I felt the rounded toe gently lifting my balls, then moving higher, sliding against my cock through her panties.

“It gets you so hard, serving your Princess, doesn’t it?”

Her voice wasn’t much more than a whisper now, her breasts rising and falling rapidly, her leather corset creaking as she panted with desire and pleasure. And it felt good to know I was pleasing her. It felt good to hear that sound of feminine pleasure, to see her body responding to my touch. But above all, it felt good to feel her boot sliding over my throbbing cock.

“Yes, Princess,” I growled.

“You love these boots, don’t you?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Look at you, humping them like a horny little puppy. Okay, puppy. You can hump princess. boots while you eat me out. But don’t make a mess in my panties, okay?”

“Yes, Princess. Thank you, Princess.”

Once again, Laura howled with laughter at my ready submission. But my body seemed to move by itself. I couldn’t stop myself from thrusting my hips forward, from rubbing my imprisoned cock against the leather of the boots I had just cleaned while Laura laughed at my pathetic submission. And I thrust my tongue inside her, drinking down the juices that poured out of her more and more with each passing moment, desperate to please her even as my own desire swelled and swelled inside me, driving me wild with unrelieved lust.

“Oh fuck,” I heard Laura pant. Daring to look up from between her legs, I saw her eyes closed, her back arched, her breasts swelling above her tight corset as she panted with pleasure. I felt her hand gripping the back of my head tighter, almost crushing my face against her. I felt her thighs trembling on either side of my face, the leg on my back pressing hard against me, pulling me deeper in as though she wanted to devour me with her womanhood. And I wanted to be devoured. I wanted to worship at the altar of her beauty and her sex, to kneel forever and serve her. The more my pleasure grew, the more I ran my throbbing cock up and down her leather clad leg, the more desperately I wanted to submit. Wild ideas bloomed in my mind, crazy thoughts of complete surrender, complete abandon. I would have given her anything in that moment, anything at all just to stay at her feet and be used like this, an object to bring her physical bliss.

And I did. I heard Laura cry out, and felt her pussy tighten around my tongue. I felt hot juices stream out of her body, anointing my face with her selfish pleasure as she screamed her bliss at the ceiling. It was intoxicating. It was wild. It was everything I wanted, yet not quite, and that only made me love it more.

And in that moment of total surrender, total desire, I couldn’t control myself any longer. I groaned into Laura’s pussy as my cock exploded, a shameful orgasm ripping through me as I spurted my cum into her panties.

Laura sighed with pleasure. Her leg slid off my back as she swung it away. Her eyes were still closed, her breathing still irregular, her breasts still rising and falling temptingly above the corset she wore. She didn’t know what had happened yet. She didn’t know that I had broken her rule, that I had failed in exactly the way she must’ve known that I would. But fear crept through my heart to know that I would not be able to hide it from her. With my hands cuffed behind my back, all I could do was wait for her judgment.

Finally, Laura opened her eyes. She smiled down at me, her face flushed with pleasure. But her expression changed when she saw the look on my face. She seemed to guess immediately what had happened. And as she looked down to where my cock bulged against her panties and a dark patch of moisture spread across the fabric, her eyes widened in shock, then narrowed in something that look like anger.

“Oh my God,” she said, her voice quiet now, no longer dripping with the intoxicating pleasure it once had. “Did you actually cum without my permission?”

“I’m sorry, Princess. I couldn’t help it. You’re so sexy, and your pussy tastes so good, and – “

“Stop,” Laura ordered imperiously. “I don’t want to hear your excuses. I gave you an order, and you disobeyed. You know what that means, don’t you?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Then say it.”

Laura’s eyes flashed dangerously as she stared down at me.

“Punishment, Princess.”

“That’s right. Punishment. First things first. Clean your slime off my boot.”

Laura’s leather corset creaked as she leaned forward, and her hand slid over her boots, finding a tiny speck of moisture on her shin. I cringed at the humiliating instruction, but I knew how little choice I had. I leaned forward and ran my tongue over her boots, licking up my own juices. Only the faintest smile showed on her pretty face as she gazed down at me.

“Right. Now, up on your feet. Come with me.”

Abruptly, Laura stood. She pulled on the rope tied around my cock and balls, and I winced as I sprang to my feet, hoping to enjoy any further pain. She wrapped the rope around her hand several times, until her hand was right in front of the bulge in her panties that held my cock and balls, almost touching the wet spot I had made that had earned me this harsh treatment. And she pulled painfully on the rope as she dragged me toward her bedroom, making me shuffle along behind her until she had me at her bed.

Unwinding the rope from around her hand, she pushed me down onto the mattress. She climbed onto the bed with me, her hand on my chest pushing me down further until I lay flat on my back, my cuffed hands trapped underneath me. She looked so beautiful and regal as she loomed above me, kneeling on the mattress, her hands on her hips as she decided my fate.

Then, she seemed to make a decision. She turned quickly enough to make her blonde hair fan out behind her head with the speed of the movement as she clambered to the edge of the bed and climbed off. I watched wordlessly as she headed back toward the closet, pulling out more rope. She might not have Natalie’s extensive collection of toys, but clearly, she was working on it.

Moving back toward the bed, she tied a rope loosely around my neck, and tied its other end around my headboard. Then, she did the same with the rope that hung out of my panties, the one tied around my cock and balls. Just as I had been at Natalie’s house, I was completely immobile, completely at her mercy while she kneeled beside me again, her breasts rising and falling invitingly above her corset, her pussy on display between her strong thighs.

“You know, I was thinking about letting you fuck me again,” she said as she looked down at me. “That’s not going to happen now. You don’t deserve it. So instead, I’m just going to keep you here as my little toy to use and abuse for as long as I feel like. What do you say to that, bitch boy?”

There was only one thing I could say to that. Desire was burning and boiling inside me, making me weak, making me want nothing more than this cruel treatment as I shivered on her bed, ready to be used.

“Yes, Princess,” I said. And again, Laura burst out laughing at my pathetic submission to her will.


22. A Prisoner Of A Princess

Laura’s eyes were glowing again as she climbed across the bed toward me. And with every inch she came closer to me, my heart beat a little faster in my chest. Despite my recent orgasm, I was dying for her touch again. It always seemed to go that way. My desire for these women was like some unstoppable force, some powerful presence I simply couldn’t resist. It didn’t seem to matter how many times I came, or how recently. I would never stop desiring them. The way Laura looked in her corset and boots was enough all by itself. But more than that, it was her dominant personality and the way she was treating me which kept that fire burning deep inside me.

And that, as much as the ropes and restraints she had placed on me, kept me right where I was, bound to her bed and ready to be used.

And as usual, Laura wasn’t shy about doing just that.

She climbed on top of me, turning her body to face my feet as she straddled my face. Her pussy shone above me, shining as usual with her pure arousal, and my mouth was practically watering at the sight. She settled down on top of me, her ass enveloping my face, shutting out the light, robbing me of sight and making it so that every breath I inhaled carried the smell of her. And I didn’t need to be told what to do. Laura didn’t need to order me to pleasure her. Already, I was sticking out my tongue, running it over the sensitive folds of her pussy as though my life depended on it. As though nothing were more important than giving this goddess pleasure. And hearing her sigh happily above me, feeling her knees pressing against my shoulders as she settled herself down more comfortably on top of me, was all the reward I needed to convince me to keep doing what I was doing.

“You’re such a naughty boy,” Laura said above me, though I could hear her tone was more indulgent than accusatory. “But sometimes you can be so sweet and submissive. Is it just me you rebel against? Or does Natalie sometimes have to punish you too?”

“She punishes me too, Princess,” I said, or tried to say. With Laura’s pussy pressed against my mouth, the words came out as more of a muffled moan than anything else. But that I knew that didn’t matter. I wasn’t there to talk, after all. And nothing I could say would have any real value or impact anyway. Laura was in charge, and it was only what she thought and said that mattered. That was the way both of us wanted it.

“Still, I guess it’s more fun that way,” Laura said. “Slave boys should be punished from time to time anyway, I guess. To remind you of your place. To remind you of your role, and that you have to do as you’re told by your superiors. That’s right, keep licking, slut. Eat my pussy while I decide what to do with you.”

I did. It wasn’t like I had a choice. But even if I had, I doubted I would have chosen anything else. Yes, of course I wanted to fuck her. But in its own way, the denial and frustration was almost as pleasurable. Just as exhilarating. To be so close to what I wanted that I could taste it, could feel it against my mouth, Laura’s pleasure pouring out of her in an ever-increasing torrent while I continued to slide my tongue over her sensitive lips, and yet not be allowed to have sex with her. It was the kind of complicated situation I found myself craving more and more these days. The kind of dark game that seemed to take sex to a whole new level, to make it somehow even more thrilling and ultimately pleasurable than it already was.

Laura leaned forward. I raised my head to keep licking that juicy pussy as though nothing else in the world mattered. And a shockwave of pleasure swelled inside me as I felt her touch my cock. Despite my recent orgasm, I was already heading back to hardness, and at her touch, my arousal bloomed. My manhood swelled in her hand as though recognizing her power over it, and I heard Laura giggle at the knowledge of what she was doing to me.

“Such a horny boy, aren’t you?” she said. “You just want to fuck all the time, even if you just had a pathetic orgasm humping my leg like a little puppy.”

“I can’t help it, Princess,” I gasped. My words were clearer now that Laura was leaning forward, her ass off my face, and I was able to move my mouth away from the pussy I was worshiping to make my voice heard more clearly by my dominant mistress. “You’re so sexy. I want you so badly.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Laura turned her head over her shoulder to look at me as she spoke. I wasn’t lying. She really did look so beautiful in that moment, with the confidence-boosting sense of her own power shining out from her face. Maybe she wasn’t as classically beautiful as Natalie was, lacking the other woman’s almost eerily gorgeous features. But Laura was still stunning, especially at moments like this, when the sense of her own feminine power filled her with confidence. And as I had noted before, in a way, her girl-next-door looks only added to that. Natalie was so crazily beautiful that she almost seemed like an actual goddess, someone who mere mortals should obey. Laura, on the other hand, pretty as she was, was very much a mortal woman. And that made submitting to her even more of a kinky thrill.

“But you’re just going to have to stay wanting me,” Laura said, her blonde hair trailing over her shoulders as she turned her head away from me again. I groaned in desperation, and saw her shoulders shake with laughter as she heard the sound. “That’s what you get for coming without my permission. You know the rules. I’m sure Natalie enforces them very strictly.”

“She does, Princess,” I said truthfully, before passionately kissing the inside of Laura’s thigh. It was like I was drunk with her, intoxicated by her presence and the wet pussy that hovered above me, the focus of all my desires. And yet in some way, I didn’t want more than this. I did, and I didn’t. I wanted to want, and to be denied, to be reminded how little power and control I had and how much Laura possessed. I wanted to be possessed by her, to be owned, to be used. Natalie had awoken something inside me, that very first day I met her at Rocco and Simone’s wedding. And now, somehow, that dark path had led me here, tied helplessly to the bed of a woman I barely knew but for whom I was developing stronger feelings seemingly by the minute. Laura might have started off as a bit player in our little drama, but she was rapidly becoming a more central character. And gazing up at her from beneath with the taste of her pussy in my mouth, I couldn’t deny that she was becoming every bit as skilled a dominatrix as Natalie was.

“Good. And so will I. No matter how badly you want to. No matter how much you beg.”

As she spoke, Laura drew her hand slowly up and down my shaft. My cock was fully hard now, throbbing and raging in her grip, my desire as wild and uncontrolled as ever. And as often happened these days, there was nothing I could do about it. Completely immobilized, I was at her mercy. Only Laura could release me from the divine torture of wanting release so badly. Only she could give me what it felt like I needed in that moment. And we both knew that she wouldn’t. We both knew she would withhold that gift to remind me who was in charge, as though I could ever possibly forget.

Still, I knew what she wanted. Even in my state of almost demented lust, I could read between the lines of what she was saying. Anything to make her feel even more powerful than she already did. Anything to remind her that she really was the boss.

“Please, Princess, please!” I begged, while Laura exploded with laughter above me. “I’m sorry for having an orgasm without your permission. I know I shouldn’t. I know you own my orgasms, you and Natalie. But please, please, I want you so badly, Princess! Please let me cum!”

“No,” Laura said curtly. “Keep licking, slut.”

And I groaned in frustration and despair, but at the same time, a wild and irrepressible joy bloomed inside my heart. In a way, this was exactly what I wanted. Her cruelty. Her dominance. Her refusal to give me what I wanted, no matter how I begged. To know that there was nothing I could do to change the situation I found myself in. To know that the only thing that mattered was what Laura wanted. That was what I really craved. The pure thrill of total submission. And that was what my new mistress was giving me.

I did as I was told. I craned my neck, lifting my head from the mattress to continue licking her pussy. I felt Laura shiver with pleasure as my tongue slid between her silken folds again. My tongue was buried inside her when I groaned in pain as I felt her pull on the rope bound around my cock and balls, the knot seeming to tighten even further. And Laura chuckled to herself, endlessly happy with the situation she had maneuvered us both into. Her power was unchallengeable, her mercy nonexistent. She was going to toy with me however she wanted. And that was what we both were there for.

I cried out as she suddenly slapped my cock. She kept laughing as she slapped my manhood again, backhanded this time, smacking it around and make me squirm beneath her. And all the while, I tried to keep licking her, tried to keep giving her pleasure while she caused me pain. After all, that was the deal. That was how it worked. That, it seemed, was my place in life, to suffer and serve any pretty woman who decided to use me as her sexual plaything.

Laura stroked me again, the same hand that had punished me delivering pleasure. Keeping me hard, keeping me struggling in this strange zone of pleasure and pain I was in. I felt her pussy spasming against my lips and tongue, and that spurred me on to greater efforts, making me drive my tongue deep inside her, making me press my face against her gorgeous ass. And now that she had stopped beating it, my cock surged again with pleasure in her hand, another orgasm undeniably rising inside me. But I didn’t have much hope of release. Laura, after all, knew exactly what she was doing.

Suddenly, my Princess moved above me. She swung her leg over my head, kneeling on the mattress beside me. I watched in helpless confusion as she turned, crawling toward the side of the bed and standing. Her movements were rapid, purposeful. She seemed to know exactly what she was doing. Of course, she had no need to explain herself to me. She felt no requirement to let me know what was happening. It was all up to her. I saw her pick up a plastic hairbrush from her dresser and, holding it in her hand, climbed back onto the bed, turning to straddle my face and take my cock in her hand once again.

“Naughty boy with a naughty cock,” she growled as she squeezed my shaft. “You know you need to be punished for having an orgasm without permission.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said as humbly as I could as I continued to lavish her pussy with affection. After all, this was the game. These were the rules. I had to take whatever she would give me, and in return, offer her nothing but pleasure. And I winced as I felt the plastic bristles of the hairbrush pushing against the skin of my shaft, but there was nothing I could do about it. If Laura wanted to torture me, that was exactly what she was going to do.

She laughed as she scraped the bristles up and down my cock. I groaned in pain, but Laura sat back, muffling my cries with her pussy and ass. I squirmed, but the bondage she had me in wouldn’t let me get away. And she kept scraping the shaft of my cock with her hairbrush until it was red raw. When the bristles touched my sensitive head, I bucked underneath her, the pain sending a wild impulse tearing along my spine. But Laura rode the movement with a yelp of happiness, keeping me pinned to the mattress underneath her, keeping me serving her while she continued to torment me.

I cried out against her pussy as she swung the hairbrush through the air, smacking my cock with it again. The bristles dug in as she beat my cock, but for all the pain she was inflicting, my erection never softened, not even for a minute. I could barely believe it myself. For all the new quirks and kinks of my sexual desires that I had discovered, I still wasn’t into pain. At least, not for its own sake. But it was what it represented, her power to torment me, that turned me on so much.

And it wasn’t just me. With Laura’s pussy pressed against my mouth, I could feel her arousal growing, could hear it in the moan she made and taste it in the fluid that poured out of her with greater urgency by the minute. My tongue moved easily inside her, lubricated by her free-flowing juices, and her thighs squeezed my head like a vice.

Finally, she stopped beating my cock. Instead, she brought her hairbrush down, bristles first, on my chest, sitting upright to change her position and riding my tongue as I thrust it inside her. She bounced up and down on top of my face, and with every bounce, her cries of passion grew louder until they were completely filling the bedroom and bouncing back from the watching walls. I lay there beneath her, being used as a sex toy just as she said, feeling every bit as owned and inadequate and pathetic as those words implied as Laura used me for pleasure. The bristles of her hairbrush scraped my chest, turning the skin as red and irritated as my cock, but Laura didn’t care. She was lost in her own world of selfish and sadistic pleasure, overcome by the powerful sensations that gripped her body, and there was only way this was going to end.

Finally, it happened. Laura screamed as her pussy spasmed in orgasm against my mouth, spurting out a hot flood of her juices that coated my face as I spluttered beneath her. I swallowed rapidly, drinking her cum, and more poured out of her as she sat heavily on my head. She was moaning in passion, a sound I could clearly hear even with her thighs clamped against my ears, and it felt almost like I was being waterboarded by her sex as the juices continued to flow out of her. But I drank them down, even as more of them soaked into the sheets beneath my head, and Laura’s orgasm continued to spread through her body, her moans continuing to echo in the room as she savored every moment of her selfish bliss.

Finally, it ended. I felt her relax, the weight of her body seeming to grow even heavier as she sat on my head. Then, she climbed off. Her boots trailed over the mattress as she crawled, turning around to flop down on the bed beside me. For a moment, she pressed both hands to her face, and I turned my head to watch her breasts rise and fall in the bra she still wore, the leather of her corset creaking as she trembled in the afterglow of pleasure. Of course, my cock was still raging, still desperate for release despite – or maybe because of – the beating it had just taken. But for now, I didn’t even dare ask. I didn’t dare talk. Laura was still glowing with the residue of her pleasure, and I didn’t dare disturb the sacred moment of ecstasy that we had both, in our different ways, been working toward.

With a sigh, she removed her hands from her face. She opened her eyes and turned her head toward me, then moved on the mattress, rolling over to lie on her side. Her eyes stared into mine, and flickered over my face, and I could see the way they shone with pleasure. I could see the rosy glow in her cheeks, more unnecessary evidence that I had given her a powerful orgasm. After all, I could still taste it on my tongue.

Laura ran her hand over my chest, tracing the red marks she had left with her hairbrush that now lay discarded on the bed beside me. I raised my head to look at the damage she had done. A large patch of skin was bright red and irritated, and I could feel the same kind of hot pain rising from my chest as from the shaft of my cock. I had been beaten and punished and used, all because I couldn’t control myself in the living room. And the worst part was, I knew it wasn’t going to do any good. In the same situation, I would do the exact same thing again. I couldn’t help myself. Probably Laura knew that. Natalie certainly did. After all, no one ever said a dominatrix has to be fair.

“Poor boy,” Laura said in a voice that dripped with pleasure and condescension at the same time. “Did that hurt?”

“Yes, Princess,” I said truthfully. And Laura giggled, a sadistic little giggle of feminine delight that sent another tiny tremor racing through my body.

“Well, you deserved it,” she said. “That’s what you get for not being able to control yourself and coming on my boots. Horny little boys get punished. Those are the rules.”

“Yes, Princess,” I groaned, and Laura giggled as her hand continued to move over my chest. Almost as though she were trying to soothe the pain away with her touch, although without much success. Still, her touch electrified me the way it always did. I would always want her. That much was obvious. And being treated so badly by her only made her more desirable to me. It was quite the outrageous situation I found myself in, craving torture from these women. The fact I was hardly the first guy to feel this way, far from the first to fall for the intoxicating beauty of a demanding dominatrix, didn’t do much to make me feel any less ashamed of it.

“It does turn me on hurting you, though,” she said. “I always wanted to dominate a man. But I never thought I would get this into it. That I would come to enjoy hurting his cock and beating him and using him as a fuck toy. But it’s fun, isn’t it?”

“It really is,” I admitted. “But when I think about it, I struggle to explain even to myself. I can’t help it. It’s hot. Even the bits I don’t enjoy. I never really wanted this, never thought I would want to submit to a woman. But since I met you, and Natalie… I don’t know. Something’s changed.”

“Of course it has,” Laura smiled as her hand continue to move over my chest. “You’ve discovered your true place in life. Your true destiny. Which is serving dominant women in any way we decide and debasing yourself for our amusement.”

She laughed as she spoke, as though it were all a joke, a glimpse of the real woman showing through the dominant persona. I thought again back to the previous night, when we had been together like an ordinary couple, her yielding her beautiful body to me and not trying to dominate or control me. There was no denying it felt fantastic to have that freedom, that sense of agency, exactly what I had been missing in my sex life ever since I met Natalie. But at the same time, there was no way to deny how thrilling and exciting this was, either. To be used and abused, just like Laura said she would do to me. To be able to do nothing about it, even now, except lie there next to a beautiful and provocatively dressed woman whose face was flushed with orgasm while I lay horny and frustrated and unable to do a single thing about it. Impossible to say which was better, since they were both so incredible in such different ways. If nothing else, I suppose, I should be grateful that with Laura, I had had a taste of both. Something told me that when it came to Natalie, I would never get that particular privilege.

“Well, this has really been a lot of fun,” Laura said, still smiling at me as she spoke. “But I have to get going.”

“Where? Princess,” I hurriedly added, still afraid of Laura’s wrath. But for now, she seemed inclined to be merciful. At the same time, she didn’t answer. Laura sat up, swinging her legs off the bed, then stood. I watched again, fascinated by the movements of her beautiful body, on fire with lust for her as she moved toward the closet and went through her things, picking out some clothes. Returning to the bed, she draped her clothes over my heaving chest, as though I was simply part of the furniture. Then, leaving them there, she turned and walked right out of the door of the bedroom.

I listened, tracking her movements by sound. I could hear her moving to the bathroom, could hear the water running in the pipes as she cleaned herself up. After a couple minutes that felt like hours, she returned to the bedroom. She still didn’t say anything, and neither did I. But I could see the smile that shone on her pretty face, the satisfied smile of a woman who has been thoroughly pleased.

I watched hungrily as she reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, removing it. And took it off. Sighing, she let it fall to the floor, then sat on the edge of the bed and removed her boots too.

Still, I watched. Completely naked now, Princess Laura stood up again. One by one, she began lifting items of clothing off my chest and stomach. A tiny pair of black panties first, then a practical black bra. Next, she picked up the black dress that was on my chest and pulled it over her head, tugging the fabric into place over the curves of her body and zipping it up. She found her hair out over her shoulders, then turned toward her dresser.

I watched in silence as she did her makeup. Fear was growing inside me, nervousness clawing at my chest, but I didn’t dare say anything. Somehow, it felt like it might break some kind of sacred spell. And watching Laura get ready was its own kind of spell, watching her transform from the sexual nymph she had been just moments before to a beautiful woman ready to face the world.

When she was finished with her makeup, she turned back to the bed. And, sitting down on the edge of the mattress, she placed one hand lightly on my fluttering stomach.

“You know what? I think I might wear my boots to work. They’re not the most comfortable things for a long shift, but it will make me happy remembering how I made you lick them earlier. How you rubbed yourself against them like a horny puppy and came because you just can’t control yourself around your Princess.”

“You’re – you’re going to work, Princess?”

“Yes, slave boy. I have to. And you know what you’re going to do while I’m at work?”

“No, Princess.”

I spoke slowly. I knew just how little choice I had. I was nervous to hear what Laura had in mind, even though a part of me wanted nothing more. Her face was still shining with that same sadistic delight, that same thrill at discovering her total sexual power as she spoke slowly to me.

“You’re going to stay right here, tied to my bed,” she said. Her hand strayed lower on my stomach, and I groaned again as she touched my tortured cock.

“It’s going to turn me on so much, thinking about you here, waiting for me to come back,” she said. “Unable to do anything except wonder what your Princess is going to do with you when she gets home. And that’s going to turn me on so much, too. Don’t act like it doesn’t excite you. You’ll be like my little sex toy, just waiting until I’m ready to use you again.”

“Oh my God, Princess,” I groaned. Once again, fear and arousal were vying inside me, and I wasn’t sure which one I felt more. But Laura’s hand was on my cock, continuing to tease the bruised flesh, and we both knew what that did to me.

“I’ll be gone a while,” Laura said. “But whenever I come back, I expect this cock to be nice and hard for me. Whether I decide to use it or not.”

“I’m sure it will be, Princess Laura,” I groaned. She laughed again.

“Yeah, I bet it will. That’s one thing I’ll give you. This thing just doesn’t want to go down, does it?”

“Not around you, Princess.”

“Good answer.”

Laura smiled, and her eyes lingered on my face for a moment, as though she were weighing up another idea. Then, abruptly, she leaned over me, sweeping her loose hair back behind one ear. I groaned loudly as she kissed my cock, just once, on the sensitive tip, her soft lips feeling like heaven after the torture she had put me through. Then, she straightened up again. Reaching for her boots where they lay on the floor, she slipped her feet back into them and zipped them up one by one.

“Okay, see you later,” she said, rising to her feet. “May as well make yourself as comfortable as you can. You’re not going anywhere until Princess comes home.”

With that, she turned toward the door. I watched her go, her endlessly inviting body swaying from side to side inside her black dress, her motions enhanced by the chunky heels of the boots she had made me grovel at. She didn’t look back as she stepped through the open door, and I listened to her footsteps recede through the apartment. The front door opened and close behind her. I was alone. And when I tested the bonds she had put me in, I saw that Laura was right. There was no escape. I wasn’t going anywhere.

All I could do was wait for my Princess to return.


23. Princess’ Roommate

Since that fateful day I met Natalie and was almost immediately lured into this world of sexual submission, a lot of things had changed. You could say I had learned a lot. That would be one way of putting it. It’s not like I was naïve before. I knew that lots of people enjoy these kind of kinky games. I just never suspected that I was one of them.

But as I lay there alone and naked in Laura’s bedroom, my hands cuffed behind my back and ropes binding my genitals to her footboard and my neck to her headboard, I had a lot of time to think. And one thing I was discovering, as the minutes crawled slowly by, was that some things are much better as fantasies than they are as reality.

There’s no point denying I found it hard to be imprisoned in this way. To be punished by Laura, to be used by her to give her orgasm while my own was denied, and then to be left in her bed like a toy waiting to be used, as she phrased it, was an unforgettable thrill. It turned me on so much to be so badly treated.

And as I lay there in bed, I wasn’t able to keep my mind off her. I couldn’t stop thinking about what she had said, how it would turn her on to know, while she was at work in the restaurant where we had met, that I was tied up here, horny and helpless and waiting for her to grant me the release I desperately craved. It kept my bruised cock throbbing urgently with desire, and every time my mind wandered, every time my manhood started to soften, it would only take the slightest movement to remind me of my helpless position and remind me of why I was there and who put me there, and I would be soaring back to full hardness again.

That’s all well and good. Undeniably sexy for a submissive guy like me. But then there’s the reality. I didn’t know how long Laura’s shifts at the restaurant were, but I didn’t imagine she would be back for many hours. And what was I supposed to do in that time? I could barely move. I was lucky I didn’t need the bathroom, because I wouldn’t be able to go if I did. I couldn’t even reach my phone to pass the time that way. Literally all I could do was lie there, staring at the ceiling, thinking about Laura and about myself and how I had gotten myself into such a ridiculous, humiliating, difficult position. And that was the whole point, I knew. Another form of punishment my Princess was inflicting on me without even needing to be in the same building as me. But that didn’t mean I was enjoying myself. As sexy as it was to think about being tied to a pretty woman’s bed and waiting to be used by her when she finished work, the reality was… well, almost boring. Not to mention uncomfortable. The rope was tied tight around my cock and balls, and my arms ached from being cuffed behind my back for so long. If Laura’s intention was to inflict more suffering to punish me for my indiscretion of having an unauthorized orgasm against her boots, it was working admirably.

And after all, none of that mattered anyway. How I felt about it was irrelevant. Perhaps that was the point Laura was trying to make. It was a point I had learned well, something I already knew, but that didn’t change the reality I found myself in. And it didn’t change the fact that the hours passed with glacial slowness, my own brain working against itself to drive me to distraction with boredom, even while desire continued to rage at a low rumble inside me.

So there I lay. Laura had an alarm clock by the side of her bed, so I could track the interminable passage of time, though in a way, that only made things seem to take longer. By now, it was late in the afternoon. After waking up beside each other after a night of passionate vanilla sex, Laura and I had spent all day playing more kinky games. We still were, even while she worked. My mind kept flashing back to her, thinking about her working in the boots she had made me lick, thinking about me tied to her bed, waiting for her to return. I hoped it was turning her on as much as she said it would. At least then, my imprisonment would have a purpose.

When the door of her apartment opened, hope surged inside me. It’d only been a few hours, but maybe Laura had a short shift that day. Or maybe she had gotten off work early, fabricating some lie to come back home to me because she couldn’t stand the sexual tension that simmered between us, even at a distance. That was what I hoped, anyway. That was what I found myself desperately longing for as I listened to footsteps moving across the apartment, coming closer to the door of the bedroom that Laura had pulled shut behind her when she left.

But the door didn’t open. Instead, the footsteps walked right on by, and a moment later, I heard another door open. Judging by the sound, I guessed it to be the room on the other side of the living room. Laura’s roommate’s room, the one place we hadn’t explored during our kinky games earlier. And as I listened to someone moving in that room, my rising sense of hope was replaced with one of chilling fear. I had no idea who was in the apartment with me, but with every moment that passed, I suspected it wasn’t Laura. And I was still as helpless as ever, still tied to the bed, unable even to cover myself. I didn’t dare make a sound, lying there on Laura’s bed trying to control even my breathing so that no one would know I was there. The humiliation of discovery was just too terrifying to contemplate.

After a moment, I heard the person emerge from the other bedroom. There was a sigh as they sat down on the sofa. A female sigh, I noted. It had to be Laura’s roommate. What was her name again? Chloe. It came floating back to me from some obscure corner of my brain, one of the few parts of me that wasn’t devoted to desperate desire for Laura and Natalie and any other woman who treated me mean.

I heard the TV turn on. Maybe that was a good thing. A bit more noise to drown out any sound I might make, no matter how quiet I tried to be. Then again, it suggested that Laura’s roommate was planning to stick around. I could hear her moving on the sofa, settling in, making herself comfortable. Why shouldn’t she? She was at home, after spending the night out with her friends. She had no idea that I was lying in the next room, naked and tied to Laura’s bed, hardly daring to breathe for fear of discovery.

This terrifying stalemate dragged on for well over an hour. I listened to Chloe’s every move as if knowing what she was doing could possibly help me, as if there was anything I could do to mitigate my situation. But of course there wasn’t. Laura had done her job well, and this was no playful game of tying me up, but the real thing. The cuffs around my wrists were solid steel, unbreakable without some serious tools. And the ropes around my neck and balls kept me anchored to her bed, unable to even sit up, unable to go anywhere at all. All I could do was wait. And part of me wondered if sadistic Laura had planned this all along. Maybe she knew that Chloe would be home before she came back from work. Or maybe not. In the end, I thought to myself, it didn’t really matter. The end result was the same either way.

And with horrible inevitability, right at that moment, my phone started to ring.

It was still in the pocket of my pants where I removed them and left them on the floor the night before. After all, I hadn’t had any reason to wear clothes since then. I didn’t charge my phone overnight, but I barely used it all day either, busy instead with the kinky games Laura played with me. And so my phone had plenty of charge left to ring, its bell reaching my ears loud and clear through the fabric of my pants. And when the TV went silent in the living room on the other side of the bedroom door, my heart seemed to freeze with fear. Because Chloe had heard it too.

“Laura?”

I could hear the uncertainty in her voice as she spoke. I squeezed my eyes tight shut as though that could possibly help, as though that could somehow hide me from discovery. Should I answer? Was there something I could possibly say that would prevent her asking any further questions? Or would that just terrify her more, to hear the voice of a strange man in her otherwise empty apartment?

I didn’t know what to do. And indecision can be its own kind of decision sometimes. I felt frozen with fear, unable to act, and that fear only grew as I heard the couch springs shift underneath Chloe, as I heard footsteps on the floor, as I watched the door to Laura’s bedroom swing open as Chloe pushed it aside.

She saw me. Her eyes turned huge, her mouth dropping open in total shock. And I felt my cheeks burning with absolute shame as I lay there on the bed, incapable of hiding anything from those big surprised eyes, unable even to move and free myself from this deeply humiliating situation.

“What the fuck?” Chloe exclaimed.

“I’m Laura’s… friend,” I said, speaking rapidly to get my words out before she panicked further. “We went home together last night. Remember? We met at the bar.”

“Yeah,” Chloe said slowly, her brow furrowing now as she frowned at me. “Yeah, I remember. What the fuck is going on here? Where’s Laura?”

“She’s at work.”

“And she left you here? Like…this?”

I watched Chloe’s eyes move over the bed where I lay, taking in the rope tied around my cock and balls and bound to the footboard, along with the other one tight around my neck that anchored me to the head of the bed. She could see everything, could see my beaten cock that still rose above my body, that was finally softening in this absurd situation I found myself in. If nothing else, being discovered by her roommate had finally managed to get my thoughts off sexy Laura.

“Yeah,” I shamefully admitted, torn between the desire to prove to her that I was harmless and that she had nothing to fear and the desire not to admit the truth of my relationship with her roommate. And again, I knew there wasn’t much chance of that. Look at me. Chloe’s eyes had already seen the bondage I was in, my naked body, the clothes strewn around the floor. It couldn’t be more obvious what had happened.

And I watch that realization dawn slowly over Chloe, watched her frowning face slowly softening into a smile as she pieced it together.

“Oh my God,” she said, speaking softly this time. “Oh my God. She did this to you.”

“Yeah.”

It wasn’t exactly a question, but still, I felt compelled to give an answer. And Chloe stood there in the doorframe, not coming inside the room, but not leaving either. She had her phone in one hand, and, seized by a sudden idea, she lifted it up in front of her face.

“I’m going to call her right now,” she said.

“Ok,” I replied. After all, I was telling the truth. As Chloe dialed Laura’s number, I could hear the faint ringing of the phone through the speaker. But after several rings, Chloe pressed the screen again, clicking her tongue in disappointment.

“She’s not answering.”

“She’s probably working.”

There was a pause. Chloe looked at me again, and again, I had absolutely nowhere to hide. And I looked back at her. I remembered her from the bar, though only vaguely. Laura had been with a whole group of friends, and all my attention was fixed on her, not them. She had jet black hair that fell in abundant curls around her shoulders, with big dark eyes underneath pronounced eyelashes and full lips framing her mouth beneath a small round nose. She was wearing a maroon tank top and a pair of gray yoga pants that clung to the curves of her young body, accentuating her hips and thighs, and I couldn’t stop my eyes from wandering over her body as she stood before me, couldn’t help my mind from speculating that she probably had a great ass packed into those tight pants. Certainly, the swell of her breasts beneath her tank top couldn’t help but catch my eye, even in the depths of my fear and shame. Or maybe, as I learned recently, because of them. She was heavier than Laura or Natalie, just slightly on the chubby side. But she was blessed with curves that worked for her, that made her weight deeply attractive, at least to me. But I tried to push those thoughts away, knowing it would do me no good to be attracted to the roommate of the woman who currently had me bound naked to her bed.

“You know, I knew Laura always fantasized about doing something like this,” Chloe finally said. And the smile that spread across her face, showing her white teeth between those full lips, set me at ease, just a little. At least she didn’t seem to be afraid of me anymore. And why should she be, given the position I was in? I couldn’t possibly have been less of a threat to anyone than I already was.

“But I didn’t realize she was actually doing it,” Chloe went on. “Are you her sex slave?”

