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Office Vixen: Parts 1-6



1. Her First Day

 

“So how was your first day?”

Andrea sighed a little as she flopped into the passenger seat of my car, pulling the door shut behind her. It was a strange feeling, driving my wife home from work. I had worked at Granderson for years, but I had never thought of working with Andrea. But sometimes life has other plans for us. Sometimes the unexpected happens. Sometimes, you have to play the hand you’re dealt. The truth was, Andrea had been out of work for a while. And my wage at Granderson was enough to support us, but certainly not to keep us in the lifestyle we wanted. The one saving grace, I suppose, if you wanted to call it that, was that we didn’t have kids. That certainly helped keep our expenses lower. Still, after almost a year since Andrea was laid off, we were feeling the pinch. Our retirement savings plan had to be put on hold, along with any thought of a foreign holiday.

But in the end, those money problems solved themselves. I had been complaining about it to Kate, our office manager. Not in any real way. Not like I was angling for a raise or anything. More like just a friendly chat/bitching session. I didn’t realize that the company was hiring office staff until Kate told me it. And when I mentioned Andrea’s experience, Kate had told her to come in for an interview. The rest, as they say, is history. Before I knew what was what, my wife was working at the same company as me.

And yes, I had some doubts and reservations about that. What would it be like to see each other all day, then go home and spend all that time with each other again? But we had a strong relationship. Besides, it wasn’t like I would see her all day at work. I was in and out of the office, and I wouldn’t need to work with Andrea all that directly. In the circumstances we were in, it seemed like the right decision. After all, we needed the money. After nearly a year off, my wife needed something to do, too. This enforced period of idleness hadn’t been good for either of us. Yes, the house was spotlessly clean. Yes, she had tried to absorb herself in all kinds of hobbies. But I could see the effect being unemployed was having on her. It wasn’t a good one. My usually bright and cheerful wife was sinking toward a kind of depression, a sense of uselessness and helplessness that wasn’t good for her. The moment Kate told her she had the job, I could see the change in Andrea. Her old bubbly personality coming back to the fore. So I pushed aside any doubts I might have about our working together. This had to be good thing, I told myself.

“It was good,” Andrea sighed as I started the engine. “I like your office. It’s fun, but it’s not one of those fun offices, if you know what I mean? People still get their work done. But everyone’s nice and friendly. I could see myself working with Kate no problem.”

“Yeah, she’s great,” I said as I pulled out of my parking space and headed for home. I’d always gotten on well with Kate. Yes, technically she was my boss, but I’m not the kind of employee who needs a lot of supervision. In our day-to-day dealings with one another, we were more friends than we were a supervisor and her direct report. I’ve always found that kind of relationship suits me better, and that suited Kate too. She wasn’t interested in micromanaging anyone. And in all my years of working, I had to admit that Kate was probably the most competent office manager I had ever worked for. The woman was good at her job. She made it look easy, even though I knew it wasn’t. Ultimately, K was one of the reasons I had been at Granderson so long. Every job has its downsides, its frustrations and its nonsense. But Kate managed to keep that to a minimum. She managed to keep that office humming so that the rest of us could focus on our work. I admired that about her. That kind of competence is far rarer than it should be.

“She’s sexy, isn’t she?”

As Andrea spoke, I gripped the steering wheel of the car. My foot hovered over the brakes, just for a second, before I regained my composure. I hadn’t expected a comment like that. Not from my wife. Deep down, Andrea was no prude. But her tastes and preferences tended toward the conventional. I hadn’t expected her to say something like that about our boss, and I certainly didn’t know how to answer. All I knew was I felt like I was standing on the edge of a minefield.

Because the truth was, Kate  was sexy. That much was obvious. It was almost the first thing you noticed about her, in fact. I remembered the first day I had started working at Granderson and wondering who this girl they had put in charge was. Of course, Kate was a lot younger back then, still in her 20s. I could still remember – in fact, I wasn’t able to forget — how Kate had shown me to my desk on that Thursday we met. She was wearing a white sweater that hugged her torso, emphasizing her massively big breasts. As I sat at my desk, she pressed her hands to the small of her back and arched her spine, relieving some tension that had built up during the day. I tried not to stare as her boobs made the front of her sweater grow even tighter, their round shapes clearly outlined by the tight fabric.

That was years ago. I had had plenty of time since then to get used to Kate and the way that she was. I had seen her dressed up for meetings with clients, and looking flat-out glamorous at office Christmas parties. And in the years I had known her, she hadn’t gotten any less beautiful. Now in her mid-30s, she was still a knockout, but she had added a kind of confidence to her beauty that made her even more appealing. And yes, she was sexy. It wasn’t just her looks. I’m no shrinking violet by any means, but some of the conversations I had had with Kate over the years were almost enough to make even me blush. She seemed like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted out of life and out of sex, and wasn’t afraid to go after it. They say confidence is sexy, but I had never really realized just how sexy it is until I got to know Kate a little better. Yes, our office manager was sexy, and everyone knew it. It was practically the first thing any man noticed about Kate, a weapon she used sometimes in her business dealings against men who underestimated her because of her looks. But I hadn’t expected that our office manager’s sexiness would be the first thing my wife noticed, too.

“I guess so,” I said carefully, almost as though the thought had never occurred to me until Andrea stated it. But of course, my wife knew me better than that. She saw right through me. I kept my eyes on the road, but in my peripheral vision, I could see Andrea turn her head toward me, and I could practically feel the smile that shone on her face. I was bullshitting, and she knew it. How could she not?

“Oh right, like you never noticed,” Andrea giggled. “Remember that Christmas party a couple of years ago? She wore that red dress? God, I was so jealous of how that bitch looked.” Andrea laughed as she spoke, softening her words that I knew weren’t entirely serious. Deep down, she wasn’t really a jealous person. Yes, she might have some competitiveness with other women in her. But right now, I knew, she was playing it up for effect.

“Like you have anything to be jealous about,” I snorted as I continue to drive us home. “Kate’s the one who should watch out. If she was the office hottie before, she’s just been replaced by you.”

“Oh honey, that’s so sweet,” Andrea giggled as she patted my knee. “Cheesy, but sweet.”

“I mean it,” I said, my eyes still on the road, and that lack of eye contact between us somehow making it easier to be sincere with her. And I did mean it. After five years of marriage, Andrea still got me going like no one else. Around Kate’s age, or maybe a year or two younger, my wife’s body was every bit as desirable as that of my coworker. She had a natural hourglass figure that always filled me with desire, and that was one aspect of her life that had gotten better with all the free time she had had recently. Her weekly trips to the gym had become almost daily, and that dedication certainly showed in her figure. With her dense cascade of long blonde hair, her gorgeous blue eyes, and full lips that simply begged to be kissed, my wife was every bit as stunning now as she had been day I met her. Maybe even more so. Just like they had been to Kate, the years had been exceptionally kind to Andrea. I was still madly in love with her, and still madly in lust with her. There was no one else I would rather be with, my sexy office manager very much included.

“It’s the way she is, though,” Andrea went on, her eyes on the road in front of us now just like mine were. “The way she is. The way she acts. She’s such a flirt. Is she like that with you?”

“Like what?”

“You know. You know what I mean. All girly and giggly and sexy.”

“I think she’s like that with everyone,” I said slowly. “I think that’s just the way she is.”

“Maybe,” Andrea said thoughtfully. But I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. “Honestly, if I didn’t know any better, I might’ve thought she was hitting on me. But she doesn’t swing that way. Does she?”

“How should I know?” I said. “And what’s it to you anyway? Thinking of asking her out?”

“Oh, you wish,” Andrea giggled. “Wouldn’t that be funny? There I am, jealous of her hitting on you, and then I end up having an affair with her.”

I smiled a tight little smile as I stared at the road in front of me. It wasn’t something I had ever considered, not something I had ever given even a moment’s thought. I couldn’t speak for Kate, but I knew my wife. She had no tendencies that way, besides the usual female curiosity that allowed her to joke about it. But just the thought of it, just that word ‘affair’, was enough to make my heart tighten in my chest. Nothing could be worse, I had always believed, then my wife cheating on me. And Andrea had been faithful to me for our whole marriage, just as I had been faithful to her. Since the day we started dating, there had been no one else for either of us. Honestly, I had never really been tempted. Yes, Kate was sexy. Yes, some of the other girls in the office were beautiful too, in their own way. But I barely thought about it. I mean, I’m a man, and I notice an attractive woman. But there was no real desire to do anything. Had I been single, things would certainly have been different. But I wasn’t, and so the thought of being with anyone other than my wife barely entered my head. And if it did, it was only as a mere fantasy, never as a real and actual desire. I had always assumed Andrea felt the same way. And I was sure she did. But she has said the A word, not me.

“I don’t know if funny is the word I would use to describe it,” I said carefully, staring through traffic on the way home.

“No. Maybe not funny,” Andrea said. Certainly, the smile seemed to have vanished from her voice, to be replaced by something else. Something I didn’t identify it first. Not until I felt her hand sliding higher on my leg, riding up my thigh toward my crotch while I struggled to focus on the road. Tearing my eyes away from the traffic ahead just for a second, I shot a glance toward my wife who sat in the passenger seat, half-turned toward me. The fading rays of the sun heading into evening caught in the thick tangle of her hair, making it shine like spun gold, making her eyes glow between the faint striped shadows of her dark lashes. Her hand was high on my thigh, my cock was swelling to meet it, and I had to snap my attention back to the traffic while my wife teased me right there in the car.

“Sexy,” she said slowly, as though the word tasted good to her, her voice little more than a low purr now. “Maybe sexy is the right word. What if she seduced me? What if she turned me? How would that make you feel?”

“Andrea, what the fuck you talking about?” I gasped. And my wife giggled as her hand finally touched my swollen cock through the fabric of my pants.

“Well, look at that,” she chuckled. “Now you can’t tell me the thought doesn’t turn you on. Look how hard you’re getting. Thinking about your wife dating a sexy woman like Kate. God, it’s such a naughty thought, isn’t it?”

“Where are you getting this from?” I said, shaking my head.

“I don’t know,” Andrea laughed, and for a moment, the spell was broken. She was once again my wife of the last five years, my girlfriend before that, my best friend and my lover. A woman I thought I knew everything about, a woman I hadn’t expected to surprise me like this. But just as well as I thought I knew Andrea, she knew me, too. My cock raging underneath her hand was giving the game away. Yes, the things she was saying were sexy. Yes, the idea of my wife being attracted to another woman, a sexy woman like Kate, was unbelievably exciting to me. I had never expected that of myself, let alone of her. Yet here we were, the air in our car crackling with sexual tension as I sped home.

“I guess she just has that effect on me,” Andrea went on, her hands still resting on my cock that swelled to her every touch. She idly toyed with my manhood as she spoke, almost as though she wasn’t conscious of what she was doing. But of course, I knew she was. None of this, I knew, was accidental. My beautiful wife was up to something. And so far, I was all for it.

“You wouldn’t believe some of the things she’s done. In bed, I mean,” Andrea said. “We’re practically the same age, but she’s done so many things I never have. I never thought I was exactly inexperienced. But we were pretty young when we got together, weren’t we? We never really got a chance to do anything too crazy.”

“What crazy things are you talking about?” I asked. “Andi, if there’s something you want to try, you know I’ll give just about anything a go.”

“Really?” my wife said beside me. And there was no mistaking the tone in her voice now. She was excited. Her excitement might not be as immediately obvious as mine, not as palpable. But that didn’t make it any less real. And her excitement in turn excited me.

“I didn’t ask her if she’s ever been with a girl,” Andrea said thoughtfully, her hands still moving relentlessly on my cock. “Maybe I’ll ask her that tomorrow. But she did tell me that she likes to be in charge. No wonder she’s the boss. She likes to be dominant in the bedroom.”

“Really?” Now it was my turn to be surprised. In a way, though, I knew what Andrea was talking about. I knew how forward my boss could be about details of her sex life. The consummate professional in most other ways, Kate seemed to have no problem sharing the gory details of her active dating life with me and just about anyone else who would listen. Over the years, I had gotten used to it. And maybe, seeing that I wasn’t the most receptive possible audience for her war stories, Kay had learned to tone it down with me. But clearly, when it came to my wife, things were different.

“That’s quite the conversation you two had today,” I said. “Your first day working together, and already you know more about our boss’s sex life than I do.”

“Because we’re women,” Andrea said with a smile. “It’s easier to talk about these things with another girl. You know what girls are like when they get going. Besides, me and her get on really well. It’s not like it’s the first time I’ve met her. We’ve hung out before at work functions and stuff.”

“True,” I said. Andrea and Kate had always got along well, on the few times they met, but there is a big difference between exchanging pleasantries at a work function a couple of times a year and sharing intimate details of your sex life together. Still, Kate didn’t really surprise me. I knew what she was like. It was Andrea that was surprising me. My sweet vanilla wife suddenly taking an interest in our boss that I didn’t fully understand, yet couldn’t help but be excited by.

“Kate, mistress of the night,” I chuckled to myself. “Who would’ve thought?”

“You have to admit, she would make one sexy dominatrix,” my wife said.

“I guess so, if you’re into that kind of thing,” I said noncommittally. But my wife’s hand was still resting on my cock, still toying with me as I continued the seemingly interminable drive home.

“Are you?” Andrea asked. “Have you ever been dominated by woman? I know you haven’t by me, obviously. But by someone else, back in your sordid past before we met?”