“That’s one way of putting it,” I said, practically squirming with discomfort on the bed. I didn’t want to have a conversation with the stranger, didn’t want to have to explain myself or why I ended up here, helpless and naked, a plaything for her roommate’s sexual pleasure. But it wasn’t like I had a choice. Once again, somehow, I found myself totally helpless in the presence of a woman I didn’t even know.

“What’s another way of putting it?”

“Just that… We play together sometimes. Do some kinky stuff.”

“Clearly,” Chloe said with a smile. She raised her phone again, and for a minute, I thought she was going to try calling Laura again. But instead, I heard the clicking sound of a simulated shutter, and panic rose inside me again.

“Did you just take my photo?”

“Yes,” Chloe admitted, smiling somewhat sheepishly as she did.

“Delete it!”

“Calm down. I won’t do anything with it. It’s just like… Insurance.”

“Insurance? Insurance against what?”

“Against you trying anything.”

“Trying anything? I think it’s pretty clear that I can’t try anything from here, can I?”

“No. I guess not.”

Chloe was smiling openly now, her fear replaced by emotions I could only guess. Surprise, certainly. And amusement, it seemed. After all, why shouldn’t she laugh? I knew what a pathetic spectacle I must make, lying there naked and helpless. And as Chloe stepped into the room, my fear rose with every step she took toward the bed. But that’s not to say there wasn’t a certain curiosity in me, too, to see how this played out. To see what might happen next in the wild adventure my life had recently become.

Finally, Chloe sat down tentatively on the edge of Laura’s bed, close to where I lay. I could feel the mattress sinking underneath her weight, could see the way her hips spread against the tight fabric of her yoga pants. She looked me up and down, and I saw her eyes focus on the knot of the rope tied to the headboard with the other end around my neck.

“You really can’t get out?”

“No.”

“Why did Laura do this to you?”

“Because… I don’t know. You’d have to ask her.”

“Why did you let her?”

And this time, as she spoke, Chloe burst out laughing. The laughter seemed to bubble up out of her, as though she had been suppressing it for a while. And I felt the sting of shame inside me again, her laughter bringing it out of me, reminding me of the pathetic situation I put myself in. And predictably, that only fed into my twisted arousal. My cock was swelling again, and there was nowhere to hide. All I could hope was that Chloe hadn’t noticed, intent as she was on my face. But how long can you hide a thing like that?

“That’s a tough question to answer.”

“Does it turn you on?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know. It just does.”

“That’s not a very good answer.”

“I’m not a psychologist. I don’t know what to tell you.”

Chloe paused for a moment. She shifted on the bed, turning in her spot, one knee sliding up onto the mattress as she looked me up and down. And now, I knew, she could see the state I was in. She could see my cock, fattening toward erection as I lay there helpless to hide it. She giggled, and I knew what she was laughing at.

“Are you getting turned on right now?”

“I can’t help it,” I mumbled.

“Is it because I’m here? Because you want me to dominate you like Laura clearly does?”

I said nothing. Honestly, I wasn’t sure what the answer was. Yes, of course, she was an attractive girl, and in my helpless state, her unattainable beauty made me want her more. Plus, the shame of being discovered like this, the total disgrace of being so helpless in her presence, made Chloe even more attractive to me. That didn’t mean I wanted to be dominated by her, though. I didn’t even know the woman. Before Natalie came along, I had been the kind of guy who found relationship sex far more rewarding than one night stands, the kind of guy who needed a girl to mean something to me to truly enjoy being with her. Maybe that had changed since Natalie introduced me to this bold new world. But there was still enough of the old me to feel weird about this new encounter.

Then again, as I thought back to my first meeting with Natalie and with Laura, I couldn’t deny that I was happy to submit to a woman if she got me excited enough. And if Chloe had stretched out her hand and decided to touch my cock there and then, there was no denying the fact that I wouldn’t try to persuade her to stop.

Not that I expected that to happen, of course.

“I know about kinky guys like you,” Chloe said, still smiling as she looked me up and down. “Every girl does. We all get them in our DMs sometimes, asking for foot pics or whatever. Not a lot of them follow through, though. Props to Laura for actually doing it. So she’s just keeping you here until she gets home?”

“I guess so,” I said, trying not to be sullen about it. I was having all kinds of strange and conflicting emotions at being found like this. And in a way, I guess, I was taking it out on Chloe. Trying not to answer her questions, or at least not give a straight answer. Trying to maintain what little semblance of personal power I possibly could in the ridiculous situation I found myself in. But it didn’t seem to faze her at all. Fascinated by the discovery she had made, Chloe didn’t seem to be in a hurry to go anywhere except exactly where she was, in Laura’s bedroom with me lying helpless beside her.

“That’s so wild,” Chloe said. “I don’t think I could do it. I don’t think I could be turned on by a man who let me treat him like that. I guess I’m old-fashioned that way. I like a man to take charge.”

“You’d be surprised,” I answered, not without some trace of bitterness in my voice.

“Look at you,” Chloe smirked, looking me up and down and acting as though she hadn’t even heard my last response. “All tied up and just waiting for her to come home. How long have you been here?”

“A few hours.”

“A few hours? That’s a long time. Isn’t it uncomfortable?”

“Very.”

“Do you want me to untie you?”

Chloe’s big dark eyes looked into mine as she spoke. Knowingly or not, she had hit on the heart of the matter, the most difficult question that haunted my mind for the hours that I lay there, and even before. Yes, physically, of course I wanted to be untied. I wanted to be free to work the stiffness out of my joints, change my position on the bed, to attend to my comfort as best I could. But at the same time, lying there tied up by Laura and awaiting her pleasure was such a massive turn-on. Besides, some of her feminine dominance seemed to be seeping into my brain, wrapping itself around the core of who I was, because a larger part of me than I cared to admit feared freedom. I feared doing anything other than what Laura wanted me to do, even though she was no longer in the room with us.

“I don’t know if Laura would allow that,” I said.

“She’s not here. You must need the bathroom, at least.”

Chloe was right about that, too. For as long as I was turned on and thinking about Laura, it was possible to ignore that building desire within me. But now, I could feel it, the pressing urge of a bodily function that can only be denied for so long.

“Yeah, I kind of do.”

“Okay then. I’ll take you. Here. Let me untie you.”

Shifting on the mattress, Chloe rose up onto her knees. Avoiding my surging cock, she reached down to the footboard and untied the knot of the rope bound around my genitals. Then, moving on her knees, she turned toward the head of the bed and untied the other end of the rope around my neck. She was still holding the rope as she moved again, shuffling backward off the bed to stand on her feet. And as I sat up, my hands still cuffed behind my back, I felt a surge of desire as I looked along the rope between us to see another gorgeous woman that I barely knew holding the end of the rope like a leash.

“Come on,” Chloe said brightly, chuckling to herself as she tugged lightly on the rope. “I’ll take you to the bathroom.”

It was endlessly humiliating to be treated like this. And clearly, Chloe knew that. She almost seemed to revel in it. I had enough experience of women dominating me that I recognized that look of surprised delight in her eyes. Chloe could say all she wanted that these games didn’t turn her on, that she wasn’t interested in being a mistress, and maybe that was true. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t find it funny. It didn’t mean she couldn’t be amused by my humiliation and the strange power it gave her over me from the moment we met. She couldn’t miss the symbolism. She held me leashed, fully dressed while I was totally naked, my every move determined by what she chose next. And of course, it turned me on almost unbearably.

Chloe turned and led me out of the bedroom. I had no choice but to shuffle along behind her as she led me by the rope from my neck, the one tied to my cock and balls trailing on the floor behind me like a tail. I was careful not to step on it as I shuffled along behind her, and I saw that I was right about her ass. Round and full, it tested the tensile strength of her skintight yoga pants with every step she took. That wasn’t exactly helping the erection raged between my legs as she led me to the toilet.

She lifted the seat while I stood in front. Then, she paused.

“You’re not going to make a mess, are you?”

“I’ll try not to.”

“Don’t. I’m not cleaning up for you. Oh, here. I’m going to have to do it for you, aren’t I?”

Chloe didn’t wait for a response. Instead, she took hold of my cock, and I groaned at the feel of her soft hand. She giggled as she aimed it toward the toilet bowl. We had only just met, and now she was holding my cock as though she owned it. As though every woman I encountered possessed some claim on my body these days.

My cock was throbbing in her hand, making things difficult. But the pressure in my bladder won out in the end. I used the toilet, and Chloe laughed as she guided my stream, her hand around my cock sending pulses of pleasure through me. When I was done, she turned to the sink and washed her hands, leaving me standing there naked in front of the toilet.

Then, she picked up the rope that trailed around my neck and used it as a leash again, leading me back toward the living room. She sat on the sofa, crossing her legs as she smiled up at me, and I stood awkwardly in front of her. There was no chance now of my cock softening, no way to ignore the power imbalance between us. She might not be into these kinds of games, but I was, and all of a sudden, I found myself completely at the mercy and in the service of another sexy woman.

“So what does Laura do with you when she has you like this?”

I sighed. There was a certain inevitability about the question, I supposed. How could she not be curious? The last thing I wanted to do was explain myself to a woman who had just held my cock, but as always, it didn’t seem like I had a lot of choice.

“Whatever she wants, basically,” I said. “She makes me… Pleasure her.”

“How?”

“However she wants. Usually, she makes me go down on her.”

“Oh my God, that crazy bitch,” Chloe said, spluttering with laughter as she spoke. “And you do it?”

“Of course. I have to.”

Chloe laughed again, her big breasts bouncing underneath her tank top as her chest heaved. She opened her mouth to ask another question, but at that moment, her phone rang. Reaching into a pocket at the back of her yoga pants, she pulled it out and answered, still holding the rope around my neck in her other hand.

And I saw the smile that spread across her pretty face as she heard Laura’s voice on the other end of the line.


24. Princess Returns

“Yeah. Yeah, I did. Because I found your little secret.”

Chloe’s dark eyes were fixed on me as she spoke, but it wasn’t me she was talking to. Instead, it was Laura on the other end of the phone line, finally finding a chance to call in the middle of her work shift. And I stood there uncomfortable under the young woman’s gaze, still completely naked, still shamefully erect, my deviant submissive fetishes plainly exposed to another woman I barely knew. How many times was this going to happen? Was this something I was going to have to endure over and over again? And why did it turn me on so much? My desire fed my shame, and my shame felt my desire, and there was no way out of this humiliating loop.

“Yeah, he’s here. No, the living room. Yeah, I untied him. No, not all the way. I don’t have a key for those handcuffs.”

Chloe’s eyes were shining with delight as she spoke. I watched as they flickered up and down my body. She knew just how excited I was. She knew just how much she was turning me on, despite the fact we had only just met. And she maintained that she wasn’t kinky like Laura was, that this domination game wasn’t her thing. But she was certainly getting a kick out of it. Perhaps not a sexual thrill, but certainly, my predicament was amusing her. Maybe that was enough.

“Not much. No, I know. Yeah, I knew you were curious about this stuff. I just didn’t realize you had actually done it. No. No. It’s cool. I’m not kink shaming. Actually, I think it’s kind of cool that you did it. No, not like that!”

Chloe burst out laughing as she spoke. From the phone she held next to her ear, I could hear Laura’s voice, but not the actual words she was saying. Then again, I barely needed to. I could imagine the conversation the women were having, piecing it together from hearing Chloe’s side loud and clear. Besides, she already knew everything she needed to know. Who I was and why I was there and what Laura did to me. There was no disguising the humiliating truth, and no way put the lid back on the bottle. Now, she was just another woman who knew my shameful submissive secret.

“Okay. No, I won’t. Oh really? Yeah, I guess I could. Okay. Okay, see you later.”

Chloe set her phone aside, her eyes still fixed on me. Again, she looked me up and down, and again, it was all I could do not tremble in shame at being so exposed. And though she couldn’t look much more different from Laura and from Natalie, there was no doubt that Chloe was turning me on. Just sitting there with her curvy body packed into her tight yoga pants was enough to get me excited, let alone the power imbalance between us as she continued to hold the rope around my neck that functioned like a leash. I was a prisoner of yet another attractive young woman, and maybe that didn’t turn her on, but it certainly did for me.

“Laura’s getting off work soon,” Chloe said. “So you’ll have your mistress back to do whatever it is she wants to do with you.”

“Okay,” I said carefully. Truthfully, I didn’t know how to respond. I wanted Laura to come back. I wanted her to take charge of the strange situation. Somehow, for all the things Laura put me through, for all the torment and humiliation and suffering she loved to inflict on me, I felt safer with her. I knew her by now. I trusted her not take me anywhere I really didn’t want to go, even as she continued to push both our boundaries. With Chloe, I didn’t know where I was. And yet I felt the same way about her I did about any woman who had me in this situation. As though resistance was futile, and submission inevitable. All she had to do was take control, and I already knew she could have me doing whatever she wanted. Part of me, a huge part, wanted nothing more.

“So I guess we just have to decide what to do until then. Wanna watch TV?”

“Sure,” I said. Of course, that wasn’t what I wanted from her. But at the same time, I wasn’t about to proposition the girl. Reaching for the remote, Chloe turned on the TV. Cautiously, I stepped toward the sofa. She watched me, still with a slight smile on her pretty face, still holding the end of the rope that hung from around my neck hanging slack between us. She didn’t stop me sitting down on the sofa next to her. And so I sat, having the most surreal session of TV watching in my entire life.

Chloe’s eyes reflected light from the screen as she watched. She sat with her legs curled up at her side, her bare feet just inches from my thigh. She chose the show, and I paid little attention. It hardly mattered what we were watching as far as I was concerned. Nothing was going to take my mind off the impending return of Laura. Or the truly bizarre situation I found myself in now. But as the show went on, Chloe shifted in her seat, straightening her legs and placing her feet in my lap. I looked at her in astonishment, and she turned her eyes away from the TV to smile at me. A soft, indulgent smile, as there was nothing more normal in the world than us sitting there like that, her bare feet just inches away from my throbbing cock. She looked down at my manhood, her smile only deepening as she moved one foot to tap against the underside of my shaft and make my bound cock sway slightly. She chuckled to herself as she touched it again, tiny light touches that made me groan with unrelieved desire.

Then, she turned her attention back to the TV.

Do all women have some innate desire to dominate sexually submissive man? Are all women capable of becoming, if not the intimidating dominatrix Natalie is, then at least a temptress who knows exactly how to put a man like me in his place? These were the thoughts that occupied my mind, that raced through my addled head while I sat there being teased by Chloe’s feet. She didn’t say a word, and neither did I. After that initial smile, she kept her eyes on the TV, watching the program she had chosen. While I stared straight through the TV, seeing and hearing nothing, feeling only the occasional movements of her feet in my lap and the teasing touch of her toes against my struggling cock. For a woman who wasn’t into dominating men, she was doing an incredible job. Then again, I reflected, it wasn’t exactly hard. Given the humiliating position she found me in, almost any attention she gave me was guaranteed to make me weak for her.

And that’s how Laura found us when she walked through the door of the apartment more than an hour later. Me sitting naked on the couch, rock-hard and trembling with frustrated desire, and Chloe with her feet in my lap and her hand on the rope around my neck, teasing me without even really trying.

My head jolted up when I heard the door open. At the same time, Chloe looked away from the TV, flashing a sly smile at me as Laura returned. I heard the heels of Laura’s boots thumping on the floor just a moment before I saw her, stepping back into the room in the black dress she wore to work and making my desire surge even more at the sight of this woman who seemed to be having an ever-more powerful effect on me. And when Laura saw me sitting naked on the sofa next to her roommate, she burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, he looks so pathetic like that,” Laura said. Her eyes were shining the way they always did, glowing with the light of her pleasure and desire, and my cock throbbed hard against Chloe’s feet as the other woman laughed, too.

“He does,” Chloe agreed. “You guys are so crazy. I knew you were into some weird stuff, but I never realized you would actually do something like this.”

“Why not?” Laura shrugged. She stood tall as she spoke, projecting the kind of confidence Natalie had, a woman who seemed not to care in the least what anyone thought of her or her sexual proclivities. Still, as was usually the case with Laura, I sensed something underneath it. Some faint hesitation in her that she was deliberately overcoming. Because ultimately, she wasn’t like Natalie. Natalie, it sometimes seemed to me, genuinely believed her own press. Maybe she really did see herself as a goddess. Maybe her kinky mother did too. Laura, on the other hand, knew she was just a regular person, with all the flaws and faults that entails. But that didn’t stop her from being absolutely radiant and unbelievably sexy. In some ways, as far as I was concerned at least, it enhanced it. And the faint blush on her cheeks as she spoke to Chloe was nothing short of adorable.

“It’s fun,” Laura said. “You should try it sometime.”

“I don’t think it’s for me,” Chloe said. “But it has been kind of fun hanging out with your slave boy. Here he is.”

Without rising from her seat, Chloe held up the hand that held the rope around my neck, passing it to her friend. Just like that, I had been handed over from one woman to another like a piece of property, as though I would never be free. As though only women had the right to decide where I should go at any given time. As usual, my cock was absolutely raging as Laura tugged lightly on the rope, urging me to my feet. And Chloe smiled as she watched me step past her toward Laura, her part in our little drama seemingly done for now. She continued watching TV as Laura turned and headed toward the bedroom, the heels of her boots thumping on the floor, and I walked along behind her, totally submissive, completely overcome by the easy dominance of these two women and in awe of what might happen next.

Laura led me into her bedroom and shut the door firmly behind her. Then she stepped toward the bed, leading me along behind her. She sat down on the edge of the mattress, her dress sliding up her thighs as she crossed her legs, her heavy boots shining in front of me.

“Get on your knees,” she ordered. And I did. I kneeled at her feet, among the wreckage of all the sex we had been having, the kinky outfits she had worn and removed, the restraints and discarded clothes that lay scattered around her bedroom as though some kind of sexual tornado had torn through the place. It had been an unbelievably wild 24 hours, ever since I had seen her in that bar and gone home with her. And clearly, it wasn’t over yet.

“How does that feel? Having Chloe find out your dirty little secret?”

“Super humiliating, Princess,” I said truthfully, while Laura giggled above me.

“Yeah, I bet it did. Did she laugh at you?”

“Yes Princess.”

“Of course she did. I mean, you look so funny tied up like that. What else did she do with you?”

“Nothing, Princess. She took me to the bathroom. Then we watched TV.”

“You’re lucky. It would have been a different story if I found you tied up and helpless like that. But then again, that’s what you like, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Do you think Chloe is pretty?”

“Yes, Princess. She is pretty.”

“Good. I don’t want you to lie just because you think it’s what I want to hear.”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Would you like her to dominate you like I do? Like Natalie does?”

I hesitated. Princess Laura demanded a truthful answer, but I was still nervous about how she might react. Still, there was no denying that this pretty woman knew the depths of my deviant desires at this point. Even if I tried to lie my way out of an awkward answer, I suspected Laura would already know the truth.

“It sounds hot, Princess,” I said. “But I’m happy playing with just you.”

“And Natalie. And Natalie’s mom.” Laura smiled as she spoke.

“Yes, Princess.”

“Seems like you were just made to serve dominant women, doesn’t it?”

“I don’t know about that, Princess. I just know that it turns me on.”

“That’s okay,” Laura said. The leather of her boots creaked as she uncrossed her legs, the rope around my neck hanging between us as she leaned forward. She ran her fingers through my hair, and I was almost ashamed to admit even to myself how good it felt. That little sign of affection, that little taste of tenderness after all this outrageous submissive desire. Laura was good at that kind of thing. That was a big difference between her dominance and Natalie’s. And in a way, I supposed, I was lucky to have them both. Even if lucky didn’t always seem like the right word to use.

“You don’t have to know everything. You just have to know your place. And where is that, bitch boy?”

With that question, I knew I was on firmer ground. And even though it still humiliated me to answer, to spit out what she wanted to hear in response to her mocking prompts, I wanted her far too badly to even pretend to resist.

“Right where I am now, Princess. Kneeling at your feet and worshiping your beauty.”

“Oh my God, you’re such a pathetic simp,” Laura laughed. “You’re lucky I find it cute. And I’m glad Chloe found out about you. It’s one less thing I have to hide. I know she’s going to tell all our friends. But I guess I don’t really mind being known as a dominatrix. Does it embarrass you, the thought that all my friends will know that I own you?”

“Oh God, yes, Princess,” I said with a sigh, the intensity in my voice making Laura laugh again.

“I bet it does,” she grinned. “And that gets your cock all hard, doesn’t it?”

As she spoke, Laura raised one foot from the floor. The rounded toe of her boot tapped against the underside of my cock, making it bob and sway in front of her. It was all the answer her question required, my desperate desire more than obvious as I kneeled at her feet.

“I’m lucky I had a short shift today,” Laura said. “These boots aren’t the most comfortable thing to wear when you’re a server. Still, they look good, don’t they?”

“Yes, Princess.”

They really did. Maybe it was just because I knew her and her desires, but the boots added a dominant edge to her work outfit. They accentuated her legs, and I knew what they did for her gait and her posture, and I hadn’t forgotten for a moment that she had made me shine those boots with my tongue before going to work in them all night.

Neither had Laura.

“It was such a turn on, though,” she said with a sigh. “Working all night in the boots that made you cum. I got a few looks from some guys, too. I think I even got one guy in trouble with his wife. Maybe he’s into boots like you are.”

“Maybe, Princess.”

“Are all guys as perverted as you?”

“I wouldn’t know, Princess. Probably not.”

“Probably not. Some of them are real men who see a woman like me and want to fuck her instead of wanting to lick her boots clean.”

“I want to fuck you too, Princess.”

“I know you do, bitch boy. I know you do.”

There was that hand again, running through my hair, making my scalp crackle to her touch. Clearly, Laura had come back from work in an incredibly dominant mood, her desire revved up by knowing the secret she had waiting for her at home. But also, she knew enough about domination by now to not give in to that desire, at least not straight away. Laura had to master her own desires almost as much as she did mine. But practice makes perfect, and she seemed to be getting better at that by the day.

“But you don’t get to,” Laura said. Her hand tightened in my hair, taking a firm grip and using it to tilt my head up toward her. Her brown eyes looked deep into mine, and she stuck out her lower lip in a mocking pout. “You just have to be frustrated and constantly reminded of what you can’t have. That’s what you get for not being able to control your orgasms when you’re told to, slave boy.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said with a sigh. And Laura laughed to hear my resignation. After all, I knew how little choice I had. I wanted Laura so badly in that moment, I would have done anything to have her, but she knew that already, and got off on not giving me what she knew I wanted. There was that sexual tension crackling in the air between us again, making every moment charged with unbelievable passion. But it was only she who could decide to release it. And for the moment, at least, that didn’t seem likely.

“My feet hurt,” Laura said. “See? We all have to make sacrifices. Maybe I’ll have you give me a foot rub later.”

“Yes, Princess.”

“You would, too, wouldn’t you? If I told you to?”

“Of course, Princess.”

“God, this is so awesome. I should’ve done this years ago. But maybe I had to wait to meet the right boy like you. You know, sometimes I think it’s a shame Natalie got you first. But then other times, I think none of this would have happened without her. So I guess we should be grateful to your mistress, shouldn’t we?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Good boy. Now, my boots got a little dirty at work. I think you know what you have to do next, don’t you?”

“Yes, Princess.”

I did. Of course I did. Cringing with shame, trembling with desire, I inched back on my knees and lowered my head to the floor. Above me, I heard Laura laughing, still holding onto the leash around my neck, enjoying the feeling of total superiority as I lavished her boots with attention. I ran my tongue over the leather once again, humbling myself for her amusement, and she sighed happily as she watched me from her seat on the mattress, happy for the moment to have me groveling at her feet.

“I should get Chloe in here,” Laura said as I continued to worship her legs. “Let her see just how pathetic you really are.”

“Yes, Princess,” I murmured as I continue to kiss and lick her sexy footwear. The thought sent a shockwave of shame and desire racing through me, just as Laura must’ve known it would. And just as usually happened when she suggested ideas like this, I was torn between fear and desire. That huge part of me that wanted nothing more than that seemed to be getting harder to ignore all the time. And after all, we had already seen just how under Laura’s thumb I was. But it still sent a thrill of submissive heat racing through me to think of my Princess doing such a thing.

“God, you’re such a bitch. Keep cleaning, bitch.”

And of course, I did.

All the while, the erotic tension kept ramping up. I could feel it, and I knew my Princess could too. I devoted myself to serving her, my licks and kisses on the leather of her boots getting more passionate as I raised my head a little higher, moving over her ankles, toward her knees. Toward those soft and welcoming thighs that her black dress clung to her, and what lay between them. My cock was throbbing as desperately as ever, the rope still tight around my cock and balls lying loose on the floor where I kneeled at Laura’s feet. I kept my attention on her legs, but I could hear her breathing getting heavier, and the thought of her getting excited by this display of submission kept me simmering with desperate lust. I needed her to say the word, to allow me to touch her incredible body in some other way. And again, I felt as though I was sinking, drowning forever in the dark magic of the hold she and every other woman seem to have over me.

“You’re such a good boy,” Laura said softly, in a voice that seemed to drip with honey. “I mean, I had to punish you. But it seems like you learned your lesson.”

“Yes, I have, Princess.”

“And what would that lesson be?”

“No coming without your permission, Princess.”

“Oh my God.”

Laura sighed softly as she spoke, and now there was no doubt that I was getting to her. These acts of service, of worship, had the same effect on her in a different way as they did on me. They made us both want each other, made us both want to surrender to the wild desire we had for each other, the pure pleasure we took in being together.

“Get up here and use that mouth properly.”

Laura spread her legs as she spoke, pulling up the black dress she had worn to work. At the same time, she pulled on the rope around my neck, dragging me forward, but she didn’t need to. There wasn’t much I wanted to do more than serve her that way. I thrust my face in between her thighs, pressing my mouth gratefully against her fragrant pussy, reminded that she had worn no panties to work at the restaurant where we had met. And I tasted her ready wetness, the warm juices of her excitement already coating her lips and letting my tongue glide easily over her sensitive sex. She moaned in pleasure, lying back on the mattress, supporting herself on her elbows and watching me work. I gazed up at her, looking into her eyes over the length of her beautiful body while my mouth worked on her womanhood. My cock was throbbing painfully now, and I groaned as Laura shifted a foot, rubbing the shaft of one boot against it again. She laughed as she did it, intoxicated with the hold she had over me, the pure sex appeal that neither of us could deny.

“Don’t do it, slave boy,” she said, raising her eyebrows threateningly as she spoke in a voice that dripped with pleasure. “Don’t you dare cum on my boot again.”

But her leg kept moving, rubbing the soft leather lubricated with my saliva against my cock.

I ate her out desperately, frantically, as though it were my last meal. As though nothing mattered more than making her cum. In my deliciously limited world, nothing did.

And soon, in her state of high excitement, Laura was moaning with pleasure. Maybe she had forgotten that her roommate was just on the other side of her bedroom door, or maybe she just didn’t care. For all I knew, Laura had discovered some new exhibitionist side of herself, and wanted Chloe to know what I was doing to her. It didn’t matter. She let out one moan after another, her pleasure mounting with every lick and kiss I delivered between her legs. And soon, I felt the incredible sensation of her pussy spasming around my mouth, clenching greedily around my invading tongue as she came.

The flood of Laura’s orgasm washed over me, and I drank it down as eagerly as always. It felt incredible to feel her thighs trembling on either side of my head, to hear her gasping in pleasure that I had given her, to know it turned her on so much to be so cruel to me. And somehow, even though my own body hovered on the brink of a powerful orgasm, I had managed to follow her instructions. I had managed, somehow, to prevent myself from orgasm, scared of being punished again by my cruel and beautiful Princess.

“Get up here,” Laura said, her eyes flashing as they found mine. She struggled to sit up, tugging harshly on the rope around my neck, and I obediently rose to my feet. Laura clung to the rope, dragging me onto the bed, grabbing me and pushing me down onto the mattress. She climbed on top of me, twisting the leash around her hand to shorten it, and her other hand reached down beneath her, taking hold of my cock. I groaned in wild desire, and she smiled as she looked down at me. She looked so beautiful above me, her blonde hair hanging down around her face, her eyes shining with pleasure and anticipation of more pleasure to come. This, more than anything, was what I wanted. This was what kept me so enthralled to her and to Natalie, this endless hovering on the very edge of sexual bliss. That, and the beauty in their faces and their bodies as they took control of me over and over again.

Laura settled down on top of me, using her hand to guide my cock into her wet pussy. We both groaned together, pleasure expanding inside us to fill us both. And Laura sat tall as she mounted me, her thighs gripping my sides, her hips rocking slowly back-and-forth as she rode my cock while holding on to the rope around my neck for leverage. I lay there helpless beneath her, my cuffed hands trapped beneath me. But it wasn’t like I would have resisted. It wasn’t like I wanted anything more than this.

“Good boys get rewarded,” Laura smirked as she gazed down at me, her body still moving in the steadily-increasing rhythm of pleasure. “Now, let’s see if you can hold back that orgasm until your Princess has another one. I think that’s really the least you can do, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Princess,” I moaned. And yet the task seemed impossible. Pleasure was roaring inside me, sweeping away everything else, lifting me to that timeless place that only exists at the moment of climax, but seems somehow eternal. But Laura’s cries of passion were loud in my ears, her body convulsing on top of me, her pussy already spasming again with the force of another oncoming orgasm, and as I lay there underneath her, once again a toy for her pleasure, fighting the urge to cum until I had pleased my mistress, I knew there was absolutely nowhere I would rather be.
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25. Kneel For Natalie

Natalie looked absolutely stunning. Of course, with a woman like her, that kind of goes without saying. She was never less than gorgeous, at least whenever I saw her. And it didn’t matter whether she was wearing full-on dominatrix gear or just a pretty dress. I could never resist her.

And every time I saw her again after a period of absence, I found it almost hard to believe she was even real. Even in my memories and fantasies, I couldn’t quite capture her astonishing beauty and her raw sex appeal. There was no substitute for the real thing. Every time I saw her, she quite literally took my breath away.

That day, she had summoned me with a curt text message. I was ordered to come to her house. I wasn’t told why, though I had ideas in that regard myself. No doubt for more domination, humiliation, and submission. And while there was always a chance I might be allowed to cum, there was certainly no guarantee. And yet I dropped what I was doing and hurried over there, responsive to my mistress’s call and knowing that a woman like her had no interest in adapting herself to my schedule. Nothing I could possibly be doing could ever be even half as important as pleasing her. That was the unspoken message behind her order. And as I raced over to her house, I halfway believed it myself.

The garage was open when I pulled up in the driveway of Natalie’s house. I knew what that usually meant. But this time, her car was parked inside, leaving no room for mine. Killing the engine, I stepped out and walked under the overhead door of her garage. The door stayed open behind me, and as I looked around the bare white walls, I couldn’t see a switch or any other mechanism to close it behind me. I hadn’t even seen Natalie yet, and already, she had me in an awkward situation. She never let me into her home wearing clothes. Ordinarily, I undressed in the garage. But with the door open, I feared being seen.

But of course, not as much as I feared my beautiful mistress.

I circled around to stand in front of Natalie’s car, using it and my own car to block me from view while I hurriedly undressed. Then, completely naked, my cock already rockhard and throbbing as it had been the moment I received a text from her, I stepped forward and knocked on the door that led to the interior of the house. I wouldn’t dare just walk in to Natalie’s house, no matter how terrified I was of someone seeing me in this compromising position.

I waited a long time. After all, it’s a prerogative of a dominant woman to keep her male slave waiting. But finally, I heard the enticing sound of high heels clicking on the floor inside. Natalie swung the door open, appearing in front of me like a vision of unbelievable dominant beauty, and her appearance enraptured me all over again.

She had her blonde hair swept back into a ponytail, not a single hair out of place as it shone on her scalp. That practical hairdo only accentuated her delicate features, her blazing bright blue eyes, her full red lips and their permanent pout. My eyes did their helpless dance as they traveled over her body, taking in the absolute beauty that stood before me. And for a moment, Natalie seemed to stand there, letting me look. Letting me see the woman I worshiped, the one who had so easily made me her slave.

On top, she wore a white tank top, the cotton fabric stretching over her huge breasts before the shirt tapered to emphasize her flat stomach and narrow waist. This relatively simple garment was tucked into something much more erotic, a gleaming black latex pencil skirt that hugged her hips and thighs and accentuated her unbelievable hourglass figure. The skirt ended just above her knees, and below that, she wore a pair of black patent leather boots that rose to the middle of her calves with a spike heel, a rounded toe, laces up the front, and bright steel buckles on the sides. I recognized those boots, of course. I was never going to forget them, or the time Natalie had made me masturbate to them, spurting my cum all over the glossy leather. And now those memories conspired to drive me even deeper into submission, to remind me that I never had any agency as far as this woman was concerned, and that there would be no defying her this time, either. She was just too powerful. As the scent of her perfume wafted out of the open door, I breathed her in with every breath, and already felt myself sinking straightaway into the pathetic desire to slavishly serve my goddess.

“Kiss.”

Natalie stepped her fingers as she spoke, pointing one finger, its nail painted red like her lips, to the floor at her feet. I knew exactly what she wanted, knew exactly what I was expected to kiss as a sign of adoration and worship of her divine feminine beauty. And of course, I did. I dropped to my knees in front of her, and in a way, humiliating as it was, nothing seemed more appropriate. I bowed down before her, pressing my lips against the toe of each boot in turn, tasting the faint bitterness of the patent leather and seeing my breath leave a moist imprint on the boots that was quick to fade.

“Heel,” Natalie said, snapping her fingers again. Clearly, she was in no mood to be argued with today. She turned away from me, and I watched her hips swaying from side to side, the shiny black latex clinging agonizingly close to every curve and line of her ass and legs as she strode into the house. I hurried after her, glad to be hidden from view but already dreading what this unbelievably powerful woman might do with me now that she had me in her clutches. But I had no choice. My desire was all the leverage which she would ever need. And like a well-trained dog, I crawled along as fast as I could at her heel, reduced to this by just two words.

Natalie led me to the sofa. Turning, she sat down, her skirt stretching even tighter around her as her hips spread. She crossed her legs, and I gazed up at her from my hands and knees, my cock throbbing with humiliating desire. Just looking at her was enough. Let alone the thought of what kinky games she might have in mind.

“I haven’t seen you in a while. Have you missed me?”

“Yes, Mistress. I think about you every day.”

“Still as obsessed with me as ever, I see. Still desperate for a relationship with me?”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I said. But there was a moment, just the tiniest moment of hesitation in my voice. Natalie didn’t react immediately. There was just a faint twitch of her eyebrows, the tiniest motion that left me wondering if she had even noticed at all. Not much got by her, I knew. Sometimes, her ability to seemingly read my mind was one of the most intimidating things about a woman who had a long, long list of intimidating qualities already.

“So what have you been doing? Besides tugging on your unworthy little prick while thinking about me, of course.”

“Not much, Mistress.”

“Have you been seeing Laura?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

At the mention of the other woman’s name, a new wave of fear swept over me. Neither Natalie nor Laura with the jealous type. In fact, Natalie went out of her way to remind me that what we had was not a relationship, at least not in any conventional sense. We weren’t dating. We were just playing kinky games. And it was she who brought Laura into the game in the first place, more than happy to help another woman learn how to dominate and control me. And despite how close I had been getting with Laura lately, she showed no jealousy of Natalie, either. In fact, it seemed to please her that I continued to submit to my original Mistress. She was, in her own way, as in awe of Natalie as I was, though for fundamentally different reasons. Laura wanted to be just like Natalie, to have her beauty and power and sex appeal, and she was well on her way. My desires were simpler. I just want them both, badly, all the time.

Still, it felt strange be talking about the sex life I had with another woman with Natalie, even if she had introduced us in the first place. But I knew I had to tread carefully. I had no idea if the women had been talking behind my back, comparing notes on how to bring me to my knees. Not that either of them seemed to need any advice. Natalie was a natural born goddess, and Laura was an alarmingly quick learner when it came to these kinky games.

“Has she been dominating you? Putting you in your place?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. So I guess you’re learning that you’re inferior to all women, and that your role in life is just to serve us and grovel at our feet.”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie.”

Natalie smiled. It was a smug, self-satisfied smile, but no less beautiful for all that. It lit up her already dangerously beautiful face, made those deep blue eyes sparkle in a way I doubted anyone on earth could resist. It was alarming what this woman had done to me in such a short space of time. Not only had she made me her sexual slave, but she had opened the door to something I had never known existed in me. No matter what happened with her always Laura or with anyone else, I knew I was never going to be the same after this. I was always going to long for this, and to know the power that women had to make me bow to their will. And as fantastic as the vanilla sex I had recently had with Laura was, I had a feeling that after what Natalie had exposed me to, I would never be content with just that again. I would always long for this, this thrilling edge of humiliation and shame and coercion that made sex so much more dangerous, so much more exciting, so much more passionate. Not to mention the endless desire both these women inspired in me, the way they kept me forever trembling with lust for them, as though the tease and the promise of pleasure was almost better than the climax itself.

“Okay then.”

Natalie shifted on the sofa. I watched her pick up her phone, then turn, her latex skirt and patent leather boots shining as she rolled over onto her stomach. Her big breasts pressed against the sofa through her white tank top as she lay down, holding her phone in front of her, sweeping her ponytail back over her shoulder. She bent her knees, her wicked-looking heels above her body. When she gave her next instruction, she didn’t even look at me, engrossed instead at whatever she was looking at on the screen of her phone.

“Tell me what happened between you and her,” Natalie said. “Every detail. Be as elaborate as you want. I want you to really put me in the story. Make me feel like I was there.”

Finally, she turned to me, her blonde ponytail trailing over her shoulders with the movement of her head. There was a slight but gorgeous smile on her face as she looked into my eyes, and I found it hard to meet that bright and almost predatory stare.

“And as a special treat, you can worship my ass while you do it,” she said. “Get to work.”

With that, she turned her attention back to her phone screen. I remembered all over again the way that Natalie gave out orders, as though it never even crossed her mind they might be disobeyed. Of course, she was absolutely right about that. I had no power whatsoever to resist her, totally overwhelmed by my desperate desire. And she just like Laura, she knew that the best way to get me to follow orders was to give me ones I already wanted to obey. Her ass looked amazing as the shining black latex clung to it, the curve of her butt reflecting the light and reflecting my own humiliating image as I shuffled forward to do as she said. Her heels dangled above my head as I pressed my lips against her beautiful ass and passionately kissed Natalie’s body.

Then, I began to tell her about everything Laura had done to me.

And I mean everything. After all, I had no idea whether she had spoken to Laura. Maybe Laura had already told her everything, and this was some kind of test. Even if it wasn’t, I knew it would be easy for Natalie to find out the truth. Laura wouldn’t hide a thing from the woman who had introduced us. Besides, where Natalie was concerned, I had no pride or ego left to protect.

But that didn’t mean it wasn’t extremely humiliating, reliving in lurid detail everything Laura had done to me.

As I talked, alternating between speaking and kissing and licking Natalie’s latex-covered ass, she hardly seemed to be listening. Instead, her attention was all on her phone. I tried to sneak a glimpse at whatever it was she was looking at, whatever was so fascinating, but I couldn’t really see what she was doing. Sometimes she seemed to be watching videos. Other times she seemed to be texting someone, and I wondered if it was Laura she was speaking to. But that wasn’t for me to know.

Still, every once in a while, Natalie would chuckle at something I said. She seemed to find it especially amusing how Laura’s roommate Chloe had found me tied naked to the bed and taken me to the bathroom before allowing me to watch TV with her. I told the stories faithfully as I could, omitting no detail. And when I was finally finished, I delivered one last desperate kiss to Natalie’s shining ass, then fell silent, awaiting her response.

She kept me waiting a little longer, finishing up a text she was sending. Then, finally, she set her phone down, the screen on the couch cushion in front of her. She turned, and I backed up a little on my knees to make room for her as she swung her feet down to the floor and sat upright on the sofa again, towering above me.

“Wow. Sounds like you had quite the little adventure with her.”

“Yes, Mistress. It was… interesting.”

“You’re very lucky she fucks you. You’re really not impressing anyone with that worthless cock of yours, you know.”

“I know, Mistress Natalie. I am very lucky.”

“Wow. She has you nearly as whipped as I do, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Too funny.”

With that, Natalie stood. Now she towered even higher above me, her tight skirt straining around her thighs as she stood with her feet apart, her hands on her voluminous hips. She looked down at me, no longer smiling, instead seeming to consider her next move, the cogs and wheels of a truly deviant mind at work behind that gorgeous face. And it was all I could do not tremble as I waited to find out what this goddess had in mind for me next. I longed for the darkness under her skirt, long for even a taste of that divine pussy that I knew was hidden underneath the rubber outfit between her shapely legs. But I wouldn’t dare ask. Unless I was given permission to beg for that incredible favor, I wouldn’t dare presume that Natalie would give me even the smallest taste of what I wanted.

“Come with me.”

With a decision made, Natalie suddenly turned, snapping her fingers imperiously to punctuate her command. Again not waiting for an answer, she walked away from me, heading toward the bedroom. My heart rose in my chest as I watched her go, the sway of her body in her tight latex skirt pressing every button of submissive desire I had. I rose to my feet, hurrying after her, my rigid cock swaying in front of me with every step.

Inside the bedroom, the scene of so many humiliating encounters in the past, Natalie was already busy. I watched her pull open a drawer and take out a pair of leather cuffs, and my heart beat even faster to know exactly where they were going. She ordered me to turn around, to put my hands behind my back, and I did exactly as she said. I let her bind my hands behind me, let her immobilize me, knowing that this was what I wanted. My rock-hard cock jetted out in front of my body, throbbing desperately at the thought of all the possibilities that lay ahead.

As usual, Natalie didn’t stop there. A faint smile reappeared on her face as she closed her fingers around my cock, and I groaned in response. She knew exactly what she was doing to me, and could feel its effects in her hand as she used her grip on my manhood to lead me toward the bed. I climbed up onto the mattress, and Natalie stood beside it, pushing down on my shoulders to make me lie on my back. My cock swelled in the air above me, but Natalie, having released her grip, ignored it for now. Instead, she moved toward her closet, and I waited fearfully to see what outrageous act she would make me do next.

Retrieving a couple of items, Natalie strode back toward the bed where I lay. Her tight latex skirt made movement difficult as she climbed onto the mattress, but she managed anyhow. A thrill of fear went through me as I saw the tiny whip she had used to whip my cock last time I was here, and she smiled to see the expression on my face as she lay the toy on my chest. But for now, she had something else in mind.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered. And as I did, I saw what she was holding in her hands. A big fake cock attached to a harness with a smaller bulb on the other end. Natalie’s tight skirt creaked as she inched toward me on her knees, her big breasts straining against the fabric of her shirt as she leaned over me, and I saw what she wanted. She pushed the bulb of the toy into my mouth, filling it completely. Then, she wrapped the leather straps around the back of my head, buckling them tightly together. The obscene toy blurred in my vision as I looked up at it, a great wave of nervousness and humiliation and desire washing over me as I saw what the beautiful goddess was up to.

Smiling again, Natalie moved back toward the edge of the bed and stood up. My eyes followed every movement of her beautiful body as she reached behind her back, unzipped the latex skirt, and pulled it down. She wore no underwear underneath, and I groaned against the gag at the sight of the pussy I’d been dreaming about ever since our last encounter. Meanwhile, Natalie lifted her tank top over her head, shaking her blonde ponytail free of the garment as she tossed it aside. I groaned again as she removed her bra, sliding it off her arms and letting it fall to the floor. Totally naked now except for her boots, she stood by the side of the bed like a vision of unattainable loveliness, like a true goddess in the flesh. And then, still smiling that satisfied smile, Natalie climbed onto the mattress to kneel beside me again.

“That was a pretty sexy story you told me about what you and Laura got up to,” she said. “Maybe next time you guys play together, I’ll have to join in. But you know what happens when you make mistress horny, don’t you? You have to make sure she cums. So that’s your job for now, bitch boy. To be my little fuck toy and make sure Mistress gets all the orgasms she deserves. Sounds good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I moaned against the gag. The words were unintelligible, but the smile on Natalie’s beautiful face told me she got the meaning. And after all, what else was I going to say? As far as she was concerned, those were the only three words I ever needed to speak.

Natalie picked up the small whip that lay on my chest. Then she turned, facing my feet. She raised one leg, straddling my head, and I gazed up at her, tormented by the sight of her pussy hovering just above me, and yet completely out of reach of any part of my body, especially my straining cock. Meanwhile, Natalie lowered herself down onto me.

She moved slow. And at close range, I had to watch as her shining pussy spread to accommodate the girth of the dildo projecting from my face. I heard Natalie gasp in pleasure as she lowered herself down onto it, the toy sinking ever deeper inside her, burying itself in her pussy in a way I hadn’t been able to in what felt like forever. And Natalie kept going, letting the toy slowly fill her as she lowered herself down completely. Soon, her ass filled my entire vision, and then blocked out the light as she sat on my face. I was trapped beneath her, struggling for air, my nose buried between the cheeks of her ass that I had just kissed and her pussy clamping around the toy projecting from my mouth.

Natalie began to ride. Her big round ass bounced up and down on my face, allowing me to suck in air that smelled of her sex and get a glimpse of the maddening curves of her body that seemed designed to torment me. And as she moved, as her pussy slid up and down on the toy, I heard her pleasure growing in the form of the moans and screams that began to rise from her throat. Natalie was a woman who never held anything back, who savored every drop of sexual pleasure that came her way, and there was certainly plenty of that. I felt her hands on my chest as she leaned forward for balance, and then I felt the angry red sting of the whip as she lashed my skin.

“Oh fuck,” she panted above me, bouncing up and down more vigorously than ever on the dildo. “Oh fuck, that feels so good. That’s so much better than your useless cock, slave boy. This is what a woman really wants. You see that? You want to see me cum all over your pathetic slave face?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled unintelligibly. But again, it didn’t matter. My response was not required. And nothing I could say at this point would change a single thing. Natalie was going to do what she wanted, as always, and I was going to have to accept it.

The whip lashed my chest again, and again. And every time she hit me, Natalie moaned in ever-increasing pleasure. Soon, as the pain grew inside me, I squirmed underneath her, but her weight kept me pinned to the bed, helpless to resist the punishment. She whipped my chest and stomach, the blows traveling ever lower, and I trembled in fear at the thought that she might use the whip on my cock again. But for now, she didn’t. Instead, she seemed content to turn my torso into a burning red throb of humiliating pain.

Natalie came. Trapped underneath her, I felt every motion of her body. I felt the spasming of her pussy tugging on the dildo gag inside my mouth as she reached orgasm. I felt her legs tremble on either side of my head. I felt her weight shift as she arched her back, and heard her wild cries of ecstasy as they bounced back from the walls and ceiling, filling my ears with the noise of her selfish pleasure. I heard her grip the creaking leather of her ankle boots as she leaned back, her ass completely cutting off my breathing while she savored the ecstasy of what seemed like an incredibly powerful orgasm.

And then, finally, as her climax came and went, Natalie leaned forward. I panted for air, breathing in desperately as her ass finally lifted off my face to allow me some oxygen. Natalie crawled off me, the dripping dildo sliding easily out of her pussy as she moved, and the smell of her orgasm taunted me, my cock still throbbing with this sadistic treatment she had given me.

Natalie turned on the bed. Her eyes were glowing as she looked at me, her beautiful face flushed with pleasure. Her sleek ponytail lay down her back, and her breasts bounced as her shoulders heaved with the force of her passion.

All my experience with her told me the game wasn’t over yet. In fact, it had only just begun.

“Get off the bed, slut,” Natalie snarled as she turned. The tiny whip was still in her hand, and she used it to point to the side of the mattress. I sat up, moving awkwardly in my handcuffs as I made my way toward the edge of the mattress. Once I had my feet on the floor, Natalie ordered me to my knees, and obediently, I kneeled at the side of the bed.

Natalie moved toward me. Her pussy shone between her legs as she spread them right in front of me. Reaching the edge of the mattress, she hooked one leg over my shoulder, her shiny boots dangling just above my cuffed hands. Her breasts bounced again as she sat upright, placing a hand on the top of my head and pulling me toward her.

She didn’t need to say anything. Of course, I knew exactly what she wanted, exactly what was expected of me. And Natalie groaned, her eyelids fluttering with sadistic pleasure as she felt the big toy slide easily inside her well-lubricated pussy again.

“That’s a good slave,” she purred as pleasure swelled inside her again. “Work hard to make Mistress cum. That’s all you’re good for, bitch boy.”

As I kneeled at the edge of her bed, rocking my head back-and-forth to bring her pleasure that poured out of her in a series of ever-loudening moans and screams, it was hard to disagree.


26. Talking To A Friend

“Sounds like you’ve got quite a dilemma on your hands.”

“Yeah. You could say that.”

Simone was smiling as she spoke. After all the weird situations I had got myself into recently, this one barely registered. Still, there was something strange about her becoming my confidant, my shoulder to cry on.

Not that we weren’t friends. We were. Still, I always felt that my main loyalty was to Rocco, since he had been my friend first. Simone had just become my friend when the two of them started dating. That didn’t mean I didn’t like her, though. And I had known her for years. We had gotten close. Still, that didn’t stop it being weird, talking to her about my new sex life.

But at the same time, I wanted a female perspective. Plus, Simone knew Natalie better than I did. And these are the things I told myself to rationalize what I was doing, to justify it, to try and make sense of the senseless. But maybe there was more to it than that.

After all, I might be new to these games, but I’m not totally naïve and clueless. It’s not like I was ever going to forget the way Simone sometimes treated me, when Rocco wasn’t around. How she had talked about being jealous of Natalie’s ability to order men around. Was some part of me hoping for that? That she would become yet another woman who had this mysterious sexual power over me? I hoped not. What sort of man would that make me? It’s one thing being submissive, but another thing entirely to be the kind of guy who cheats with his best friend’s wife.

But not for the first time, I found myself wondering where the lines were these days.

“You know what it’s like? It’s like one of those cheesy romance books I read. The girl always has to choose between two guys. Usually there’s one nice, dependable guy she’s known for ages, and then some sexy bad boy, and they both want her. It’s like that. Except you’re the girl.”

“Oh, thanks.”

“What, is there something wrong with being a girl?”

“Of course not. Just… It’s not very flattering for a guy.”

“Yes. I have to be careful not to tread on your masculinity. I wouldn’t want you to enjoy it too much.”

Simone smiled as she spoke, and I smiled too. I supposed it was a fair point. It was still humiliating to admit to my friend how much I enjoyed the kinky games I played with Natalie. But somehow, I felt like it would be even harder to admit it to Rocco. Simone at least seemed to understand it on some level, if not as deeply as I might want.

It wasn’t like she had been in any way unclear. When she invited me around to her place to hang out that night, she had mentioned that Rocco would not be there. He was out playing basketball with his league team. He knew I was coming over. He didn’t care. He trusted me, and I kept telling myself he was right to do that. That I would never do anything with Simone, even if she wanted to. Besides, she wouldn’t want to.

And yet, I couldn’t forget the feel of her feet in my lap, touching me through my pants. I couldn’t forget how she had ordered me to kiss her foot, and I had done it, while Rocco showered in the bathroom. There wasn’t much point deluding myself, I reflected. If Simone had decided to play with me right there and then, I doubt I could have resisted. Even though I knew it was wrong. Even though the last thing I wanted to do was betray my friend. I couldn’t help it. I was fundamentally weak to beautiful women, and Simone was definitely that. In fact, the more I told her about my kinky sex life, the more attractive she seemed to become.

She was sitting beside me on the sofa, wearing a black T-shirt with the name of some band on the front of it. Her brown hair hung loose around her shoulders, her pretty face free of makeup except for a touch of mascara to accentuate her eyelashes. She was wearing jeans, and if they were skintight, I could hardly blame her for that. For women, that’s kind of how pants are made these days. She didn’t look like she was trying to seduce me, which came as some relief when she opened the door. After all, when she had invited me over to hang out, I had wondered at her motivations. We might be friends, but it wasn’t common for us to hang out without Rocco being there. Rocco might suspect nothing at all, but I had doubts of my own.

And yet I came anyway. Seeing that Simone hadn’t noticeably dressed to impress me was somewhat of a relief. But ultimately, I knew as I sat beside her on the sofa, it hardly mattered. She was attractive to me no matter what she wore. And ever since I had met Natalie, ever since my formerly boring sex life had become the stuff of wild and kinky fantasies, I found that the thought of sex was never far from my mind. Natalie’s ongoing gift to me; the sense that everything was charged with desire, with passion, and with sexual promise.

“So what are you going to do?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I can tell from the way you talk about her that you’re confused. Besides, I know what you like. What you have is a situation most guys would dream about. Unlimited kinky sex with multiple women, with no strings attached. But that’s not you, is it? You want something more. You always do.”

“How do you know?”

“Oh, come on,” Simone laughed. “How long have I known you now? How may times have I heard you complaining about your latest breakup? You’re a romantic at heart, David. You know you are. Honestly it’s quite sweet. Most guys are so caught up in that macho bullshit, acting like they don’t have hearts. You do. It’s one of the things I was like about you.”

“Yeah, well,” I mumbled, struggling to find the words to say. “I don’t think that’s what any of this is about.”

“But you would like it to be.”

It wasn’t quite a question, and not quite a statement. Somewhere in between the two, I guessed. And I didn’t answer. Because truthfully, I didn’t know the answer. The strange situation I found myself in with Natalie and with Laura had me so confused, I no longer knew what I wanted. And yes, I was having powerful feelings for both those women. It was impossible to separate those feelings from sex. I was having the best sex of my life by a huge margin, and so it was always going to stir up some powerful emotions, too. That’s just the way it is, and Simone was right about that. A lot of guys like to pretend that sex and emotions are two completely separate things, but they’re not. Certainly not for me, anyway. And so I had to be careful. I had to know, when I felt as though I had these strong and powerful emotions, was it just desire I was feeling? Or something more?

Abruptly, Simone stood up. You might think, with the unbelievably provocative outfits I saw women like Natalie and Laura and even Hannah wearing on a regular basis, it would take more to excite me than just a pretty girl in jeans and a T-shirt. You’d be wrong. Her casual clothes did little to hide the shape of Simone’s body as she moved across the living room, heading for the bathroom, and I tried without much success not to watch her go.

For years, I had been able to kind of block it out. Obviously, I knew that she was attractive, but I didn’t really think about it. Now, lately, I was thinking about it all the time. Even though I was getting sex elsewhere. Even though I was having fantasies fulfilled that I never even realized I had. Somehow, in some way I didn’t fully understand, Simone was caught up in all this, just as I was. Maybe because she had been the first woman to discover me after Natalie had had her way with me that first time. Or maybe because there was something there in Simone, something she had virtually admitted herself last time we were alone together. That in some way, she was curious about this world, too. Maybe only in the way that Laura’s roommate Chloe had been, more amused than turned on. But I don’t know. Something told me there was more to it than that. And I remembered something Natalie had said, about how Simone had always been that way, about how she ought to let go and be more open-minded. Easy for a natural dominatrix like Natalie to say. She gave no sign of ever being awkward about the things we did and the things she liked. Few people have that kind of confidence, or that lack of inhibitions. Then again, look at who raised her.

Simone soon reemerged from the bathroom. As she stepped toward me, she held up a small object, shaking it in her hand and smiling. I had had so many surprises from women lately that for a moment, my heart leaped, wondering if I was about to be plunged into another kinky game with a new participant. But as Simone stepped closer to me, I saw that what she was holding was a tiny bottle of nail polish.

“Here,” she said, handing the bottle to me. Instinctively, I took it, without understanding why. And she sat down on the sofa next to me, twisting in her seat to lay her feet in my lap. In a flash, I remembered what had happened last time she did that, and fear and arousal bloomed inside me, constant companions these days with all the weird sex I was having. My cock began to harden in my jeans, and I was nervous about Simone feeling it against her feet, but I also had to acknowledge that it would hardly be the first time.

“Paint my toes for me,” Simone said. She was looking at me now, a smile on her pretty face, her brown hair tumbling around her shoulders and framing her beautiful features. She smiled as she spoke, looking both excited and nervous, a look I knew well from Laura as she learned to dominate me. And being bossed around by Simone was hardly less erotic than it was being bossed around by Laura. Still, there was that part of me that resisted. After all, again, as I reminded myself over and over, this woman was my friend. And she was married to Rocco.

“What?” I asked. “Why would I do that? I’m not that pathetic. Just because I like dominant women doesn’t mean I’m going to do anything any woman says.”

“It doesn’t? That’s a shame,” Simone said. As she spoke, she pushed out her lower lip in a mock pout, and I almost shivered as I remembered Laura making that same gesture. “Is it only women that you think you might get to have sex with that you submit to, then? Because when was the last time Natalie had sex with you?”

“Depends how you define sex, I guess,” I mumbled awkwardly. Simone had a point there, and she knew it. Which is why she kept hammering on it.

“You know what I mean,” Simone said, that sly smile never leaving her pretty face. “I mean sex. The real thing. Your cock inside her, thrusting away until you cum. Proper sex. The kind I have with my husband almost every night. When’s the last time you had that with Natalie?”

“It was a while ago,” I admitted.

“Well, there you go,” Simone said, smiling brightly as she spoke. “So it’s not about the woman having sex with you, per se. It’s more about the possibility of having sex, no? So just tell yourself there’s a chance I might fuck you, even though there isn’t. Just pretend you have a shot with me.”

“And why would I do that?”

“Because it’s fun. And because I could use a little servant boy around the house from time to time. To do things like paint my toes for me. Go on. Don’t be a prude.”

Simone smiled as she spoke, and I smiled too. More at the pure strangeness of the situation than anything. In some odd way, I supposed she had a point. I would do just about anything Natalie or Laura told me to, and Natalie rarely had sex with me by the strictest definition. Laura was a lot more generous in that respect, but she still made me earn every touch, every moment of passion I had with her. But I had a point, too. Neither of those women were married.

Then again, it wasn’t like Simone was asking me to go down on her or anything. Unfortunately, I mentally added, and then mentally scolded myself for having such an inappropriate thought. Simone squirmed with pleasure in her seat, almost giggling with glee as I twisted the cap off the bottle of nail polish, bending myself to the task she had given me.

“See? It doesn’t have to be a big deal,” Simone said as I carefully applied the brush to her toenails. “Just a few little things, here and there. Nothing sexual. I mean, if it turns you on being bossed around by girls, that’s nothing to do with me, is it?”

Simone’s foot moved my lap. She could plausibly pretend that she was trying to make sure I could reach her toes better, but we both knew the truth. She was looking for the bulge of my cock, to see if I was aroused. And I was. Of course I was. This dominant side to her, no matter how careful she might be about it, was extremely attractive to me, and she knew it. She had to be careful, of course, to make sure she didn’t cross the line and cheat on her husband. But it would be hard to argue she was already doing that in some way, with her foot touching my erect cock through my jeans as I submissively served her just the way she asked me to.

“So what does Natalie do to you? If she doesn’t let you have sex with her, I imagine you spend a lot of time with your face between her legs, don’t you?”

Absurdly, I felt myself blushing as I answered. It’s not like Simone and I hadn’t talked like this before. Still, it was embarrassing. And of course, I couldn’t fail to notice how the situation, so completely different in many ways, nevertheless echoed the way that Natalie had had me tell her everything I did with Laura last time we were together. As though these beautiful women, so different in so many ways, were reading off the same sheet when it came to putting me my place.

And of course, I knew I should just refuse to answer. A gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell, and it was hard to imagine Simone was asking the question for my benefit. And yet, I didn’t fight it. As always when confronted with feminine power, I barely even tried to resist. Because maybe, after all, some part of me wanted to tell Simone everything, to hear her opinion on the strange life I found myself living these days. Why else that I come round that night?

“She does some pretty crazy stuff,” I said. As I spoke, I kept my eyes on Simone’s toes as I slowly painted the nails. Somehow, it was easier that way. To not have to look into her shining eyes, to not have to see the fascination and curiosity and excitement that shone in them.

“Yeah, I know, but like specifically,” Simone pressed. “What did she do last time you were there?”

“She made me tell her what I did with Laura.”

“Oh really? Kind of like I’m doing now?”

“Yeah, kind of. But with a few key differences.”

“Yeah, I bet,” Simone chuckled. “I bet she wasn’t wearing jeans and a T-shirt, was she?”

“No.”

“And you probably weren’t painting her toes, either.”

“No.”

“So what was she wearing? I want to know what a woman like her would put on to dominate her slave boy.”

“White tank top. Black latex pencil skirt. Black patent leather high heel boots that came up to her calves.”

“Oooo, sexy. Did you like it?”

“Yeah. Yeah, I did.”

“Do you like that stuff? Leather, latex, stuff like that? Fetish gear?”

“Yeah. I mean, I wouldn’t say I have a fetish for it. But she looks good in it. Anything kind of tight and figure-hugging.”

“She has a great body, doesn’t she? My former stepsister.”

“So do you.”

“Thank you. But that’s not really an appropriate thing to say to a married woman, is it? I wouldn’t want to have to punish you. You might enjoy it.”

Simone laughed loudly as she spoke, and I laughed too, playing it off like it was a joke. Perhaps it was. But somehow, I doubted it. I wasn’t sure that Simone would ever actually lay a hand on me in that way. At the same time, I couldn’t be sure she wouldn’t, either. The air in the living room of her house was crackling with sexual tension now, and the weight of her feet in my lap right next to my throbbing cock was driving me into a state of pure distraction. My hands trembled as I continued to paint her toenails, and that submissive act only made things worse. It only made me want more. More humiliation, more disgrace. And she was a married woman, and I knew I had to keep control of myself. But Simone was by no means making it easy for me.

“So she got dressed up all sexy and made you tell her what you did with Laura. What did you do with Laura?”

“Oh, man. That’s a long story.”

“We’re not going anywhere.”

I gulped before beginning. Simone was right, of course. It wasn’t like I had anywhere else to be that night.

And so, as I continue to paint her toes, I told Simone the whole sorry tale. Of how, after that night at the bar, I had gone home with Laura and had passionate vanilla sex, some of the best of my life. But how the next day, the kinky games started up again. How she left me tied to her bed, and how her roommate discovered me. Simone laughed as she listened to my tale, the sound of her amusement becoming the soundtrack to my humiliation, but I couldn’t stop. And maybe, in some secret way, this was part of what I wanted, too. To unburden myself, even if the audience wasn’t exactly impartial and disinterested.

“Oh my God,” Simone said when my tale of my adventures with Laura was done. “You really do let them do anything to you, don’t you?”

“I mean… those are the rules of the game,” I said sheepishly, trying to shrug as though it were no big deal while shame and humiliation hammered at my heart. And Simone’s warm eyes studied my face, the gears turning inside her beautiful head just like I so often saw with Laura, and with Natalie.

“That’s why you should obey me, too,” Simone said softly. “If you’re going to do whatever those bitches say, you should at least serve me too, who’s been your friend for years.”

“They’re not bitches,” I said. A puzzled look momentarily crossed Simone’s face.

“You like them, don’t you?”

“Yeah. I like them.”

“Both of them?”

“I guess.”

Simone was silent for a moment. Her eyes flickered over my face, over my body. I kept applying the nail polish carefully to her toes while my cock raged under my jeans, pressing desperately against the heel of her foot. It was such an absurd situation to be in, such a strange mental space to occupy. Then again, that was so often the case with me these days. These insane positions I found myself in never came to seem normal, never got boring. But if nothing else, I was at least getting used to being out of my comfort zone.

“And that was the best sex you ever had? With Laura, that night after the bar?”

“The best normal sex, anyway.”

“What was so good about it?”

“I don’t know,” I said. In a way, somehow, talking this way was even more awkward than talking about all the kinky stuff we had done. Because fundamentally, that was all a game. A game so absorbing and all-encompassing that it felt real at the time it was happening. But a game nonetheless. And sex with Laura that night, regular sex like boyfriend and girlfriend – well, I didn’t quite know what that was. But it didn’t feel like a game, that was for sure.

“It was… passionate,” I finally tried. “Intense. It was… real. I don’t know how to explain it. It’s like, all the kinky stuff is real too, in the moment it’s happening. But it’s not really. It’s a game. That’s how I look at it. A game that’s easy to get caught up in, a game that absolutely feels real. But it’s not real. Not totally. With her, that night… That was something else.”

“Do you think she likes you?”

Simone spoke softly again. I was finally done painting her toes, and I carefully replaced the cap on the bottle of nail polish, twisting it tight shut and setting it down on the coffee table before answering. As I leaned forward, I felt her toes press against my chest, her heel still pressing against my throbbing cock, both of us caught up in this strange situation with a purpose I didn’t know, and I suspected Simone didn’t either, really. I didn’t know what the endgame was here. Just that it was a strange combination of kinky play with only the hint of sex, combined with strange confessional intimacy.

“She might,” I said at last, probing my feelings to come up with an answer. After all, I had asked myself this question many times. But the mind plays tricks, especially where sex is involved. I didn’t trust my own feelings. Hearing Simone pose the same question made it external, something outside myself, and therefore more real.

“I get a feeling sometimes, like… I don’t know. The way she looks at me sometimes. The things she says. I don’t know if I’m just imagining it all. Maybe it’s just wishful thinking. But I don’t get the same vibe from Natalie. With her, it really is just about the sex, I think. I’m just one more man for her to play with. And that’s okay. I mean, that’s fine. Laura… I don’t know. It’s like we’re discovering this together. Maybe that’s enough to make us feel closer.”

“Or maybe she actually likes you.”

Simone smiled as she spoke, a bright smile that lit up her face. She seemed strangely invested in the whole back story of my relationship with a woman she had never officially met, had only seen from across a busy bar. Then again, as she admitted herself, she read those cheesy romance novels. She couldn’t resist the story of boy and girl meeting each other and falling in love. That wasn’t what this was, I hurriedly told myself. But then again, why was I resistant to the idea? Just because the way we met was strange and kinky and something I could never tell anyone outside of a very select group of open-minded people didn’t change anything about who she was, or who I was.

“You think she does?”

And as I asked the question, I realized something that I had probably known all along but hadn’t been willing to admit to myself for whatever reason. I wanted it to be true. I wanted Laura to like me in a romantic way as well as a sexual one. Because that was how I felt about her.

“Maybe. Probably. Don’t you want to find out? I mean, I know what you’re like, David. Kinky sex is all well and good, but sooner or later, you’re going to want something real. And I don’t think you’re going to get there with Natalie. I mean, I know her. I know what she’s like. You’re right. She’s a woman who just uses men. That’s fine if you want to be used. But sooner or later, you’re going to want something real. And it sounds like you might have a shot at that with Laura.”

For a while, I said nothing. Truthfully, I didn’t know what to say. Because after all, I didn’t doubt that Simone was probably right in what she said. No strings attached sex is great, but I’ve never been that kind of guy. I had wanted something more, even when I met Natalie. But the two women, both so different despite the fact they were both so dominant, had brought something else out in me. I didn’t feel the same way about both of them, underneath the desperate desire I felt for them both. When I thought of Laura, I didn’t feel the same way I did when I thought about Natalie. After all, even lust has its limits.

“Oh my God, this is amazing!” Simone laughed, clapping hands together shakily. “David’s in love!”

“Woah, slow down there,” I protested, smiling even as I spoke. “I never said anything about love.”

“That’s because you can’t see your own face when you think about her,” Simone said. “This is so exciting! I mean, you guys will have a pretty wild story about how you met. But that doesn’t matter. If you work together, if you want the same things, that’s all that matters.”

Simone swung her legs out of my lap at last. Not even looking at the toes I had painted for her, she sat up in her seat. Her eyes moved over my body, and her smile widened as she saw the obvious bulge of my cock inside my jeans.

“Did I do that? Or did Laura?”

“A little bit of both,” I admitted, making Simone laughed again.

“Well, you should probably go take care of that in the bathroom,” she said, still smiling indulgently. “Once you’ve got yourself under control, we can talk some more.”

I could hardly believe what she was saying. But at the same time, desire was raging inside me, filling me in a way I couldn’t resist. I rose to my feet, and Simone’s delighted laughter was the soundtrack of me hurrying to the bathroom, swinging the door shut behind me. Pulling down my pants, I took my throbbing cock in my hand, closing my eyes, and instantly visions of Laura and Natalie and Simone herself bloomed in my mind. And as I stroked myself to climax, I couldn’t believe how powerful my fantasies were, able to make me hear Simone’s faint moans of pleasure coming from the living room, when surely that couldn’t really be happening.


27. Kinky Double Date

“Tell me who’s the boss.”

Laura’s words were breathless, her voice spiked with pleasure, her chest rising and falling as she panted and gasped. But she pushed the words out anyway, knowing they would enhance her pleasure. Sex for us was as much a mental game as it was anything else, and as I lay underneath her, looking up at her overwhelming beauty, there wasn’t a single part of me that wanted to deny the truth.

“You’re the boss, Princess.”

“That’s right! Who’s your Princess?”

“You are, Princess!”

Laura was shivering with desire as she spoke, the air in her lungs and the blood in her veins conspiring to drive her to the brink of ecstasy. But she wasn’t the only one. Lying on my back underneath her, I was feeling the same powerful surge of pleasure, the same desire to lose myself completely to this blissful sensation. Her blonde hair clung to her heaving shoulders, sticking to her shining skin, and her eyes were ablaze with pure and powerful passion. She never looked more beautiful than she did in moments like this. And I could feel her pussy spasming around my cock as she rode on top of me, could feel how she hovered on the brink of orgasm.

My words of submission, I knew, could push her over that brink. And that was what I wanted. To see that gorgeous explosion again, that spectacular sexual display I never got tired of matter how many times I witnessed it. I would do anything for that. We both knew it. That was what kept me submissively serving my beautiful Princess.

“Oh my God!” Laura wailed, closing her eyes as her passion overtook her. I could feel her fingernails digging into my chest, and she clutched onto me as though afraid she might lose me, as though the pure force of her coming sexual explosion might launch her away from me to some cold and empty region of space.

Her pussy clenched around my cock, gripping it tightly, and I felt the warm flood of her orgasm pouring out over my body. It felt so wild, so spectacular, so joyful, but I couldn’t help myself.

“Please may I cum, Princess?” I growled through gritted teeth, closing my own eyes to deny the vision of absolute female beauty that sat up above me. I had already held back several orgasms, but the body has its limits, and hearing her explode in bliss above me, seeing her pleasure and passion race through her beautiful naked body as she sat on top of me in her usual dominant position, was almost too much. In that moment, as always, I would have given it anything I had or might get in the future, would have sacrificed lifetimes for that moment of pure ecstasy that only Laura could give me.

This time, Princess Laura was merciful.

"Yes, cum!” she hissed, still with her eyes closed, her head thrown back, her body convulsing with the long explosion of her passion. “Cum for me, bitch boy!”

And I did. My cock exploded inside her, and we moaned together with the sweetness of release, our bodies melting and merging there where she sat astride my hips, the juices of our passion merging and mingling all over again. It might’ve only lasted seconds, but it seemed to go on forever, both of us losing ourselves in that moment of union. Everything else seemed to melt away, our daily lives, the complexities of the relationship we found ourselves in, all of it. All that mattered was pleasure. We made each other happy. It didn’t matter how or why or what the rest of the world might think about it. All that mattered was how it felt.

Finally, Laura sighed above me. She opened her eyes, and I saw the gorgeous smile that spread across her flushed face, that told me just how good she was feeling in that ecstatic moment. And of course, I felt the same thing myself. The same unstoppable pleasure, the same warm glow radiating out through my body as I lay beneath her.