“No,” I said truthfully. My wife was teasing me, but the truth was, my past really wasn’t all that sordid. I had had a few girlfriends before Andrea came along, even one I had thought might turn into something serious. But things don’t always work out. In hindsight, I was glad it hadn’t, since that was what enabled me to meet Andrea, the love of my life. All the kinky sex in the world wasn’t worth what she was worth to me.

“Ever thought about trying it?”

My heart beat heavily in my chest. My wife was in full seduction mode now; that much was clear. All I knew about domination and submission was stuff I had seen on TV. Women dressed in leather wielding whips and hurting men for their amusement. It never seemed like something I could get behind. The sexy outfits, maybe. But to me, pain and pleasure had always seemed like two entirely different things, and I couldn’t imagine I would get much out of trying to combine them. I had never imagined my wife might feel differently.

And yet. Something was stirring inside me, that was for sure. Something I didn’t really understand and couldn’t exactly put a name to. Some kind of arousal, certainly. I didn’t know if it was the things Andrea was saying or her hand on my manhood or both. But whatever it was, it was working.

“Can’t say I have,” I said, trying to act casual while Andrea continued to toy with me through the front of my pants.

“Are you thinking about it now?”

“Yeah,” I admitted.

“Well, what do you think? Think you’d like to give it a try?”

“Really? Are you being serious right now?

“Why not? We’ve been married a while now. There’s nothing wrong with trying to spice things up in the bedroom, is there?”

“No, of course not,” I said. “I just didn’t expect… this. And after just one little chat with Kate, huh?”

“What can I say?” Andrea laughed. “The way she explained it to me, it just sounded… hot. Like, I get why someone would want to give up control. To be just taken like that. But maybe I can see it from her side too. To be in charge. To get exactly what you want. To boss your partner around and make it all about you. Kind of sounds like fun, doesn’t it?”

“Well, when you put it like that…” I said. And my wife laughed out loud, her hand still moving inexorably over my throbbing cock. The truth was, just about anything probably would have sounded sexy to me at that point. But at the same time, Andrea wasn’t wrong. It did sound kind of hot. And I, at least, was perfectly happy with the sex life we already had. But Andrea was right. After years of happy marriage, it’s not a bad idea to branch out a little.

“Fuck, this is awesome,” Andrea breathed beside me. “I can’t wait to get you home now. I cannot wait to dominate you.”

“You’re fucking crazy,” I said, softening my words with a smile. Andrea didn’t take offense. She knew that if anything, I meant it as a compliment.

“You have no idea,” she said. “Are you scared of what your little wife might do to you once you give her all this power?”

Andrea’s voice was dripping with sexuality as she spoke, and it was having a powerful effect on me.

“Not really,” I said. “Why? Should I be?”

“Oh, I don’t think so,” Andrea said. “You know I love you, and you can trust me. My only concern is that I might enjoy it too much. Maybe I’ll get a taste for it and want to be in charge all the time. But don’t worry. I’ll make it worth your while.”

And as she spoke, Andrea’s nimble fingers began to unfasten my belt and pull down the zipper of my pants. I gasped in shock, but didn’t even try to resist her. There in the car, my wife took my cock out of my pants and began to stroke it. My manhood throbbed to her touch, ready almost to explode just from the things she been saying and the sly contact she had been giving me. Tearing my eyes away from the road for an instant, I stared at my beautiful wife in disbelief as she rubbed my manhood while I drove.

“Better hurry home, hubby,” she said teasingly while she toyed with me. “If you go off prematurely, your naughty wife is going to be very disappointed. She might even have to punish you for it.”

“Oh my God,” I gasped, while Andrea giggled in glee. Already, it seemed as though she absolutely loved the position she was in. This position of power that meant I couldn’t resist her, that rendered me incapable of doing anything to stop her. We were almost home, but as my cock throbbed and raged in her grip, I wondered if I would be able to hold out. I tried to focus on anything but the maddening action of her hand on my cock, trying to pay attention to the road and keep her safe under these exceptional circumstances. But it wasn’t easy. After all, it wasn’t supposed to be. That was the game Andrea was playing, and she seemed really delighted with how it was going. At least as thrilled as I was with my obvious discomfort as I raced through the traffic with my cock in her hand, desperate to find out what waited for me at home.

Finally, I pulled into our driveway. Andrea was all but glowing with glee as I killed the engine of the car. My whole body tingled and throbbed with desire as I stepped out of the car, and my wife followed me. I all but ran to the front door, desperate to get inside, and Andrea came with me, shutting the door behind me.

“Come with me,” she said, stepping past me on her way toward the bedroom. I trotted along behind her, thinking of nothing but sex now, desperate to take my wife’s gorgeous body in my arms and do to her what came naturally.

But Andrea had other ideas.

“Take your clothes off,” she ordered, smiling at me with shining eyes as she spoke. “Get on the bed. Lie down on your back.”

“Why? What are you going to do?”

“Never mind that,” Andrea said. “It’s not your place to ask questions. Just do as you’re told, the way Kate’s boy toys do.”

And I did. Just as my wife must’ve known I would. As overwhelmed with desire for her as I was, I would’ve done just about thing she asked. So while I hurriedly tore off my clothes, my wife turned to the closet. When I climbed onto the mattress, my cock swaying with my movements, rock hard and ready for her, I watched her take one of my belts and turn toward the bed. My heart raced in my chest as Andrea climbed onto the bed, smiling continuously as she moved toward me with the belt in her hands.

“Give me your hands,” she said softly. And I hesitated, but only for a moment. Then, I held my hands out toward my wife, suppressing my nervousness and doubts and telling myself to trust her. Grinning joyfully, Andrea wrapped the belt around my wrists, binding them together, and pulled it tight. Looping it back over itself, she tied the belt together, immobilizing my arms.

Maybe I could’ve broken free if I wanted to. Maybe not. The truth was, I didn’t try. Too excited by everything that was happening, and to turned on to pass up this opportunity the kinky fun. Now I was fully naked and my wife was fully dressed, and yet I felt though I had never been so turned on in my entire life. Pushing my bound hands back onto my chest, Andrea smiled down at me, gloating over her new captive, absolutely radiant in the first flush of her newfound power over me.

“Yeah. I like this,” she said emphatically, tracing a teasing hand over my chest and stomach as she spoke. “I think K might really be on to something here. Now, mister, here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to stay right there and focus totally on my pleasure. You’re not going anywhere until your wife is completely satisfied. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes,” I moaned, while Andrea laughed out loud.

“Good,” my wife grinned. “Who knew you could be so obedient? Maybe this is going to be a journey of discovery for both of us. And all because our sexy boss likes to get kinky from time to time.”

I watched, breathing heavily, as Andrea pulled her shirt off. Underneath, her breasts strained against the cups of her creaking bra, making my mouth water at the sight. And as she began to unfasten her pants and peel them off, I felt practically ready to explode with desperate lust for my beautiful wife.

I had no idea back then where all this would take us, or how far we were both willing to go. All I knew was that I liked this newfound wild side to my wife. And I didn’t care where it had come from. I just wanted to see more of it.




2. Their Sexy Boss

 

“Hi Chris.”

Startled, I looked up for my computer. I had been miles away, staring at the screen as though I was working but thinking of just about anything but work.

The previous night had been incredible. Andrea had been true to her word. She had kept me tied up on our bed what felt like hours, teasing and toying with me over and over again. Riding my cock until we both exploded in orgasm, and waiting for me to regain an erection before using me again. It felt fantastic. I didn’t want to stop her, and barely wanted to admit it to myself. Letting go of control like that, just lying there and taking whatever my gorgeous wife decided to give me, was a thrill unlike any other. I had never seen Andrea so aggressive in the bedroom before. I’d never her so alive with pleasure. Watched her body shaking in orgasm above me, her joy roaring out of her in loud shrieks of pleasure, I wondered if I had ever seen her enjoy sex quite as much is this. She was in her element, absolutely loving being in charge, and I loved it too. I loved seeing her happy, but more than that, I was discovering something about myself too. I was discovering just how good it felt to give up control. To be used for someone else’s pleasure. To be reduced to a sex object for my beautiful wife to play with. It was an unbelievable thrill. An absolute rush to give up control. And when my sexy wife finally had had enough, when she finally decided to release me, I felt completely drained and totally satisfied in a way I never had before.

And the next day, I was good for practically nothing. As though my wife’s sexy games had burned out my brain, leaving me a near zombie from the force of multiple orgasms, I couldn’t think straight. I could barely walk properly. While Andrea seemed to be completely in her element, I was almost a ghost. As we pulled up outside the office, she gave me a goodbye kiss in the car, not wanting to seem unprofessional on her second day of work. And then she went her way, to report to our sexy office manager. And I went my way, trying and failing to compose myself for the day ahead.

And all the little composure I been able to gather vanished completely when Kate appeared at my desk. Because what Andrea and I had done together, even though it had very little to do with our boss, involved Kate in some strange way. After all, it never would’ve happened if Kate hadn’t been practically preaching to my wife about the joys of being sexually dominant. Even though what happened the night before was purely between my wife and me, I couldn’t help feeling Kate was involved somehow. Of course, my beautiful boss couldn’t know that. But that didn’t make it any more comfortable to be around her at that particular moment of time.

“Oh, hi, Kate,” I said as calmly as I was able. I tried to stop my eyes moving up and down her beautiful body as I spoke. It wasn’t easy. Kate looked as sexy as ever. Her rich brown hair was gathered back behind her head in a bun, exposing her well-defined cheekbones, her narrow chin and full lips, her beautiful features that any woman would have been proud to show off. She was wearing a black dress, the surprisingly deep neckline showing a mouthwatering glimpse of her incredible cleavage. Her gorgeous hourglass figure filled the dress out completely, the fabric seeming to strain around her voluptuous body as she stood beside my desk. Kate was no shrinking violet, and never had been. Then again, she didn’t usually dress this provocatively. Perhaps she had a sales meeting or something else that made her want to look her best. After all, she wasn’t above using her beauty to get what she wanted. But for now, all it was doing was making me even more uncomfortable to talk to her as I sat in my chair, screaming inwardly at myself not to get caught looking at her body even though she had put it completely on display.

“I’m not disturbing you, am I?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “What’s up?”

“I just wanted to talk to you for a minute.”

As she spoke, Kate moved, her tight dress moving with her and highlighting her gorgeousness as she perched on the edge of my desk. The tight skirt of the tight dress growing even tighter, the shape of her thigh showing through the fabric. The kneelength hem of the dress was certainly modest enough for the office, even if the formfitting nature of the dress made it less so. And as she sat on the edge of my desk, I noticed that Kate was wearing a pair of knee-high black leather boots. The leather was polished to a high gloss, reflecting the light in the office with a bright sheen as her high heels dangled above the office floor. God, what’s wrong with you? I berated myself as I tore my eyes away. I was practically drooling over the woman like a teenage boy, as though I had never seen a beautiful woman before. Somehow, hearing my wife acknowledge Kate’s sexiness worked to bring it all back to me again. To remind me what a vixen I worked for. And after the wild sex Andrea and I had had the night before, I was uniquely primed to appreciate Kate’s substantial beauty. In fact, it was hard to look away.

“Your wife is awesome,” Kate smiled down at me. If she had noticed my inappropriately roving eyes, she gave no sign of it. “She’s really taking to this role. Like she was born for it.”

“Good. I’m glad. I knew she’d be good at it. She’s always good at what she does.”

“I bet,” Kate smiled, those full lips of hers teasing me as I gazed up at this goddess perched on the edge of my desk. “I’ll admit I had some doubts. Not about her. It’s just that I don’t usually like to encourage office relationships. I’ve learned the hard way that they often cause problems.”

“Yeah, but it’s not like we’re having some sordid fling,” I argued. “We’ve been together for years. I know we’ve never worked together before, but I just don’t see it being a problem.”

“Me neither,” Kate said with a smile. “I think you’re both mature and professional enough to keep your personal and work life separate. I wish I could say the same for myself.”

Kate laughed as she spoke, a rich throaty laugh that I knew well from all the years we had spent working together. I knew this tactic too. She always had a way of disarming you by saying what she already knew you were thinking. Because I was thinking about what my wife had told me, about the conversation the two of them had had the previous day. About Kate’s taste for dominating men.

Her outfit didn’t help. The stark black of her dress and the shiny leather of her boots made her look very much the dominatrix my wife told me she was. I tried my best to control the wild images that raised through my mind, but all same I found myself thinking about it. Thinking about her, and the things she did with other men behind closed doors. What had seemed barely believable yesterday was now entirely credible today. Looking at her, it wasn’t at all hard to understand why a man would surrender himself completely to a goddess like this. Looking the way she did, I had little doubt that Kate probably had men lining up to do what she said, just for a shot at sleeping with her.

Somehow, now, all these thoughts were coming back to me. All these thoughts I had thought banished and vanquished forever. Thoughts of how unbelievably sexy my boss was. Thoughts of just what I would do for a night with her, if I wasn’t already married to a dominant goddess of my own. Under my desk, I felt the embarrassing swelling of my cock inside my pants, and I tried fruitlessly to overcome my unspoken desires while Kate continued to smiled down at me.

“You’re not that bad,” I said.

“Don’t worry. I wasn’t looking for reassurance. I know what I’m like,” Kate said. Her skirt strained around her as she leaned forward, placing her hand on my shoulder. Her eyes shone as she looked deep into mine, and again, I tried to resist the temptation to look at her body. To take in the mouthwatering swell of her breasts and her hips testing the tensile strength of the black dress she wore.