She leaned forward. Her hair fell down around her face, forming a golden curtain that shut out the rest of the world as she kissed me. I kissed her back, feeling once again the electric spark of passion between us, that excitement I felt whenever she touched me.

Then, with a groan, she climbed off me. My cock slid easily out of her wet pussy, flopping against my stomach as she lay down beside me. She put her head on my chest, her hair fanning out across my skin, her arm wrapped around my torso as she held me close. She draped her leg over my hips too, trapping my soft cock underneath her thigh, and the warmth of her pussy against my hip felt fantastic. The air of her bedroom was dripping with sex, dripping with the residue of our passion, and her head rose and fell on my chest as I breathed steadily, trying to recover.

If I could have, I would’ve wrapped my arms around her too, would have held that beautiful body close to mine, savoring the moment of joy we were experiencing together. But I couldn’t. I was tied to Laura’s bedframe, unable to go anywhere, reduced once again to being an object for her pleasure. There was nowhere I wanted to be more. My heart beat powerfully for her to hear as she lay on top of me, holding me possessively close, both of us luxuriating in the aftermath of another session of kinky sex.

“That was amazing,” I said through my breathlessness. The way she was lying meant I couldn’t see Laura’s face, but I could hear the satisfied smile in her voice when she spoke.

“Yeah, well,” she said in a voice that was still thick with pleasure. “You ain’t seen nothing yet. Get that cock of yours nice and hard so I can use it again, bitch boy.”

Her words sent another thrill of submissive desire through me, just as they were intended to. But at the same time, other thoughts bounced around inside my mind, too. Ever since my strange encounter with Simone, I had been thinking even more about my relationship with Laura. Admittedly, it was never far from my mind. But now, after what she had said, I found myself wondering even more about where I really stood. If nothing else, my conversation with Simone had confirmed the way I felt

about Laura, but that still left some room for ambiguity around how she felt about me. Still, that kiss gave me courage. And as Simone had said, if I didn’t ask, I would probably end up regretting it someday.

“Do you.. do you want to go out tonight?”

Laura paused for a moment before answering. She seemed to freeze, and in the state I was, hypersensitive to her every movement and gesture, I felt like it wasn’t a good sign. My heart hammered in my chest, and I wondered if she could hear my nervousness with her ear pressed to my skin.

Finally, she raised her head from my chest to look up at me, her hair hanging loose around her face.

“Go out? What, like on a date?”

“Sure,” I said, smiling down at her. “If you want. I mean, this is great, obviously. But my friends Rocco and Simone were going out for a few drinks, and wondered if we wanted to join them.”

Again, Laura paused. Her eyes narrowed slightly as they moved over my face, above the goofy grin that lit up her pink face. I honestly didn’t know what she was thinking in that moment. Maybe she found the idea ridiculous, or perhaps it was exactly what she wanted to hear. I had no clue. All I could do was wait and see what her response would be.

“Okay,” she said at last, and I suppressed a sigh of relief. “We can go on a date to meet your friends if you like. Isn’t that kind of… boyfriend-girlfriend stuff though?”

“You could see it that way, I guess.”

“So what are you saying here, David?”

“I just… I don’t know. I like you, Laura. It’s not just the sex, even though that’s amazing. But, like… It doesn’t have to just be that, does it? I mean, we could get to know each other a little better. Hang out without doing kinky stuff. See where it goes.”

“You want to be my boyfriend.”

Laura sang the words, playfully mocking me as she smiled up at me. And I smiled back.

“I’m sure there are worse things in the world.”

“What will Natalie say?”

“I have no idea. But, I mean, it’s not up to her, is it?”

“Isn’t it? She pretty much owns you.”

“No more than you do, Princess.”

Laura laughed at that, but there was truth in it. Natalie might have been the woman who brought me into this kinky world, but she was no longer alone. Laura was still in awe of Natalie, still deeply impressed by the way the beautiful dominatrix brought me so easily to my knees. But she had learned a lot in the short time since we met. These days, she was hardly any less devious and dominant than Natalie herself.

“Okay. I guess it’s a date.”

Laura was still smiling as she sat upright. She looked at me quizzically, as though she was seeing some new side to me that she had never guessed existed. Really, it wasn’t that strange, was it? We had started with the sex instead of the relationship, rather than the other way around like I was more used to. But did it really matter which came first? At least this way, we knew we had off-the-charts sexual chemistry. And I knew I enjoyed spending time with her apart from that, too. Relationships have been built on a lot less.

“But don’t think that gets you off the hook,” she said, the playful menace returning to her voice as she reached out and wrapped her fingers around my shining cock. “For now, you’re here to be used for my pleasure, so get this cock hard again so your Princess can ride it.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said eagerly, and Laura laughed giddily with the pure bliss of being so firmly in charge.

*****

“How do I look?”

Laura emerged from her bedroom to find me waiting for her on the sofa. Her roommate was out somewhere; I didn’t ask where. In fact, I hadn’t seen Chloe since our first meeting, when she discovered just how much I was under Laura’s thumb.

But looking at my Princess now, it was easy to explain exactly why. She looked radiant. Her hair, washed and brushed, shone like spun gold as it fell in loose waves over her shoulders. She was wearing a peach-colored dress with a snug top half, straps over her shoulders supporting the fairly low neckline that showed off the beginning swell of her breasts. Below her waist, the dress got looser, falling down to just above her knees. She was wearing a pair of wedge sandals that showed off her painted toes, and I remembered with a shudder how Simone had made me perform that little task for her last time I saw her. But it wasn’t hard to divert all my attention back to my Princess. Her flirty feminine look was different from anything I had seen her wear before, but so undeniably pretty, and so at odds with the demanding dominatrix I knew her to be behind closed doors.

“You look fantastic, Princess,” I said. And, smiling, Laura did a little twirl on the spot for me, her dress swirling around her as she moved.

“Good,” she said. “I don’t know why, but I feel like I want to make a good impression on your friends.”

“You will,” I said.

“I hope so.”

Laura stepped forward as she spoke. I could almost see the change come over her as she looked me up and down, the smile on her face changing suddenly to something a little more devious.

“And that’s what you’ll be wearing, is it?”

“Yeah,” I shrugged uncertainly. “Anything wrong with it?”

I only had the clothes I had brought over to her place, but it’s not like I was planning to dress up anyway. Jeans and a T-shirt would be fine for this double date with my old friends. Unless Laura thought differently. She stood in front of me now, towering over me as she smiled down at me, and I felt again that increasingly familiar stab of fear and arousal I always felt when it became clear my Princess had a new idea.

“It needs a finishing touch.”

As she spoke, Laura began to lift her skirt. My heart pounded in my chest, my cock instantly swelling as she revealed more and more of her toned legs to my hungry eyes. Reaching up underneath the dress, she took hold of her panties and pulled them off, sliding them down her legs and stepping out of them in her chunky sandals. My eyes stared at her boobs as she bent down and picked up the underwear with a sweeping motion, and held it out toward me.

“Put these on.”

“Are you serious?” I asked. Even though I knew how dangerous a question that was to ask of Laura or of Natalie. Even though I knew that neither of them made jokes when it came to dominating me, humiliating me, putting me in my place. Still, somehow, I was surprised. After all, this evening had started out so normal, two people on a regular date, with Laura looking so pretty instead of the gorgeous dominatrix I knew she could be. But somehow, that juxtaposition made my desire for her all the more potent.

“Of course,” Laura smiled maliciously as she smiled at me. “You know I love seeing you in panties, like that first night we met. You didn’t think I was going to let you go on a date without reminding you of your place, did you? This will help remind you who’s really in charge. Besides, don’t act like it won’t turn you on knowing I’m not wearing anything underneath this dress.”

She was right there.

I took her panties in my hands, still warm with the heat of her body. They were pink, and I doubted that was an accident. Laura looked at me expectantly, still smiling as she raised her eyebrows, waiting for me to obey.

And of course, I did.

Setting her panties down on the sofa beside me, I reached for the front of my pants. Laura watched, brimming with glee as I pulled down my jeans and my underwear, pushing them to the floor. Then, I pulled on her panties, struggling to get the small underwear up my body. My cock was rigid as I stuffed it inside, and Laura laughed, delighted by my humiliation. Bending forward, she ran her fingertips over the bulge of my manhood through the thin fabric of the feminine underwear.

“Yeah, that’s good,” she said. “That’s what I like to see. Your cock all stuffed in there, getting hard while you think about who owns it. Tell me, bitch. Tell me who owns that cock of yours.”

“You do, Princess Laura.”

“And don’t you forget it.”

Laura’s dress swirled around her again as she stepped away from me. I watched her go, my desire aflame once again, her beautiful outfit and smiling face and the panties I was wearing all adding up to unignorable desire.

“Well, come on,” she said. “Let’s get going. Don’t want to keep your friends waiting, do we?”

She was teasing me, but I pulled up my pants without a complaint, leaving my underwear on the floor of the living room. I wanted her badly, and she knew that. But clearly, Laura was getting off more on the idea of sending me out horny and frustrated than she was on the thought of having sex with me again. My cock was raging inside her panties as I rose to my feet, and she smiled as she looked me up and down, then pointed to the floor at her feet.

“Get down on your knees and kiss my feet before we go out,” she ordered. “Just so you don’t forget your place when we’re around your friends.”

I barely hesitated. After all, for her, it wasn’t a particularly unusual command, and hardly the most humiliating thing she had made me do. Without a word, I dropped to my knees in the floor of her living room and bowed my head to her feet, kissing each one through the wedge sandals that bared her toes. Above me, Laura giggled, sweeping her hair back behind her ear to get a better view of me debasing myself.

“Good boy,” she said. “Okay, let’s go.”

She turned, and as her dress swirled around her again, I tried to look up her skirt without much success. I rose to my feet, hoping the tight panties I was wearing would conceal the bulge of my cock that I had a feeling was not going to soften all night. Not with her looking the way she did and in this playful mood. But there wasn’t much I could do about it either way. Instead, I followed my Princess to the door of her apartment and stepped outside on our first real date.

Laura and I walked to the bar. After all, she lived so close to one of the major entertainment districts in the city, so it made sense for us to meet in the neighborhood. As we stepped into the bar, I scanned the tables, but didn’t see Rocco and Simone. So I grabbed a table for four, and Laura sat beside me, adjusting her dress with a smile that never left her face.

“You know, I was surprised when you wanted to go on this double date,” she said to me. “But actually, this seems like it could be really fun. Meeting your friends, having a few drinks, and all the while knowing all the filthy, humiliating things I can do to you later.”

“I probably should have seen this coming, shouldn’t I?”

“You really should. But you didn’t, my silly boy. And that’s one of the things I like about you. You’re easy to catch off guard.”

Laura giggled again as she spoke, and she pressed her lips against mine. Caught by surprise, I kissed her back. Her kisses seem to be getting a lot more frequent lately, and I wasn’t exactly complaining about that. But it all contributed to the sense I had that our relationship was moving into a new phase. And that excited me.

A server appeared, and we ordered drinks. They had barely arrived on our table when I saw Rocco and Simone step through the door of the bar. Well, Simone, mostly. Her husband held the door for her so that she walked in first. Besides, she was definitely the more attention-getting of the pair.

She had her brown hair pulled back in a loose ponytail behind her head. She was wearing a leather jacket over some kind of band T-shirt with a fairly low neckline. Below that, she wore a pair of tight leather pants, unlike anything I had ever seen her wear before. She had a belt slung around her hips, hanging low on one side, that was little more than a chain. And on her feet, she wore high-heeled suede boots that came up to the middle of her calves.

Simone looked around the bar, and soon, her eyes found mine. She smiled as she began to walk toward us. And I saw the way the light shone on her leather pants, reflecting off the skintight shiny fabric, and I gulped. I remembered the conversation we had last time, how she had seemed so interested in what Natalie wore to dominate me. This was nothing like one of that dominatrix’s costumes. But there was no denying that there was a dominant edge to her outfit as she strode across the bar, her high-heeled steps echoing with that same rhythm that never failed to drive me crazy.

“Hi,” Simone said as she reached our table, with Rocco bringing up the rear.

“Hey,” I answered. “Laura, this is Simone. And Rocco. Guys, this is Laura.”

“Nice to meet you,” Simone said, taking the other woman’s hand. As Laura echoed her greeting, I saw Simone’s eyes flicker, just for a second, over Laura, doing that female evaluation of what she was wearing and how she looked and other calculations I could only imagine. And Laura, I knew, was doing the same thing. Rocco and Simone sat down in the chairs opposite us, and I had the unnerving feeling that maybe I had bitten off more than I could chew. When Simone suggested this double date, it seemed like a good idea. A way to ask Laura out without it being a whole romantic thing. Something more casual, between friends. It was only now that I realized that she had probably suggested it because she wanted to meet Laura for herself. And I didn’t know why I cared so much about what Simone thought of Laura, but for whatever reason, I did.

“I love that dress,” Simone said.

“Thanks,” Laura said. “I love your jacket.”

“What are you guys drinking?” Rocco asked, and I told him the beer I had ordered. But the whole time, my attention was on the women. Both of them. And, to be honest, I was fascinated by them, too. They both looked magnificent, in totally different ways. Simone looked far more like a dominatrix that Laura did, but I knew the truth. And my cock strained against the panties my new girlfriend made me wear as I sat beside her on a date unlike any other I had ever had.

Simone was full of questions for Laura. Not in an aggressive way; her smiles and laughter helped make it seem less like an interrogation. But clearly, she wanted information on the woman. And as I sat beside Laura, barely participating in the conversation, I felt unbelievably awkward. After all, Simone knew the kind of things I got up to with Laura. It was easy to tell her back when I didn’t think the two of them would ever meet. Now there they were, discussing TV and clothes and whatever else, both of them knowing that I was completely submissive to this pretty blonde woman in her peach-colored dress.

It was hard to follow what they were saying. I was too busy thinking about them. Both of them. I was too busy thinking about the panties my raging cock was stuffed into, and the fact that Laura was wearing nothing under her pretty dress. The softness of her skin called to me, her bare arms and slender shoulders under the straps of the dress haunting my every thought. And then, Simone wasn’t exactly helping, either. With her sitting across the table from me, I couldn’t see the shining leather pants and those high-heeled boots anymore, but I couldn’t forget she was wearing them. And in some strange way, I wondered if she was wearing them for me.

But I was jolted out of all of that by an offhand comment Laura made in appreciation of Simone’s boots.

“You like them? Here, take a closer look.”

And without hesitation, without a word addressed to me, Simone raised one foot from the floor under the table and placed it directly in my lap. The high heel of her boot jabbed me in my lower stomach, and the weight of her foot in my lap recalled all the other times she had done that same gesture. I felt Laura’s eyes flicker toward my face for a second, and I looked away, not wanting to give away anything about how I was feeling in that moment.

Meanwhile, across the table, Simone was looking directly at me. She knew what she was doing. She was trying to tease me, even right in front of her husband. And Rocco just sat across the table, smiling absently, not paying too much attention and clearly not thinking anything was amiss.

“Oh, those are nice,” Laura said, twisting in her seat and bending her head over the foot that lay my lap. “I love suede.”

She reached forward and placed one hand on the top of Simone’s boot, and Simone smiled as she felt the other woman touch her. The suede of Simone’s boot changed color slightly as Laura ran her hand over it. But at the same time, her fingers brushed against my rigid cock, skillfully finding my hard-on through my jeans and the panties I wore, and as I looked at her, I saw her smiling maliciously.

In fact, both of them were. Both women were looking at me, studying my reaction, Laura’s hand and Simone’s foot in my lap, both touching my raging cock at the same time. Only Rocco seemed oblivious to what was really going on, unaware of the humiliating sexual drama playing out right in front of him. But I knew, and the women knew. They knew they were turning me on, even as they pretended to compare notes on clothes and shoes. And again I felt that thrilling jolt of fear, that sense that I had ventured into deeper waters than I was comfortable in. Simone was happily married, of course, but clearly, my kinky new sex life fascinated her. And although I couldn’t be sure Laura knew what Simone was up to, I didn’t find it hard to believe that she guessed, either. She always was pretty quick at figuring those things out.

Laura lifted her hand away from my crotch, but Simone kept her boot there. She leaned back in her chair, using my lap as a foot rest. And she was still smiling at me as she took a long drink, thoroughly enjoying this unique position she found herself in.

“I’m just going to go to the bathroom for a minute,” Laura said.

“Oh, wait, I’ll go with you,” Simone said. Finally, she lifted her foot from my crotch, rising to her feet. As the two of them stepped away from the table, I watched them go, Simone’s ass shining against the tight leather that encased it and Laura’s pretty dress swelling with every step she took. As they disappeared around the corner, I took a long drink, swallowing practically all of my beer in one go, then sighed.

“She’s hot, dude,” Rocco said from across the table.

“Yeah. She really is,” I agreed. And I meant it. And Rocco didn’t even need to specify who he was talking about. By now, I found myself wanting his wife just as badly as I wanted my Princess.


28. Never Have I Ever

Who could blame me for being suspicious?

After all, the way my life had gone recently, I had learned to be on my guard. I would never have described myself as naïve, but since Natalie had come into my life, I had come to realize just how much there was about the world that I had no idea of. And it was her, and Laura too, who had made me so wary.

And Laura and Simone were taking forever in the bathroom. I know it can take a while for girls, especially in a busy bar, but as the minutes ticked by, this seemed to be far beyond that. And with every minute that passed, my nervousness grew. What were they doing in there? What might they be saying to one another? I had no idea, and, as usual, no control over the situation whatsoever. As usual, I was just going to have to wait and see. Wait and see what the women who now seemed to decide my life completely planned to do next.

Rocco talked to me while we waited. Or at least, he tried, but I was barely able to listen to a word he said. I gave simple answers and monosyllabic replies, my thoughts permanently elsewhere. On the other side of that bathroom door with Simone and Laura, wondering if they were talking about me. And if so, wondering what they might be saying. But I didn’t have much doubt about that. I didn’t doubt that my perversions and newfound submissive nature would be the highlight of any conversation between the two of them.

And most of all, I didn’t want Rocco to suspect anything was going on, even though I was completely unable to act normal around him. I still maintain that the strange things Simone and I had done together weren’t cheating. Not exactly. The trouble was, they weren’t exactly a million miles away from it, either. And after all, the guy was my best friend. Of course it was going to be hard to talk to him after everything that had happened.

So when Laura and Simone finally emerged from the women’s bathroom, it was half a relief and half a new experience of nervousness.

I watched them approach. I couldn’t help it. Maybe I didn’t want to. Maybe I didn’t want to deny myself the vision of undeniable female beauty coming toward us. Laura in her ultra feminine peach-colored dress and wedge heels, her toned young body fully on display. And Simone in those skintight leather pants with a silver chain as a low-slung belt, looking like some maddeningly sexy cross between a rock star and a dominatrix. I wanted them both in that moment, and I didn’t know which of them I wanted more. I supposed it didn’t matter. I would take whatever I can get. I would take, as was always the case with these women, whatever they were willing to give me.

Simone and Laura sat down at our table again. Rocco made some jokes, and both women laughed, but I didn’t. I wasn’t really in a laughing mood. And the server appeared, and we ordered more drinks, and for a while, everything seemed almost normal. I wasn’t even sure if I could actually detect something different in the knowing glances and smiles both women directed at me, or whether it was only my imagination.

But what wasn’t in my imagination was the toe of Simone’s boot, tapping lightly but consistently against my shin. And it certainly wasn’t my imagination when she raised her foot and placed it in my lap again. My cock immediately swelled at that possessive touch, and Laura didn’t look over, but as she sipped her drink and chatted and smiled, getting along great with my friends who she had only just met, I felt as though she knew what was going on and fully approved. After all, one thing Laura really wasn’t was jealous. She had absolutely no problem with me playing with Natalie. In fact, she enjoyed it. And there we were, the two of us, out on a proper date like boyfriend and girlfriend, and that was enough to have me nervous by itself. That was enough to keep me wondering where I stood and where this relationship was going, and I was realizing with greater and greater clarity that I wanted something more than just a partner for kinky sex. I wanted Laura in my life, her laughter and her joy, her creativity, her enthusiasm.

But I wanted her kinky side too. It was inseparable from who she was, just like clearly, my own kinks and preferences were becoming an ever-greater part of me.

Try thinking those kinds of romantic thoughts with your friend’s high-heeled boot pressing against your throbbing cock.

The night went on. The drinks were consumed, and more were ordered. Inhibitions started to weaken, including my own. And for most of the night, my heart was racing inside my chest, wondering what came next. Because after all, for all my nervousness, for all my fleeting desire that this would all end everything to go back to normal, I couldn’t pretend it wasn’t turning me on. And I couldn’t pretend that I hadn’t considered the possibilities for pleasure that might lie ahead. Just hours earlier, I had been tied to Laura’s bed while she used me as a toy for her pleasure, and that’s not the kind of thing you easily forget. It’s the kind of thing I desperately hoped for more of. And as the night went on, Laura became more and more affectionate to me. The movements of her body and her gestures almost seemed to weave a spell around me. A light touch on my arm here. Her head resting momentarily on my shoulder there. All those little things that told me she liked me the way I liked her, that told me that she wanted me. For all the shame and fear and nervousness it brought me, there was no denying it was a thrill like no other. I was hers. Laura had me completely.

But at the same time, there was no way to ignore Simone’s boot sitting idly in my lap.

I couldn’t tell you much of what was said that night. I can tell you that I didn’t contribute much to the conversation. I wondered if anyone noticed. Of course, but if the girls noticed, they would also know exactly why. If it registered at all with Rocco, he didn’t say anything about it, which was a relief.

But I remember the important parts. Like how Simone looked at her phone and realized with a shock just how late it was. By then, the bar was thinning out, the rest of the patrons heading off to whatever other adventures they had planned for the night. And Laura smiled as she spoke, another idea no doubt forming in her kinky dominant mind.

“I’m having so much fun,” she said. “I don’t want the night to end.”

“Me neither,” Simone quickly said, while Rocco murmured in slightly less enthusiastic agreement.

“Then why don’t you guys come back to my place?” Laura said, her eyes shining with drink and, if I wasn’t mistaken, something else as well. “It’s just a short walk from here, and my roommate is going to be out all night, so I have a spare room if you want to crash.”

I watched Simone turn to Rocco with a sly smile on her pretty face. When we first met and started hanging out, that kind of event was pretty common. Going out drinking, ending up in some random location, sleeping it off and doing it all again. But we were all older now. And while I was still single - or at least, had been until very recently, and still didn’t entirely know what my situation with Laura was – Rocco and Simone were married now. We all slow down with time, whether we want to or not.

But there seemed to be something irresistible for Simone in Laura’s offer. And somehow, I knew that for Rocco, just like for me, it was his wife who was going to decide what happened next.

“We could,” Rocco said.

“Let’s do it,” Simone answered quickly, as though she worried her husband might change his mind if she gave him the time. She turned her bright smiling face to Laura and to me, beaming at us across the table. Laura smiled back, just as happy, just as thrilled with this new adventure. And I tried to force a smile onto my face while my cock raged and throbbed against Simone’s boot that was still possessively in my lap. After all, it wasn’t like I had any choice.

So we did it. We settled the bill, splitting it into two parts, one for each couple. And then, we made our way out of the bar, almost the last people to leave. Laura took my hand as she led us down the street, that smile of satisfaction I knew so well once again on her pretty face. And behind us, Simone and Rocco followed, her arms wrapped around one of his, her high-heeled boots beating out a steady rhythm on the pavement as we walked the short distance to Laura’s apartment. And with every step, my heart beat a little higher in my chest. With every moment that passed, my fear and nervousness about what might happen grew. But so did my excitement. There were all kinds of outcomes I didn’t want for the night, but a few I most definitely did. And I hardly dared to even let myself contemplate them. Hardly dared even knowledge how attracted I was to Simone, the wife of my friend, a woman who I would never have let myself do anything with. Or so I always thought. And yet now, suddenly, everything had changed.

But those kinds of thoughts didn’t do me any good. I tried to focus on the present as we headed upstairs and stepped through the door of Laura’s apartment. She told Rocco and Simone to take a seat on the sofa, then took me to the kitchen with her to help her get drinks for her guests. Then we joined them in the living room.

Laura switched on the TV, turning it to some music channel to provide background noise. We started chatting again, with Laura and Simone providing most of the conversation. Rocco, it seemed, was just along for the ride. And I was too stunned and nervous and tense to provide much in the way of conversation.

“Hey, remember that old game, Never Have I Ever?” Laura suddenly said brightly, turning her eyes on each of us one after the other.

“Yeah, I remember that,” Simone grinned. “That’s the one where you go around the room and everyone has to say something they’ve never done, and if you have done it, you have to take a drink, right?”

“That’s the one.”

“I haven’t played that in years.”

“Never have I ever… been to Asia.”

Laura spoke, and waited for response. But no one took a drink.

“Ha, now you have to drink!” Simone laughed, pointing at Laura. “That’s the rule. If you say something no one has done, then the one who came up with it has to drink.”

“Oh, okay,” Laura said. “I forgot about that part.”

“I guess because otherwise, you could just say stuff you know nobody has done, like been to the moon or whatever,” Rocco said.

“Exactly. The best strategy is to say something you haven’t done that most people have. Like… Never have I ever broken a bone.”

Rocco, Laura, and I all raised our glasses and took another drink, while Simone swirled the ice in her glass with a gleeful little smile.

“See? That’s how it’s done.”

“Yeah, but I don’t know,” Laura said to her. “You don’t seem like the kind of girl who has a lot of experiences she hasn’t tried.”

Simone smiled wickedly at her new friend. Already I could see the danger. I mean, I’m not that naïve. I suspected Laura had suggested this game for exactly this reason, to put me on the back foot and open up possibilities for humiliation in front of my friends. But I didn’t know how to stop it. And I didn’t know if I wanted to. That was always the magic of her ideas, hers and Natalie’s. They always found ways to push me into new experiences while rarely actually making me do something I hated unequivocally, without the complication of desire.

“Your turn, babe.” Simone nudged Rocco as he sat beside her on the couch. In the bright lights of Laura’s apartment, much stronger than the bar, I could see even more clearly the shine off her skintight leather pants, and it continued to stir that hunger inside me. Just as the shape of Laura’s body, draped in the thin peach-colored fabric of her dress, continued to inspire the same desire. I was in big trouble, and I knew it. But as usual, I didn’t do a single thing about it.

“Never have I ever… sucked a dick,” Rocco said, and both the girls burst out laughing at the outrageousness of his comments. I was shocked, too. I hadn’t expected Rocco to be the one who took the conversation in a sexual direction. Still, I kept my own glass down just like his while both Simone and Laura took a drink.

“That’s not fair,” Simone said after swallowing. “You already knew the answer to that one. You knew I’d have to take a drink.”

“Yeah, well, we know everything about each other,” Rocco said as he smiled at his wife. “We know what we’ve done and what we haven’t. Besides, I figured it would be in easy way to get you girls drunk.”

“Oh, you’re trying to get us drunk?” Simone smiled, pressing her body against Rocco as she smiled up at him. “Why would you want to do a thing like that?”

“Just to see what happens,” Rocco smiled.

“Well, it’s working.”

Simone puckered her lips, and Rocco bent his neck to kiss her. Laura smiled as she looked hastily away, as though to give the loving couple some privacy even in her own living room. As she did, her eyes met mine, and I could see the glow of excitement in them. Probably she was drunk, but that didn’t change the nature of who she was. It only changed the way she acted on it. My heart continued to beat powerfully in my chest as I imagined what the end result of that might be.

“Your turn, David,” Laura said softly. My mind was a blank. All I could think about was her and Simone and Natalie and all the crazy things I had done recently that I wasn’t ready to admit to in public. Caught up in a web of complex desire and frustration, I didn’t have the mental energy to devote to this party game. But I had to say something. All three of them were looking at me now, waiting for something I didn’t know how to give.

“Never have I ever…been arrested,” I finally managed to say. And more laughter rippled around the room as Rocco alone took a drink.

“What? I never knew that about you,” Simone said, feigning an outrage she didn’t feel as she talked to her husband.

“It was a while ago,” Rocco said evasively. “Not cool, dude. You knew I have. I’m trying to get the girls drunk here, not us.”

“First thing I could think of,” I said apologetically.

“What were you arrested for?” Laura asked.

“Stupid shit,” Rocco said. “Got into a fight at a bar with some guy over some bullshit. It was no big deal. I wasn’t charged.”

“Bad boy,” Simone chuckled beside him. “I have to say, I don’t hate the thought of you in handcuffs.”

Rocco grinned, and Laura burst out laughing. It was a wild laugh, not really in proportion with what Simone said. I thought back to their long time together in the toilet at the bar, wondering what they had talked about. Wondering if they had talked about me. That Simone was curious about the kind of sexual domination Laura displayed was a given by now. She had said as much and shown as much herself. It was hard to imagine a guy like Rocco providing much outlet for those kinds of games. Then again, I thought to myself, you never know. Until their wedding, I would never have imagined doing half the things I had done since then.

“Okay, my turn,” Laura said. She sat up in her chair, trying without much success to make her face serious as she held her glass in one hand. You’d think she was about to declare something of deep importance, rather than another round of a silly drinking game. She looked at me just before she spoke, a sly look loaded with wordless implication, and my heart froze. I had no idea what she might say. But I couldn’t help thinking that I knew the general direction her words would take. And when she opened her mouth, I saw that I was terrifyingly, exhilaratingly right about that.

“Never have I ever worn women’s panties,” Laura said. A momentary frown crossed Simone’s face, as if she didn’t see the point of something with such an obvious answer. Laura looked steadily at me as she raised her glass to her lips. I knew exactly what she was thinking. I had a horrible choice to make. I could either lie, and risk whatever her reaction to that might be. Or I could tell the truth and be humiliated in front of my friends.

And even though time seemed to slow to a crawl, I knew I only had a split second to provide an answer. Laura already knew the truth. Perhaps Simone did too. But Rocco was still completely unaware of this new life of mine, the strange kinks I had discovered. I had no idea how he might react.

I took a drink.

And after a tiny, breathless pause, the whole room exploded in laughter.

“Oh my God!” Simone howled, her body leaning against laughing Rocco as though for support. “When? Why? I’m going to need details!”

“That’s not part of the game,” I muttered. But the smile never left Laura’s face.

“Do you want to tell them? Or should I?

Simone laughed again, but Laura wasn’t laughing. She might be smiling, but I knew how much that smile could mean. Would she actually tell my friends everything that had happened between us? I had learned to put nothing past her. And maybe I should have been mad at her in that moment. After all, we had never discussed violating this particular boundary. But somehow, I wasn’t. Maybe I just wanted her too badly.

“Natalie… Natalie made me wear panties one time,” I muttered. Unable to meet the eyes of my friends, I stared instead of the table in front of us, clutching my drink in both hands now. And predictably, more laughter swirled around the room, all three of them enjoying my humiliation in different ways.

“That was how we met,” Laura confirmed. “She asked me to make sure he was wearing panties in the restaurant where I work. That was my first encounter with him. Honestly, I thought it was kind of cute.”

“Cute?” Simone giggled. “He must’ve look ridiculous!”

“He did,” Laura confirmed. “They were way too small for him. It was funny, seeing him all stuffed in there. Seeing how humiliated he was.”

“I mean, I guess I’ve seen you wear panties too, in a way,” Simone added, turning her eyes toward me. “Not properly. But you had Natalie’s panties around your neck at my wedding, too.”

“What the fuck?” Rocco said beside his wife. Simone turned to him with a soothing smile on her face.

“Yeah, I know. Didn’t tell you about that, did I? I guess we don’t know everything about each other. This little pervert had sex with Natalie at our wedding. I found him tied to the toilet with her panties around his neck.”

“Dude, what the fuck?”

“I’m sorry, man,” I said. “It’s just… I don’t know. It’s like she has this hold on me.”

“Well, it’s not just her, is it?” Laura said, looking at me with a challenging expression on her face. “I like the way you look in girl’s underwear. So I make you wear it too sometimes, don’t I?”

“Yes,” I said through gritted teeth, while Simone and Rocco laughed at me some more. It was all coming out now, all these humiliating details of the strange life I found myself living. And this was exactly what I had always wanted to avoid, the thing I had always feared the most. Exposure, especially to Rocco. Simone already had a good idea of the twisted things I did with the women in my life. But there was something sexy about that, too. Especially because she seemed so curious about it all. Because even if she wasn’t ready to admit it to herself, these things turned her on in some way, too. And the thought of turning Simone on was sexy to me.

With Rocco, meanwhile, it was pure embarrassment. We were close friends, but we didn’t talk much about our sex lives. Until recently, I hadn’t had much to tell. And he was married to Simone, and it’s different when a guy is married. You might talk about stuff you did with some random girl, but not with the woman you love. But now, Rocco was getting what amounted to a crash course in my wild and kinky sex life, one I had never wanted him to get.

And yet, I still couldn’t help myself. The laughter of the women and the glow in their eyes served to keep my cock throbbing inside my pants even as I sat there in total humiliation in front of my friends.

“Well, I’m not sure how anyone’s going to top that little bit of information,” Simone laughed. “But I guess it’s my turn. Never have I ever… been someone’s sex slave.”

“Oh, come on,” I growled, while Laura and Simone both laughed together. I drank while Rocco shook his head. It was already out in the open, I thought to myself, already obvious to anyone in the room, including him. But that didn’t make it any easier to have to admit it. That didn’t make it any easier to have to acknowledge the terrible truth of the power Natalie and Laura and even Simone had over me.

“I never knew you were this kinky,” Rocco said.

“Neither did I,” I replied, prompting more laughter from Simone and Laura.

“He just needed the right woman to show him his real place,” Laura said.

“You, you mean?”

“Me. And Natalie,” Laura replied with a smile.

“So you’re having sex with both of them?”

“Kind of.”

“Except he doesn’t really have sex with Natalie,” Simone added, looking at me even as she spoke to her husband. “Maybe like once or twice. But mostly, he just does whatever she says, and she plays with him however she wants. You know what she’s like.”

“I didn’t know she was like that.”

“Oh yeah. I told you some of the stories from when we lived together. But something tells me she’s only gotten more like that over time. I don’t even want to think about her mom. Gross.”

“What?” Rocco asked. Of course, he knew Hannah. She and Natalie were still part of Simone’s life, if only a peripheral one. They were both at the wedding, after all. But Rocco certainly seemed surprised to be getting this information. Still, I told myself, he knew what Natalie and even her mother Hannah looked like. As a man, he had to be able to understand at least a little why she could use me the way I did.

“Never have I ever had a threesome,” Laura said. She spoke quietly, but managed to time her words so that they fell right in a period of silence where everyone could hear them. At the same time, she took a drink from her glass, and I took a drink from mine, and Simone and Rocco burst out laughing again.

“Since when? What has happened with you lately?” Rocco asked. But I didn’t answer. Instead, Laura answered for me.

“With me. And Natalie.”

“Dude, that’s awesome,” Rocco said. Disentangling himself from his wife for a moment, he moved toward the edge of the sofa, extending one hand toward me, looking for a high five. But Simone, feigning an anger she clearly didn’t really feel, pulled his arm down again.

“Don’t high-five him for that,” Simone said. “You don’t know what the details were.”

“Yeah but, come on,” Rocco shrugged. “I mean, Natalie’s hot. And so is Laura. That’s, like, every guy’s dream.”

“Oh really? Is it your dream?”

Simone sat up as she spoke, a taste of real venom in her words. And as much as I pitied Rocco letting his big mouth get him into trouble, I was glad to have the attention shifted off me, even if only for a minute.

“No,” Rocco said. “But you and Natalie? I wouldn’t say no. I know it would never happen. I’m just saying, she’s attractive.”

Simone looked at her husband. For the first time in a long time, her face was completely serious, the laughter vanished as though it had never happened. And I felt nervous on his behalf. Even Laura seemed to feel it, the crackle in the air suggested a big argument was on the way.

Then, suddenly, Simone cut the gathering tension with a broad smile.

“What about me and Laura?” she asked. And Laura spluttered as she choked on another sip of her drink she had been taking.

“Are you serious?” Rocco said. His head was on a swivel as he turned from Simone to Laura and back again, forgetting about me completely. And I sat there nervously, unable to tell if Simone meant what she was saying or not. And if so, how Laura would react. My heart burned with jealousy and fear, and still, I said nothing. Still, I just waited in silence to see what would happen, my own sexual destiny no longer in my control. It hadn’t been for a long time.

“No, of course I’m not serious,” Simone said, playfully slapping her husband’s arm. “But it’s good to know my husband has such a dirty mind.”

Then, she turned to Laura.

“So it’s okay for us to stay here tonight?”

“Yeah, totally,” Laura said. “Here, let me grab some sheets for you to put on Chloe’s bed.”

Laura rose smoothly to her feet, and Simone did the same. I watched him go, their bodies as bewitching as ever in their contrasting outfits as I headed to Chloe’s room, Laura stopping to gather an arm full of bedsheets from a hallway closet on the way. That left just me and Rocco in the room together, with me feeling deeply awkward in front of my friend after what he had just learned about me.

“Sounds like you’ve been having some interesting experiences lately,” he grinned.

“Dude. Come on.”

“What?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“All right. I’ll get it out of you eventually. Or Simone will.”

He was more right about that than he probably guessed. But at that moment, Simone and Laura reemerged from Chloe’s bedroom.

“I’m sleepy,” Simone said, although she didn’t look it. “Come on, Rocco. Let’s get to bed so you can dream about you and me and some other chick.”

Rocco made a halfhearted protest as he rose to his feet, but it was all in good fun. And as they stepped through the door of Chloe’s bedroom and shut it behind them, Laura turned toward me. She held out her hand, still standing next to where I sat, and after a moment, I took it.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly.

“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “That was so humiliating though.”

“I bet,” Laura said with a smile. “But don’t worry. I’m not sleepy at all, and I’m feeling like I should make that up to you somehow.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. Come with me, panty boy. Let’s have some fun.”


29. Becoming Laura’s Boyfriend

I rose to my feet. Rocco and Simone might be just in the other bedroom of Laura’s apartment, their minds still buzzing with everything they had discovered about my new kinky sex life. But all of a sudden, I found myself able to forget about them completely. All that mattered was the present, Laura’s soft warm hand in mine, and the glow in her eyes that promised sexual delights in exchange for the embarrassment she had just put me through with my friends. As I stood up, she turned, leading me toward her bedroom, her pretty peach-colored dress swirling around her thighs with every step she took, and I was more than happy to follow her wherever she would lead me, but especially there. Especially to the bedroom where we had had so much fun in the past, and where I knew now, beyond a shadow of a doubt, we would have plenty more in the future, too.

Just like now.

Laura shut the door behind her. Then she turned again to me, her eyes shining as they looked into mine. Even with her wedge sandals still on, she was slightly shorter than me, and she placed both hands on my chest, rising up on her toes to kiss me. I kissed her back, feeling again that crackled connection, that spark of happiness and desire I never failed to feel when we kissed. And we kissed more often these days. We had survived our first real date as a couple, but now, it seemed, we were slipping back into the more familiar roles of mistress and slave. And as my cock throbbed in my pants at the touch of her body against mine, I had no desire to complain about that.

Lifting her lips from mine, Laura smiled as she took the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head. I raised my arms to let her remove the garment, and she tossed it carelessly to the floor. At the same time, I wrapped my arms around her, pulling that beautiful body against mine, my hands blindly reaching for the zipper at the back of her dress. I undid it, and she smiled indulgently as she allowed me to slide the straps off her shoulders, the dress ballooning as it slid the floor. I had not forgotten, not for a moment while we were at the bar with my friends, that Laura wore no panties under that dress. Now, I could see it, her pussy right in front of me as she stood there in only a bra and her sandals, her beautiful body pressing every button of desire and lust inside me.

Laura reached for the front of my pants. In a few practiced movements, she unfastened my belt and pull my pants open and pushed them down to fall to the floor. My underwear followed, and she sighed softly through her nose she wrapped around my cock, gently squeezing. I stepped out of my pants and underwear, and Laura pushed me back toward the bed, pushing me down onto the mattress before climbing on top of me. I lay back, and her hair fell loose around her face as she leaned down and kissed me again. My cock was throbbing against her soft thigh, her bare pussy inches away. I reached out to grab her, the tips of my fingers pressing against the firm flesh of her buttocks as she straddled me.

But of course, Laura wasn’t going to make it that easy for me.

Her body moved on top of me as she strained for something on the far side of the bed, and I didn’t immediately see what she was going for. Devices of restraint, of punishment, and of pleasure lay scattered around Laura’s bedroom more or less all the time, since the two of us spent so much time these days having kinky sex here. There was no surprise to Laura grabbing a pair of handcuffs, then sitting back on top of me, reaching for my hands. And there was no part of me that wanted to resist as she locked my wrists together in front of me. Instead, I smiled up at her, and she smiled down at me, no doubt feeling my cock throbbing even harder as she immobilized me and made me hers once again.

Kissing me again, quickly this time, Laura then rose away from me and climbed out of the bed. I saw him move toward her closet, her movements swift and deliberate, knowing exactly what she wanted to do. She retrieved another pair of steel handcuffs and carried them back up toward the bed, kicking off her sandals on the way. Sitting down at the edge of the bed, she reached out and pulled my socks off my feet. Then, she rolled over onto her knees and took my straining cock in her hand again. I groaned as she stroked it slowly up and down, and she giggled, knowing the power she had over me. Then, gathering up my cock and balls in one hand, she carefully locked one bracelet of the second pair of handcuffs around my genitals, clicking it tight. Finally, she locked that pair of handcuffs to the one already holding my wrists.

“There we go,” she smirked, happy to have me immobilized. “Now it’s time for you to do everything Princess says again.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said enthusiastically. All my shame and embarrassment of having my kinks and fetishes revealed to my friends had evaporated as though it had never happened. The whole incident in the living room was banished from my mind, which suddenly had no room for anything else except sexual excitement and desire. Yes, it was embarrassing that I enjoyed these games so much. But that didn’t change the fact that I did. And I could never stay mad at this woman who made me feel so good, who knew exactly how to put me in my place in a way I never failed to enjoy.

“Good. I’m glad you’re feeling so obedient. Now, get the fuck out of my bed and get down on your knees where you belong.”

“Yes, Princess.”

A fairly standard command from her, but that didn’t make it any less wildly erotic to me. Laura shifted aside, making room for me as I sat up, then stood. The handcuffs kept my hands firmly locked in the region of my lower stomach, more or less useless as I dropped to my knees in front of my Princess. And Laura smiled down at me, sitting on the edge of the bed, slowly spreading her legs to reveal her pussy shining between her thighs.

“Get to work, slut,” Laura ordered. And of course, I didn’t hesitate.

“Yes, Princess,” I said, and eagerly shuffled forward on my knees, delighted to serve as her pleasure slave. Laura sighed with happiness, running her fingers through my hair as I lowered my face between her legs. My tongue slid easily over her silken folds, lubricated by the juices of her excitement. Clearly, I wasn’t the only one who had been turned on by our conversation earlier.

And as I licked Laura, slowly at first, I heard all over again the increasingly familiar but never less than erotic sound of her growing pleasure. She started to moan breathlessly, her chest rising and falling as her passion swelled, and my cock ached tree my legs, the hardness pressing against the steel of the handcuffs locked around it. I took it in my hand, the handcuffs rattling as I stroked myself while I kneeled at her feet, using my mouth to pleasure Princess Laura like I had so many times before.

Laura raised one foot from the floor. She placed it on my shoulder, resting it there, giving me even greater access to her pussy. I worshiped it with pleasure, savoring the delicious taste, moving my tongue more rapidly now as I slid it inside her, chasing the heat of her body and the source of the orgasm I knew was building inside her. And Laura’s grip on my head tightened, holding me in place as though she thought I would try to go anywhere other than where I was. But I was happy, as happy as a submissive male slave can be, kneeling at the feet of a beautiful goddess and giving her the sexual pleasure I myself craved.

She wasn’t the only one. At first, I couldn’t be sure. Laura’s moans of pleasure were getting ever louder, and combined with the roaring of my blood in my ears, it was hard to hear anything else. But as time went by, even as Laura sounds of pleasure grew louder, so did the others. From Chloe’s room, why on the other side of the apartment, I could hear Simone moaning. She and Rocco were obviously having sex. And knowing that, hearing her voice raised in the same female bliss as Laura’s was, sent a wild shockwave of submissive desire through me. I gripped my cock tightly, rubbing it faster than ever, orgasm building inside me just as it was inside Laura. But I knew my place. For now, I wasn’t there for my pleasure, but for hers.

Still, Simone’s screams of pleasure only served to make the scene even more erotic as I continue to worship Laura’s pussy. And it seemed to be getting to her, too. Soon, she was writhing on the mattress in absolute bliss. I felt her pussy tighten against my lips and tongue, and I welcomed the wet explosion I knew was coming. Laura came in my mouth, and I drank down as greedily and thirstily as ever, on fire with desperate lust of my own to know I had turned her on so much.

Groaning, Laura used her foot on my shoulder to push me away. I sat back on my knees, gazing at the vision of loveliness she had become, her face flushed with the heat of her pleasure, her eyes glassy with sex, a broad grin spreading across her face.

“Fuck, that was good,” she said in a voice still breathless with ecstasy. “Maybe I should humiliate you in front of your friends more often if it means you eat my pussy like that.”

“You know I always do my best for you, Princess.”

“You really do.”

In the pause that followed, Laura’s eyes swiveled toward the door of her bedroom. The smile on her face only grew broader as she heard the noises coming from Chloe’s room.

“Jesus, I guess I wasn’t the only one who got excited out there,” she chuckled. “Sounds like Rocco is really giving it to Simone.”

“Sounds that way, Princess,” I said, keeping my voice neutral. She was right, of course. We could hear the bed shaking, could hear Simone screaming in pleasure. It was obvious to me she had already had one orgasm, and was clearly well on her way to another. In all the years I had known them, I had never heard them having sex before. But now, it was hard to shake the image of Simone getting railed. Especially while my cock continued to throb almost painfully between my legs, cuffed to my wrists by my kinky girlfriend.

“Simone’s really pretty, isn’t she?

“Yes, Princess.”

“Do you like her?”

“She’s my friend. And she’s married to my other friend.”

“Way to not answer the question. Do you want her?”

“I want you, Princess.”

“Well, clearly. We know that,” Laura laughed. And as she did, her bare foot tapped the underside of my throbbing cock, making it bounce up and down in the handcuffs that held it.

“She had her foot in your lap all night. I think she wants you.”

“I don’t know about that, Princess.”

“Rocco’s very handsome, too, isn’t he?”

“I never noticed.”

“Do you think he was serious? About what he said, about a threesome with me and his wife?”

I gulped nervously. Somehow, yet again, Laura had found a way to put her finger exactly on the biggest sore spot within me. This was something I had never anticipated, even after all the wild and crazy things I had done with women lately. Even after Natalie and her mother left me in Laura’s custody while they went out to meet other men, and jealousy gnawed at me then, too, reminding me of my total inferiority to these women. Still, somehow, this was worse. Just the idea that Laura was even thinking along those lines terrified me. But my cock never stopped raging between my legs, my desire never fading even as I gazed up at Laura in astonishment.

“I don’t know, Princess,” I managed to say. Laura kept smiling.

“I wonder if he’s thinking about me right now. While he has sex with his wife. Imagine if I went over there right now, just like I am. Just walked right into their room, naked. What you think would happen?”

“I… I think he’d probably fuck you, Princess.”

Laura burst out laughing.

“You think so? You know what, that actually doesn’t sound like the worst idea. I wonder what his cock’s like? Judging by how much Simone is screaming right now, it sounds like he really knows what he’s doing in bed.”

And as teasing as those words were, they were only made worse by the truth. Simone was still screaming, and clearly, Rocco’s stamina was impressive. It sounded like she was having the time of her life over there. I couldn’t really blame Laura for wondering about it, even as every nerve in my body seemed to light up with hatred and despair.

“How would you feel about that?” Laura asked. “I mean, let’s face it. We all know Natalie has other lovers beside you. What if I decided to do the same? How would you feel then?”

“Awful, Princess.”

I looked up at Laura as I spoke, looking straight into her eyes. After all, I meant it. I couldn’t deny that there was a certain sexiness to the idea of her being so cruel, so sadistic, so completely free to do what she wanted while I remained her adoring prisoner. But it wasn’t what I wanted. And as she looked into my eyes, returning my stare in silence for a moment, Laura seemed to understand that.

“Okay. I won’t do that to you. You’re not ready to see your girlfriend fucking another man.”

“Does that… mean you’re my girlfriend then, Princess?”

“I guess it does. How does that make you feel?”

“Amazing, Princess!”

And I meant that too. I was still holding Laura’s gaze, and I knew she could see the sincerity in my face, and it made her laugh. It made her laugh even more when I lunged forward, frantically kissing her leg, the nearest part of her beautiful body to me, seized by a desperate urge to shower her with affection.

“You’re so sweet. Now, get up here. If I can’t go over next door to have a threesome with that beautiful couple, you better make sure I’m getting what I need here.”

Her words inspired jealous desire inside me, and I sprang to my feet, my cock bouncing with my movements. I climbed onto the bed, and Laura giggled, easily pushing me over so that it I lay on my back. She climbed on top of me then, reaching down underneath her to take hold of my cock and guide it into her wet pussy. I groaned with pleasure at the incredible feeling of being engulfed by her, and she groaned too, her pleasure rising as she sank down on my member. She lowered herself all away down on top of me until my cock filled her completely, and her eyelids fluttered at the sensations of pleasure that filled her.

Laura began to move her hips up and down. With every motion, my cock slid easily in and out of her tight pussy. She leaned forward, her hair bouncing around her face, her fingers gripping my chest for balance as she rode me. Her fingernails scratched my skin, but I barely noticed the pain, caught up as I was the sensations of unbelievable pleasure. She was riding me to another orgasm, and there wasn’t much I wanted more I wanted than to see her get there.

“Don’t cum,” Laura said, her voice breathless, her eyes closed as she leaned over me. “Don’t, until Princess says you can.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said, knowing the rules by now. And no matter how hard it was to hold back, especially after the simmering sexual tension of the evening, I resolved that I would. I wanted to please Laura more than ever, and I knew the only way to do that was to hold off and do as I was told. So I fought against every natural inclination I had, faught against the pleasure rising inside me, letting Laura ride me greedily and selfishly.

She was so worked up that it didn’t take long. And as her cries got louder, they drowned out everything else. I stared up at her in absolute wonder, completely bewitched by her beauty, her dominant sexuality, her incredible desirability.

Laura howled in pure bliss. I groaned as I felt her pussy spasm tightly around me, felt the wet flood of her juices washing over my cock and balls. She sighed with pleasure, opening her eyes to smile down at me from the peak of her pleasure. And I smiled up at her, totally lost in that same pleasure, or as close as I could get without breaking the rules and having an unauthorized orgasm.

“Wow.”

The sound of another voice in the room made me freeze in fear. Laura’s eyes went wide as she turned her head quickly to look across the bedroom. I followed her gaze, gasping in surprise myself. Because we were no longer alone. Simone had joined us.

“What the fuck?”

Still sitting astride me, Laura raised her hands to cover her breasts. Too late, of course. I had no idea how long Simone had been there. Besides, she didn’t show too much modesty herself. She was wearing the band T-shirt she had worn to the bar again, together with a pair of panties. But that was it. And she was standing beside the bed, her arms folded under her breasts, her eyes shining as she watched everything.

“It sounded like you to having such a good time in here,” Simone said. “Besides, I wore Rocco out. He sleeping it off right now. And I wanted to see just how it works between you guys. I mean, I’ve been hearing so much about the kinky things you do. You can’t blame me for wanting to see it for myself.”

Laura breathed slowly, still sitting on top of me, still with my cock rock-hard and buried in her pussy. She was still shocked, but somehow, the shock seemed to be wearing off. And I was still in my submissive mindset, still waiting to see what she decided, willing to follow her lead. After all, Laura was in charge, as always. And with my hands cuffed to my genitals, the wasn’t much I could do about what was happening anyway.

“Well, I guess you’ve’s seen it now,” Laura said. And she smiled as she slowly lowered her hands away from her breasts. Meanwhile, Simone stepped forward. She sat on the edge of the bed, her weight making a slight dent in the mattress.

“Looks like fun.”

“It is.”

“Are you always on top?”

“Not always, but usually. I mean, I can make him fuck me anyway I want. If I even allow him the pleasure of fucking me.”

Both women laughed at that. Again, it seemed like there were great friends, getting along together as though they had known each other forever instead of a single night. And my cock was still untamed inside Laura’s body, throbbing even more now at the possibilities that suddenly presented themselves. I thought about Rocco’s comment, about a threesome with Simone and Laura. I could only imagine what perfect pleasure that would be. Remembering her reaction to her husband, I didn’t dare suggest a thing. The safest thing to do, it seemed, would be to remain silent and wait.

“That’s how it should be,” Simone said.

“Right?” Laura said. “That’s what Natalie always says. It’s best to keep them in their place. That’s why I don’t let him cum without permission”

“You don’t? What do you mean?”

“Exactly what I said. He doesn’t cum unless I say he can. Do you, slut?”

Clearly warming to what was going on, Laura turned her attention back on me. There was something wild in her eyes, brought on by alcohol and orgasm and wild sexual excitement. She took my nipples between her fingers and pulled on them, twisting them savagely until I winced in pain.

“No, Princess,” I groaned. Of course, it was humiliating to address Laura like that with Simone watching. But my humiliation was already complete. Now everything was on the table, with nothing and nowhere left to hide. My friend’s wife now fully understood the depths of degradation I had sunk to in my quest for submissive pleasure. There would be no going back from this.

And all the while, my cock kept throbbing persistently inside Laura’s pussy, desperate for relief I had still not been given permission for.

“Is that what he calls you?”

Simone pressed both hands to her mouth, as though to physically stifle the laughter that came pouring out of her. She tried to keep her voice down, conscious of her husband sleeping in the other room. Laura grinned with satisfaction, looking like a queen sitting on her throne as she sat on top of me with my desperate cock still buried inside her.

“Of course,” Laura grinned proudly. “He calls Natalie Mistress, but I wanted something different. And he worships me like a queen, so I figured Princess would be appropriate.”

“This is awesome,” Simone said, her eyes straying from Laura to me and back again. “I mean, he told me about the kind of stuff you guys do. But seeing it for myself is even better. It’s so hot. I never really wanted to play games like this, but I have to admit, you’ve kind of got yourself the perfect situation here.”

“I really do,” Laura said. And then she paused, her eyes dropping toward mine, giving me a meaningful look as I continue to lie beneath her. Then, she turned back to Simone, clearly having gotten what she wanted from me.

“Do you… want to try it?”

I stifled a gasp as Laura spoke. Whatever had passed wordlessly between us a moment before, I hadn’t quite expected this. Even though a huge part of me desperately wanted it. And if Simone had said yes in that moment, that would be it. I would find myself in sexual service to get another woman, this time one I had known for years. All kinds of complicated feelings rush through my head at that thought. Somehow, I never doubted Laura’s right to decide that.

But Simone surprised me.

“No,” she said, though not after some deliberation. “I’m married. I couldn’t do that to Rocco. I just want to watch.”

“Really?” Laura said. “Okay. That does sound kind of fun.”

Excitement was crackling in the air now, as though the bedroom might ignite at any moment from the heat of our passion. And Laura began to ride me again, slowly this time. Savoring the sensations of bliss that slowly grew inside her. She was gripping my chest again, her fingernails scratching my skin even more forcefully, and her eyes glowed demonically as she looked down at me, knowing another woman was watching. Somehow, it seemed to make her even more dominant, even more demanding, even more selfish.

“Don’t cum, slut,” she growled again. “Don’t you dare disobey me in front of Simone. If you do, it will be a very, very long time before I let you anywhere near my pussy again. Understand?”

“Yes, Princess”

“That’s right, I am your Princess. Say it. Tell me who owns you.”

“You own me, Princess Laura.”

“Whose cock is this?”

“Yours! It’s your cock, Princess Laura!”

“Oh my God!” Simone howled with laughter from her spot on the bed. Laura laughed too, and I felt her laughter in the way her pussy tightened around my cock. I tried every trick I had to resist, fighting so hard against the natural urge within me. For all the sexy experiences I had had lately, this new one was definitely up there with the most thrilling of them, just for the sheer deviancy of what was happening.

Somehow, I managed to hold back. And soon, even in front of our audience, Laura was howling in pleasure again. She twisted my nipples again as orgasm overtook her, and Simone watched everything, watched my girlfriend riding my cock to pure pleasure, watched as I lay beneath her, shackled and humiliated, trembling with the pleasure I was not allowed to fully experience.

As her orgasm faded, Laura sprang into action. Still unsated, spurred on by the wild joy of what she was doing, she climbed off me, my wet cock sliding easily out of her satisfied pussy. Without a moment’s hesitation, Laura clambered over me, climbing toward my head. Turning around to face my feet, she straddled my head, her dripping pussy hovering above my face. And as she lowered herself down on top of me, Simone’s wild laughter providing the soundtrack to our lust, I knew exactly what to do. I gratefully started licking her again, driving my tongue inside her, slurping up the residue of her orgasm while she squirmed on top of me.

“He’s good at this,” I heard Laura say to Simone. “Then again, he gets plenty of practice. Most of the time, this is how we have sex. His job is to make me cum and make sure I’m happy. And only then, if I decide, do I let him actually put his dick in me.”

“He’s a lucky boy,” Simone replied.

“He really is,” Laura moaned, my oral skills getting the better of her again. “And he loves me, too. He wants to be my boyfriend. Even though I treat him like this.”

“Because you treat him like this,” Simone giggled. “I think we have to face facts, Laura. I’ve known David for a long time. But I never realized he’s actually a submissive bitch. Still, he clearly is, and he’s lucky he found someone like you to treat him the way he deserves. Someone like us.”

Laura laughed at that. But her laughter was punctuated by a wild cry of pleasure. As I lay beneath her, she exploded in orgasm once more. And sitting on the bed beside us, my friend Simone watched every moment as I slurped down my princess’ orgasm with desperate and humble gratitude.


30. Reporting To His Mistress

Car parked. Clothes off. By now, I knew the rules.

And there I stood, in Natalie’s garage, waiting for another adventure to begin. Waiting with the wild surge of hope I always felt at any encounter with my mistress. After all, without Natalie, none of this would have happened. Without Natalie, I might never have met Laura. Certainly, I wouldn’t be tangled up in the kinky relationship I was in with her. I wouldn’t even know I wanted such a thing.

I had a lot to thank Natalie for. But somehow, gratitude didn’t seem like quite the right emotion, considering what the woman did to me. It was torture being around her, always. Torture being made to serve, being humiliated, being reminded of my own complete sexual inadequacy by her. The fact that I enjoyed the torture didn’t change the nature of what it was.

And while I waited anxiously, still terrified of discovery by strangers, I heard Natalie’s footsteps on the other side of the door. The slow clicking of her high heels making its way with audible menace toward where I stood, heart pounding in my chest, cock throbbing between my legs. It was the same old routine with us. But somehow, it never got boring. How could it, when I wanted her so badly? When every moment in her presence was a fresh reminder of her almost unendurable beauty, her wild sexual dominance?

And yet, it felt strange, too. Strange in a way it never had before. Because the closer I got with Laura, the more out of place I felt playing with another woman. After all, Laura was my girlfriend now. It was official. For the first time in a very long time, I had a girlfriend. A real relationship. When Laura and I hung out, kinky sex was never far away. But that wasn’t all we did.

Lately, more and more, we found ourselves doing couple things. Walks around the park. Movies. Dinners. Sexual tension never stop crackling between us, the excitement of knowing the secret life we shared making a thrilling juxtaposition with the mundane face we presented to the public. Somehow, that made it even kinkier.

But I had fallen for her hard. And I guess she had fallen for me, too. And as fantastic as that felt, it also added another wrinkle of complexity to the relationship I had with my other dominant Mistress, Natalie.

When Natalie called, I had to answer. Laura knew that better than anyone. And frankly, she encouraged it. Her eyes lit up when I told her the Natalie had summoned me to see her again.

“I guess you have to go,” she said, that familiar excitement showing in her pretty face as she beamed at me. “I mean, she owns you. That’s how it works. You have to do as your mistress says.”

And that conversation led to some wild and unrestrained sex between Laura and me, before I went to see Natalie. Well, I say unrestrained. But in fact, I was most definitely restrained, even if she wasn’t.

Natalie opened the door. And just like always, I was swept away once again by her unbelievable beauty. I could never quite keep it in my mind, no matter how hard I tried. Even though I knew objectively that she was perhaps the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, even though I never forgot the effect her face and her body had on me, the way I wanted her with a deep and desperate need I could hardly believe myself, it was never quite the same as seeing her in the flesh. Every time, her gorgeous beauty blew me away.

And this time, she was clearly trying.

I knew those boots well. The patent leather high heel boots she so often wore, the ones she had made me lick and kiss, the ones she had made me polish in an unignorable symbol of my complete sexual inferiority. They looked as wickedly sexy now as they ever had, lengthening her already long legs, emphasizing her toned muscles, making her body sway with that rhythmic perfection I could never tear my eyes away from.

Above the calf boots, her beautiful legs were bare. And the long muscles of her thighs disappeared at last under an extremely short skirt, one that gripped her body so tightly it looked like it would never let go. The skirt was part of a tiny dress, made of shiny black latex so tight it looked as though she had been dipped in it. The dress clung to her thighs and hips, following the inward curve of her narrow waist before rising over her bouncing breasts, exposed by the low neckline of the dress. Two straps held it onto her shoulders, the flawless latex material shining in the light with every movement she made. Every breath she took made the dress creak, as though it might explode off her at any second, almost dangerously tight as it clung to her body the way I wanted to myself. I had never been more jealous of an item of clothing in my life.

Natalie had her head down, the long blonde tresses glowing like spun gold against the flawless black of the dress. As usual, she paused for a moment in front of me, one hand still holding open the door that led from the garage to her house. She knew how she looked. She was well aware of the pure perfection of her body and of her outfit, the way it made her look every inch the beautiful and dominant woman she undoubtedly was. She let me look, knowing that her beauty wove an unignorable spell over me, knowing that the more I desired her, the easier I was to control. Not that she ever had any problem with that. From the first day I met Natalie, I was hers completely. And even now that I had a beautiful and dominant girlfriend of my own, Natalie’s hold over me had not diminished even slightly.

“Crawl.”

Natalie snapped her fingers as she pointed to the floor at her feet. Not even a hello. Not even an acknowledgment of my presence. Of course, I was used to being talked to that way by her. I craved it.

And I did as I was told. Right there on the doorstep of her home, I got down on my hands and knees, and she towered above me, her tall frame made even taller by the high heels of the boots she wore. Her long legs seem to go on forever as I looked up at the patch of darkness under her dress, knowing what was underneath it and craving it more than I could even believe myself. And as Natalie looked down at me, only the faintest hint of a smile showed on her gorgeous features. Those striking blue eyes glowed as she looked at me, her always-impressive confidence seeming only to swell even more as she stood above me, watching me bow to her will without the faintest hint of protest. It was always that way. I never really had it in me to resist her, or any other pretty woman. And now, after months of training, I didn’t even try.

Instead, I crawled along behind Natalie as she turned gracefully on her heels and went striding back into her house. I crawled along behind her, doing my best to keep up with her clicking heels, my eyes transfixed by her long legs disappearing under her skirt and the way her buttocks alternately pressed against the shining and skintight latex of her dress. For now, after this vision of her, everything else seemed to disappear from my mind. All the contradictions of my new kinky life, all the fears and doubts and nervousness about what the future held, and my lingering disbelief at the position I found myself in. Now, none of that mattered. All that mattered was this shining goddess striding along in front of me and putting me in my place, far beneath her, with only a single word.

Natalie led me toward her living room. She folded her beautiful body down onto the sofa, and her short dress slid even higher on her thigh as she crossed her legs, almost baring her ass completely. One boot shone as she idly swung her foot, her sparkling blue eyes staring right at me. I knew the rules. I wouldn’t get up until she told me to. I wouldn’t even dare to sit on the furniture. She had me so well trained, and it was endlessly humiliating to acknowledge what this woman had done to me just because I wanted her so badly. But as always, it was also a thrill like no other. And that was the complicated duality that kept me so weak for these women, and kept drawing me further in to submission to them.

“Laura tells me you had an interesting time lately, bitch boy,” Natalie said at last. It didn’t matter how many times I heard them. Those mocking words never failed to send a kind of electric jolt of humiliation and submission right through me.

“You could say that, Mistress Natalie.”

I didn’t forget my manners. I could still remember the pain of her penis whip and of the hot wax she used to punish me for her own amusement right in that same house. Natalie, as much as I adored her, was very much a woman to be feared. More so even than my girlfriend.

I didn’t give any sign that I was surprised that she had spoken to Laura. Really, I wasn’t. As close as I had gotten to Laura over the last little while, I still didn’t fully understand just how she felt about Natalie. There was no hint of jealousy. The closest she ever came, I suspected, was envy. And lately, as Laura came into her own dominant power, it was obvious she had nothing to be envious about. She could be every bit as dominant and sexy as Natalie was when she wanted to be.

But clearly, Laura still admired Natalie. Clearly, she still felt she had something to learn from the other woman. And the thought of the two of them talking about me, conspiring to keep me their humiliated sex slave, only added to the wild thrill I felt whenever I was around either of them. A stray thought tickled my brain, remembering how Rocco had been jealous of the threesome I had. And maybe he should be, as shameful as it was. I had been the sex toy of these two gorgeous women, and there was no point pretending it felt anything other than absolutely fantastic. Those were the kind of thoughts that kept me coming back, that kept me willing to crawl on Natalie’s orders and kneel now at her feet and gaze up at her ravishing beauty, only daring to hope that she might favor me with the pleasure of sex once again.

“Good. She’s really come along. Just think, neither of you were kinky when I met. Now look at you. She tells me you’re dating now? You’re her boyfriend?”

There was no missing the faint sneer in her voice when she said the word boyfriend. Disdain dripped from every syllable. I suppose that to a woman like her, such notions must seem hopelessly old fashioned, pathetically tame. As far as I knew, Natalie didn’t have boyfriends. She just had men that she used for her pleasure. To hear Simone tell it, it sounded like her former stepsister had always been this way, a born dominatrix who found a use for men only inasmuch as they served her kinky desires. Well, that was fine by me. I didn’t have to understand it to enjoy it.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. I think that’s good. Do you love her?”

“Maybe, Mistress,” I said carefully, not sure what Natalie wanted to hear. All I knew from painful experience was that I wanted to tell her exactly what she wanted to hear. And when I answered, Natalie paused for a moment. The startling blue eyes looked me up and down again, a new expression forming on her beautiful face. One I couldn’t read so easily. I didn’t know what she was feeling as she looked down at me, the gears slowly turning inside that beautiful and devious head. But I wasn’t going to deny the truth.

“Good. That makes it even better. Makes it even more fun to dominate you, knowing that you’re in love with another woman. Now, show me you haven’t forgotten your place. Grovel at my feet.”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie.”

She pointed unnecessarily at her shoes, but I already knew the task ahead of me. And I didn’t hesitate. There were far worse things she could do to me. In fact, I wanted her so desperately, any contact with her body I could have seemed to me in that moment like pleasure.

I shuffled forward on hands and knees, bowing my head and running my tongue over the glossy leather of those boots I knew so well. And Natalie smiled that little smirk of feminine triumph as she sat back on the sofa, tossing her blonde hair over one shoulder and taking in the view of me, rock-hard and desperate, debasing myself for her amusement.

“You really are pathetic, you know that?”

“Oh, believe me, Mistress Natalie, I’m aware,” I said between licks and kisses to the glossy surface of her boots.

That got a laugh from her. Her laughter was like music, bubbling out of her to fill the air in the living room and drive my shame and humiliation deeper with every note. But of course, she was right. There wasn’t much point denying it in the lowly position I found myself in, stark naked and erect and desperately licking the rounded toes and sharp heels of her sexy boots. And it wasn’t just her. It was Laura, too. It was even Simone. It seemed like any woman who wanted to could make me do whatever she liked, and not only would I not resist. I would thoroughly enjoy it. I enjoyed being used, being treated like I was in significant, being made to acknowledgeable women as my sexual superiors. Even if it was coming easier and easier to me these days, my submissive responses honed by practice, it never stopped humiliating me to acknowledge the ridiculous position I found myself in.

“Good. Wouldn’t want you to forget what you really are. And now your friends know all about it too, don’t they? How did Simone react?”

I paused in my worship of Natalie’s boots, just for a split second. That was another unexpected wrinkle of the tangled web of relationships I found myself in. To say that Simone hated Natalie would be putting it too strongly. But they weren’t exactly friendly, either. They had been part of one another’s lives against their will, and now that their parent’s marriage had dissolved, they really weren’t required to see each other ever again. But Natalie had been there at Simone’s wedding, along with her beautiful mother. And Simone had warned me about Natalie, had seemed almost disgusted when she found me at her wedding, tied up and dominated by her former stepsister. But now, it was clear that just like Laura, Simone envied Natalie’s sexual dominance, at least a little bit. At least enough to be willing to try it for herself.

I ran my tongue slowly over the top of Natalie’s boot while I considered my answer.

“She seems kind of into it, Mistress Natalie,” I said at last, telling the truth. Or at least the truth is I saw it. After all, she had already spoken to Laura. I could only assume she already had all the details of the latest twisted adventure we had had together. There was no point trying to hide anything from my mistress. In fact, the attempt could be downright dangerous.

“But she didn’t fuck you.”

“No, Mistress. I’m kind of glad she didn’t.”

“What? Why? You’re such a horny boy. Look how hard you are right now. I know you want sex all the time. Don’t you think Simone is pretty?”

“She’s very pretty, Mistress Natalie. And sexy, too. But she’s my friend. And she’s Rocco’s wife. It would be weird if we… did that.”

“And this isn’t weird?”

“Weird in a different way, I guess, Mistress. I mean, this is awesome. And sex with Simone… I mean, that would probably be awesome too. But what would it do to my friendship with her? And with Rocco? I’m not sure it’s worth it.”

“Really? I’m kind of surprised to hear you say that. I thought getting off was the only thing that matters to you.”

“It’s up there, Mistress. But not the only thing.”

“I guess you’re just not horny enough, then. I think Laura lets you cum way too much. I’ll have to talk to her about that.”

Natalie’s skintight dress creaked as she leaned forward, her shining hair hanging around her beautiful face like a curtain. At the same time, she raised her dangling foot, the rounded toe of her boot underneath my chin, lifting my head up until my eyes met her eyes. They stared deep into mine. Uncrossing her legs, she leaned forward and gripped my chin in her hand. I fought hard to keep my eyes on hers, to resist the temptation to glance down at the darkness underneath her tiny skirt all the cleavage that swelled above the top of her dress. Everything about her was endlessly appealing, unignorably inviting, totally irresistible. And I would have almost none of it, unless my cruel and teasing mistress decided differently.

“Yes, Mistress.”

There was nothing else to say. Natalie rarely required any response from me other than that. And she laughed out loud at my submission, no doubt seeing the fear in my eyes. Because we both knew she could if she wanted to. She could talk to my girlfriend and the two of them could decide how my sex life would go from now on, and I would have no input at all. That was the way it was. The way that excited all of us. And in her own elegant and composed way, I could see that knowledge excited Natalie just as much as it did me.