“I have a tendency to overshare sometimes,” she said, her voice only a little lower than it had been previously. “I think your wife found that out yesterday.”

“Did she? She didn’t say anything to me about it,” I lied. The smile never moved on Kate’s face as she looked at me, as though she was trying to read what was going on in my head. As though she could guess. The thought terrified me.

“Really? She didn’t say anything at all? I thought husbands and wives shared everything?”

“I don’t remember agreeing to that,” I said, making Kate laugh again.

“Well, I don’t mind if she does,” Kate said, her booted feet swinging as she lifted her hand off my shoulder and sat back on my desk. “You know what I’m like. Chronic oversharer.”

“It’s never bothered me,” I smiled up at her.

“No. I bet it hasn’t.” Again, Kate smiled that devious smile at me. A smile that made me wonder if she was getting at something else, if she knew more than she was letting on. Clearly, she didn’t believe me that Andrea hadn’t told me about the conversation the day before. Then again, she was right not to believe that. I was struggling to keep work and private life separate. Only one day into my wife’s new employment, I already felt like worlds were colliding. And I wasn’t sure I wanted them to stop.

“Well, I’m going to lunch,” Kate said after a pause. The heels of her boots thumped on the short office carpet as she slid off my desk, adjusting her dress as she rose to her full height. “See you later.”

“Yeah, see you later, Kate,” I said as she stepped away from my desk. I tried not to watch her go, but I couldn’t help myself. My eyes seemed to move of their own accord, drawn to the magnetism of her female form as she swayed across the office. I wasn’t the only one, either. All the guys in the office knew what a vixen our boss was. I had thought I had gotten used to it, but now Andrea had reignited it all over again. And that tight dress revealed more than it hid as Kate made her way through the desks, finally disappearing through the doorway of the office on her way to lunch. With a sigh, I tried to turn back to my own work.

“Oh my God, did you see what she was wearing?”

I almost jumped at the sound of a voice in my ear. At the same time, I felt Andrea’s hands on my shoulders. She had approached my desk from behind, appearing almost as soon as Kate was gone. I turned my head to see my wife’s smiling face mere inches from my own.

“Yeah, I did,” I said.

“She looks fucking hot today,” Andrea said. She was almost whispering, making sure she kept her voice low so that none of my coworkers at nearby desks would hear. Still, I felt nervous. This was hardly the professionalism Kate just been praising us for. In fact, it was anything but. And hearing my wife talk that way didn’t exactly dampen my excitement at the way our boss at looked. In fact, it only made my cock rage all the more underneath my desk.

“Yeah, she does,” I said. After all, there was no point denying it. I would have to be dead not to notice the way Kate looked, and Andrea knew that as well as I did. Besides, the way she felt about her new boss had so far been nothing but a bonus to me. It prompted the best sex of our lives the night before, so I didn’t see any point in denying that Kate’s looks have an effect on me. Clearly, they had a powerful one on my wife, too.

“I bet you’d just love to bury your face in those big tits of hers, wouldn’t you?” Andrea said. Now she was truly whispering, her lips almost brushing my ear as she spoke. Mutely, I nodded, hoping no one was watching us. Most of the office had cleared out for lunch, and there were only a few people around. But I didn’t want anyone to see us acting like lovestruck kids at work. Hard enough being a married couple in the office without advertising the fact.

“Want to take me to lunch?” Andrea said, speaking louder as she straightened up.

“Yeah, okay,” I said. “Let me just get this finished first.”

“Okay,” Andrea said. Circling around my chair, she hopped up to sit on my desk in the exact same spot Kate had been sitting in moments before. My wife was no less beautiful than our boss; that was the simple fact. But in a dress shirt and black slacks, Andrea wasn’t trying to impress the way Kate was. Still, having my beautiful wife sitting there on the end of my desk would’ve been quite the distraction if I had had any real work to do. The truth was, my morning had been entirely squandered. I had done next to nothing, and there was no work that I needed to save before I left. Instead, I was playing for time. Staring at a spreadsheet that meant next to nothing to me while I waited for my erection to subside. And once I finally wrestled a modicum of control of my own body, I pushed my chair away from my desk. Andrea slid off the desk, leading the way across the office as we headed toward our car.

“Where do you want to go?” I asked as we stepped out into the parking lot. I fished the car keys out of my pocket, and to my surprise, Andrea reached out and took them from my hand.

“I want to drive,” she said. Strange. Usually, she was content to be the passenger while I drove. Still, it wasn’t so unusual that it required comment. So I let my wife take the keys and circled around to climb into the passenger seat of our car. Getting behind the wheel, she started the engine and pulled out of the parking spot, heading toward the road.

“Where are we going?” But my wife didn’t answer. Turning left out of the office parking lot instead of right toward the main road, she took one of the quieter roads that lead deeper into the industrial estate where our office was. After a few turns, she pulled up in a quiet street next to the river. A tangle of tall bushes almost blocked the view of the water, sprouting blackberries and thorns as they ran riot on a patch of land that seem to belong to no one. The engine still running, Andrea put the car in park and opened the door.

“Andi, what are you doing?”

But my wife didn’t answer. Instead, she opened the back door of the car and slid into the backseat. Positioning herself behind me, I heard her rummaging for something. But as I turned my head to see what she was up to, she took my left hand in hers and pulled it back toward her. I heard a click, and felt something hard against the skin of my wrist. There was another click, and I looked down to see that my wife had gotten a pair of handcuffs from somewhere. And she had used them chain my wrist to the passenger seat of our car.

“What the fuck?” I blustered in surprise. But still, Andrea didn’t reply. Instead, she reached down the other side of the seat to take hold of my right arm. With all her strength, she pulled it back behind me, and I felt another handcuff locked onto my right wrist. My hands were bound down at either side of the passenger seat of our car, and while I sat there, Andrea lifted a strap over my head, placing it across my chest and around my upper arms. There was a ratcheting sound, and the straps grew tighter, pressing my arms against my side and holding me to the passenger seat.

Once I was completely immobilized, Andrea climbed out of the backseat of the car. Circling around the vehicle, she opened the door beside me. Reaching past me, she pulled the lever that controlled the pitch of the seat and lowered it back so that I was practically lying down. As I gazed up at her, I saw the wild light in her eyes, and my cock surged in response. This was completely out of character for her, completely wild and unexpected. But there was no denying how exciting it was. For whatever reason, starting work at our office and working closely with Kate had had a powerful effect on my wife. And I wasn’t going to argue with it.

“I’m kidnapping you,” Andrea said as she smiled down at me, her long blonde hair hanging on either side of her face. “I didn’t realize what a tease it would be having my sexy husband work with me all day. But it is. So I think you need to satisfy your wife again before you go back to work.”

As she spoke, Andrea reached for the front of my pants. With my hands chained to the chair I sat in, there was nothing I could do to stop her, even if I had wanted to. She unzipped my pants and reached inside, fishing my cock out through the gap in my clothing. I was already hard, my cock rising above me where I lay back in the chair, throbbing with desire for her. As Andrea ran a soft hand up and down the shaft, I groaned in frustrated pleasure, gazing up at my newly dominant wife and unable to believe what she had become.

Then, to my surprise and disappointment, Andrea released her hold on my cock. Straightening up, she swung the door shut. I watched helplessly as she circled around the front of the car and climbed back into the driver’s seat. Closing her door, she put the car in drive and turned around in the quiet street, driving back the way we had come.

“You can’t be serious,” I protested from the passenger seat. “We can’t drive around like this. Someone might see.”

“That’s what makes it so exciting,” Andrea said, tossing a quick smirk in my direction before turning her eyes back to the road. “Besides, it’s not like you have a choice. This is what your wife wants to do with you. So that’s what we’re going to do. After all, don’t forget, that’s how this works. You’re here to do what I want, whenever I want to do it. Besides, you shouldn’t complain so much. It’s obvious you’re enjoying it.”

As she spoke, Andrea reached out with her right hand and closed it around my shaft again. Giggling, she drove down the street like that, my throbbing cock in her hand and her other on the steering wheel.

“It’s like driving a manual,” she chuckled. “Except I’m driving you crazy at the same time I’m driving the car.”

“Andrea, this is nuts,” I said.

“No, these are nuts,” she taunted, reaching her hand between my legs to cradle my balls before taking hold of my cock again. “And for now, it’s all mine to play with. So just shut up and enjoy the ride. I didn’t hear you complaining last night when I fucked your brains out. So don’t complain today. God, it’s like you’re embarrassed to do what your wife says.”

“I am,” I said, making Andrea laugh again.

“Well, that’s what makes this all so much fun for me,” she said.

I breathed deeply and let it out in a long sigh. She was right, of course. There wasn’t much I could do. The handcuffs rattled as I tested them, but there was no escaping them. They were solid steel, not some toy, but the real thing. And Andrea had locked them onto the mechanism underneath the seat, bolted to the floor of the vehicle. There was nothing I could do except lie there while she drove us around, not knowing where she intended to go or what she intended to do. And so I simply watched as she scanned the road, driving through the city and occasionally reaching over toward me to stroke my cock again, keeping me boiling over with unrelieved desire.

After what felt like an eternity, Andrea made a few more turns. Lying down practically in the backseat, I couldn’t tell exactly where we were, but I was glad to see that the street seemed to be quieter. As she pulled up and parked, I saw once again the towering bushes along the river, and realized we had come back to our starting point. Switching off the engine this time, Andrea set the keys of the car down on the dashboard.

Then, she turned toward me. Her eyes were shining, her pretty face glowing with excitement, and she looked up and down the street quickly before reaching for the front of her pants and undoing them. With a rising sense of excitement, I watched her pull down her pants and her underwear and kick her way out of them. Naked from the waist down, my wife climbed on top of me. As she straddled my lap, my cock pressed against lips of her pussy. I couldn’t believe how wild she was being. We had never had sex in public before, and even though there was no one around, there was always a risk someone might discover us. Plus, this was terrifyingly close to the office where we both worked. But Andrea didn’t care. Or more correctly, that was why she was doing this. All part of the thrill as far as she was concerned. She wasn’t wrong about that. My heart was racing in my chest, and it was more than just arousal that was causing it. It was the sheer deviant kinkiness of what we were doing, this side of my wife that I had never known existed. This side of myself, too.

“Oh fuck,” Andrea groaned, her eyes rolling back in her head as she mounted my cock. I groaned too as my member slid deep inside her, lubricated by her already free-running juices that were testament to the deep excitement she was feeling at what we were doing. It was crazy. It was unbelievable. And yet, it was one of the most exciting experiences of my life. As I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, eagerly receiving it into her body, I trembled in my chair. Unable to do anything, unable to hold her or touch her or kiss her, all I could do was lie there and be used as a sex toy by my horny wife. It was hard to imagine a more incredible feeling as she began to bounce up on top of me, our car starting to rock to her motions. Pleasure exploded inside me, and the small space of our car began to heat up, ringing to her moans of bliss as she surrendered to ecstasy. Lying helpless beneath her, all I could do was watch my beautiful wife bouncing up and down on top of me, still half in her work clothes, completely swept away with a desire unlike any I had ever seen in her before. I ground my teeth together as I tried to hold out, knowing that she was close and wanting her to get there first. Finally, Andrea dissolved in orgasm, collapsing on top of me, her heavy breathing loud in my ear as she gasped and moaned. And I let myself go, hearing her moan again as my cock exploded inside her, pumping my semen deep into her receptive pussy as we moaned and groaned in shared joy.

“Oh my God, this is so much fun,” Andrea said. Her voice was still dripped with pleasure as she spoke, her face still buried against my neck, both of us in tangled in the shimmering net of her hair. “I love this. I love being bad like this. We should’ve done this a long time ago.”

“Well, we’re doing it now,” I said. Lifting her face my neck at last, Andrea kissed me. I kissed her back, responding to the obvious passion within her as we made out. I felt so incredibly close to her in that moment, despite the fact she had me tied down on the passenger seat of our car. That she was willing to be so open and vulnerable with me about what she wanted, that she was so willing to take charge of our sex life, made powerful emotions expand inside my chest. After all these years together, we were still discovering new sides of each other, and ourselves. And all I wanted was to continue to grow alongside this incredible, gorgeous, kinky woman I had married.

Andrea climbed off me, and my cock slid out of her wet pussy as she kneeled on the driver’s seat. Reaching down to the floor, she grabbed her pants and underwear and pulled them back on, covering her nakedness. Then, she reached for the lever of my seat. I sat upright as the seat pushed me forward, still bound in place. Reaching into the pocket of her parents, Andrea produced a key and unlocked the cuffs around my left wrist. Then, she reached behind my seat to unfasten the strap around my chest. She handed me the key, and I freed myself from the last remaining handcuff. As I unlocked it and detached it from the mechanism of the car seat, a question occurred to me, making my brow furrow for a moment.

“Where did you get these?” I asked, feeling the weight of the heavy steel cuff as I hefted it in my hand. “I mean, we just started this S&M stuff yesterday. Where did you get a set of handcuffs at such short notice?”

Andrea smiled. Her smile was at once intoxicating and chilling, a smile of total conquest, of deep delight, of deviant sexiness and raw beauty that pulled on my trembling heart as I gazed at my wife. For a moment, she let the question hang in the air, not giving me an answer straight away. Letting the tension build. Then, reaching out, she took the handcuffs from me and set them down on the floor of the car at her feet.