“You’re lucky, bitch boy. Lucky to find women like us. There aren’t that many of us around. Women who know how to control a man, how to use his sexual instincts against him. Sometimes I feel like it’s my mission in life to teach as many women as possible the power that they have. How great life can be if you just ignore the bullshit we’re told to believe and instead use the power we have to create the lives we want.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Again, there was nothing else to say. After all, I was in no position to disagree. I was like a living advertisement for Natalie’s strange worldview, her insistence that women belonged at the top of some sexual hierarchy, with men begging to serve them. And it’s not as if the thought didn’t excite me. Looking at Natalie now as she sat above me, still gripping my chin in her hand, the light shining off her skintight dress and emphasizing every intoxicating curve of her outrageous body, it was hard to deny that a woman like her deserved to be in charge. Hard to pretend she was anything other than the goddess she was, and that any man would be lucky to be where I was, groveling at her feet and admitting my obvious inferiority before this divine creature.

In my more lucid moments, I didn’t actually believe that. When I was alone, at work, living my life, I still thought with some shame about the things these women made me say and do. But all I had to do was see them again, and I would be reminded all over again just how superior they were. Just how badly I wanted this, to be made to serve, to be shamed and humiliated and used as a toy to please them.

Natalie released her grip on my chin. She leaned back on the sofa again, a satisfied smile showing on her pretty face. Sometimes, it seemed, she just needed to hear it. To hear me acknowledge the truth of the relationship between us, and that it would always be this way. I didn’t doubt that I was just one of many men she played with, just a toy for her to use whenever she was bored. And that was fine by me. In fact, it made her even sexier. Besides, Laura kept me more than busy enough.

Natalie’s dress creaked again as she moved. Her breasts rose a little higher in her dress as she folded her arms underneath them. Everything about her was so poised, so perfect, so completely in control. And that was the secret of her control of me.

She moved again. I stayed kneeling at her feet, transfixed by everything about her, once again caught up in the spell her physical presence invariably wove around me.

“I’m thinking about giving you a little treat, bitch boy,” she said indulgently.

“Oh, please, Mistress Natalie, please!” I begged, and she burst out laughing. Of course she did. I knew exactly how pathetic I looked and sounded, kneeling there at her feet in her living room and begging for something I didn’t even know what it was. It didn’t matter. I was grateful for anything this goddess gave me. I knew she didn’t have to give me anything. I knew I would keep coming here when summoned, even if it was just to receive torture from her. It was the thought of these rewards that kept me going, that kept me humbling myself in service to her just for the vague hope she might give me something I wanted.

“You really are pathetic. Such a natural submissive. I can’t believe some woman didn’t come along and own your cock before I did. Simone, especially. She really missed a trick. She could have had you as her humiliation toy and still married Rocco. Oh well. Sounds like she’s starting to understand it now. Too late. You’re mine.”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie. I’m yours.”

And in that moment, I meant it wholeheartedly. I meant every word. It didn’t matter that I had such strong feelings for Laura, that I loved being her boyfriend. Without this gorgeous goddess, none of that would have happened. I never wanted to be free of the dark joy of her sexual power.

Still sitting back on the sofa, Natalie reached for the hem of her dress. The latex creaked as she pulled it slowly up her thighs, as unwilling to relinquish its hold on her legs as I would be. But Natalie kept going, pulling her dress up higher and higher, and she smiled indulgently at me as if she was giving me the greatest treat in the world. From where I kneeled, it felt like it.

Slowly, teasingly, Natalie pulled her dress up around her hips. Then, just as slowly, just as teasingly, she spread her legs.

Just as I had hoped, she wore no panties under her dress. There was her pussy, shining right in front of me, striking sparks from the hot knot of desire inside me as I gazed directly at her femininity. My mouth watered in some Pavlovian response, my whole body tingling with the desire to please her, to touch that magnificent flower and hear my mistress groan in pleasure.

But I knew the rules. I waited. And Natalie let me wait, watching me carefully and saying nothing for a moment. I never met anyone who knew how to make a moment sink in the way that she did.

“Okay, slut. You can make me cum now.”

“Thank you, Mistress Natalie!”

Natalie burst out laughing at the sincerity in my voice. But I truly did mean what I said, the words bursting out of me spontaneously. I was genuinely grateful to be allowed the chance to taste her, to give her the pleasure a goddess deserves.

On hands and knees, I lunged forward, sighing happily as I pressed my lips against hers. For all the wild fire of lust that burned inside me, I went slow. By now, I knew what my mistress liked. And if it wasn’t full-blown sex, not the wild joy of having my cock inside her, I hardly cared. This alone was reward enough. This alone was the best a submissive like me could hope for, and I intended to savor every minute of what Natalie rightfully called a reward.

I kissed her pussy. Between her thighs, I could feel the warmth of her body, could smell the fragrance of her skin. I kissed her again, using just a little more tongue this time, and was rewarded with a faint moan that seemed to come from high above me. Upon Olympus, my goddess reclined, enjoying my tender worship of her beautiful body. And that encouraged me to keep going.

Ignored, my cock raged between my legs as I slid my tongue between her velvet folds. Natalie drew a shuddering breath, one hand pumping the back of my head, her long fingernails sinking slightly into my scalp through my hair. And I slid my tongue deep inside, probing her warm wetness, seeking out that trigger of pleasure that I knew could ignite her lust.

Natalie’s lips trembled against mine. As my tongue probed her sensitive folds, I felt her wetness growing, tasted the flavor of her pleasure, and my cock throbbed even more desperately between my legs. But I kept my hands on her flawless thighs, resisting the urge to touch myself, knowing my goddess had not commanded it.

And while I did my best to please her, Natalie moved above me. I raised my eyes from her mound for a moment to see that she had swept up her phone from the arm of the couch. Pressing the screen, she held it to her ear, raking her long hair back from her face. At the same time, she looked down at me, and I understood the wordless command in her stare. I devoted myself to eating her pussy again as she made a phone call.

“Yeah, hi,” she said, a slow smile spreading across her gorgeous face as she spoke to whoever she had called. Soon, I was left in no doubt about who that might be.

“Yeah, he’s here. Yep. Right where he belongs. Kneeling at my feet.” Natalie giggled at something the other person said, and I knew it was Laura she was talking to, and my cock surged again in recognition of the strange relationship between the two women who owned me completely.

“Yeah, I guess he can be,” Natalie went on. “But I was thinking. I’m not sure he’s horny enough. I mean, obviously he’s horny. He’s a man, after all. But I think you might be letting him cum too often.”

Natalie paused then, listening as Laura spoke. Unable to hear what was said, I went on licking, giving pleasure while waiting for the superior goddesses to decide my fate.

“Yeah. Yeah, of course. There’s plenty he can do without having an orgasm, isn’t there? Yeah, that sounds good to me. For now, orgasms are only for girls.”

Natalie hung up the phone and set it down on the sofa beside her. She turned her bright eyes back to me, and I saw the thrill of domination that shone inside them, I trembled with fear just as I did with lust as I continued eating her out.

“There we go, slut boy,” Natalie laughed, speaking in a voice that dripped with the pure pleasure I was giving her with my mouth. “You’re not going to get to cum today. And maybe not for a while after, either. But that doesn’t matter, does it? At least you get to make the women you serve happy.”

I nodded and licked. After all, Natalie was right. She was always right.



My Friend's Wedding: Parts 31-35

31. A Big Step Forward

“Oh my God, I love her, Davy!”

My mother’s eyes were big and moist and round as she looked at me, leaning conspiratorially toward me over the table we sat at. Her hair was cut short, dyed an unconvincing blonde that seemed to have a little more trouble every year holding on and not fading into her natural white.

I smiled at her. And I was glad to hear her say it. My parents don’t get to decide who I spend my time with, and maybe if they knew what I knew about Laura, it was a good thing they didn’t. But that didn’t mean I didn’t want them to like her, even if I couldn’t fully admit to myself why. Because in that desire, there was some intimation of the future. Some hint of what I truly wanted and wasn’t yet, at that time, fully ready to admit to myself. Honestly, I think Laura saw it before I did. But then, she always was more perceptive than me.

“Good. I’m glad.”

The restaurant buzzed with muted voices, the clatter of cutlery, the occasional burst of laughter from another table. It was the fanciest place I had ever taken my girlfriend to, far more upscale even than the restaurant she worked at. But that didn’t matter. I knew my dad would insist on paying, no matter how much I tried to fight him about it. In some senses, I knew, to my parents, I would never really be a grown man. And that was okay. After all, it came from a place of love.

“Isn’t she lovely, Daniel?”

My mom nudged my dad, and he raised his eyebrows as though startled, his round glasses flashing as he turned to look at me, then at her.

“Oh yeah, she’s great,” my dad said. “And what a figure on her!”

“Daniel!”

Mom pretended to be annoyed, but my dad just smiled. It was part of their dynamic, part of the double act they had worked out over close to thirty years of marriage. My dad was hardly the bawdiest guy in the world, but after all, he was still a man. And there was no denying that Laura looked fantastic, pulling out all the stops to impress on her first meeting with my parents. She looked radiantly pretty, pure and feminine and almost innocent. The contrast with who my girlfriend actually was couldn’t have been more striking. But my parents didn’t need to know what had passed between me and Laura right before we came out to meet them for dinner. That was the last thing I wanted.

“Are you in love with her?”

“I don’t know, mom. That’s a big question.”

“Well, you are or you’re not. You don’t have forever, you know.”

“Oh, come on.”

“He’s still a young man,” my dad said gently, trying to reason with my mom.

“He’s older than you were when you proposed to me,” mom pointed out. “And you took your time about it, too.”

“That was a different time,” Dad protested. Sighing in mock exasperation, my mom turned her attention back to me.

“Look, Davy, I’ve seen you with other girls in the past. You didn’t look at any of them the way you look at her. None of them were as sweet as she is, as charming. And yes, as pretty. That matters too. A girl like her is not going to wait around forever. She’s always going to have other options. I know everyone’s supposed to be so modern these days, to act like these things don’t matter anymore. But they do. You need to show her how you feel about her. Trust me, you don’t want to lose a girl like that.”

“More like you don’t want to miss out on grandchildren,” I said. My mom scowled, while my dad stroked his beard, using his hand to hide the smile he didn’t want her to see.

“This isn’t about me, David,” my mom said, shaking her head. She paused to spear an innocent leaf of lettuce on her plate with her fork, then picked it up, but stopped short of putting it in her mouth. Instead, she used it like a wand to emphasize her point, jabbing the air between us with the trembling lettuce leaf as she spoke.

“Although, it wouldn’t kill you either, would it?” she said. “I know you want to keep your options open, but if you’re looking for something better than this, I don’t think you’re going to find it.”

At that moment, I saw Laura again. She had emerged from the bathroom, and was making her way through the tables toward us, moving with a practiced economy of motion she had learned from waiting tables at work.

When she saw me looking at her, she smiled. And I smiled back, almost involuntarily. I couldn’t help it. There was no getting around the fact that it made my heart leap every time I saw her, that even thinking about her was enough to make me smile, even when she wasn’t there. And as she approached, her blonde hair flowing freely around her shoulders, her brown eyes gleaming, her pretty face made even prettier by the skillful application of light makeup and the light blue dress that seemed to float like a cloud around her beautiful body, I was struck by the thought that my mom had a point.

I knew better than she did that women like Laura don’t come along every day. Maybe, for some people, they don’t even come along every lifetime. I was lucky to have found her, and my parents didn’t need to know the details of how the two of us had met and got together to see that she was good for me. She made me happy.

And it was a good thing my parents didn’t know exactly how she did it.

*****

My heart beat high in my chest as I knocked on the door of Laura’s apartment. It always did. Knocking on my girlfriend’s door was very different to knocking on the door to Natalie’s garage, but there was a similarity behind both. I never knew quite what awaited me. All I knew was that on the other side of that door, there was a beautiful dominant woman who might do anything she wanted with me. And it never failed to get me excited, never failed to make my heart pound, my cock throbbing inside my jeans as I waited for an answer.

My relationship with Natalie was purely sexual. When that Mistress summoned me to her house, it was purely to serve and to obey her. To function as a kind of sex toy whose pleasure was irrelevant, whose only job was to make her happy. And it was thrilling.

With Laura, it was different. We didn’t have kinky sex every time we hung out. Sometimes, we did regular couple stuff, snuggling up together to watch a movie or going out for dinner or for drinks. Still, we were young, and our sexual chemistry was off the charts, and it was a rare occasion when we hung out together and didn’t end up having some kind of twisted adventure between the sheets.

In some ways, not knowing what was coming made it all the more exciting.

Still, I hadn’t expected anything quite like this.

The door swung open. And Laura stood before me, looking like an absolute vision of dominant female beauty. Her body glistened from neck to toe, tightly wrapped in a red latex catsuit that looked like it had been painted onto her luscious curves. On top of the suit, she wore a kind of body harness made of black leather that wrapped around her ribs, circled her breasts, plunged down between her legs, accentuating every part of her infinitely desirable figure. Her boots were black too, shining patent leather with sharp high heels and pointed toes, rising up the middle of her thighs with laces all the way up.

In short, she looked every inch a dominatrix. I had never seen her wear an outfit quite like that, never seen her conform so visually to her sexually dominant role. And my cock, already half-hard just at the thought of seeing her, surged inside my pants as I looked her up and down. Even with everything we had done together recently, even with just how wild I knew she could be, she had caught me by surprise with this unbelievably sexy outfit. And there she was, standing in the doorway of her apartment building as though she didn’t care who saw. As she didn’t care that anyone might come by at any moment and see her dressed like the mistress of the night.

“Oh, hello,” Laura smiled at me. She had her hair held back behind her head in a ponytail, her face adorned with makeup that brought out the bright glow of her light brown eyes, that made her red lips match the sheen of her red catsuit. Just as I did with Natalie, I felt an urge to prostrate myself at the feet of this goddess there and then, to worship her divine beauty and abandon any hint of self-respect or restraint I might have. Somehow, I managed to hold back.

“Hi,” I said. “You look…wow.”

“Glad you like it,” Laura giggled. “Natalie helped me pick it out. It is sexy, isn’t it?”

As she spoke, Laura stepped back to the door and twirled on the spot. Again, my eyes traveled up and down her body with desperate longing, taking in the swell of her ass against the latex that revealed far more than it hid. She really did look amazing, and judging by the confidence that seemed to flow from her as she posed in front of me, I could tell that Laura knew it. Of course, the expression of desperate lust on my face no doubt helped to persuade her just how incredibly desirable she was.

“You look absolutely amazing,” I said, stepping through the open door of her apartment and swinging it shut behind me. Just as she no doubt intended, lust was growling inside me now, and my hands reached out for that incredible body, desperate to touch the shining perfection of her form and press that beautiful body against mine.

But Laura playfully pushed my hands away.

“Oh no,” she said, shaking her head, her ponytail swaying from side to side across her shoulders. “I didn’t get dressed up in this just so you could take it off me five minutes later. You know you’re going to have to work for that.”

“Just tell me what to do, Princess,” I said with a smile.

Laura chuckled. I watched her hand reach down toward her thigh, where one of the black straps of the body harness wrapped around her leg. She disentangled the slender silver chain that hung from it, and I saw what I hadn’t noticed before, distracted by the unignorable curves of her body. She had a leather collar and leash hanging from the harness. And as she held it up toward me, I had absolutely no doubt what she intended to do with it.

“First, we put this on,” Laura murmured, stepping toward me with her catsuit creaking around her body, unfastening the collar as she came. “That way, you can only go where I allow you to go. Can’t have you getting away from your Princess now, can we?”

“No Princess,” I said without hesitation, making Laura laugh again. Her plan had worked, just as she must’ve known it would. Looking the way she did, I was completely unable to argue with her, and completely unable to resist anything she wanted to do with me. Even if I had wanted to. But I didn’t. As always, I wanted to submit to her, to allow her will to completely overpower mine, and my desire for her only made it easier for Laura to take control. That suit was making me long to submit to the goddess my girlfriend had once again become.

Laura wrapped the collar around my neck, pushing the collar of my shirt out the way to get it fastened. Once it was on, she took the chain leash in her hand, chuckling again as she gave it a gentle tug. She couldn’t have looked more dominant or in control than she did as she stood there in catsuit and tall boots, holding the leash, and me standing there like an animal, like a pet, like an object for her to toy with. Then, without a word, Laura turned, the heels of her boots cracking loudly on the floor of the apartment as she strode away from the door and toward the living room. I had no choice but to hurry along behind her, the leash she held swinging between us. And I was transfixed by the sway of her ass pushing against the red rubber outfit she wore, the gorgeous curves of her body filling my vision and driving me ever deeper into submission to her beauty and sex appeal.

“Oh my God!”

I had been so caught up in my desire for my girlfriend, so overcome by the beauty and sexiness of her incredible body, that I hadn’t even lifted my gaze away from Laura’s ass to notice that we weren’t alone. Now, as I heard Chloe’s voice coming from the living room sofa, shame blazed inside me in a familiar hot burst, my cock throbbing all the more at this fresh humiliation.

“Oh. Hi, Chloe,” I said, while Laura laughed out loud at me. She had planned this, of course. She wanted her roommate to see. One more reminder of my lowly position, one more reminder that what I wanted no longer counted for anything. If Laura wanted to expose my shame and humiliation to her friend, that was exactly what she would do. I had no choice in the matter.

At least Chloe was already well aware of the relationship between my Princess and me.

“You two are so crazy,” Chloe said, shaking her head. “I guess I better turn the TV up.”

“That’s probably a good idea, honestly,” Laura said with a smile. She never broke stride as she led me toward her bedroom, and I followed enthusiastically, desperate to see what she planned to do with me. As I passed by the sofa, Chloe reached for the TV remote, turning up the volume on the show she was watching to drown out the sounds she knew would soon be coming from Laura’s bedroom. But as she did, she glanced at me, smiling as she looked me up and down, taking in my total shame, my total submission to her roommate. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but that was nothing new. Without a word, I followed Laura through the door of her bedroom and let her close it behind us.

Still holding my leash, Laura stepped toward the bed. Her catsuit, her boots, and the leather harness all creaked and groaned with every movement she made, as though they craved her body as badly as I did. I could hear the blood hammering in my ears, could feel my heart pounding in my chest, and the unignorable throbbing of my cock between my legs never ceased even for a moment as I watched her every movement. It felt as though I could feel the image of her in this latest sexy outfit burning itself onto my brain. And I knew, with all the exciting scenarios I had to look back on in my lonely moments, this vision of my girlfriend would always rank highly when it came to pure desire.

Laura sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her long legs. I stood in front of her, awaiting instruction. Knowing that whatever happened next was entirely up to her.

“So you had fun with Natalie?” she said. The shine off her thigh covered in latex and leather called to me, the pull of desire so strong it felt like an effort to even remember my own name.

“Yes, Princess,” I said, Laura’s dominant title falling easily from my lips without her even having to ask. “I guess you could call it that.”

“I’m sure she had fun, anyway. And that’s all that matters, isn’t it, bitch boy?”

“Yes, Princess Laura.”

Through the thin door of Laura’s bedroom, I could hear the blaring TV Chloe was using to drown us out. I hoped it was working. She already knew everything she needed to, already knew that I was deeply sexually submissive to her beautiful roommate. But I didn’t need her to hear this, too.

“Good. I’m glad you know your place. And she didn’t let you cum?”

“No, Princess.”

“Did you make her cum?”

“Several times, Princess.”

“Take off your clothes. Let me see how excited it makes you to serve your Princess.”

I didn’t hesitate. Still standing there on the end of the leash Laura held, I quickly dropped my pants and underwear, kicking off my shoes and stepping out of my clothes. My shirt slipped easily off my shoulders, leaving me standing there completely naked in front of her except for the collar she made me wear. Laura smiled as she looked me up and down, taking in the sight of my body that was now, once again, her property to play with however she liked. I remembered the conversation Natalie had had on the phone with her, how the two women had agreed that I should be granted fewer orgasms. And the memory of that display of power only made my cock throb more, only made me want these women more desperately. I still held out hope that my Princess would take pity on me. But as usual, I never knew what was going to happen next.

“Good. You’re nice and hard for your Princess. Looks like you want to cum real bad right now.”

“Yes, Princess, please!”

Laura laughed, a wild laugh that erupted out of her spontaneously. Her breasts bounced under the leather harness that barely held them in place.

“But that’s the whole point, bitch boy,” she said slowly, as though she were dealing with someone incredibly dense. “Your Mistress wants you horny and frustrated. I have to say, I don’t hate that idea, either.”

“Please, Princess,” I said again. And I was sure that Laura heard the doubt that entered my voice as I spoke the words.

“Would you like to jerk off for me? Stand there in front of me and tug on your worthless cock until you spurt your slime all over my beautiful boots?”

“God, yes, Princess,” I panted while she laughed again. “I love it when you talk to me like that.”

“But bitch boy, it doesn’t matter how you feel about it, does it?” Laura teased. “You’re just lucky that I love talking to you that way too.”

As she spoke, Laura slowly twisted her hand, wrapping the leash around her fingers. It tightened between us until I was forced to take a step toward her, and then another. Just like that, Laura drew me on, pulling me toward her until I stood right in front of her. Sitting with crossed legs, she raised her foot, and I suppressed a groan as the pointed toe of her leather boot tapped against the underside of my cock.

“Go on then,” she sighed. “Show me how bad you want your Princess. You can jerk off while you look at my beautiful body in the sexy outfit. But you know the rules, bitch. Don’t you dare cum without my permission.”

“Yes, Princess. Thank you, Princess,” I gasped, while Laura lowered her boot again. I wrapped my hand around my cock, already fully erect, and my eyes traveled over the shining curves of her beautiful body as I began to frantically stroke. Pleasure swelled inside me, an orgasm building almost immediately, and Laura watched me looking at her, smiling as she tasted my desperation in every frantic movement of my hand, in every longing gaze of my eyes.

“Are you close already?” she said, raising her eyebrows.

“Yes, Princess,” I panted.

“You’re so weak.”

“I know, Princess.”

Laura smirked at that, pulling a little more firmly on the leash around my neck.

“Then stop,” she said sharply. “Like Natalie says, orgasms aren’t for boys. Especially bitch boys like you.”

“Please, Princess,” I groaned, almost shivering with frustrated desire. But at the same time, I stopped stroking myself at her command. It was unbelievably hard, every nerve in my body screaming at me not to do it, to keep going until I had the orgasm I craved. But I craved something else even more. Submission to my beautiful girlfriend and her crazy dominant desires.

“No,” Laura said firmly. “No orgasm for you today. Instead, you’re going to make sure I cum before I go to meet your parents. Now, go over to the drawer and get me the toy that’s inside.”

I blinked as I met her stare, but there was no hint that she was anything other than 100% serious. And so, as she let out some slack in the leash, I stepped toward the drawer she indicated, my cock throbbing in front of me with every step I took. I opened the drawer to see a mess of restraints, toys, and implements of both pleasure and torture. I rummaged in the drawer, lifting out one toy after another while Laura shook her head. Finally, I found the right one, and she smiled as she nodded, commanding me to bring it over to her.

“Kneel,” she commanded, tugging on the leash to punctuate her command. And I did. I kneeled between her feet as she spread her legs, her latex-clad body shining in front of me and driving me wild with desire. She leaned back a little on the bed, stroking between her legs with two fingers, showing off the tiny zipper that held her catsuit closed tight right there.

“Unzip me,” she ordered. Happy to obey, I reached toward the zipper between her legs, only to have Laura giggle as she slapped my hand away.

“With your mouth.”

I smiled too. Lowering my hand, I leaned forward, using my tongue to lift up the tiny zipper until I could get it between my teeth. Laura watched my struggles, her eyes shining with sadistic glee, the smile never leaving her face. And I pulled the zipper carefully down, her pussy exposed to me by between the slowly parting sides of her catsuit until her womanhood shone in front of me. I longed for it, my cock throbbing in recognition of the sight of her pussy, my mouth watering, and I had to resist the powerful urge to lunge forward and kissed her sex the way I loved to do.

“Okay, good boy,” Laura said. “Now, the toy. Make me cum before we go to meet your parents.”

I didn’t respond. After all, there was no need for me to say a word. Instead, I found the switch of the toy and turned it on. The fat round head buzzed instantly, and although I had never seen such a toy before, I quickly guessed what was required of me.

I pressed the buzzing head against the entrance to Laura’s pussy, and immediately, she moaned in pleasure. Leaning back on her elbows, she closed her eyes. Her breasts rose and fell underneath the shining latex, her whole body quivering immediately, and I took it all in, admiring the beautiful sight in front of me and aching with frustration at what I couldn’t have.

Laura cried out. The toy was having a powerful effect on her, and as much as I had made her scream in pleasure in the past, it had never been this quick and this easy. Powerful vibrations seem to flow through her body from the buzzing vibrator, and soon, she was squirming and panting, her legs trembling, the heels of her tall boots drumming on the floor. She looked absolutely beautiful as I kneeled there in frustration, keeping the buzzing head of the toy pressed against her streaming pussy, drinking in the sight of her enjoying the pleasure I was being denied.

Soon, Laura came. I watched her orgasm tear through her, making her scream and howl, drowning out the sound of the TV Chloe was watching in the other room. As she flopped back on the bed, I lifted the toy away, her sensitive pussy spasming desperately as the damp patch of her juices spread slowly across the sheets beneath her. She lay there quivering and panting for a long time, squeezing her own boobs through the skintight latex, her eyes tight closed, her whole body enveloped in the slow fading glow of orgasmic climax.

I waited.

Finally, Laura sat up. Her face was flushed the way it always was at moments like this, her eyes glassy with pleasure. A stray wisp of hair had broken free from her blonde ponytail to cling to the side of her flushed face. She grinned at me with that broad grin of satisfaction, that blaze of sadistic joy to know just how badly she was teasing me. And I switched off the buzzing toy, kneeling at her feet, my cock raging as desperately as ever, my own orgasm feeling like it was just a touch away, but knowing I would not get that touch.

“Good boy,” Laura smiled. “Now, you can help me take off this outfit and put on something pretty to meet your folks.”



Laura sat down on the seat next to me, smoothing her pretty dress behind her. Across the table, my mom smiled indulgently at her, and my dad looked at his wife. She really had woven a spell over them completely different to the one she wove over me. She had charmed the hell out of them, just like I knew she could.

And honestly, as I gazed at Laura smiling at my parents, I had the feeling my mom was right. She didn’t have to know the darker side of my Princess, the kinky things we got up to behind closed doors. The things she had done to me right before we came to meet them for dinner, and the things I hoped she would do to me afterward. That was our little secret.

What wasn’t secret was the way I felt about Laura. The way my mom saw me looking at her, her smile widening as she saw the stare of absolute adoration I directed toward the pretty girl sitting next to me. My parents would never know just how Laura managed to weave such a potent spell over me. But they didn’t have to. They could see themselves that I loved this girl.

And that was all that mattered.


32. The Relationship Deepens

“I think that went really well.”

“Yeah, it did.”

It did. There was no denying that. Laura could be absolutely charming when she wanted to be, and around my parents, she really turned it on. She was funny and sweet and astonishingly pretty, everything a guy’s parents might want his girlfriend to be. In fact, if anything, I was worried my mom had liked my girlfriend too much. Now, I knew I was never going to hear the end of questions about when I would marry her, when I would give my mother the grandbaby she wanted.

But that wasn’t on the radar for me. Not yet, anyway. We were still having far too much fun as we were.

“They’re really nice, your parents.”

“Yeah. They are.”

They are. I have friends whose relationships with their parents are far more complicated. Even Simone was a prime example. After all, her strange family history was partly responsible for the frankly weird situation I found myself in with Laura and with Natalie, and, that memorable night and morning, with Natalie’s mother Hannah, too. My own relationship with my parents was far less complicated. I’ll admit that my mom’s constant fussing and busybody tendencies sometimes drive me crazy. But it all comes from a place of love.

Truthfully, I had wanted my parents to like Laura, and I was glad that they did. Their opinion mattered to me, whether it should or not. It’s not as though I would have broken off our relationship if they didn’t approve, of course. I’m a grown man, and I make my own decisions. Still, it wouldn’t be a good sign.

But they did like her, and I was thankful for that. And it seemed like she liked them, too. Or at least was extremely good at acting like she did. Part of the point of meeting someone’s parents, I often think, is to give you some clue as to what they are likely to turn into. I sincerely hoped I wouldn’t end up like either my mother or my father, as much as I love them both. But it’s a possibility you ignore at your peril.

And there was an admission in there, too. Something I was maybe still a little uncomfortable with admitting, though getting more used to it with each day that passed. A focus on the future. An admission that this might be something that lasted a long time. That it was something I wanted to last a long time. Truthfully, when I first hooked up with Natalie, I had been looking for something more. She, on the other hand, absolutely wasn’t.

But then I met Laura, and things changed. And now, here we were, doing something she once joked about. Meeting my parents, possibly the most boyfriend – girlfriend activity imaginable.

Though ultimately, it doesn’t change who we really are.

I drove her home through the city, painfully conscious of that beautiful body in her pretty blue dress sitting on the seat beside me. I couldn’t really tell if I was right in sensing a ferocious sexual energy in the air between us. Maybe it was just me.

Because Laura had made sure I would stay horny. She had never looked sexier than she did when she greeted me at the door in her new latex catsuit. And she had made me pleasure her, then had me help her get dressed in that same pretty blue dress to go meet my parents. While they were around, I had been able to suppress my urges, even if not entirely. Even if the thought of sex with the charming woman sitting next to me cracking jokes with my family was enough to keep me distracted with aching desire.

But now, it was just the two of us once again. And now, that seemingly limitless supply of desire was building up inside me again, making me vibrate with the pure force of an ancient need.

Maybe Laura didn’t even realize what she was doing to me. But somehow, I doubted that.

Still, she seemed happy as I drove her home to her apartment. And she had every reason to be. She was right about the meeting with my parents. It had gone as well as either of us could have hoped. And although I was now squirming with desire sitting next to her in the car, our deep sexual chemistry reasserting itself now that we no longer had to be on our best behavior, I couldn’t help feeling that something between us had changed just a little. I was looking at her differently. Maybe it was all my mom’s talk of marriage and babies. I knew we weren’t ready for that yet. But at the same time, was it really that crazy an idea? My relationship with Laura had got off to the most unusual start imaginable. But in the long term, it’s not about how things start, but about where they end up.

And we ended up outside Laura’s apartment building, parking the car on a side street and heading to her door. Laura turned heads in her blue dress, and I was reminded again how lucky I was to be with her. Natalie was an absolute sexpot, the kind of woman who could turn men stupid with nothing more than a lock from those striking blue eyes. Laura’s sex appeal was a little less overwhelming. But that didn’t mean she was any less desirable. She had more of a girl-next-door thing going on, a more wholesome look that contrasted with what I knew better than anyone to be an incredibly devious and kinky mind. She was not like anyone else I had ever met, this girlfriend of mine. She was uniquely and completely herself.

Laura opened the door of her apartment building and headed up the stairs. Walking behind her, I could see a little higher up her dress as she climbed above me, and her body excited me as reliably as it always did. It didn’t seem to matter how many times we slept together, or how many kinky adventures we had. I was still as intoxicated with her body as ever. Maybe even more so as time went on.

I wondered if she knew that, too.

Laura unlocked the door of her apartment and stepped inside. I followed. No words passed between us. She didn’t invite me inside; we were passed those kinds of formalities. We were intimate now, intimate in a way I didn’t feel I was even with Natalie, for all the compromising positions that dominant woman had put me in. This was a matter of love just as much as it was about sex.

Though as Laura led me toward her bedroom and I mutely followed, my heart beating ever higher in my chest, it was sex I was thinking about more than it was love.

“Come here,” Laura said as she sat down on the edge of the bed, her dress sliding teasingly higher on her thighs. As she spoke, she patted the mattress beside herself, encouraging me to take a seat. I stepped over to her, sitting down on the bed beside her. She turned where she sat, and I felt the softness of her lips as she pressed them against mine, kissing me deeply. I kissed her back, echoing her enthusiasm, the erotic tension and lust between us building all the time. Admittedly, it didn’t take much. I was more or less permanently hungry for her, desperate for that incredible body and unbelievably kinky mind. Every touch only heightened the desire I felt for her that never really went away.

And it soon became clear to me that Laura felt the same way.

Her hands moved over my body, weaving that spell they never failed to create. And mine moved over hers too, feeling her soft skin and her enticing curves through the thin fabric of her dress. She could be so yielding, so generous, so giving sometimes. And then, at other times, she was the selfish and demanding queen I needed her to be. That was something my girlfriend had that Natalie didn’t, I reflected, as I continue to kiss her with increasing passion. Natalie was a natural dominatrix, a gifted and experienced user of men. But she didn’t have that sweeter side that Laura did, the caring, generous side. That was the light that made her substantial shadow even more bewitching.

“Ha! Someone’s horny,” Laura said as she lifted her lips away from mine at last. Her questing hand had found its way between my legs, and through my pants, she took hold of the throbbing length of my cock. She was right, of course. I was already fully erect, my body responding as reliably as ever to my princess’s touch. Of course, that was exactly what she wanted.

“I guess I shouldn’t be surprised,” Laura grinned, her pretty face mere inches from mine as she continued to manipulate my manhood through my clothes. “I did kind of tease you there, didn’t I? Getting dressed up all sexy, and making you eat my pussy and not giving you anything in return. Why am I so mean to you?”

“I don’t know, Princess,” I said with a smile, and Laura laughed. We both knew what it meant when I called her that. We both knew that I was slipping easily into submission to her all over again, our regular roles reestablished the minute we were behind closed doors. It was starting to feel so natural, even if it hadn’t yet lost any of its kinky thrill.

“Because I can be,” Laura said, her nose wrinkling as she smiled. “Because you love it. Because that’s what a boy like you needs. A strong woman to keep him in his place.”

“I guess so,” I grinned. Because I knew what was coming. Not the details, maybe; those were always up to her. But I knew that another sexy game was on the horizon, that after playing the sweetest conventional girlfriend over lunch with my parents, she would want to reassert her dominant authority. And that was something I very much wanted to experience again.

“Let’s get these clothes off.”

Laura fit her actions to her words. Her busy hands moved over my body, swiftly and skillfully removing my shirt. Pulling it off my shoulders, she dragged it down my arms, and her warm brown eyes lit up as a new idea grabbed her. I saw it coming myself. Seeing me like that, my arms held behind me by my shirt, couldn’t fail to give a woman like her ideas.

Keeping her grip on my shirt, Laura climbed onto the bed. Placing her other hand on my shoulder, she pushed me down forcefully onto the mattress. There was something uncharacteristically aggressive in her movements as she pushed me around, rolling me over onto my stomach with my throbbing cock trapped underneath me.

Laura was all over me. She climbed on top of me, using her weight to pin me down, sitting on my head as it disappeared under her dress. I turned my face to the side so I could keep breathing easily, and her warm thigh pressed against my face, ensuring every breath I took smelled of her. A slight chuckle was the only reaction she gave as I kissed her thigh, knowing what was just above it, just out of my sight. But for now, my dominant girlfriend was busy.

Laura pulled on the shirt that was still around my arms, and I felt it growing tighter. I didn’t fight back. Why would I? It excited me being handled like this. Usually, Laura didn’t even try to physically overpower me. It was the one area where I had the advantage. Besides, she and seemingly every other woman in my life had plenty of more elegant ways to keep me in their control. Still, it was an unusual thrill to do it this way, for her to handle me roughly and treat my body like her own possession again.

The shirt grew tighter around my arms by the second. Laura grunted as she pulled on the sleeves, wrapping them around my wrists and tying them together in a tight knot. By this stage of our relationship, my Princess had all kinds of specialized restraints, her tips from the restaurant where she worked helping to fund an ever-growing collection of sex toys and bondage gear. But today, it seemed, she wanted to do things the old-fashioned way.

Fine by me.

Finally, she had my hands tied behind my back. Climbing off my head, he slid her hands under my body and rolled me over onto my back again. Then, leaning forward, she began unfastening my pants, her movements more leisurely now that I was fully restrained.