“They’re not mine,” she said at last. “I borrowed them from Kate.”


3. Exposed To The Boss

 

My head was spinning as I returned to the office, my frisky wife trotting along beside me. Lately, it was as though Andrea had turned into a completely different person. Suddenly, she was bubbling over with creative and kinky ideas that I would never have expected from her. Maybe, I reflected to myself as I opened the door for her to step inside, being out of work had had a bigger effect on her than I realized. And now that she was employed again, her rise in self-esteem was manifesting in this unexpected way. Or maybe it was some other influence. But I taught myself not to overthink it, to just enjoy it for what it was. After all, I had just spent my lunch break having kinky public sex with my wife. I wasn’t about to complain about that. Ultimately, it didn’t matter why Andrea was behaving the way she was. I should stop asking questions and just enjoy it.

At the foot of the stairs that lead up to most of the offices, Andrea kissed me goodbye. Off she went to her work, reporting back to Kate while I went off to my own mundane tasks. As she walked away from me, a clear glow of happiness radiated off her. Whatever its cause, she was loving exploring this new side of our relationship. It seemed somehow to fill her with light. And in its way, that only made her more attractive to me. Even as I turned toward my desk, I felt a faint growl of arousal, an echo of the wild desire I had felt not long ago in the car when my wife took me prisoner and used me for her pleasure. Suddenly and unexpectedly, life had become a lot more interesting.

I didn’t see Andrea for hours. Or Kate, for that matter. My wife was shadowing our boss, learning the ropes of her new position, and in a way, I supposed that was for the best. Seeing either of them would only prove to be another distraction. Still, they were never far from my thoughts. And toward the end of the day, I heard the dull thump of high heels on the carpeted floor of the office, and before I even looked up, I knew it was Kate coming toward me. I could practically feel her presence as she approached, some bubble of attention seeming to follow her across the room. I played a game with myself, trying not to look up for as long as possible. Trying not to let her know that I knew she was coming, for reasons that were more or less opaque to me. But as my boss approached my desk, it soon became clear that she was coming to talk to me.

And when I finally looked up to see Kate smiling at me, I was struck all over again by her beauty and her sex appeal. The black dress she was wearing clung to her body jealously, showing off and tormenting me with what I couldn’t have. Her high-gloss leather boots caught the light in the office, drawing my eye to the high heels that made her sway with every step she took, emphasizing her hourglass figure as she approached. She was a woman you just couldn’t look away from. A woman you simply couldn’t ignore. That was why she chose to look the way she did, and it worked. At least as far as I was concerned. Ever since Andrea had told me Kate’s sexy secret, I was seeing my boss in a whole new light. I had always known just how attractive she was, but somehow, I had been able to ignore it, at least a little. But now, suddenly, that felt impossible. So impossible that I wondered how I ever managed it before. How did I get any work done at all with this gorgeous woman strutting around the office in outfits like this, that pushed the boundaries of what was acceptable in a work environment?

“Hey, Chris,” Kate said as she stood beside my desk, perfectly poised on her high heels with that distracting dress clinging close to her beautiful body. I tried not to look at anything but her pretty face, tried to meet the warm glow of her brown eyes as she grinned at me.

“Hey, Kate,” I said, as nonchalantly as I could manage. Super casual, as though I hadn’t spent my lunch break tied up in my own car being taken advantage of by my beautiful wife. As though I didn’t know what I knew about this gorgeous woman’s kinkiness. As though everything was perfectly normal, just like it used to be. As though everything hadn’t changed completely.

“Before you leave today, can you come to my office?” Kate said. “I want to talk to you about something.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ve got time now if you like.”

“No, not right now,” Kate said, shaking her head slowly. “Maybe in half an hour or so? I know that makes it late in the day, but I’ll try not to keep you too long. I can let your wifey know that the two of you might be heading home little late.”

“All right,” I said. After the events of the day, I was in a hurry to get home and see what else Andrea might be in the mood for. But after all, I still had a job to do. And if Kate wanted to see me about something, I had to assume there is good reason for it. She wasn’t the type you like to waste a lot of time or micromanage her employees.

“Thanks,” Kate said. Her high heels hammering out a regular rhythm that matched my pounding heart as I watched her go. As impressed as she was by her new boss, there sometimes seemed to be an element almost of jealousy in Andrea’s attitude toward Kate. But the irony was, she had had nothing to be jealous of. Not until now. Because now, I was drawn to Kate in a way I never had been before, and Andrea was at least partly to blame for that.

The following thirty minutes dragged on and on. I wasn’t nervous; after all, I had no reason to think Kate was displeased with my work performance or anything like that. Okay, so maybe I hadn’t been at my most productive that particular day, but it was just one day out of many. I like to think I’m good at my job, and I don’t give my bosses any reason to have a problem with me.

It wasn’t that. What was making me nervous was the thought of being in Kate’s office, in close contact with this beautiful woman forced to confront this newfound attraction I had to her. That was enough to make anyone hesitate.

But the work still had to be done. And so as I returned to my desk, I did my best to focus on the tasks in front of me. After all, my morning had already been remarkably unproductive, my mind distracted with thoughts of my wife and of our boss and the sexy secret I had recently discovered about her. I needed to get a solid afternoon’s work in, if I wasn’t to fall hopelessly behind. But you can’t tell yourself what to think anymore than you can tell yourself how to feel. And so my afternoon was a difficult one, my attempts to get some work done hindered by the excitement and desire that still fluttered inside me.

Around me, my coworkers finished up their work and headed for home, one by one. By the time the 30 minutes was up, I was the last one still, Andrea hadn’t appeared. I wondered where she was, I wondered if Kate had told her that will be going home little later than usual. Shutting down my computer, I stood from behind my desk and made my way across the building.

Andrea’s office was separated from the main open plan workspace by a corridor that led toward the stairs. The door was open, as it usually was. I stepped inside and saw Kate standing in the corner of her office, next to the small couch she had against one wall. She was getting something from the low table beside the sofa.

“Oh, hi, Chris,” she said as she turned to smile at me. “Have a seat.”

As she spoke, she walked across the office. I watched her go. Over at her desk, still on this side of it, she bent slightly forward at the waist, placing whatever she had picked up from the table next to her computer. As she did, her round ass made the tight fabric of her black dress stretch even tighter around her hips, the metal teeth of the zipper down the back shining in the light to match the lustrous gleam of her glossy leather boots. I felt my cock surge inside my pants, and a wave of shame rose through me. I was like some horny teenager, unable to control my own body around a pretty woman. A pretty woman who happened to be my boss. Trying desperately to control myself, I watched Kate circle around her desk and take a seat behind it. While she did that, I stepped forward and set myself down in one of the two chairs in front of her desk. Kate’s leather chair creaked as she sat back, still smiling at me, not saying anything right away. Breathlessly, I waited to see what was on her mind.

“Must be fun working with your wife,” she said at last. I shrugged in response.

“I haven’t really seen that much of her, to be honest,” I said. “She spends most of the day with you.”

“Oh, I think you’ve seen plenty of her today,” Kate said with a knowing smile. “At least, that’s what she told me. Sounds like you had a really fun lunch break.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I lied. And smiling Kate saw right through my weak deception.

“Of course you do,” she said. “Your wife told me everything. It’s okay. It’s not like you did anything wrong. I just think didn’t think you were the type.”

My heart froze in my chest. Whatever I had imagined Kate might want to see me about, I had never imagined this. Andrea had never been the type to share intimate details with anyone, even her close friends. The thought that she had told our boss what we had got up to that day was difficult to believe. But there was no mistaking the expression on Kate’s pretty face. There was no missing that knowing smile. And I tried to stay calm even as the blood rose to my cheeks.

“Type? What type?”

“The kinky type,” Kate said with a smile. There wasn’t a trace of embarrassment about her as she spoke. That didn’t really surprise me. She’d always been remarkably forward about her personal life, unlike me. But now, it seemed, my wife had given me no choice.

“I mean, sex in the car in the middle of the day,” Kate went on. “I’m almost impressed. I always thought you were a vanilla kind of guy. Old-fashioned missionary style to get the job done. Not that there’s anything wrong with that, of course. But it’s nice to spice things up every now and then.”

“I’m – I’m not really comfortable talking about this with you,” I said slowly. But the smile never left Kate’s pretty face.

“Why not?” She said. “It’s just sex. And honestly, I don’t blame you. I mean, your wife is gorgeous. If I were you, I’d be having sex with her every chance I got. You make a cute couple, I have to say. And the fact that you’re kinky — well, that’s just icing on the cake.”

“I’m not, really,” I protested. “I don’t know what Andrea told you, but —“

“Everything,” Kate said, cutting me off as she leaned forward in her chair, placing her bare arms on the desk in front of her. “She told me everything. I know she told you about me. About the kinky stuff I like to get up to. About how I like to be in control. Your pretty wife seemed really intrigued by that. But what do you think?”

“About what?”

“About me dominating men,” she said, her tone as matter of fact as though we were discussing annual sales reports.

“I don’t think it’s my place to think anything about it,” I said. “What you do in your private life is your business, not mine.”

“So you have no opinion on it at all?” Kate said. “You don’t think anything about the fact that I like to tie men up, to have them in my power, to break them to my will? That I like to make them worship the ground I walk on?”

As she spoke, Kate leaned even further back in her chair here at her tall leather boots shone as she placed them on the desk, crossing her feet at the ankle. Her high heels pointed at me like weapons, and I tried not to stare at the toned musculature of her legs that showed through the tight dress she wore. But under the desk, my cock was throbbing with desire. Kate was a sexy woman anyway. But hearing her talk this was turning my head completely. I felt suddenly hot, suddenly breathless, as though all the air had been sucked out of the room. It’s my heart was racing as though I had just run a marathon. I was a happily married man, I remind myself. No matter how much I wanted my boss, no matter how seductive she could be, I had to resist the temptation that was practically exploding inside me.

“I mean, that’s up to you and them,” I managed to say, hoping the quiver in my voice didn’t betray but Kate just smiled that smile across the desk at me, a single painted finger facing the edge of her full lips.

“You’re funny,” she said finally. Her glossy boots gleamed as she suddenly swung them off the desk, the heels thumping on the floor with a vibration I could feel in my own feet. With a swift movement, Kate swept up the handset of the phone that sat on her desk beside the computer. Her eyes were still on me as she typed in a few numbers and held the phone to her ear. Wordlessly, I just sat there and waited, unsure what was going to happen and unsure of what I even wanted.

“Hi,” Kate said when someone answered the phone. “Can you come to my office? Okay. Bye.” With that, Kate hung up the phone, still smiling at me. And neither of us spoke right away. After just a moment, I heard more footsteps coming down the hallway, and I turned my head toward the door to see Andrea step inside Kate’s office.

“Hi, Andrea,” Kate said. “I’ve just been talking to your husband here. Telling him what you told me about the adventure you guys had this afternoon. Telling him kind of things I like to do to men. He tells me he doesn’t have any thoughts about that at all. That is none of his business. But I’m not so sure. I’m wondering if it turns him on.”

“Definitely,” Andrea said. “We were just talking about it the other night. About how sexy you are. I think my husband has a big crush on you.”

“You do?” Kate said, her white teeth showing as her lips parted in an even wider smile. As though she could be surprised by that fact. As though she didn’t know just how unbelievably sexy she was, how all the guys in the office lusted after our beautiful boss.

“Oh yeah,” Andrea replied to our boss. “A big one. You really turn him on.”

“Well, we should probably do some thing about that, shouldn’t we?” Kate said.

As she spoke, she pulled open a drawer in her desk. I heard the rattle of metal just a moment before she produced a set of handcuffs. The same ones she had lent to my wife for our lunchtime adventure, as far as I could see. And the handcuffs flashed as Kate tossed them across the desk to Andrea, who lifted her hand out of my crotch to catch them in flight. As she stepped behind me where I sat in the chair, my heart raced even faster. I stared at Kate, who was smiling at me, watching every move I made. She had never looked more beautiful. And as Andrea crouched behind my chair, pulling my arms back behind me, I didn’t resist. I wanted to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming, that this wasn’t just some kinky fantasy I had cooked up myself. But as the steel cuffs closed around my wrists, I lost the ability to touch any part of myself, or any part of these two beautiful women I was suddenly trapped in a room with. The handcuffs clicked shut, and just like that, I was helpless once again.

“Does he have a hard on?” Kate asked with a grin.

She raised her glowing eyes from my face to speak to my wife. Rising to her full height again, Andrea stood beside me, one hand on my shoulder as she smiled down at me from moment.

Andrea stepped in beside the chair where I sat. I felt a moment of something close to panic, uncertain as I was about what was going on. But the excitement was very real. And as Andrea bent forward and abruptly plunged her hand between my thighs, I gasped in surprise. Through the front of my pants, her fingers found and squeezed the throbbing bulge of my manhood, and it was all I could do not to groan in embarrassed pleasure as my wife touched me right there in front of our boss.

“Oh, he definitely does,” Andrea said, grinning broadly at me as she spoke. I opened my mouth, but no words came out. My wife was selling me out completely in front of our boss, and thoroughly enjoying herself doing it. These two vixens had spent the last two days together, and in that time, it was clear they had been having plenty of conversations that were in no way appropriate for the workplace. Who knew what other personal secrets Andrea had revealed to Kate? Who knew what the two of them might have cooked up together?

Both women laughed as they chatted. And there I sat, desperately horny as Andrea continued to manipulate me through the front of my pants. I couldn’t believe what was happening. But my arousal was every bit as powerful as my wife said it was. This was something I had never even dared to fantasize about, but now, it seemed, I was caught up in something truly exciting.

“Can I see it?”

“You want to see my husband’s cock? Okay,” my wife giggled.

Bending at the waist again, she reached for the front of my pants and began to unfasten them. Drawing my belt out of the belt loops of my pants, she tightened it around my chest and the back of the chair I sat in, pulling it tight to buy me in place just as she had done in the car. Then, bending over my lap again, she opened the front of my pants and reached into my underwear to retrieve my throbbing cock. I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment at being handled like this, but my cock surged in the empty air in front of both women, desperately aching for the pleasure their beautiful bodies promised.

“Not bad,” Kate said, her warm brown eyes unabashedly focused on my penis while she sat fully clothed behind her desk. “I always kind of wonder about what my male employees are packing. When I saw he was married to a babe like you, I figured he couldn’t be a total shrimp, at least.”

“Gets the job done,” Andrea giggled. As she spoke, she reached down toward me and closed her hand around the shaft of my cock. I groaned at the feel of her fingers tightening around me, the feeling of being so completely in my wife’s power while my gorgeous boss looked on.

And again, Kate reached into a drawer of her desk. Pulling something out, she stood. As she circled around the desk toward us, her boots thumping on the floor, I saw she was holding an old-fashioned ruler. Laughing, Andrea took her hand away, and Kate pressed the ruler against my body, holding it in place while she measured my cock. Not even trying to contain her amusement, Andrea whipped out her cell phone and took a picture, and Kate smiled for the camera, thoroughly enjoying her power over me while my wife recorded the scene for posterity.

“Just a shade over six inches,” Kate said, turning her attention back to the ruler. “Good. If it were any less than that, I would have some serious doubts about your judgment. Certainly not the biggest I’ve ever seen, but adequate.”

“Me neither,” Andrea said, and involuntarily, I gasped while my wife beamed at me.

“No?” Kate said, turning her face up to where my wife stood above me. “What’s the biggest you’ve had?”

“I don’t know in inches,” Andrea said. “I mean, I didn’t measure it. But it was quite a bit bigger than that. I guess maybe eight?”

“Lucky girl,” Kate said. “And yet you married this one?”

Both women laughed again, and I cringed. Not just at the humiliating words, but at the reminder of Andrea’s former lovers. She had had a life before me, just like I had before her. But that didn’t make it any easier to hear about. Of course, Andrea knew that. She was deliberately taunting me, teasing me with insecurity about the men she had been with before me. But knowing what she was doing didn’t make it any less effective.

“He has other good qualities,” Andrea said. Rising to her feet, Kate towered above me. She was still holding the ruler in her hand, and I winced as she tapped the end against my shaft, making my cock sway to her touch.

“I hope so,” Kate said to my wife. “Is he submissive, at least?”

“He’s getting there,” Andrea said thoughtfully. “This is all very new to us. But ever since you told me about how you treat men, I haven’t been able to get it out of my head. It’s so much fun tying him up. I mean, look at him. Look how needy and desperate. He looks so cute in handcuffs.”

“I find they usually do,” Kate said. Again, she tapped the ruler against my cock, making me grunt. Then, turning, she sat on the edge of her desk. She raised her feet from the floor. Her boots shone, catching the light as she placed her feet on the edge of the chair I sat in, between my legs. Mere inches from my cock. Smiling to herself, she tapped the toe of one boot on the underside of my shaft, making it sway back-and-forth again.

“Look at that,” Kate said in a soft voice, almost as though she was speaking to herself. “My high heels are nearly as big as his cock.”

Andrea laughed, and I felt my cheeks burning again with shame while my wife watched our boss toy with my manhood.

“I love those boots,” Andrea said approvingly. “They’re super sexy.”

“Thanks. You should get a pair,” Kate replied. “I like wearing boots like these because you can tell something about the guys who look at them. The ones who pay more attention to the shoes than the woman wearing them. There’s a lot of foot and she fetishists out there. And if a guy can’t stop looking at your boots, there’s a good chance he’s submissive and ready to be used.”

“You think there are the guys here like that?” Andrea asked, her eyes wide with surprise.

“Oh yeah,” Kate nodded. “I’m sure of it. Honestly, you’d be amazed how common this is. There are millions of guys out there who want nothing more than for a pretty woman to boss them around. It’s fucking awesome being a dominant woman. There are so many more submissive men than there are dominant women, so you pretty much have your pick.”

Again, while she spoke, Kate was sliding her boot up and down the shaft of my aching cock. The feel of the leather was incredible, and I was breathless with desire while she toyed me. It was all so easy for her, so effortless. In a matter of minutes, my wife and my boss had reduced me to this, a horny and helpless creature dying for their touch. Kate was in her element. And as I told my gaze away from her for a moment to look over my wife, I could see the way Andrea’s eyes were glowing. This was turning her on too. The air in Kate’s office was crackling with sexual desire, and I felt like I was going mad with the frustration of not being able to do anything about it.

“What about you, Chris?” Andrea said. Stepping forward, she placed her hand on my shoulder again as she looked down at me. “Do you like Kate’s boots? You think I should get a pair like them?”

“Yes,” I said breathlessly, and both women laughed at the speed of my reply.

“Well, maybe you need to take me shopping for them then,” Andrea said, her voice a seductive purr as she bent over me. “Maybe you need to help me dress sexier. I want to see what other submissive guys work in this office. I want to be sexy, like our boss is.”

As she spoke, Andrea closed her hand around my cock. I gasped with relief as she began to stroke, the handcuffs that held me rattling as I struggled uselessly against them. Staring deep into my eyes, my wife played with my cock right there in front of our boss, my manhood throbbing and surging to her touch right at Kate’s feet.

“Let’s polish those boots with your cum,” Andrea said, while I gasped in shock and Kate spluttered with laughter. “Let’s show the boss how sexy you think she is.”

Andrea’s hand moved faster on my cock, and the pretty eyes of both women shone as they stared down at me. Moaning and gasping with humiliating pleasure, I looked from one to the other. Both of them fully clothed. Both of them completely in control. Both of them enjoying my humiliation. and with every stroke of Andrea’s hand, my excitement grew. My wife knew exactly how to turn me on. I cried out, a tremendous shiver passing through my body as my cock erupted to Andrea’s touch. My cum spurted into the air, and my wife directed my cock toward Kate’s feet. Several spurts of my semen splashed against the glossy black leather of my boss’s boots, both women laughing loudly as I watched my orgasm overwhelmed me.

As the last spurts of cum dripped from the end of my cock, I sighed. Releasing her grip, Andrea straightened up, rubbing her hands together and smiling down at me. Meanwhile, Kate turned her feet this way and that on the chair in front of me, looking down at the mess I had made of her footwear.

“Now I’m going to think about this every time I wear these boots,” she said, smiling at my wife. “I think it could be very interesting making your husband our submissive office toy.”

Andrea smiled down at me. Her blue eyes were glowing, her face flushed with excitement. She looked absolutely radiant, absolutely thrilled with everything that had happened. Unlike me, she didn’t seem to have even a trace of doubt or nervousness about the direction we were taking. The only thing I saw in her face was pure pleasure.

“Sounds good to me,” she said.




4. Teased in Public

 

“Good morning.”

As soon as I opened my eyes, I heard my wife’s voice beside me. It was Saturday, and I would’ve liked to sleep late. But years of working made that more or less impossible. I woke up at pretty much the same time each day, no matter what day it was. And the low light that showed in a long vertical slit through a gap in the curtains of our bedroom told me it was early in the morning. Yet Andrea was already awake. And by the sound of her voice, she had been awake for a while.

For a moment, I lay where I was. It had been another interesting night. My dreams were wild these days, my mind working overtime to process this new direction my life had taken. I had never imagined in a million years that my wife would get such a kick out of dominating me. I had certainly never imagined that my beautiful boss would do the same. Andrea had only been working at the same company as me for a couple of days, and already, everything had changed. After what had happened in Kate’s office that day after work, I knew nothing was ever going to be the same again. None of us were ever going to forget how I had let my wife handcuff me to a chair and toy with my cock in front of our boss. None of us were going to forget how Andrea had made me cum on Kate’s sexy boots as a show of my desire for my boss. And after that humiliation was over, Andrea had untied me me, and I had raced home, desperate to get my wife into bed so that I could take out my erotic frustrations on her beautiful body.

She didn’t complain. In fact, it was exactly what she wanted. The moment we got home, I practically threw Andrea down on the mattress and tore away her work clothes. As I plunged my already once again raging cock deep inside her warm pussy, I felt the wetness of her arousal, and it spurred me on. Soon, my beautiful and newly dominant wife was screaming in pleasure underneath me, our marital bed rocking to my desperate thrusts. Our sex was wild, uninhibited, animalistic, fueled by the deep desire Andrea’s new dominant persona inspired in me. She was a goddess. And I fucked her like a whore.

We kept it up all night. I needed time to recover, but not long. I hadn’t been so horny since I was a teenager. My head was spinning with what had happened, and the future of both our work and our home lives scared me. But none of that mattered when set against the power of my physical desire for my wife. Before long, I was taking her to bed again, and again. And she was a more than willing participant. She howled in pleasure as I thrust my cock inside her, her beautiful body writhing in bliss underneath mine.

Neither of us felt any need to count how many times we had sex that night. But we both knew it was a lot. Maybe more even than on our honeymoon. Maybe more than ever before. The simple truth was that I had never wanted my wife more badly than I did now, never found her more attractive than she had recently become to me. And it seemed she felt the same way. As though she had never felt sexier than she did now that she knew just how much she could get away with. Dominating and controlling and even humiliating me made her feel alive with desire.

For all the shame and disgrace I had felt sitting there in Kate’s office, I knew I had nothing to complain about.

And yet, my sleep had been plagued by wild dreams. The truth was, my day-to-day reality had become wilder than anything I could imagine, and at night, my brain scrambled to try and process everything that was happening. I dreamed of Andrea, and of Kate, and I woke up several times in the night, my cock hard and raging under the blanket. When I woke up the following morning, it took me a moment to process it all. To realize that I was actually awake at last, and not slipping into another wild dream. Though lately, I wondered, what was really the difference?

And when I moved in the bed, about to roll over and take my gorgeous wife again in my arms, something held me back. Andrea giggled, and I opened my eyes wide in surprise as I looked up at the headboard. My hands were tied. While I was asleep, my devious wife had got some rope and used it to bind my wrists to the headboard. Once again, I was at her mercy. And my cock, already halfway to erection, rose rapidly at the thought that Andrea had another kinky plan in her head.

“That’s right. I tied you down,” Andrea said. As she spoke, she rolled over and climbed on top of me. Pulling the blanket away from us both, she straddled my hips, her knees pressing against my sides. She wore soft blue panties and a T-shirt with no bra, and through the fabric, I could see the hard points of her nipples that told me just how turned on my wife was. I longed to reach out and take those breasts in my hands, to press my mouth to those puckered nipples and make Andrea moan the way I loved to do. But the knots she had tied in the rope that held me were solid. Until my dominant wife decided otherwise, I wasn’t going anywhere.

“I like it this way,” Andrea said, making me groan as she wiggled her hips slightly from side to side. Through the fabric of the underwear we both wore, her pussy pressed against my cock, pushing it back against my stomach. “I like having you helpless and at my mercy,” Andrea went on, her eyes shining as she smiled down at me, her hands on my chest. “You should probably get used to it. Because I think we’re going to be doing this a lot more from now on.”

“Okay,” I smiled up at her.

“That was amazing last night,” Andrea went on. “Me and Kate teaming up to humiliate you in her office like that. God, I just can’t stop thinking about her. She’s so fucking hot, isn’t she? What a goddess. And you looked so silly, spunking all over her boots like that. She must’ve felt amazing watching you do that. She must’ve felt like a queen.”

“Probably,” I said. I had no idea how Kate had felt, though I had no doubt she enjoyed herself immensely. At that moment in time, though, I didn’t particularly care what my boss had felt the day before. It was what I was feeling that was occupying my mind to the exclusion of all else. The raging lust I felt for Andrea as I gazed up her while she sat above me, so close and yet completely out of my reach. Even in an old T-shirt she used as pajamas, my wife look unbelievably sexy to me. If she hadn’t tied me down, I would have pinned her down on the mattress and had my way with her again.

“I want to feel like that,” Andrea said. “I want to know what it’s like to have a man want me that badly that he just loses control at the sight of me.”

“You already do,” I said, making my wife laugh as she sat astride me.

“Yeah, I guess,” she said, the tips of her fingers sinking slightly into the skin of my chest. “It just turns me on so much to tease you like this. And now that we work together, I can do it all day, every day. So you know what we’re going to do today, husband?”

“No,” I said, while hope rose inside me.

“Well, first, I’m going to fuck you,” Andrea said, leaning forward and speaking slowly as though she wanted me to fully understand every word. “Then, you’re going to take me out shopping. I want you to help me pick the sexiest clothes you think I can get away with at work. I want to dress like Kate. I want you to be thinking about fucking me all the time while you’re at work. I don’t want you to be able to think about anything else.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said with a smile, making Andrea laugh again.