I watched. As Laura unfastened my pants and pulled down my underwear, my cock sprang out at full attention. Smiling, she ran her hand over it, teasing me once again through the fabric of my underwear. Her touch sent bright shockwaves of pleasure racing through my body, making me squirm and groan beneath her. Laura giggled again. There was no way for her not to see the ferocious control she had, the outrageous power my desire gave her. And she basked in that power, enjoying it for exactly what it was. Nothing less than the sign of my total devotion to this incredible woman who knew exactly how to drive me crazy with submissive lust.

“Nice and hard for your Princess. Good,” Laura said, continuing to run her hand teasingly up and down my cock while I groaned desperately beneath her. “But don’t think that means you’ll be getting an orgasm. I still haven’t decided if you’ve earned that.”

“Please, Princess. I’ll do anything.”

My pathetic begging and pleading was all part of the game, of course. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t also real. Laura was right, after all. I was desperately horny, and her actions now were only making that more true by the minute. She had me right where she wanted me, right where she always wanted me. Desperate and throbbing and in need of the touch only she could give me. Completely in her power, just the way she liked.

So I wasn’t surprised when Laura paused, enjoying my reactions, savoring her dominant control over me. She looked like a queen as she sat there, still wearing the pretty blue dress she had worn to meet my parents, but now toying with my cock like it was her personal property.

But I was surprised by what happened next.

Smiling, Laura released her grip on my cock. She swept her hair back behind her ears, her eyes flashing as she looked at me, secure in her total power and authority to do whatever she wanted.

Then, she shuffled forward on her knees again. I felt her movements through the springs of the mattress as she crouched above me, leaning forward.

I cried out in pleasure and surprise as she crouched above me and took my cock in her mouth.

Laura sucked my cock slowly, carefully, like she was trying to win an award for it or something. And even from the first touch of her lovely lips, I felt myself gasping and trembling with total desire. The pleasure was almost overwhelming as her cheeks hollowed around my shaft, her lips pressing tight against the skin, her tongue teasing the sensitive head as I squirmed beneath her. I gasped and moaned, I panted and squirmed, and nothing I could do would relieve me from the almost painful pleasure my girlfriend was giving me. She was playing my cock like it was an instrument, and she was a true virtuoso. Leaning over me with my manhood in her mouth, Laura remained what she always was: unarguably and completely in charge of everything that happened between us.

I could feel my orgasm rising inside me. My cock swelled even further between Laura’s lovely lips. And I saw her brown eyes gazing up at me, locking onto mine as she gazed at my reaction. She knew what she was doing. But she wanted to see it, too. She wanted to see the powerful effect she was having on me, the way she was manipulating my body and reducing me to a quivering wreck of pure pleasure.

It was working.

And I shouldn’t have been surprised at Laura’s malicious sadism. Maybe I wasn’t. Maybe some part of me expected nothing less.

Still, that didn’t stop me crying out in pure frustration and an unbelievable sense of loss as Laura, sensing I was on the very edge of explosion, suddenly lifted her mouth away.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said, laughing while I begged and pleaded. “I told you, I haven’t decided if I’m going to let you cum today at all. I’m not sure you’ve been good enough.”

“I’ve been really good, Princess!” I blurted out, making Laura laugh again. Of course, she could hear the desperation in my voice. She could hear how desperate I was, how I would say and do anything to get what I wanted most. She got off on it.

“Have you? I think I’m the one that gets to decide that. And you haven’t convinced me. Yet. So you’re going to need to be very, very good if you want your silly little orgasm, okay?”

“Yes, Princess,” I panted obediently. There was really nothing else I could say. Laura’s methodical work with my shirt had my hands completely immobilized, and even if she hadn’t, we both knew I was completely in her grip anyway. All she needed was a word, a smile, her disarmingly innocent-seeming beauty and her wicked and kinky mind. And I was hers. Maybe I always would be.

“That’s a good boy.”

Completely confident, Laura moved on the mattress beside me again. To my dismay, she was moving away from my lap, away from my shining cock that twitched and glistened in the empty air, craving her touch as though nothing had ever been more important in the world. Kneeling beside my head, Laura unzipped her dress and pulled it off her body. In her matching underwear set, she looked as radiant as ever, looming above me like some unstoppable goddess. Which to me in that moment, of course, she was.

Laura pulled her panties down. I watched with desperate desire that made me tremble and shake, every scrap of my attention focused on the beautiful goddess above me. She shifted from one knee to the other as she pulled her underwear completely off, and I stared at her pussy as it hovered in front of me, framed by her light pubic hair calling to me as I lay there beneath her.

Laura climbed on top of me. And I knew exactly what she wanted. I knew I was once again going to have to ignore my own desires, to put my needs behind hers. Treating me like this turned my Princess on. And now, it was my job to do something about that.

Laura straddled my face, facing my feet, lowering her pussy down toward my waiting mouth like she had done so many times before. And I tasted her pleasure like I so often did, my tongue seeking out the depths of her femininity to give her what she wanted. It was what I wanted too, normally. I loved licking my mistress’s pussy. Still, as delicious as she always was, as erotic as this act of service invariably felt, that didn’t change the faint flavor of torture it had for me. Because I wanted more. And for now, Laura wasn’t giving it to me.

Instead, she was caught up in her own pleasure. And her greed turned me on the way it always did, that old submissive magic working all over again. My bound hands couldn’t reach her beautiful body, but my tongue and lips could, and in the fragrant darkness underneath her, I used every trick I knew to please my Princess.

Before long, I had her moaning and gasping. I could feel her pussy spasming against my mouth, and I knew she was getting close. I slid my tongue deep inside her wet folds, and she moaned out loud, letting the bedroom ring to the unselfconscious sound of her pleasure. It seemed her roommate had gone out while we were at lunch anyway. But something told me it wouldn’t have mattered if she hadn’t. These days, my Princess was getting more and more comfortable with being open to others about how kinky we were.

But for now, all I had to focus on was her. And that’s exactly what I did. I thrust my tongue deep inside her, teasing her lips with careful movements of mine, and I kept pleasuring her pussy until she screamed in orgasm. The warm fluids gushed out of her way they always did, like a reward to me for doing a good job, and in the depths of my submissive desires, it felt like exactly that.

“Good boy,” Laura murmured, and as humiliating as it was, hearing her say those words made my heart soar. Because I knew the unspoken promise that lay behind them. I knew that like always, the only hope I had of getting what I wanted was to serve my dominant girlfriend as meekly and humbly as I possibly could. And maybe, just maybe, if I was a good boy, she would have mercy on me and allow me some pleasure.

Laura climbed off me. Her eyes were bright as she looked down at me, a giddy grin spread across her pretty face. She loved this. She loved the things she could do to me, what she could reduce me to. She loved the power and control my desire for her gave her. And unlike Natalie, Laura never seemed to take it for granted. It always seemed to come to her almost as a surprise, as some gift from the universe she hoped for but would never expect. That was part of what made it so much fun to serve her, to play with her like this. Neither of us ever forgot how wild and strange and thrilling this was.

“You probably think I’m going to let you cum now, don’t you?” Laura said. At the same time, she shifted on the bed above me. Leaning to one side, she wrapped her fingers around my cock once again. I groaned at her touch just the way I knew she wanted me to, and Laura giggled, still enjoying the thrill of being in total control.

“I wouldn’t dare to assume, Princess,” I said, and my answer seemed to please Laura. She chuckled as she gave my cock another squeeze that made me groan and sent another tremor of desire racing through my body.

“Good answer, bitch boy,” she said. “It’s safer for you not to assume anything. It’s safer for you just to wait and see what Princess decides to give you.”

“Yes, Princess.”

The rote response fell easily from my lips. It still made her smile to hear it, or enhanced the smile she already wore. Laura never got tired of being in charge. That was one of the things I loved about her.

“Good. As long as you never forget your place.”

“I don’t think there’s much danger of that, Princess.”

Laura giggled. And as I watched, something in her seemed to soften. Still holding my cock, she moved down my body, shuffling along on her knees. Reaching my hips, she turned to face me, that smile beaming at me again as she paused for just a moment.

Then, she straddled me. Her hand guided my manhood between the wet lips of her sex, and I groaned at the incredible feeling I had been waiting all day for. It felt far longer. It felt as though I had waited years. But now, as her wet sex tightened around me, it felt like the wait had been worth it, too.

“Does that feel good, bitch boy?” Laura teased as she rose up and down on her knees, her pussy sliding easily over my throbbing shaft.

“Uh huh,” I nodded, barely able to form coherent words at the bright bliss that floated through me. Laura laughed again. She knew exactly what I was feeling. She had seen it often enough before.

“Good. Hope it was worth the wait.”

“It always is, Princess,” I said. And even though Laura laughed at my words, I saw a trace of tenderness in her face too. She didn’t pause in her rhythmic rocking on top of me. If anything, she picked up the pace. But she stared down at me with eyes that glowed with emotion, and I gazed up at her, feeling once again like I was face-to-face with divinity.

“I love you, Princess,” I said, and Laura groaned. I felt her pussy spasm around me again, tightening even more, sending even more wicked pleasure cascading through my body

“I love you too,” Laura managed to say. But I could hear the tightness in her voice that told me how close she was getting. And I longed for her orgasmic explosion almost as much as I longed for my own.

Then it came. Laura shrieked as her pussy tightened around my cock, a fresh wave of juices pouring out of her to coat me in her ecstasy. She howled her pleasure at the ceiling, her eyes closed, her breasts heaving in the bra she still wore, every fiber of her being now focused on the powerful sensations she was feeling. And I panted and groaned beneath her, watching the beautiful spectacle, caught between the pure bliss of having made the woman I loved happy and the desperate desire she had spent all day inspiring in me.

“Princess,” I groaned in a voice that was thick with strain and frustration, “please! please, Princess, please can I cum now?”

Laura’s eyes snapped open, fixing me with that familiar look of sheer delight. She had only just stopped groaning herself, the afterglow of pleasure still shining in her eyes. But I couldn’t hold on any longer. It was about to happen no matter what she said. Once again, I could only hope that my dominant girlfriend would have pity on me.

“Go ahead, bitch,” Laura giggled as I groaned in relief. “Go ahead and cum for your Princess.”

I did. On her command, I exploded, my cock swelling desperately as I pumped my seed into her body. Laura groaned softly at the feeling, but the sound of her voice was almost completely lost by my wild ecstatic yell. My orgasm seemed to go on and on, my cock thumping to a wild rhythm as I emptied myself into this incredible woman.

And when the desperate spasm finally ended, I gazed up her. I saw Laura’s face beaming down at me, her cheeks flushed with pleasure, her eyes glassy, the pure joy of the life we had built together reflecting back at me from every line of her pretty face.

In that moment, I felt a deep swell of love for her in my heart. And I didn’t stop to think. I didn’t ask myself any of the questions I had been pondering in secret for the last little while. Suddenly, with absolute clarity, I knew what to do. And I didn’t care what it might cost.

“Princess Laura,” I said, gazing deep into her shining brown eyes, “will you marry me?”

Laura gasped. Her eyes went wide with astonishment as she stared down at me. Her skin was still glistening with the sweat of our sex, my cock still throbbing and slow to soften inside her. Hardly the most romantic scene for a proposal.

But somehow, given the way we had met and the way our relationship had progressed, it seemed fitting. And her answer made my heart expand with pure joy.

“Oh my God, yes!”


33. The Wedding Party

“Are you nervous?”

“Nervous? Rocco, I’m terrified.”

Rocco laughed. His hands smoothed the front of my suit jacket one last time, his eyes moving over my outfit. The suit was brand-new, bought for the occasion. The first one I ever owned. I felt awkward in it, as though I were dressing up as someone else. And I had a feeling that’s what this whole day would be like, a kind of pretense. A sort of masquerade that had little to do with what was really happening.

“It’ll be fine. It’ll be fun. Just focus on her, and you’ll be all right.”

Of course, Rocco was speaking from recent experience. In a way, it was his wedding that had kicked off this whole demented adventure. Without that, I would never have met Natalie. And without her, I might never have discovered the wild sexual thrill of being dominated by women.

That wasn’t why I was marrying Laura. I was sure of that. Our sexual chemistry might be insane, the things we did together some of the most satisfying and exciting experiences of my entire life. But I wasn’t stupid enough to get married because of great sex.

Then again, it didn’t exactly hurt, either.

I took a deep breath, and let it out, trying to calm myself. And I thought of her, wherever she was, getting ready for our big day. Rocco was right. It helped to calm me down to think of her buzzing with excitement, her heart full of the love we shared, ready to embark on the adventure of a lifetime together. I never imagined when I met her in the bathroom of a restaurant, forced by Natalie to show her the women’s panties I was wearing, that we would end up here. And in such a short time, too.

When it’s right, it’s right. That was all I knew, and all I had to remind myself why I was doing this as my nervousness threatened to get the better of me.

“You look good,” Rocco said. “Ready to go?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

Rocco smiled as he stepped toward the door of his guestroom and pushed it open. Of course he was my best man. Who else would it be? After all, he was my best friend. And already, I got the sense that I could never have chosen a better one. He was an oasis of calm in the whirling chaos that had become my life. On a day like this, I needed that.

“You look nice,” Simone said as I followed Rocco out into the living room. She was sitting on the couch, already dressed and ready to go.

“I look nice? Look at you!”

Simone smiled as she rose to her feet. She was wearing an emerald green dress made of silk that shimmered as it hung from the curves of her body. She had her brown hair done up, held in a bun behind her head but with a strand left to hang free on either side of her face. Her makeup accentuated her pretty features, enhanced by the smile spread across her face. It was still awkward hanging around with my friends now that they knew the lurid details of my sex life. But that didn’t change the fact that they were my friends. Nor did it change the fact that, looking at Simone, I felt again that inappropriate desire for her, that excitement that she had been sparking in me ever since she found me tied up by Natalie at her own wedding.

“Thanks,” she said. “But there’s only one woman you should be looking at today, and that’s Laura. Make sure you tell her how beautiful she is when she meets you at the altar.”

“I will,” I said. It seemed like a lot to remember. But somehow, I knew that was one thing I was unlikely to forget.

Even if it was going to be a wedding full of strange distractions.

*****

We kept the wedding small. But even a small wedding can be a big deal. It was a strange group of people that formed the small crowd at the hall we rented for the brief ceremony. My parents were there, of course, my mom blubbing theatrically into a tissue while my dad smiled indulgently beside her. Laura’s parents were there too. It was only the second time I had met them, the first being the time we flew out to meet them after we got engaged. They seemed like decent people, as far as I could tell. Which was a good thing, if they were going to be part of my life from now on. Marry a woman, and you marry her family, Rocco had told me when I told him the news about my proposal to Laura. Make sure you like her family. It seemed like good advice.

But it wasn’t just family at the wedding. How could we not invite Natalie? After all, she was the entire reason we had met. Besides, she still had that strange sexual hold over me. Although looking at her, maybe it wasn’t that strange.

She was wearing a black dress that fell to below her knees, but it was unbelievably tight around her incredible body. It wrapped her from shoulders to knees, with a deep V that showed off her incredible breasts. Totally inappropriate for a wedding, really. But somehow, given the way Laura felt about the dominant woman, I suspected my bride would forgive her.

And just like Rocco had advised, I did my best to focus on Laura. Even in Natalie’s presence, it wasn’t hard. The white dress was a bit of a joke considering the way we met and the way we had lived our lives ever since, but those are the rules. And she looked incredible in it. Her makeup was flawless, her hair shone like gold, and joy lit up her pretty face, making her more irresistible than any makeup or outfit ever could.

As she reached the officient where I waited, I told her how beautiful she looked. And she smiled at me, that happiness shining at the front of her eyes, and nothing else mattered. Everything else melted away.

The ceremony was over quickly. Almost too quickly. The reception followed, and it went late into the night. It was exhausting. Even though we had kept the guest list small, we still had to talk to everyone. Food and drink was served, and the hours went by, and I could feel myself fading. As happy as I was, I could feel the smile on my face becoming more forced.

But mercifully, the crowd started to thin out. My parents went home, and Laura’s returned to their hotel. Some of the other people we had invited, Laura’s friends from work, said goodbye to us and headed home.

And finally, we were left with what I would call the core group. Me and Laura, of course. Simone and Rocco. Laura’s roommate Chloe.

We were sitting around the table, the wine flowing, and the laughter flowing with it. I had thought everybody had left. But then, I saw Laura’s head turn as someone approached the table. And I looked up, straight into the dazzling eyes of Natalie.

Everyone turned to look. In that situation, another woman might have felt self-conscious. But not her. Never her. Natalie walked into every room like she owned it, entered every new situation she found herself in as though she was in total control. Perhaps we are all the main character of our lives, but no one I ever met seemed to believe that so firmly and unshakably as Natalie did. The rest of us were background characters whenever she was around.

And she looked amazing. At the ceremony, I had done my best not to notice her, as impossible a task as that was. But the act of getting married took up enough of my attention.

And then, at the reception, I had noticed her around. She had come over to chat with us for a while, and Laura greeted her more warmly than I did. But as the night went on, I had almost forgotten about her. Almost. As much as I ever did, anyway.

Except now there she was, looking like some evil queen in her black dress so tight it looked like it had been painted on, and everyone’s attention was on her, waiting for those plump red lips to speak. She was looking right at me, and again, I felt that thrill of fear and excitement I so often did whenever I was around her. I didn’t love her the way I loved Laura. That was a fact. But it was also a fact that Natalie was unspeakably beautiful, and seeing her never failed to make me weak for all of that wild beauty again.

“I just realized,” Natalie said. “I never got you guys a wedding gift.”

“Oh, that’s okay,” Laura quickly said. “You’ve done more than enough for us.”

Laughter rippled around the table as she spoke. Chloe might not know the full story behind me and Laura’s relationship, and the pivotal role Natalie had played in it. Then again, maybe she did. Maybe Laura had told her. Rocco and Simone knew all about it, and they knew exactly what Laura’s words implied. And I felt my cheeks turning red with shame as it dawned on me for the first time that day that everyone left at our wedding was well aware that I was my new wife’s sex slave.

“I guess,” Natalie said. She smiled as she spoke, and that smile made her gorgeous face even more irresistible, if anything. Once again, I noticed that Laura was looking at the other woman with an expression of something like adoration. She was just so impressed by Natalie, even after all the things we had done together independently. Even though my wife – it still felt strange thinking of her like that – was a beautiful and commanding and competent dominatrix in her own right, a woman who knew exactly how to bring me to my knees, how to own me sexually. She still seemed so impressed by everything about Natalie.

Then again, there was no denying that she was a very impressive woman.

“Still. I feel like I should give you something to commemorate the occasion. I mean, it’s not every day one of my boy toys gets married.”

Her words seemed to suck all the air out of the room. At least, they did for me. We all knew it, of course. Maybe we were all thinking it. But trust Natalie to have the confidence and lack of shame to say it out loud, to verbalize the relationship between us as if it were completely normal. Maybe to her, it was.

And at her words, I could feel something stirring inside me. That desire that was never far from my thoughts, ever since the last wedding I had been to when I met this remarkable dominant woman. Under the table, I felt Laura squeeze my hand.

“Why don’t we go back to my place?” Natalie said. She smiled as she spoke, a smile that dripped with menace for all its undeniable beauty. But I knew the kind of threat this woman posed. And it was a kind of threat I couldn’t resist. For that matter, neither could my new wife.

“What do you think?” Laura said, turning her shining eyes to me. From the expression on her face, I could already see how she felt about Natalie’s outrageous offer. Pretty much the same way I did.

“You guys are too much,” Simone said, shaking her head to make the dark strands of her hair sway around her pretty face.

“You’re invited too, sis,” Natalie said, turning that smile on Simone. “And your sexy husband, too.”

“Were not sisters,” Simone said, but Natalie’s smile never faltered. I never knew anyone that could so easily get under Simone’s skin the way she did. But I remembered Simone’s curiosity about the things I did with Natalie, and how she had involved herself in my kinky adventures more and more. Natalie intrigued her, just like she did the rest of us. No matter what the history between them might be.

“You’re all invited,” Natalie said, her gaze resting on each of us as we sat around the table. “It’ll be fun. It’ll be memorable, anyway. Want to come?”

The silence that followed her question was as dense as any I had ever experienced. No one seemed to want to break it, to be the first person to express what they wanted. We all knew what Natalie’s offer meant. She wasn’t inviting us back to her place for coffee. And on my wedding day, the last thing I wanted to do was upset my bride by showing any interest in any other woman. Not even Natalie.

But in the end, Laura made things easy for me.

“Yes,” she said, emphasizing the word with a grin as she looked at Natalie, then at me, then back to Natalie. “We’re in. Aren’t we, David?”

“Seriously? You want to?”

“Why not?” Laura said as she grinned at me. “It seems sort of fitting somehow. I mean, it’s how we met. Why not have some more fun for old time’s sake?”

“See? Your wife has the right idea, David,” Natalie said. Just the way she said my name was enough to send a shiver racing along my spine. As if she wanted to say something else, and only a very faint sense of propriety stopped her from doing it. But nervousness fluttered in my stomach, even stronger now than it had been before the wedding. This was another situation I was about to lose control of completely. It seemed like Natalie had something especially wild in mind. And it seemed like Laura was only too eager to find out what it might be.

“So you girls are going to take him home and dominate him?” Simone said with a smirk as she finished the glass of wine in front of her.

“Why not?” Laura said. “You should come, Simone. You’re part of this too, in a way. You don’t have to do anything. But I bet it will be fun just to watch.”

Simone snorted. But she didn’t say anything straightaway. I watched her tongue bulge the skin of her cheek as she stared down at the table, then turned to her husband. Rocco was not saying anything. He seemed as uncertain of himself as I was.

“Yeah, probably,” Simone said.

“Okay, great,” Natalie beamed, her radiant smile taking in all of us. “David, you know where I live. Meet me there.”

And just like that, Natalie turned and strode away. Moving with her usual grace on wicked spike heels, she practically glided across the now-empty hall, her body swaying inside the tight dress that wrapped her so close. I watched her go, and so did my wife, her eyes shining with that same excitement. And even after everything we had been through together, even after just how wild and strange this whole experience had been, I found myself yet again in a position where I could barely believe what was about to happen.

And yet, it was happening.

As Natalie disappeared through the door of the hall, it felt as though a kind of pressure had been suddenly relieved. As though we had returned to reality from some kind of strange dream that her presence wove over us. But Laura wasn’t willing to let the moment go. Her white dress rustled as she rose to her feet, and she reached out toward me with a smile until I took her hand in mine.

“Chloe, you can ride with us,” Laura said, her eyes on her roommate. “Simone, you and Rocco can follow us in your car.”

She was decisive, firm. As though there could be no possible argument with her plan. And who was going to argue with a beautiful bride on her wedding day? I saw Rocco and Simone look at each other with an unspoken question. I saw Chloe looking tentatively at her roommate. But I rose to my feet, squeezing my wife’s hand in mine, and I knew that this was what she wanted. And as much as that scared me, I wanted it to.

“Um, ok,” Simone said, frowning uncertainly as she spoke. But Laura didn’t seem to notice. Instead, she led me across the hall, following the direction Natalie had gone. Behind us, I heard Chloe rising to her feet and hurrying after us. And when I glanced over my shoulder just as we were leaving the hall, I saw Rocco and Simone standing up from the empty table too.

Outside, Chloe and I helped Laura into the passenger seat of my car, still in her wedding dress. Then I got behind the wheel, and Chloe climbed into the back. I waited until Rocco and Simone had got into their own car, then pulled away from the parking lot. My heart was hammering in my chest, and I knew I wasn’t the only one. For a while, Laura didn’t say anything, but I knew that the same excitement must be burning inside her that I could feel glowing inside me.

“This is so crazy,” Chloe said. “What are we going to do?”

“Whatever we want,” Laura grinned as she turned her head to address her friend in the backseat. “That’s how this works. We get to do whatever we like. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Chlo. You don’t have to be involved if you don’t want. But if you want to get involved, that’s cool too. That’s what’s so fun about all this. It’s so liberating. It’s like living another life.”

Laura’s hand briefly squeezed my knee as she spoke, as though to give me courage. I needed it.

And soon, we pulled up at Natalie’s house.

I parked behind Natalie’s car, in front of the open garage. Climbing out of the car, I helped Laura out, and Chloe came with us as we walked to the door inside the garage that led to the rest of the house. For a moment, I paused. Natalie had rules. I never stepped through that door with clothes on. But even though I knew what was about to happen, I was still trying to cling on to some semblance of dignity.

So I kept my suit on, and knocked on the door.

How many times had I heard that sound? That delicious sound of tall high heels approaching, knowing my mistress was coming. Natalie opened the door, and beside me, I heard Laura gasped at the sight of my mistress. I almost gasped myself.

Clearly, Natalie had had time to change. She had swapped her scandalous black dress for something even more provocative. The gorgeous curves of her body shone in the light, encased in glossy black latex. She was wearing a latex catsuit like the one Laura had, but black instead of red. It was zipped up tight around her neck, with long sleeves that covered her arms, but the skintight fabric showed off every inch of her perfect body. And over the top of the catsuit, she wore thigh-high black leather boots with sharp high heels and laces that absolutely screamed dominatrix.

“Oh my God, you look amazing,” Laura said, her eyes traveling freely up and down the other woman’s body. She was right. I tried to keep my own appraisal of Natalie’s looks more circumspect, given that I was still holding hands with my new wife. But there was no denying the way she looked, or the power it had over us all. And Natalie smiled as she stood in the doorway, a vision of dominant female beauty that was completely irresistible to me.

“Here they are,” Natalie said, looking over Laura’s head from moment to where Rocco was pulling his car up behind mine. As Rocco and Simone got out of the car, I saw her reach out for his hand, smiling at him as though to encourage him. As far as I knew, Rocco had no desires like the ones I did, to be used and humiliated and dominated. Then again, I hadn’t known I wanted that either until I met Natalie.

Rocco and Simone stepped into the garage, joining us as we stood in a group just outside Natalie’s door. And Natalie was right where she wanted to be, the center of attention, letting us all look at her provocative outfit and her unignorable beauty while she decided how she wanted everything to go.

“You know the rules by now, bitch boy,” Natalie said, turning though shining eyes on me. I gulped as I heard Chloe and Simone laugh. “Get that suit off.”

“Oh my God,” I heard Chloe murmur beside me. But Laura wordlessly squeezed my hand. Those were the rules. The rule was, I did as I was told. And after all, everyone in our little group knew the truth about me by now.

So I did it. Laura helped me take off my suit jacket, and I unbuttoned my shirt, then pulled down my pants. Laura’s dress rustled as she gathered up my clothes, draping them over the hood of Natalie’s car. Natalie didn’t stop her. She just watched, a smile on her gorgeous face, her pretty eyes gleaming with the thrill of being in charge and demonstrating that power to everyone.

And of course, I couldn’t help it. When I took off my pants and underwear, everyone could see how hard I was. With Laura standing there beside me in her wedding dress and Natalie in front of me in her black catsuit, the perfect contrast with my radiant bride, I couldn’t help it.

“Better,” Natalie smirked. “Now you, Rocco.”

“What?” my friend said behind me. And next to him, I saw Simone giggle.

“You heard her, honey,” Simone said. “The girls are in charge now. That’s the rule, isn’t it? So get that suit off. Let these women see what you’re working with.”

Rocco shook his head in disbelief at the situation he found himself in. But Natalie and the other women just waited. Simone was still smiling up at her husband, still bathing him in her obvious excitement. And I knew, maybe better than anyone, how irresistible that could be.

So I wasn’t surprised when I saw Rocco slide off his suit jacket and began unbuttoning his shirt. He couldn’t resist these women any better than I could. He might not have my submissive tendencies, but he was a man, and therefore not immune to the beauty of Natalie, of Simone, of Laura, and even of Chloe in her own way.

Rocco stripped off, finally standing there in the garage as naked as I was. And Natalie smiled as she looked him up and down, her blue eyes lingering on every inch of his body.

“I always wondered what you look like naked,” she said. “Okay, boys. Come on in. I think you’re ready to serve us now.”

Natalie turned, striding into her house. I watched the way her body swayed with every step she took in her tall boots, watched the way the latex catsuit shone on the incredible curve of her ass. And beside me, Laura took my hand again, squeezing it for encouragement. Using her other hand to gather up the skirt of her dress, she stepped through the door first, pulling me along behind her. And I followed, led into submission to Natalie once again by the woman I loved, the woman I had just made my wife. It was an unbelievable thrill. No matter what wild things we had done up to that point, I had never imagined anything quite like this. And already, I could feel myself sinking readily into that submissive state of mind, ready to serve, to obey. To be used.

Chloe followed behind us, and so did Rocco and Simone. I could hear her talking to him in a quiet voice, no doubt encouraging him, persuading him to go along with this strange adventure.

And Natalie led us all to her bedroom, her beautiful body shining under the rubber that wrapped it like a second skin, promising unbelievable sexual delights in return for our submission to her will.

Natalie stood in front of the bed, her hands on her hips, her feet spread, emphasizing her incredible hourglass figure wrapped in rubber. Her eyes blazed as she waited for us all to follow her into the room. Then she pointed to the floor at her feet.

“Kneel, sluts,” she ordered. As her blazing blue eyes moved from me to Rocco and back again, there was no doubt who she was talking about.

“Go on, babe,” Laura said softly, her hand on my arm. And choking back the tattered remnants of my pride, I did as my wife wanted. I stepped forward and dropped to my knees in front of Natalie, and the smile on her pretty face as she gazed down at me sent a spike of nervous lust through my heart.

“Just do it, Rocco,” I heard Simone say as she pushed her husband forward. Clearly, he was putting up more of a fight than me. But maybe some part of him wanted this to. Or maybe he just wanted to give Simone what she so clearly desired. Because finally, he dropped to his knees next to me, the two of us submitting to Natalie as she stood above us like the gleaming goddess she was. And she looked down at us with an expression of disdain on her face, reminded again of her dominant beauty and the power it gave her over any man.

“Laura, Simone, there are some handcuffs in that drawer over there,” Natalie said. “Why don’t you grab her and cuff your husband’s for me?”

Laura laughed. Simone laughed. Even Chloe laughed, more nervous than anything. But Natalie didn’t laugh.

For that matter, neither did Rocco or me. I felt like we were hovering on the edge of something truly insane, something that would make all our adventures up to that point seem somehow normal. But I didn’t have it in me to resist. Even as I heard Laura’s wedding dress rustle as she moved toward the drawer, I stayed looking at Natalie, gazing up at her incredible body shining in her sexy outfit and reminding me just who was in charge here.

Returning from the drawer, Laura crouched behind me. Her soft hands were warm on my skin as she pulled my arms back behind me, then clicked steel handcuffs around my wrists. Her hands on my shoulders, she leaned forward and kissed my neck, her lips warm and soft like a memory of who I was doing this for.

“This is going to be amazing, babe,” I heard Laura whispered in my ear. “Just do everything Mistress Natalie tells you.”


34. A Submissive’s Wedding Night

“So now what do we do?”

It was Simone who spoke, her words breaking against the momentary silence that had fallen in Natalie’s bedroom.

I’m not going to lie. Every fiber of my being was lit up with excitement at this wild new scenario. I had never bothered to count how many times Natalie had made me kneel before her to acknowledge my inferior status. Let’s just say it was a position I was used to.

But the rest of the situation was completely new. The fact it wasn’t just Natalie I was playing with, or even Natalie and Laura. The fact that Simone and even Chloe were involved now, the women outnumbering us two to one, along with the other advantages they possessed. Maybe Rocco didn’t yet realize just how much trouble he was in, but I did. And it turned me on more than I could even hope to express.

There was a strange and wild energy in the air. One I had sampled before, but never quite like this. There was some new excitement that came from the unknown. I was in no way bored of the crazy sex games I played with Natalie and with Laura. But by now, those women were old hands at being sexually dominant. Simone, by contrast, was still new to this world, still fascinated by it. As for Chloe, though she seemed open-minded, as far as I knew her only brush with dominance had been playing with me that one time when Laura was at work.

And I had learned over the course of my wild adventures something that Rocco didn’t know. That there is hardly anything more beautiful than a gorgeous woman discovering just how much power her beauty gives her.

“Whatever we want,” Natalie said.

She answered Simone’s question, but her startling blue eyes never left me and Rocco as we kneeled at her feet. I was as hard as I had ever been, my clearly visible erection leaving no one in any doubt about how I felt with regards to everything that was going on. I didn’t look over to see if Rocco felt the same. But no matter how he felt, he was in the same position as me. Just as helpless. Just as embarrassed. Maybe even more so, this being his first time and all.

“But I like to start by putting slave boys in their proper place,” Natalie went on.

She was absolutely radiant, her blonde hair shining like gold and the curves of her body glistening underneath the tight shiny latex that gripped them jealously. Her tall boots shone with the same lustre, emphasizing her long legs as she stood above us, seeming to tower over as both like a vision of dominant femininity. By now, I knew her well. I knew the power she possessed, and the devious and deviant mind that lay behind it. After all the things Natalie had made me do since the thrilling day we met, I didn’t delude myself that I could deny the woman anything. And I had a far better idea than my friend did of just how Natalie would establish our inferior status.

“You can start by licking my boots,” Natalie said with that sadistic little smirk I knew so well on her face. “Both of you. Go on. Get to work.”

Behind us, all the watching women laughed. I felt my cheeks color with shame, and beside me, I heard Rocco gasp. But after all, I had already been thoroughly humiliated in front of all of these women. Everyone in the room knew about my kinks by now. There was no point denying my mistress what she wanted. And it would hardly be the worst thing she ever made me do.

I bent at the waist, lowering my face to the floor. The shining patent leather of Natalie’s tall boots left a bitter taste on my tongue, but I ignored it. After all, I wasn’t supposed to enjoy the experience. I was supposed to grovel. And so that’s what I did, running my tongue over her foot, making her boot even shinier as I worshiped it. And the laughter of my new wife and my friend and Laura’s roommate filled my ears as I debased myself for the amusement of the watching women.

But Rocco bristled. I didn’t exactly watch what was going on with him, focusing my attention on Natalie’s foot instead. But I could hear everything. I could tell he hadn’t bowed down to his wife’s former stepsister the way I had, and I cringed faintly, knowing what that would mean for him. But in a strange way, I kind of wanted it, too. It felt incredibly strange to have my friend involved in this kinky sex party, but after all, it was a reminder that the women were firmly in charge, and what I wanted was immaterial. Also, I won’t deny that in some small way, it pleased me to know that Rocco was about to experience what I had been up against all this time. Maybe he wouldn’t feel inclined to make so many jokes at my expense after he learned just how impossible it was to resist a mistress like Natalie when she decided to put forth her sexual power.

“He’s not doing it,” Laura said.

“Yeah, they like to resist at first. But they all learn to serve in the end. I mean, look what a good boy your husband is being, groveling at my feet like the little bitch he is.”

More female laughter followed Natalie statement, but she wasn’t done yet.

“Disobedient boys get punished. Simone, I’m a little disappointed in you, not teaching your husband to obey. There’s a riding crop in that drawer. Grab it for me, and I’ll teach him what happens to naughty boys.”

I didn’t raise my face from Natalie’s feet. But I could imagine everything that was going on behind me as clearly as if I could see it with my own eyes. There was a tiny pause that followed Natalie’s words, and I found myself wondering, along with presumably everyone else in the room, whether Simone would do what she was told. I knew that she was curious about these games. Maybe more than curious. But did that curiosity extend to wanting to take part in them like this? Was she willing to see her husband in pain for her own sexual satisfaction? I had no idea.

But soon, Simone answered that question with actions, not words. And I felt the atmosphere in the room heightening, a kind of murmur of excitement coming from the watching women as Simone’s high heels thumped on the floor of Natalie’s bedroom. She opened the drawer and pulled out the riding crop, and I finally lifted my face from Natalie’s foot just for moment to see Rocco gazing at his wife with an expression of pure shock on his face.