“Good,” Andrea said. “And if you’re a good boy and do everything you’re told at the mall today, maybe you’ll get to fuck me again later. But only if you’re good.”

“I’ll be good,” I said at once, making Andrea giggle as she rose up a little on her knees and reached down toward my underwear. Pulling on the waistband, she tugged my boxers down until my cock sprang out, hard and ready, hungry for her. Shifting her weight to one knee, she pulled off her panties and tossed them aside. Taking my cock in her hand, she shifted her weight and slid it inside herself. I groaned as I felt the resistance of her wet lips give, her snug sex embracing mine as she settled down on top of me.

“That’s what I like to hear,” Andrea smiled. “We’ll make a good submissive out of you yet.”

I didn’t reply. There was no need to. The truth was, Andrea’s words sent a shock of desire racing through my entire body. I was still not entirely comfortable, still not sure how I felt about the idea of sexually submitting to my wife. But Andrea didn’t seem to have any doubts at all about this new direction our sex life was taking. And given how horny all of this made her, I wasn’t about to argue. Instead, I just watched, gazing up at my wife, enraptured by her beauty while she smiled down at me, riding my cock. And soon, her moans and gasps of pleasure rang out in our bedroom, matched by my own groans of desperate lust.

“Don’t cum,” Andrea panted, her voice quivering with pure pleasure. “Don’t cum until I give you permission. That’s what a good boy does.”

“Okay,” I said, making my wife gasp again in pure lust. I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, encouraged by my submissive words. She bounced up and down on top of me with renewed vigor, the mattress shaking underneath us with the force of her movements. And soon, the bedroom air was torn apart by her wild cry of ecstasy. She closed her eyes, tilting back her head, letting her long blonde hair cascade over her shaking shoulders as she gave herself over completely to pleasure. I gritted my teeth, straining against the ropes that held me in place, devoting every ounce of willpower I had to trying to control my own urge for orgasm. And as I felt my wife’s juices running freely over my cock and balls, shining on my legs, I knew I had managed to please her. The wicked smile that showed on her face as she opened her eyes and looked down at me again proved that.

“Good boy,” she said. “You need to learn that women cum first, always. That’s rule number one.”

“What are the rest of the rules?” I said in a low voice, looking up at my wife with eyes clouded by pure desire.

“We’ll get to those,” Andrea smiled. “But rule number two is that a good submissive husband always does as he’s told. Now, I need to get ready. You just stay here and think about how you’re going to serve me today.”

Placing her hands on my chest again, Andrea climbed off me. I groaned as my cock slid out of her well-lubricated pussy, still desperately throbbing for her touch in the empty air. Making her way to the side of the mattress, Andrea swung her feet down the floor and stood, rising off the bed. Still wearing the T-shirt she had slept in, she turned toward the bedroom door. I couldn’t help it. I cried out to her, calling her name. She stopped and turned toward me again, that same wild smile on her pretty face.

“What is it, Chris?” she asked, as though it wasn’t obvious.

“You’re not going to leave me like this, are you?” I said, not even trying to hide the desperation in my voice. As I spoke, my eyes flickered toward my cock, still erect, shining with her juices. I hadn’t cum. She hadn’t given her permission. And I had never wanted anything more as I lay there helpless, tied to our bed.

“Yes, I am,” Andrea said with a wicked little laugh. “I told you, girls come first. And sometimes, boys don’t cum at all. I want you nice and horny all day today. I want to tease you until you go fucking crazy. So you’re not going to cum right now. You’re not going to cum at all today until I’m completely satisfied with your behavior. Now, be quiet. I’m going to take a shower.”

And with that, Andrea turned and walked toward the door again. I opened my mouth to say something else, but the words died on my lips. It was no use. Andrea was completely into this dominant persona of hers now, and this was all part of it. As she disappeared around the corner, I waited, hoping it was all a trick and that she would soon return. But when I heard the water running in the pipes while she showered, I knew she meant what she said. And the ropes that bound my wrists to the headboard didn’t budge, no matter how hard I pulled against them. I had no idea where my wife had learned to tie such impressive knots. Then again, I had no idea where she had learned to be such a sexy dominatrix, either. But that was the position I found myself in, rendered helpless and horny, able to do nothing except wait for my wife to come back and free me.

It was a while before Andrea reemerged from the bathroom. When she appeared once again in the open doorway of the bedroom, her gorgeous body wrapped in a towel, I could see she had dried her hair and applied her makeup. She smiled at the sight of me, her bright eyes lingering for a moment on my cock throbbing in the empty air, still desperately hard for her. Without a word, she went to her closet and began to pick out clothes. Tossing an outfit on the bed, she got dressed, just as though I wasn’t in the room. Then, she picked out jeans and a shirt for me and tossed them onto the mattress too. Finally, she untied the ropes that bound me to the headboard. I sat up, my mind racing. Finally free, I could do what I wanted. But as I reached for her, Andrea slapped my hands away.

“No time for that,” she said sternly. “Come on, get dressed. And get that cock under control unless you want to be walking around the mall with a hard on all day. We have some shopping to do, mister.”



Ordinarily, the mall on a Saturday was about the last place I would want to be. But as Andrea seemed to be at pains to remind me, there was nothing ordinary about our lives now. She was in her element, flitting from shop to shop like a hummingbird going from flower to flower, thoroughly enjoying herself. And as I followed along in her wake, carrying a steadily growing selection of bags, I couldn’t help feeling the sexual tension that underlay it all. Maybe that was just my own horniness talking. After all, Andrea had left me frustrated and still craving sex when we left the house. And in my own grudging way, I had to admit it was practically a stroke of genius. I would do a lot to have sex with my gorgeous wife, but with this deep frustration burning inside me, that reward seemed more imperative than ever. And so I didn’t complain as she handed me one bag after another. I didn’t complain as the bills piled up, or protest at the way she ordered me to pay each time for the item she selected, as though we didn’t share a bank account. As though it were my money she was spending, not ours. She was treating me like a servant, like the archetypal henpecked husband. And as I followed her like a puppy from store to store, I remembered the words she had said before we left. She was training me to be the submissive husband she wanted, using my desperate desire for her as a weapon to make me do what she wanted. And it was working. In fact, it was working unbelievably well. Embarrassingly well. And the shame I felt at being so easily manipulated by the promise of pussy added a strange erotic thrill to the complicated emotions I was experiencing.

At Andrea’s urging, I followed her into yet another store. She made a beeline for the massive women’s section, seeming to intuitively know her way around. I followed, feeling ridiculous as she handed me one item of clothing after another. Holding up a blue pencil skirt, she asked my opinion on it.

“You’ll look fucking sexy in that,” I replied, making my wife smile.

“Yeah, I probably will,” she said. “I just wonder if it might be too sexy for the office. Then again, I have to give our beautiful bitch of a boss a run for her money. Besides, I like the thought of you lusting after me all day at work. Let’s go try this on.”

Handing me the skirt, Andrea led me across the sprawling store toward the changing rooms. The store was busy, and no one seemed to be on duty at the change rooms. Andrea stepped into an empty cubicle and pulled the curtain shut behind her, and I waited outside, listening to the sounds of her undressing and redressing behind the curtain. Soon, the curtain rattled on its rod as my wife pushed it aside, stepping halfway out of the cubicle wearing the skirt.

It fit like it was painted on. High-waisted, it clung to her hips and thighs, the stretchy fabric straining to contain her feminine curves. The hem ended just above her knee, but the skirt was tight enough to leave very little to the imagination. And I could see that Andrea knew just how sexy she looked. She was beaming as she turned, and it was all I could do not to gasp at the way the skirt clung to her ass, cupping and lifting each cheek as she twirled on the spot.

“Nice, right?”

“Jesus, Andrea. You look amazing.”

“Thanks,” my wife giggled. “I’m glad you like the way it looks, because it’s not the most comfortable thing in the world. I can barely walk in it.”

As she spoke, Andrea took a few short steps out of the changing cubicle, turning right in front of me, then walked back. I watched her, bewitched by the way her hips rolled from side to side with the tiny steps the skirt forced her to take. The deep blue material accentuated every not take movement of her body, and my cock was swollen inside my pants just from watching her. The thought of her going to work looking like this made my head spin and my heart race. Just like Andrea wanted it to.

Leaning against the open doorway of the cubicle, I saw my wife’s head turn as she took a quick look around the store. Then, she took a step backward into the changing cubicle. Crooking her finger, she beckoned me to follow her. Casting my own darting look around the store, I saw that no one was watching. Eagerly, I stepped into the cubicle with her, and Andrea hurriedly pulled the curtain shut again. My heart was fluttering in my chest, and I discovered once again the strange excitement that comes with the risk of being caught.

“Want to hear a secret?”

Andrea’s voice was a whisper as she spoke, her face close to mine. I nodded, and felt the soft brush of her breath against my cheek. She kissed me, taking my lower lip between her teeth and tugging at it before letting it go. Then she wrapped her arms around my neck, nibbling at my ear as she whispered again.

“This skirt is so tight, I can’t wear any panties underneath it,” she said. “Does that turn you on?”

“Oh my God, yes,” I said. Chuckling again, Andrea detached one hand from my neck and let it drop down my body. I heard her laughter as she pressed her hand against the front of my pants, feeling my bulging cock pressing against the fabric. At the same time, I placed my hands on her hips, pulling her gorgeous body against mine.

“I think we have a sale here, don’t we?” Andrea whispered.

“Yep. Buy it,” I said immediately.

“I still have to test something first,” Andrea said, her eyes glinting dangerously as she looked up at me and her hands still moving on my swollen cock. “I have to see how easy it is to take it off. Why don’t you see if you can take it off me?”

“Done,” I said, my hands already reaching for the zipper at the back of the skirt while Andrea laughed again. But to my surprise, she pushed my hands away.

“I don’t mean like that,” she said. “I want to see if you can take it off me without using your hands.”

Shifting in the small space of the changing cubicle, Andrea turned her back on me. Placing her hands on her narrow waist, she turned her head to look at me over her shoulder. The tiny zipper of the tight skirt showed above her perfect ass that had me practically drooling with desire as I stared at her.

“Use your mouth,” Andrea instructed in a stern whisper. And as my heart flipped in my chest, I knew she was serious. Stepping closer toward her, I dropped to my knees in the floor of the changing cubicle, seeing my wife’s smile of triumph as she watched me. Placing my hands on her hips, I buried my face against her ass, making her laugh as my tongue teased the tiny zipper. I tried several times to take it between my teeth before I succeeded. Slowly, I pulled the zipper down, the tight fabric pulling quickly away from itself as I unfastened it. Andrea’s gorgeous ass came into view, and I saw that she hadn’t been lying about her underwear. Underneath the skirt, she wore nothing at all.

“I like having you down there,” Andrea said, patting the top of my head affectionately. “A submissive husband belongs on his knees, serving his wife. Why don’t you give my ass a kiss while you’re down there? You know you want to.”

“Yes, Andrea,” I breathed. In the open zipper of the skirt, I could see her ass cheeks partially revealed, and I eagerly pressed my lips against first one, then the other. Andrea pressed her hand to her mouth, trying not to burst out laughing at my show of total submission.

“This is too much fun,” she said. “Okay, I’m buying this. In fact, I think I want to wear it out of the store. Zip me back up, then take the tag off and go pay for it. Oh, and before you do, you might want to get that hard on under control.”

Andrea was still laughing as I took the zipper of the skirt between my teeth again. Somehow, it never even occurred to me to use my hands. Instead, I pulled the zipper slowly up, the skirt tightening around her beautiful body again until I had fastened in place. Then, carefully, I removed the tag that hung at her waist. Andrea turned, her eyes shining as she watched me pull aside changing cubicle curtain and step out rapidly before anyone could see me.

She wasn’t wrong. As I hurried across the store with the tag in my hand, I was painfully aware of the way my cock was throbbing in my pants. I kept my hands low down in front of me, hoping to obscure the obvious bulge of my cock as I approached the sales counter. I explained myself to the woman behind the counter, who looked at me skeptically but allowed the purchase anyway. By the time I had finished paying, Andrea had joined me, still wearing the sexy blue skirt with the pants she had put on that morning stuffed into a bag.

“These shoes don’t go with this outfit now,” Andrea said as she placed her hand on my arm. “I think now you need to go and buy me some new shoes.”

Embarrassed, my eyes darted toward the cashier who was listening to our conversation without saying a word. But I nodded. Her arm in mine, Andrea led me across the store to the shoe section. The smell of leather overwhelmed me as I followed her through the aisles, my wife’s critical eyes glancing from one pair to another.

“I want some boots like Kate’s,” she said. “Something nice and sexy. What about those?”

As she spoke, Andrea lifted a tall leather boot from a shelf. They didn’t have the high sheen of the boots Kate had worn the previous day at the office, but the tall heel made them unquestionably sexy.

“I like them,” I said. Leaving me holding the boot, Andrea smiled as she turned toward a low bench. Her tight skirt hindered her movements as she lowered herself down onto its padded top.

“Bring me a size seven,” she ordered imperiously. Turning, I scanned the boxes under the shelves, looking for what she wanted. Finding a suitable box, I turned, offering it to my wife. But Andrea had other ideas.

“Put them on for me, husband,” she ordered. She was smiling as she spoke, her eyes glowing with that triumphant glee I had seen in them before when she exercised her control over me. And cringing with embarrassment, terrified of being seen, I did as I was told. I dropped to my knees right there in the store, lifting the top of the box and sliding the immaculate leather boots out. As my wife lifted one foot from the floor, I removed the shoe she was wearing and carefully slid the new boot onto her foot. As I drew the long zipper closed and the leather tightened around her leg, I couldn’t keep my eyes from peering up into the darkness beneath her skintight skirt. My cock throbbed desperately at the thought that she was wearing nothing underneath it, her pussy completely exposed and so close to me, yet completely out of my reach.

“Good boy,” Andrea cooed. “You’re being such a good boy right now. And you know what good boys get, don’t you?”

“Yes, Andrea,” I said. Setting her foot down on the floor, she lifted the other, and I removed her existing shoe and put the other boot on. My hands trembled as I pulled up the zipper, and my wife’s bright blue eyes watched my every movement. All I wanted to be was a good boy for her. All I wanted was the reward she promised, of that gorgeous body just as soon as we got home.


5. Kinky Monday Morning

 

When was the last time you were excited to go to work?

The truth is, I don’t mind my job. But it’s not something I dreamed of doing, either. It’s a way to pay the bills, to live the life I want to live. At least, that’s what it used to be.

But now, everything had changed. Ever since my wife started working the same company as me, everything had become completely different, both at home and at work. And I was finding the most mundane things suddenly interesting.

Like going to work on Monday morning, for instance. It used to be a dreary chore. But now, just watching my wife get ready was enough to get my heart pumping. As Andrea she made her way into the tight blue pencil skirt we had bought for her that weekend, I couldn’t help thinking about her display of dominance in our local shopping mall. And afterward, when we had got home, Andrea had been as good as her word. I had taken her to bed and peeled that skintight skirt off her and had my way with her for the rest of the weekend, both of us shivering and trembling with powerful orgasms as we enjoyed each other’s bodies like never before, spurred on by the long period of teasing and foreplay that had preceded it. That, above all, was what I was learning. That now that she was dominating me, my wife could make just about anything sexy. Even things that used to be chores, like going shopping, were now a kind of foreplay for us, a prelude to exciting sex.

And the same thing applied to work.

Andrea paired her high-waisted pencil skirt with a white shirt accentuated by thin blue stripes. As she did her makeup in the mirror, I watched her body move. The skirt was too tight to allow her to wear any underwear underneath, and that thought tugged at my brain, allowing me to think of little else. I didn’t know where Andrea had discovered this exhibitionist streak from. And part of me still didn’t believe that she would actually go through with this, that she would go to work not wearing any underwear except the push-up bra she wore under her shirt. With every passing minute, it became more obvious that was exactly what she intended to. And my cock was raging as I pulled on my work clothes, preparing for another frustrating day at work. If there had been time, I would have grabbed her right then. Honestly, the temptation for us both to be late for work while we had some more sex was overwhelming. But something told me Andrea would never allow it anyway. Sometimes, especially lately, it seemed that one of her favorite things to do sexually was to say no to me. To keep me boiling over with this constant sexual frustration, knowing that when she finally did let it explode, we both benefited. Even if I knew she was right about that, that didn’t make it any easier to endure.

So there was no sex that morning. Instead, I got ready while Andrea did, trying to push aside all my wild feelings of desperate desire. Once Andrea was finally dressed, she turned toward me as I sat on the edge of our bed, waiting. My preparations for work were a lot less intensive than hers, especially these days. Although I had started getting ready after her, I was finished long before she was. And the sly smile on her beautiful face made my heart beat faster in my chest as she looked at me. She knew what I was thinking. Then again, it didn’t exactly take a genius to know that these days. She knew how she looked with the tight skirt emphasizing the incredible curves of her body and the carefully applied makeup bringing out the best features of her beautiful face. She knew how badly I wanted her. She knew I was thinking about fucking her. And she also knew, the knowledge of her power radiating off her like heat from the stove, that whether I got what I wanted or not was entirely up to her. That kind of power turned her on, I knew, more than anything else.

“Boots,” she ordered. As she spoke, she walked toward the bed, the blue skirt drawn tighter around each alternate thigh with every quick step she took. Even without high heels on, the tightness of the skirt made her hips roll from side to side as she walked, an already gorgeous woman made even sexier by her provocative outfit. It lit a fire in my heart to think of my wife prancing around the office like this, of my coworkers seeing Andrea in an outfit that, while it wasn’t technically unacceptable in the workplace, was certainly far sexier than it needed to be. But that was what Andrea wanted. That was what turned her on. And the best chance for me to get what I wanted from my sexy wife was for her to be turned on and ready to play.

Andrea sat down on the bed next to me, the mattress sinking slightly under her weight. Close enough to touch. Close enough to smell her perfume and to feel the warmth of her body rising up around me like some addictive airborne drug. My hands trembled, desperate to reach out to her, desperate to run all over that beautiful body. As desperate for her as I was, I barely even heard her command, much less understood it. It wasn’t until she pointed toward the closet, raising her eyebrows as she did, that I realized she wanted something from me. And shame burned my cheeks as I rose from the mattress to do as my wife said. Her beauty gave her this incredible power over me, the power to make me do whatever she wanted whenever she wanted it. It was embarrassing to be so whipped, to be so completely under Andrea’s thumb. But as we both knew, I wanted her far too badly to put up even a token resistance.

So I stepped toward the closet. Inside, on the floor, I found the box that contained the boots I had bought for her on the weekend. I carried them over to her, Andrea sitting proud on the edge of the mattress, her cantilevered body driving me crazy with desire. The way her breasts swelled in her shirt, the way her back arched, the way her hips spread and tested the tensile strength of the blue fabric of her skirt – all of it possessed me to the point of madness. All of it drove me onward, making my cock throb almost painfully in my pants, making my breath grow tight in my chest. But of course, Andrea was in complete control. And as she straightened one knee, lifting her foot from the floor and pointing her toes toward me, I knew what she wanted. Another act of submission to her will to set us both on our way for the day.

And I did what she wanted. I dropped to my knees on the floor of our bedroom, opening the shoe box and taking out her brand-new boots. I slid one onto her foot, carefully pulling up the zipper while the leather gripped her lower leg more tightly. As she set that foot on the floor and lifted the other, I repeated the procedure with the other boot. And as I stared up into the darkness under her tight skirt, I couldn’t help myself. I lunged forward and pressed my lips against her knee, the only patch of uncovered skin I could reach between the top of her tall boots and the hem of her pencil skirt.

“Now, now,” Andrea said with a throaty chuckle. “Don’t get too excited. We have a long day of work ahead of us.”

But the tone of her voice said quite the opposite. Her voice, I could tell, was dripping with excitement. The pure excitement she got from being in charge, from knowing just how badly I wanted her, but knowing there was nothing I could do about it until she decided otherwise. Kneeling there on the floor at the feet of my beautiful wife, I felt a strange mix of fearful and humiliated and excited and deeply in love. It was in intoxicating and unbelievably potent cocktail of emotions that I had never experienced before we started down this path, but now, was becoming more and more familiar with. Unbelievable how quickly things had changed in such a short time.

But Andrea wasn’t kidding. Lifting her foot out of my hands, she rose to her feet. Not an easy task, I imagined, in high-heeled boots and that unbelievably tight skirt. But my wife made it look easy.

“Okay, let’s go,” she said to me as she moved toward the bedroom door with swaying steps. “Don’t want to keep the boss waiting. Not now that we know what she’s capable of.”

Andrea laughed to herself, as though what she had said was the funniest thing in the world. And as I rose to my feet, I thought of Kate, and my cock surged again in my pants. Bad enough to be so remorselessly teased by this vixen at home. But at the office, I knew, I would have two beautiful women to contend with. Both of whom liked being in charge. Neither of whom I could do anything about. And so I rose to my feet and followed my beautiful wife, bewitched by the swaying motion of her ass in her tight skirt as she led me toward our car. Andrea climbed into the passenger seat, and I got behind the wheel, and our drive to work was a quiet one, both of us wrapped up in our own thoughts.

As I parked in my usual spot, Andrea took a deep breath and let it out. She was good at acting confident, good at behaving as though this was all totally normal and that she had done stuff like this before. But every now and then, I was reminded that this territory was as uncharted for my wife as it was for me. Parading around in front of an office of near strangers dressed the way she was required an enormous amount of confidence, and just for a moment, Andrea appeared to be preparing herself for what lay ahead.

“Okay, I’ll catch up with you later,” Andrea said as she turned slightly in the passenger seat to face me. “Maybe at lunch or something.”

“Okay,” I said. She leaned forward, and I leaned towards her, and our lips met in a passionate kiss. But that was all. Abruptly, she pulled away, opening the car door and swinging her booted feet out onto the pavement. Climbing out of my own seat, I followed, the two of us making our way through the front door of the office and up the stairs, heading for our respective positions.

“See you later,” Andrea said as she turned toward Kate’s office.

“See you later,” I echoed, heading for my own desk.

And not for the first time, I was forced to make my way through the larger office with my cock raging in my pants, an embarrassing erection I did my best to hide with my hands until I reach the relative safety of my desk.

Somehow, I was supposed to work like this. Somehow, I was supposed to ignore everything that was going on and just focus on my job, as though nothing had really changed. As though everything hadn’t completely changed in a matter of days. But I did my best. Just because my wife and now my boss were playing some kind of kinky sex game in the office didn’t mean I didn’t still have to get my work done. Besides, in some ways, having some work to do provided a welcome distraction from the sexual thoughts that plagued me. I wondered where Andrea was, and what she was doing. So far, Kate had taken my wife’s job training completely on herself, and the two of them seemed to spend all day together. And I knew the kind of conversations they would be having. Kate’s brazen openness about sexual matters seemed to have impressed my wife, and I wondered if Andrea was telling Kate how we had spent our weekend. Probably best to assume that she was. Probably best to assume that anything Andrea and I got up to from this point forward would reach Kate’s ears. And the kinkier it was, the more likely that was to happen. Thinking about my wife and my boss laughing about how Andrea had dominated me in public over the weekend wasn’t the most efficient way to get my work done. And so I tried not to think about it.

Easier said than done. Especially when Andrea appeared in the office halfway through the morning. I raised my head from my desk, almost as though I could detect her presence. And she turned her head toward me just a little, just a slight smile showing on her beautiful face as she strutted across the room where I sat with all my coworkers. Not that she could help that. A sexy sway seemed to be the only way to walk in the outfit she was wearing. But I could feel heads turning to watch her pass, the glossy waves of her blonde hair bouncing slightly on her shoulders as she moved through the maze of desks toward the breakroom. People were looking. Staring. Me foremost among them. Then again, I told myself, I had the right to look. After all, I was married to her. And though I couldn’t blame some of the other men I worked with for letting their eyes linger a little longer than I was comfortable with on Andrea’s body, I still felt a stab of jealousy and anger in my heart. Maybe, I thought to myself, that was the point.

Andrea didn’t say a word to me. She didn’t come close enough to my desk for us to exchange pleasantries. But I watched every step she took across the office until she disappeared through the open door of the breakroom, her high heels echoing loudly on the floor in there for a while. Then, she reemerged with a cup of coffee in each hand. This time, she didn’t even look in my direction. But I couldn’t take my eyes off her, watching her sashay through the office, drawing every eye toward her until she disappeared down the hallway, no doubt to rejoin Kate. Underneath my desk, thankfully hidden from view, my cock was throbbing all over again. And again, my mind was racing with depraved thoughts of what I wanted to do to Andrea, and what she might decide to do to me.

I turned my head back to my screen, scowling at the numbers displayed there as though they had done something wrong. After a few minutes, someone approached my desk. It wasn’t Andrea. It wasn’t Kate. I could tell that from the sound of their footsteps. And so I ignored them, until they stood right at the end of my desk, when I finally raised my head to see Jenna standing there smiling at me.

“That’s your wife?” she said with a smile. “She’s gorgeous!”

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “Thanks.”

“That’s quite the outfit she’s wearing,” Jenna said, shaking her head just a little. “Did you choose that for her or something?”

“No,” I scowled. Jenna couldn’t know, of course, but this was a line of questioning I was far from comfortable with. To her, a woman I had worked with for almost a year now, she was just making conversation on her way to get coffee. For me, she was tugging at some already inflamed nerves and reminding me of my deeply twisted situation.

“Good for her,” Jenna said. “If you’ve got it, flaunt it, I say. And she’s definitely got it.”

“Yeah,” I mumbled again, but Jenna was already stepping away from my desk. I hoped no one could see the way I could feel my cheeks burning with the heat of embarrassment as my coworker vanished into the breakroom. Of course she had noticed. Everyone had noticed. And while Jenna’s thoughts might be more or less complementary, I knew not everyone would feel the same way. I knew the men I worked with, in particular, would be lusting after my wife. I could almost feel them looking over at me, wondering what I had done to land such a goddess, maybe. Or wondering how I felt about the woman was married to dressing so provocatively at work. For that matter, I wondered about that myself.

But the morning wore on without any other incidents. Slowly, I was able to gain at least some control over myself and turned my attention back to my work. I couldn’t say I was doing it well. But at least I was doing it. And Andrea didn’t reappear, and neither did Kate, and I felt strange combination of relief and disappointment at that fact. Seeing either of them was a mild form of torture for me, but sometimes, it didn’t seem nearly as bad as not seeing them.

Finally, lunchtime rolled around. One by one, the desks of my coworkers emptied. Some headed for the breakroom. Some headed to get lunch outside. And I waited with bated breath, my heart thumping harder with each passing moment, waiting to see if Andrea would appear.