Simone stepped forward, holding out the riding crop and offering it to Natalie. But Natalie smiled as she shook her head, her golden hair cascading over her shining black shoulders as she refused the offer.

“No, I think you should do it,” Natalie said. “Punish your husband for not bowing down to me. That’s something he’ll never forget. And trust me, you want him to remember that you can hurt him if you choose, and have fun doing it.”

“Oh my God,” Simone spluttered, laughing more in outrage and shock than in true amusement. But after the experiences I had had with her, I got the sense that that shock wasn’t entirely genuine. Yes, she found it crazy to be in the situation we were now in. So did I, even after all my recent kinky adventures. But Simone had not been all that shy about involving herself in the games we played.

This stuff fascinated her. There was no denying that. And after she had made me kiss her feet, after she had watched Laura completely dominating me in bed, I didn’t doubt that the thought must’ve crossed her mind, at least once or twice, of doing something similar to her own husband.

“You’ve been a bad boy, babe,” Simone said, unable to keep a straight face. Rocco looked up at her as she placed her free hand on his shoulder, the other holding the riding crop. She looked so beautiful in her emerald green wedding dress as she stood above her naked husband, riding crop in hand. Ever since their wedding, ever since the day I met Natalie, that had been the constant theme in my life. Endless reminders that women are more beautiful and therefore more powerful than men, and that their pleasure is all that matters. After all the training I had been put through, I was coming to believe it. Rocco, on the other hand, had a long way to go. But kneeling there had Natalie’s feet, watching Simone standing above her naked and tied-up husband, I got the feeling that this wouldn’t be the last time Simone brought her husband to his knees.

Rocco didn’t say anything. He didn’t beg for mercy. He didn’t try to talk his wife out of what she was going to do, either. And he certainly didn’t ask her to stop. Better than anyone else in the room, I could imagine what he was going through, could guess the complicated feelings fluttering inside his chest. Of course this was humiliating, embarrassing, degrading. But it was sexy, too. Unbelievably sexy. Natalie looked like some dark goddess as she stood above us in her latex dominatrix gear, and it formed the perfect contrast to my sexy wife’s virginal white wedding dress. And then Simone in her green dress and Chloe in a red one, both of them looking glamorous and gorgeous and, for Rocco and me, for now at least, completely unattainable. There was no way to look at the scene we all involved in and not see the incredible power women had over us, the pure power of sex to make us men yield and bow and kneel and accept whatever punishment our female superiors decided to give us.

Simone tapped the riding crop against Rocco’s bare ass, and I heard the women giggle again. Rocco grunted, but I knew it wasn’t in pain. Simone hadn’t hit him that hard. Instead, it was as though he wanted to say something, but couldn’t decide what. Again, it was a feeling I knew well. He didn’t want to submit, didn’t want to admit his own sexual inferiority in the presence of his wife and everyone else. But at the same time, in the position we found ourselves in, it was impossible to deny.

“That’s not going to teach him anything,” Natalie said, looking now at Simone. “That was a little love tap. It’s got to sting if you want your husband to learn anything. Just because he has a nice big cock and is handsome, that doesn’t mean he gets to do whatever he wants. Go on, Simone. Teach him a lesson. Teach him that his place is at the feet of superior women.”

“You hear that, babe?” Simone said, leaning over her husband and grinning at him. By now, Rocco was grinning too. He might be embarrassed, confused, out of his depth and unprepared for what was coming. But like me, he couldn’t possibly ignore the wild erotic tension in the air. He couldn’t deny how radiant Simone looked as she stood above him, coming at last into the dominant female sexual power she had been flirting with for so long.

“Is that your place? At my feet?”

Simone’s eyebrows climbed her smooth brow as she spoke. Rocco didn’t answer her question, just gazing up at his wife in a kind of disbelief at what she had become. And even as I went on licking Natalie’s shiny boots, I watched too as Simone brought the riding crop down on her husband’s bare ass, harder this time.

“Natalie makes men into her little playthings. Look at David over there. Look what a good boy he’s being. That’s what you need to be like, babe. You need to do as you’re told.”

By now, every woman in the room was howling with laughter. And as Simone spoke, she continued to bring the riding crop down on her husband’s ass, punctuating her words with a rhythmic slapping. Soon, Rocco was shifting on his knees, and I knew he was trying to pretend not to feel the pain that was obviously flowing through him.

But Simone was remorseless. She didn’t hit nearly as hard as Natalie would have in that situation, I knew. But she kept at it, warming to her task, becoming more and more comfortable with wielding a whip to train her husband in how to submit. And before too long, Rocco was squirming where he kneeled, the pain getting to him the way it always does, breaking down defenses already weakened by abject lust. Rocco was absolutely getting a taste of what I went through, learning why I was so weak for women like Natalie and Laura and now his wife, too.

Because it feels good to submit. And because sometimes, you have no other choice.

“Okay,” Rocco grunted, and Chloe and Laura cheered mockingly. Simone paused, the riding crop raised in her hand, her other hand still on her husband’s shoulder as she looked down at him.

“Okay? Ready to be a good boy now?”

Her question hung in the air for a moment, none of us able to miss the significance of the answer that might follow. But Rocco had no choice. He was no more able to resist than I was. He just hadn’t learned that the way I had yet. But he was well on his way.

“Okay. Yes,” Rocco said. And now Simone smiled. I saw that big smile spread across her face, lighting up her pretty features. It was a smile of triumph. A smile of excitement. A smile of desire at the possibilities that lay ahead, the possibilities of a woman who had discovered just how easy it can be to take away a man’s agency with nothing more than his desire for her. Simone was learning, all right. And Rocco was learning too. They were learning what me and Laura and Natalie already knew. That there was no resisting this kinky game. That these wild women had already won.

“There’s a good boy. Kiss,” Natalie said, and her words pulled all the attention in the room back to her in an instant. She snapped her fingers as she spoke, pointing down at her foot on the floor in front of Rocco. He still hesitated, but Simone just smiled down at him, raising her eyebrows again. Then, his resistance seemed to break. Rocco bent at the waist just as I had, and more laughter erupted in the room as he bowed down to the floor and placed a trembling kiss on the pointed toe of Natalie’s shiny boot.

Natalie sighed in pleasure. I went on licking her boots, but it seemed like everyone in the room was completely ignoring me now. Instead, they were engrossed in Rocco’s slow humiliation. Natalie was smiling, her eyes lit up with that joy she always felt when she made a man submit, and I knew then that nothing excited her more than this. Perhaps my mistress was already growing bored of me, having thoroughly broken me to her will. Maybe she was happy to hand me off to my dominant new wife now that there was no more challenge in making me do what she wanted. But for a woman like Natalie, there were always new men to conquer, new people to enslave. And judging by the way her mother behaved, I suspected my Mistress would go on doing this forever. That she would spend the rest of her life using people for her sexual pleasure and introducing them to a whole world of kinky adventure that would fundamentally change the way they lived their lives.

I don’t know if anybody is really born to serve. But there wasn’t much doubt in my mind at that moment that Natalie was born to rule.

“Now kiss your wife’s foot,” Natalie abruptly said. “And thank her for teaching you your place. Go on, Rocco. Or do you want all of us to take a turn whipping your ass?”

That idea prompted more laughter from the watching women. Behind me, I heard Laura’s wedding dress rustle as she shifted on the spot, trying to get a better view of what was happening. And Rocco rose up on his knees, looking from Natalie toward his wife.

Simone didn’t speak. She just stood there, still holding the riding crop, her green dress shimmering in the light with the slightest movement of her body. Reaching down with her free hand, she gathered up the silken fabric of her dress and pulled it a little higher on her leg. We could all see her foot in its high heel, thrust forward and offered to her embarrassed husband.

Rocco hesitated, but not for long. After all, he was already beaten. Once you kiss one woman’s foot, I knew, it gets easier to kiss others. And after all, they were married.

Rocco bowed down to his wife there in front of everyone, kissing her toes while she giggled with laughter, pressing her free hand to her mouth. And Rocco mumbled his thanks into Simone’s foot, thanking her for hurting him. And I trembled at Natalie’s feet, knowing perhaps better than anyone else that my friend’s relationship had entered a whole new stage. Because I knew enough about Simone to know that she was never going to forget this moment. She was never going to forget what she had been able to make her husband do. And even though this might be the only kinky adventure they had, the only time they engaged in this kind of plague, I doubted it. Simone was too excited for that. And now that she had made Rocco bow down to her, now that he had groveled at her feet once, I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist when she demanded it from him again.

“Good boy. This is fucking hot,” Natalie said.

That skintight latex catsuit groaned as she took a seat on the edge of the bed. Still kneeling on the floor in front of her, I watched her hips spread, watch the light bouncing off the rounded swell of her thighs and her breasts. My wife was standing right beside me, looking absolutely gorgeous in her white wedding dress. But for the moment, I had eyes only for Natalie. And somehow, I knew that Laura wouldn’t mind. One thing in our relationship that had never been an issue was my obvious attraction to the other woman. In fact, for whatever reason, Laura seemed to find it exciting to know how badly I wanted the beautiful dominatrix.

“I don’t know about you ladies, but I need to cum,” Natalie said, in a tone so matter-of-fact she might have been discussing the weather. And as she spoke, she reached down between her legs, finding the concealed zipper of her catsuit and drawing it open. Chloe gasped in shock, unused to this kind of public display, and even Simone looked surprised as she stood above her kneeling husband. But Laura gave no signs of shock. She just kept watching, that deviant smile fixed on her face. And my heart pounded in my chest, my cock throbbing wildly between my legs, as I guessed what would be required of me next.

“Get to work, bitch boy,” Natalie said, turning those gorgeous eyes on me. At the same time, she pointed toward her pussy that glistened between her shining eyes.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said at once, practically reflex by this point. And I did my best to ignore the additional laughter of the women as I shuffled forward on my knees and lowered my face between the legs of a goddess.

Natalie sighed as I began to lick her pussy. She had absolutely no shame, no self-consciousness whatsoever. All she cared about was pleasure. Not only did she not care about the other women watching; she wanted them to watch. She wanted them to see how she could just demand pleasure whenever she felt like it, and receive it immediately from me.

My mistress tasted as divine as ever, and as always, the humiliation of my lowly position only fired my own unrelieved desire. My cock was raging between my legs, pointing up at the goddess who sat above me, receiving my worship as her due.

And behind me, Laura’s wedding dress rustled again.

My bride stepped forward. I could feel the silk fabric tickling my skin as she stood above me. One of her hands gripped the back of my neck, the other taking a firm hold of my hair. Holding me in place between Natalie’s thighs, as if I would try to get away. And Natalie laughed as she watched Laura taking physical control of me, watching my wife leaning forward so that she could whisper in my ear while I continued to run my tongue over the wet folds of another woman’s sex.

“I can’t believe you’re eating another woman out on our wedding night,” Laura said in a low voice. Still, she didn’t seem to care too much if anybody else heard. Maybe, like Natalie, she was getting more and more comfortable with her friends knowing the truth of who she was. We both were. Because after tonight, there would be no hiding anything between any of us.

“But don’t wear your mouth out on her,” my wife continued. “Because before the night is over, you’re going to be licking my pussy until I cum all over your slutty face, too.”

“Yes, Princess,” I murmured, my words lost against Natalie’s streaming pussy and the moans of pleasure that were coming out of her with increasing regularity. But my new wife undoubtedly got my meaning. So did everybody else who was there. There was no way to mistake it, no way not to see how completely overwhelmed I was with my service to all these women.

And as Natalie’s moans of pleasure rose into the air, the atmosphere in the bedroom changed again. Already highly sexually charged, it took on a new ferocity, a new wild edge. As if her pleasure reminded everybody else of what was possible, of what was at stake. Nothing short of physical ecstasy. At least for all the women in the room.

Simone stepped away from her husband, the riding crop still swaying menacingly from her hand. Gathering up her shining green dress, she took a seat on the edge of the bed next to Natalie. All the animosity between these former stepsisters seemed to be forgotten now, the two of them united by their beautiful femininity and their taste for sexual dominance. Seeing them together like that was strangely beautiful, as though the multiple worlds I lived in were finally and irrevocably merging into one.

And when Laura released her grip on my head, instead stepping around behind me to take a seat on the bed on the other side of Natalie, I could see that even more clearly. It was Laura that was joining the worlds together, my new wife, the woman I wholeheartedly intended to spend the rest of my life with. She was a dominant goddess and a loving and caring wife, and she was the woman who had taught me that those things needn’t be mutually exclusive. Natalie might be the person who had pulled me into this world, but Laura was the one who was going to make it undeniably real.

Natalie sighed in pleasure. Her shining rubber thighs trembled on either side of my head, the spike heels of her boots drumming loudly on the floor. I could feel her pleasure coming, rising up within her, as her pussy quivered and trembled against my lips. I slid my tongue inside her, rocking my head back-and-forth, knowing how she liked that. Knowing just how to please this woman who had transformed me into her personal sex toy.

Natalie screamed. Her eyes were closed, her blonde hair cascading down her shoulders as she tipped back her head. Her hands gripped the bedsheet behind her as she held herself up with her arms, her breasts straining against the stretching latex of the catsuit she wore. Her orgasm overwhelmed her, her thighs gripping my head tightly as she thrust her hips forward, driving her fragrant pussy against my mouth. And both my wife and Simone watched, both smiling down at me as they witnessed me drinking down the orgasmic juices of my beautiful Mistress.

“Get over here.”

That was Laura. The noise of Natalie’s spasm of pleasure had barely receded, still bouncing back from the walls of the bedroom, when my new wife spoke to me. Gasping, Natalie opened her eyes, groaning with pleasure as I raised my head from between her thighs. Laura was pulling up her wedding dress, reaching up underneath to remove her bridal ligerie, and I eagerly crawled toward my wife on my knees, my cock swaying ludicrously with every movement as I hurried to do her bidding.

Laura sat with her full skirts gathered up around her hips, the white fabric spilling over into Natalie’s lap. And I nestled in between her legs, leaning forward to press my lips and tongue against my new wife’s pussy, too. The taste of my Princess merged with that of my Mistress, my mouth full of feminine pleasure as I began to service the woman I had just married.

Meanwhile, on the other side of Natalie, I could see that Simone was pulling up her dress too. And just like Laura, she was commanding her kneeling husband to come and please her.

Rocco did. I knew he would. After all, neither of us was going to turn down the opportunity to please the women we loved, even in these strange and kinky circumstances. And as Rocco kissed his wife’s sex, as I ate Laura out, Natalie grinned with pleasure, those striking eyes of hers moving from me to Rocco and back again. She couldn’t have looked more pleased with herself, more delighted with the scenario she had been able to concoct. And it was hard to imagine a scene of greater female dominance than that, two men kneeling naked on the floor and doing everything in their power to please the beautiful women who sat fully dressed above them.

No wedding night should be forgettable. But as I ran my tongue over Laura’s streaming pussy, as I felt her responding to my practiced touch, I knew that my wedding night had become just another in an ever-lengthening series of scenes of kinky sex and submission.

And as far as I knew in that moment, that was exactly what the rest of my life would be.

I was perfectly happy with that.


35. A Kinky Consummation

Laura moaned above me. She looked absolutely radiant, still dressed in her virginal white wedding dress, her breasts swelling over the cups of the bodice with every breath she took. Her eyes were closed, her blonde hair done up in an artful tower behind her head, her makeup bringing out every beautiful feature of her face. She looked amazing. And it looked even more amazing to see my beautiful bride in the throes of orgasm, to see the woman I had just vowed to love and cherish forever in front of our families now using me as her personal sex toy.

Just the way it always was between us.

But while this might be our wedding night, it wasn’t just about us. We weren’t the only couple in the room. And while I kneeled before my wife, handcuffed and naked and forced to please her with my mouth, my best friend kneeled a little further up the bed, doing the same to Simone.

The sounds of female pleasure made an unbelievably erotic duet as Rocco and I continued to go down on our wives. Laura gasped and panted in pleasure, and Simone moaned with bliss, and my cock throbbed desperately at the sound of two beautiful women being so sexually selfish and so unbelievably desirable. All the years I had spent trying not to find Simone attractive, trying not to think of Rocco’s woman in a sexual way, were completely irrelevant now. And I’ll admit to feeling a strange and unexpected little thrill to think that he was seeing the same thing for my wife. If I kept going the way I was, kept doing as I was told, my friend was going to hear my wife cum. Going to see it, too, if he lifted his head for a moment from between his own wife’s thighs. Some wild show, some strange theater piece of female sexual power and male inferiority. And we were right in the thick of it, tasting the sadistic pleasure of these powerful women on our tongues as we devoted ourselves to making them happy.

Laura cried out. Her hands gripped the back of my head as she thrust her hips forward, her oncoming orgasm making her greedy and careless of my comfort. Just the way I liked it. I plunged my tongue deep inside her, rubbing my nose against her sensitive clit, doing everything in my power to give my new wife the first orgasm of her married life.

And it came. Laura howled as her juices gushed out of her in a hot flood, coating my face even more copiously than Natalie’s had. As usual, I swallowed them as quickly as I could, desperate for the delicious taste of her sex.

As close as I was to Laura and as loud as she was being, it was difficult to hear anything else. But I couldn’t keep myself from listening all the same. And soon enough, I heard it. Simone’s orgasm riding on the wings of Laura’s, following almost immediately afterward. My Princess was still recovering, still gasping with pleasure as Simone exploded on the other side of Natalie. And I heard the wet sound of Rocco worshiping his wife, choking down the juices just the way I had done with Laura, his face anointed in the selfish pleasure of the woman he loved and served.

And as the two married women in the room convulsed in pleasure, filling Natalie’s bedroom with their cries of ecstasy, my latex-clad Mistress beamed between them. She looked so happy with what she had achieved, so completely delighted to have introduced a new couple to the wild joys of domination and submission.

After all this time, I knew Natalie well. I knew she wouldn’t be content with just that.

“Sorry, what was your name again?” Natalie said, turning her stunning face on the only woman in the room who had remained a passive audience to everything that had happened so far.

“Chloe,” Laura’s roommate said quietly. As I raised my head from my wife’s trembling pussy, I saw that Chloe seemed nervous. I couldn’t blame her. Natalie had that effect on everyone. She was so confident, it made you feel self-conscious just talking to her.

But more than that, Chloe had found herself in a situation that nothing in her life up to that point, I felt sure, had prepared her for. After all, normal people don’t watch their roommates have oral sex. Normal people don’t watch a couple they only met just hours before having kinky sex right in front of them. I used to feel the same way when these wild games first started. Then again, I remembered how she played with me that day when Laura left me tied to her bed and went to work. Chloe might be a little overwhelmed with everything that was happening, but she wasn’t completely new to these games, either.

“Chloe,” Natalie said, the smile returning to her gorgeous face. “That’s right. You’re the only lady here who hasn’t had an orgasm yet. Why don’t you come over here and use one of our slaves to get yourself off?”

“Oh my God, no,” Chloe said, shaking her head to make her black curls roll across her shoulders. Her lacy red dress was tight around her curvaceous body, and I felt a strange stab of desire as I looked at her, even with my beautiful wife sighing with pleasure up above me. Chloe’s reaction didn’t surprise me. It was a reaction any normal person would have to an outrageous suggestion like that. But as I reminded myself, there was nothing normal about the situation the six of us found ourselves in now. This was a time and place where the normal rules no longer applied. This was some little chamber of unreality where women could do whatever they wanted, and men had no choice but to serve. Chloe might be inexperienced, but she couldn’t fail to appreciate the once-in-a-lifetime position she found herself in. And my heart fluttered in my chest as I pondered Natalie’s words, wondering just exactly what would happen next.

“Don’t be shy,” Natalie went on, smiling as she exerted all her formidable powers of persuasion on another woman this time. “It’s fun to have a man completely devoted to your pleasure. Isn’t it, girls?”

Her blonde hair trailed over her shoulders as she turned her head from Simone to Laura and back again. And the two wives sat on either side of her eagerly agreed.

“It is,” Simone said, her eyes wide as though he could barely believe the words coming out of her mouth, could barely believe what she had done. “That was… awesome. That was the best he’s ever gone down on me.”

“Do it, Chlo,” Laura urged as she sat above me, her face flushed with pleasure, her eyes shining with that mischievous excitement they got at times like this, when she discovered a new angle on these kinky games we played together. “Simone’s right. It is awesome. And I don’t mind. I know you played with David before. You can play with him now, if you want. I don’t mind. I don’t mind at all. In fact, I think it would be hot seeing you dominate my husband and make him serve you.”

“Oh my God!” Chloe said again. She pressed both hands to her open mouth, her eyes wide with disbelief above them. But the other women just laughed, a laughter that was made all the wilder by the glow of sexual excitement that was slow to fade in all three of them. They were drunk with their own power and giddy with the promise of dominant sex, and suddenly, nothing was off the table. You could have said that Rocco and I were in real trouble, naked and handcuffed and completely at the mercy of these four women who ranged from a practiced and experienced dominatrix to a blushing newbie. But that would depend entirely on your definition of trouble. Because as I kneeled there at Laura’s feet, still tasting her pussy and Natalie’s in my mouth, my cock throbbing with desperate desire, it was impossible to pretend there was anywhere else I would rather be.

The women were relentless. They kept up the chorus of persuasion, encouraging Chloe to enjoy the same selfish pleasure they had. And as she smiled, lowering her hands from her face at last, I could see her resistance faltering. And when she stepped slowly toward the bed, her dark red dress tightening around her thighs with every step she took, I could already see that it was a foregone conclusion that she was going to get involved. I didn’t know how. But I didn’t doubt that the persuasion of the other women and the obvious great time they were having with us had persuaded Chloe to give being in charge a try.

Chloe stepped toward us. Everyone was watching her now, the three women sitting on the bed and the two of us men kneeling in front of it. Her dark eyes traveled from Rocco to me and back again, an expression of disbelief on her face.

“Which of these sluts would you like to use?” Natalie said. As she spoke, she swung a slow kick at me, and I grunted as the boot I had licked earlier connected with my thigh. “You can use both of them, if you like. They’ll both do exactly as they’re told. Won’t you, boys?”

“Yes, Mistress Natalie,” I said, without hesitation. After all, it was no more than the truth. And if Chloe wanted to use me the way Laura had used me, the way Natalie had used me, I was perfectly willing to accept that. I still remembered how she had led me around her apartment when Laura was out, how she had held my cock, how she had teased me with her feet. Things between us hadn’t gone any further than that. But she was a sexy girl in her own right, and the thought of her discovering her own hidden talents for domination made my cock throb and rage between my legs as I waited to see what would happen.

“You can use David if you want,” Laura said above me. “I know you guys had fun together that day I was at work. I know he’d be happy to eat you out on our wedding night.”

Chloe spluttered with laughter, but her eyes shone as she looked at me. I didn’t say a word. After all, it didn’t matter what I said. That was all part of the game, for Rocco and I to have no say in what happened. For even Chloe, a woman we barely knew, to have the right to use our bodies as she saw fit.

“What about you, Rocco?”

I turned my head to see Simone looking down at her husband with a sly expression on her face. She tapped her foot against his thigh just like Natalie had done with me, though with a little less force. She looked him up and down, her eyes taking in his naked body with obvious desire, his throbbing cock pointing up from where he kneeled at her feet, restrained and tamed just like I was.

“How would you like to be the sex toy of a woman you just met?”

Above me, Laura laughed at Simone’s words. Natalie smiled too, delighted with how everything was going. But Rocco gazed up at his wife without speaking, his mouth open, an expression of disbelief on his face. I wasn’t surprised by that. He didn’t know what I did about Simone, that she had been curious about this lifestyle ever since she found me tied up at their wedding, if not before. That she had flirted with the idea of being in charge, of being sexually dominant just like Natalie and Laura were. Rocco’s wife was kinkier than he knew. But he was finding out, along with the rest of us, just how far Simone was willing to go.

“What – what should I do?” Chloe said. And smiling, Simone shifted slightly on the bed as the other woman sat down next to her.

“Whatever you want,” Natalie said encouragingly. “Though I recommend starting with a good pussy licking. It’s nice to have them serve you and give you pleasure while giving them nothing in return.”

Sitting next to Simone, Chloe blushed. But her dark eyes shone as she looked at Rocco, kneeling closer to her than I was. And strange as it seemed even to me, I felt a faint stab of envy in that look she gave him. Chloe and I had played together, but we hadn’t come anywhere close to having anything like sex. And now, it seemed that wasn’t about to happen even in this unique situation.

As Chloe slowly pulled up the skirt of her dress, the other women cheered. I saw Natalie and Laura exchange they meaningful look, wordlessly sharing their pleasure at how well this was all going for them. It was just too easy.

While Chloe blushingly exposed herself, Simone turned her attention back to her husband. Leaning forward, her breasts showing in the top of her green dress, she gripped Rocco’s chin in her hand and looked deep into his eyes.

“Don’t embarrass me here, babe,” she said firmly. “I want you to give this girl the best orgasm she’s ever had. You understand me?”

“Yes,” Rocco said in a hoarse voice, and Laura and Natalie laughed out loud at his newfound submission to his wife. Simone smiled triumphantly, lifting her head to look at the other two women on her left. It occurred to me in that moment that there might be an element of showing off going on here. As though these women would want to prove to one another that they had perfect control over us men. Natalie’s position as queen bee wasn’t really in dispute. Still, I knew a woman like Simone would want to prove that she could be just as dominant as her former stepsister. And Laura had always wanted to be more like Natalie from the moment we met. As though the beautiful woman dressed in latex was inspiring the whole world, one woman at a time, to embark on these kinky adventures.

Simone released her grip on her husband’s chin as Chloe pulled her skirt up around her hips and pulled down her panties. She spread her legs, still looking nervous. But Simone took hold of the back of Rocco’s neck and guided him toward a woman she barely knew. He shuffled along on his knees while the watching women laughed and applauded, watching as his own wife led his face down to Chloe’s pussy. And Rocco, with one last glance up at his wife, began licking.

Chloe gasped. And Simone watched, her eyes flickering coolly over the scene in front of her as she observed what was technically her husband’s infidelity, even if she was the one who had forced him into it. Rocco kept licking Chloe, and soon her moans of pleasure filled the room, as though he wanted to make sure she was really okay with all this. As though he expected her to change her mind at any minute, to order him to stop, or to be angry at him for doing what he was doing. But Simone gave no signs of that. Quite the opposite. She seemed delighted. She crossed her long legs, making herself comfortable on the bed as she watched her husband eat pussy on her command. And for a while, we all watched, the wet sound of his mouth moving over Chloe’s pussy filling the room as her moans and groans grew steadily louder.

“Fuck, this is so naughty,” Laura said above me, and I tore my attention away from her roommate to look up at my bride. She was speaking to Natalie, her eyes shining, her teeth gleaming as she bit her lower lip. She hadn’t bothered to cover herself back up, still sitting on the bed with her legs exposed, her wedding dress pulled up around her waist. She looked the perfect combination of regal and slutty, the dominant wife I had never known I wanted, but now had promising a future filled with unbelievable adventures like this.

And Natalie smiled back at her, the two beautiful women who had drawn me into this unbelievable life sitting side-by-side. One dressed in a pristine white bridal gown, the other wrapped in a skintight black latex catsuit. Their outfits were almost completely opposite one another, and yet there was that commonality between them. That delight that shone in their faces. The pleasure they took in making me submit, in making me theirs. In using me for their selfish pleasure, knowing that there was nothing I wanted more.

By now, Chloe’s cries of pleasure were heading toward an inevitable crescendo. And Laura pulled her gaze away from Natalie to look at me. She was still biting her lower lip as her eyes traveled over my body, looking me up and down where I kneeled throbbing at her feet. I had never wanted her more. And after all the wild experiences we had had since the day we met, that was saying a lot. I was consumed with lust for this woman, unable to get her off my mind at any moment of the day. Her and Natalie both. I was intoxicated by them both, completely absorbed in their beauty and dominance and erotic cruelty. And as much as I struggled to believe that such an exotic creature consented to be my wife, I wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of my days serving Laura in any way she allowed me to.

Best of all, she wanted the same thing.

In fact, she wanted more.

Her wedding dress rustled as she moved, rising to her feet so that her skirt cascaded down around her legs again. She stepped past me, moving around the side of the bed. Natalie watched her, a smile on her pretty face. Meanwhile, Simone seemed engrossed in what Rocco was doing to Chloe right beside her.

“Get up here, bitch boy,” Laura demanded, pointing at the mattress.

“Yes, Princess,” I said, springing to my feet with an eagerness that made both her and Natalie laugh. But I didn’t care. By now, I knew my place in these women’s lives. And my cock throbbed and swayed in acknowledgment of my inferiority as I clambered onto the mattress, my movements made difficult by my hands cuffed behind my back.

As I got onto the bed, Laura took hold of my arm. She turned me around, pushing me down onto the mattress so that I was lying on my back. Then she climbed on top of me.

Laura’s breasts bounced in the top of her wedding dress as she moved. She gathered up her skirts again, lifting them so that she could straddle me. Looking past her, I could see Natalie watching, turning on the bed to smile at us both over her shoulder. Simone, too, glanced over from time to time, though she kept most of her attention on her husband with his face buried between Chloe’s legs. Meanwhile, Chloe didn’t seem to notice a thing. She was too engrossed in her own pleasure, and the sound of her gasps and yells of bliss filled the room, providing a soundtrack of pure female arousal that only made me feel more submissive and more excited.

Laura reached down underneath her voluminous dress. I groaned as she found my cock and wrapped her fingers around it. She didn’t care who was watching. She didn’t care who else might be in the room, sitting on the bed with us. It was our wedding night, and she was going to consummate this marriage in a way that couldn’t be a better fit for how our relationship had progressed and the power imbalance between us.

She leaned forward, her breasts swelling against the tight bodice of her wedding dress. At the same time, she smiled as she guided my cock into her silken folds. It felt absolutely incredible to be inside her, especially with Natalie watching and Simone glancing over from time to time. But I kept my attention on my bride, completely wrapped up in the way she looked, the way it felt to be inside her, the way it felt to know that I was hers completely and forever. That this was what life would be from now on, one sexy adventure after another, and that my only job in this world was to keep my Princess happy.

Laura rocked back-and-forth on top of me. With every movement, her pleasure grew, and I could hear it in her voice as she began to moan and sigh. And I was moaning too, long-awaited pleasure branching out inside me, making me tremble and squirm underneath my dominant wife.

“Don’t cum,” Laura gasped, her eyes half-closed, her breasts swelling in the top of her wedding dress, already well on the way to another orgasm herself. “Don’t you dare cum until I give you permission.”

“Yes, Princess,” I groaned, hearing other women laughing at me.

And Laura moaned in pleasure at my submission, fueling her ego as she rode my cock. Her wedding dress rustled with every movement, her breasts bouncing, the elaborate hairdo she had for the wedding slowly coming undone with the force of her movements. She didn’t care. And it was a gorgeous transition to watch, to see my wife changing from a beautiful blushing bride into a creature of pure pleasure.

And as Laura continued to ride me, Natalie stirred.

I watched the light bounce off the curves of her body wrapped in skintight black latex as she moved. She turned on the bed, getting on her hands and knees and crawling toward me with a smile on her face. Laura turned her head to watch the other woman approaching, and new strangled cry escaped her lips as she bounced on top of me.

Natalie kneeled beside my head. From moment, she smiled down at me, her hands on her hips. I was on between gazing up at her beauty and looking at my wife riding my cock, lost in the throes of ecstasy. They both looked so beautiful and so desirable in such different ways. And I knew that Laura didn’t want me to cum, that she didn’t want this adventure to be over. But it took every bit of resistance I could possibly summon to even try that seemingly impossible feat.

Natalie reached back behind herself. I saw her fingers find the zipper that was still open between her legs and pull it even further back, back behind her so that the latex catsuit parted even more. The split in the latex revealed her gorgeous ass, and Natalie swung one leg over me, settling down on top of me so that the perfect round globes of her ass blocked out all the light. She sat on my face like it was her throne, and I stuck out my tongue, tasting the sweat of her body, smelling the smell of her, almost suffocating under that glorious ass and not wanting to be anywhere else.

“Your husband is licking my asshole right now, Laura,” Natalie giggled.

“Good,” Laura breathlessly responded. “Keep licking, slut boy.”

Every woman in the room laughed at that. And by now, Chloe’s cries of pleasure were just as loud as Laura’s. Both women were lost in ecstasy, and I felt my wife’s pussy spasming around my cock.

But I knew my duty. I thrust my tongue inside Natalie’s asshole, and she moaned as she curled her fingers inside her, touching her pussy right in front of my desperate face. Laura rode my cock and Natalie rode my face, and the feelings of submissive eroticism were just too powerful to resist. But I clung on, dedicating myself to serving these two women who had done so much to turn me into their pleasure pet. And soon, I felt Laura’s pussy spasm around my cock, her flailing body riding another orgasm as we had our first sex as husband and wife.

Gasping, Natalie climbed off my face. I blinked against the light and looked over to see that Rocco had moved. He was lying on the bed beside me, and Simone was on top of him, straddling his hips and riding his cock just the way Laura was doing with me. Meanwhile, Chloe was sitting on his face, facing Simone as Rocco ate her pussy. Natalie’s bed was crowded with six of us in it, all of us devoted to pure pleasure, and I could barely believe what was happening even as I took part in it.

But I didn’t have long to watch. Natalie turned around, straddling my face again, pressing her pussy against my lips this time. And I gratefully plunged my tongue between those silken folds again, tasting once again the pure pleasure of my Mistress and knowing that this was my role in life.

Natalie moaned. Simone moaned. Laura moaned. Chloe moaned. Every woman in the room was caught up in sexual bliss, their moans and cries bouncing off the walls. I lost track of what was happening. I lost track of who was having an orgasm and who was on their way to another. I lost track of who was where and who was doing what, my scrambled brain barely able to focus only on the job in front of me. To bring pleasure to Natalie as she straddled my face.

And after Laura came, after Natalie did too, they swapped places. And my mistress, a woman who almost never let me inside her, straddled my cock and rode, her tight pussy vibrating around my shaft and bringing me unbelievable pleasure.

And still, I wasn’t allowed to cum.

The night wore on, and one female orgasm followed another, and still, Rocco and I stayed denied. Until finally, the women had had enough. Until finally, Natalie decided to bring this wild and kinky ceremony to an unforgettable end.

“Back on the floor, you two,” she ordered breathlessly once she had had yet another orgasm of her own. “Back on your knees.”

Rocco and I had no choice but to obey. We kneeled at the foot of Natalie’s bed, and she stood between us, her breasts rising and falling in her shining latex catsuit. Then, she had Laura sit on the edge of the bed in front of me, and Simone sit on the edge of the bed in front of her own husband.

“I’m a merciful Mistress, so I’m finally going to let you boys cum,” Natalie said. “But not the way you want. Instead, you’re going to cum on your wive’s feet to show your submission to their female authority. Chloe, can you take care of Rocco? I’ll handle this little bitch here.”

Natalie didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she crouched down beside me, smiling at me with those beautiful eyes as she closed her hand around my cock. And I groaned in pleasure, but also in frustration. Because this wasn’t how I wanted to cum on my wedding night. But as always, what I wanted didn’t matter.

“Go ahead and cum, bitch boy,” Natalie said in a soft voice, her lips close to my ear. “Go ahead. Show us all how worthless you are, and how you know your place at Laura’s feet for the rest of your life.”

Up above me, my wife laughed loudly. And I groaned and moaned, but there was no resisting the pressure building inside me.

I spurted my seed all over Laura’s feet while my wife erupted in laughter. All four women laughed at me, and at Rocco, drunk in their total sexual superiority over both of us.

And that’s how I officially became the submissive husband of my beautiful dominant wife.


Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter at kattfordwrites.wixsite.com!
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