She did. In her blue skirt and tall boots and striped shirt, she appeared like an angel in the doorway of the office. Now, her blue eyes were fixed on me as she made her swaying way across the room, and everything else seemed to fade into the background as far as I was concerned. I had eyes only for her, the way her body moved on her tall high heels, the way her face glowed with happiness as she approached me. Finally, she stood in front of my desk, placing her hands on her hips and emphasizing her incredible hourglass figure as my cock rose in response to the sight of her.

“Got time for lunch?” she said.

“Of course I do,” I said, making Andrea laugh as I rose to my feet.

“Okay, let’s go,” Andrea said. Turning, she set off across the room, and I followed along eagerly behind her, almost as though I was being led along by my cock that surged toward her, toward that swaying ass wrapped in tight blue fabric that bulged with every step she took. At one point, in the empty office, Andrea turned her head to look at me over her shoulder, and whatever she saw made her giggle. Probably a look of total lust on my face. Probably an expression of pure frustration. I remembered the lunch break we had had the week before, and I was hoping for a repeat. If my sexy wife wanted to chain me to the car seat and have her way with me again, I was all for it.

The door to Kate’s office was open. Andrea passed by without so much as looking inside, but I couldn’t keep myself from glancing through the doorway. Kate wasn’t there. And as Andrea led me further down the corridor toward the stairs that led to the parking lot, she suddenly stopped.

“Oh, before we go, I want to show you something,” she said. Turning toward a closed door in the corridor, she opened it and stepped inside. Without understanding, without any ability to resist her, I followed.

It was a closet. A windowless room in the corridor that was used to store files and cleaning equipment. Metal shelves on one more held old boxes of paperwork, and there was a vacuum cleaner leaned up in the corner. I had been in the room before, once or twice. But as my wife closed the door behind me, I felt hope expanding in my heart. If Andrea wanted to be alone with me in this in unglamorous closet, I had no problem with that.

She stepped toward me. She draped her arms around my neck, and I took her hips in my hands, pulling her beautiful body against mine. Andrea laughed as she kissed me, her tongue slipping between my lips and mine sliding over it while we made out. My cock swelled between us, pressing against the fabric of her skirt, and I knew my wife could feel what she was doing to me as she ground her hips against me.

“God, this is so naughty,” she said, sounding already short of breath as she pulled her lips away from mine. As I pressed my lips against her neck now, feeling the warmth of her skin, I heard her sigh in rising pleasure. My hands traveled over her ass, cupping her cheeks through the tight fabric of her skirt.

“Anyone could hear,” Andrea said in a near whisper. But I didn’t care. All morning long, I had been possessed by the thought of sex with my wife, and now that we were alone together, I was more than ready. I didn’t care that we were in a closet at work. I didn’t care that anyone might hear. All I cared about was the physical pleasure that awaited me, the desperate need to release that this beautiful woman inspired in me.

But Andrea had other ideas. Placing her hands on my chest, she pushed me away. I watched her take a step toward the metal shelves, her full lips lifted in a smug smile as she moved.

“I haven’t shown you what I wanted to show you yet,” she said. “Kate had the maintenance guy in here earlier. She’s made a few modifications. Look.”

With one hand resting on the metal upright of the shelving unit, Andrea pointed with her other toward the floor. Wondering what she was up to, I stepped closer. As I looked around the room, I could see that some additional hardware had been added to the walls and floor. Eyebolts jutted out from the drywall and from the carpet, and even from the ceiling. That was all. Discreet enough that you would miss them at first glance, and obscure enough that you wouldn’t immediately know what they were for. I certainly didn’t.

Until Andrea made her move.

While I was staring at the eyebolts, she lifted the lid off one of the boxes on the shelving unit. I heard a rattle of metal, and my cock surged as I saw my wife striding toward me with a set of shackles in her hands. Stepping behind me, she took hold of my arms and pulled them behind me. As usual, the thought of resistance occurred to me, and as usual, I didn’t act on it. Once again, I let my wife lock handcuffs around my wrists, binding my arms behind my back. Then she pulled me a step or two backwards, toward the far wall of the closet.

“Kneel down,” she said, one hand still holding the cuffs while she placed the other on my shoulder. Awkwardly, I lowered myself to the floor, and Andrea’s boots creaked as she squatted behind me. The metal rattled again, and I looked over my shoulder to see my wife feeding the long chain that ran from the handcuffs through an eyebolt projecting from the floor. Then, she ran the chain around my ankles, pulling them together. Another lock clicked shut, and just like that, I was chained up on the office floor. On my knees with my hands behind my back, totally helpless and wildly turned on.

Andrea stared. Secure in her position now, she circled slowly around in front of me. Placing her hands on her hips again, she looked me up and down, and I gazed up at her with desperate desire, all the more attracted to her now that I couldn’t have her.

“This has got me so fucking horny,” Andrea growled. “Kate said we should turn this place into a dungeon. A kind of prison cell so we can have kinky sex at work. And believe me, Chris, I want to fuck you so bad right now. I can’t believe it. But you know I’m not wearing any panties under this skirt. I can’t go back to work the load of your cum inside me, can I?”

“Why not?” I asked. But Andrea just laughed at my response.

“Remember in the changing room on the weekend? You don’t need your cock or your hands to make your wife happy, do you? Go on. Take my skirt off and make me cum.”

As she spoke, Andrea took a step closer to me and turned. Her beautiful ass filled my vision, straining against the tight blue skirt held together by the zipper that dangled in front of me. My wife laughed again as I raised my head, steering my mouth toward the zipper just as I had done when she bought the skirt. With some difficulty, I was able to pull zipper down, exposing my wife’s bare ass in the rapidly parting fabric of the skirt. Wiggling her hips, Andrea pushed the skirt all the way down to the floor and stepped out of it carefully. Turning to face me, she ran her fingers through my hair, possessively gripping a handful as she smiled down at me. And I stared up at her, her pussy exposed under the shirt she still wore, shining wetly in front of my face.

I knew what Andrea wanted. And I didn’t hesitate. The chains that held me rattled as I lunged forward, pressing my mouth against my wife’s pussy. I didn’t care that we were at work. I didn’t care that we might be discovered. All I cared about was making this goddess cum, and hopefully being rewarded for it. And soon, the tiny space of the modified closet began to echo to Andrea’s moans of pleasure. She was trying to keep them quiet, I knew. Still afraid of discovery, even as she acknowledged that that threat was part of what made this whole scene so exciting. And in my own perverse way, even though I knew discovery would be far more humiliating for me than it was for her, I tried to make her scream. The only control I had in the situation I was in. I used every trick I knew, rubbing my nose against her swollen clit, sliding my tongue in and out of her juicy lips, and before long, Andrea was trembling and moaning above me. Her hands were on my head now, gripping it tightly as she thrust her hips forward. Her eyes were closed, her teeth showing as she bit her lip, trying to keep her screams of pleasure inside. And just like that, her legs shaking in her tall boots as she stood above me, my wife came at work. I felt the sudden flood of her juices pouring over my face, and heard the long tender sigh of relief. For a while, Andrea just stood above me like that, rolling her hips back-and-forth as she rubbed her pussy over my face and I licked up as much of her orgasm as I could. Then, she stepped back.

“Fuck, that’s better,” she said, fixing me with a guilty little smile as she bent to the floor and picked up her skirt. “I hope you enjoyed your lunch.”

I watched as she stepped into the skirt and pulled it up with difficulty, the fabric clinging tightly to her thighs and hips once again and growing even tighter as she zipped it up. Fully dressed again, she stood above me, her hands once again on her hips in her favorite power pose.

“Kate changed the lock on the door too,” she said. “I can lock it from the outside. So that’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to lock you in here, and you’ll stay in here ready for me to use again if I feel like it. God, that’s going to keep me so horny all day, knowing you’re tied up in here just waiting to be used by me. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

“Well, yeah,” I admitted, making my wife laugh. “But I have work to do. I can’t stay here all day.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Andrea said. I watched as she made her way back to the shelves, retrieving a key from the box that had held the chains. “You just need to worry about keeping your wife happy at work. And this is how you’ll do that. By staying here like my little sex prisoner in a closet until I say otherwise.”

Holding the key, she turned toward the door. Pausing for a moment, she blew me a kiss. Then, quickly, she opened the door and stepped outside, pulling it shut behind her. I heard the key turn in the lock, heard the bolt slide home. And I heard Andrea’s footsteps receding down the hallway as she went back to work.

It all happened so fast. And I could barely believe the predicament my wife had put me in. But for now, there was no escape. And as my cock throbbed wildly in my pants, I knew deep down, I didn’t want to be freed.




6. The Office Pet

 

There was no clock in my new prison. No window even that would let me guess the time from the position of the sun. The only reminder of the outside world that reached me was the occasional distant ringing of her phone or the footsteps of a coworker moving down the hall past the door I was locked behind. I had no idea how long I was kept in captivity, my wrists and ankles locked behind me and looped through a bolt in the floor to make sure I couldn’t go anywhere. All I knew was that my knees started to ache, my captivity becoming more uncomfortable by the moment. But the chains Andrea had locked onto me didn’t allow for much movement. I could shift my weight a little, and change my position slightly. But I couldn’t move enough to even sit down on the floor, let alone stretch out. And I hoped my wife would come back to let me go soon. But as the minutes went by, I realized the evil genius of what she had done. It wasn’t like I could call for help. The threat of being discovered like this by anyone other than her was too great. All I could do was keep quiet and hope that Andrea took pity on me.

Every time I heard footsteps coming down the hallway, my heart rose with hope. But it was easy to differentiate Andrea’s footsteps from those of anyone else in the office. No one else was wearing tall boots with spike heels to work. And the sound of my wife’s high heels was rapidly becoming a kind of auditory shortcut to my desperate arousal. That, plus the humiliating position I was in, conspired to make sure my cock was still throbbing and raging in my pants as I finally heard the sound I was waiting for. And as the key slipped into the lock the door of the closet and the mechanism turned, I heaved a sigh of relief.

“Finally,” I said in a low voice, still not wanting to be heard as the door opened. Just as quickly, it closed again. But my heart for its in my chest as I saw that it wasn’t Andrea who is stepped inside.

It was Kate.

I hadn’t seen my sexy boss all day. She was wearing her hair down, falling in chestnut waves on either side of her smiling face. Her brown eyes glowed the way they always did as she smiled at me, that wicked smile that seemed to suggest she knew so much more than she let on. And as my eyes did their unstoppable journey over her body, I took in Kate’s outfit, and it did nothing to calm the raging desire inside me. She wore a purple shirt that shone like silk, the short sleeves bareing her toned arms. The shirt was tucked into a black skirt, kneelength but almost as intoxicatingly tight as the one my wife was wearing. Kate had a pair of shiny black patent leather pumps on her feet, the wicked heel adding to her height and lengthening her legs and no doubt making her body sway with every step just the way Andrea’s boots did for her. That was what had tricked me, the sound of those high heels on the short carpet of the office coming down the hallway toward me. But as I kneeled there on the floor, chained up like an animal, all I could do was stare at Kate in astonishment. It was the first time I had seen her since the embarrassing incident in her office on Friday evening. In a way, I had been dreading my first encounter with my boss after that. But I certainly hadn’t expected it to go anything like this.

“Oh my God, she did it,” Kate said with a throaty laugh. At the same time, she twisted the lock on the closet door to trap us both inside. Then she stepped forward, and every step closer to me she took sent a jolt of wild desire racing through me. Even if Andrea hadn’t done to me what she had just done, making me her sexual prisoner in the middle of the day in the middle of our office. But she had, and that only served to fuel my desperate desire. There was only one woman I could possibly desire anything like as badly as I want to my wife in that moment. And she was standing right in front of me, smiling down at me with a knowing smile as she enjoyed my helpless captivity.

“Kate,” I gasped, trying to control the tremor in my voice as I address my boss. “This isn’t – I mean, I know I shouldn’t —“

“Sshh,” Kate said slowly, pressing a finger to her luscious lips. “Didn’t your sexy wife tell you this was my idea? I had the maintenance guys do this for exactly this reason. So we can have a sex dungeon in the office to tie up naughty boys like you.”

As she spoke, Kate circled slowly around me. I turned my head to watch her go, her body almost close enough to touch but so far out of reach it might as well have been on the other side of the galaxy. I heard her chuckle as she tapped the toe of one shoe against the chains behind me, making them rattle against the bolt that anchored me to the floor. Then Kate circled back around to stand in front of me, close than ever, her black skirt pulled tight around her as she stood with her feet apart.

“Your wife doesn’t mess around, does she?” Kate said. “How long have you been in here?”

“I don’t know,” I groaned. “Since lunchtime.”

“You must be dying to be let go,” Kate said. “Or maybe not? Maybe you’re learning to like being your wife’s helpless little prisoner? You have to admit, this is fucking hot.”

“This is crazy,” I said, trying to summon every tiny scrap of dignity I could while I looked up at my boss from on my knees at her feet.

“Right. And you’re totally here against your will. Which is how your wife managed to completely overpower you, a grown man, and chain you to the floor without even breaking a sweat. Because you don’t want this at all.”

Kate’s face was deadpan as she spoke, but her eyes glowed. I opened my mouth, but could find nothing to say. After all, she was right. Andrea had shown a remarkable ability at quickly immobilizing me and getting me unable to resist her, but there was always that moment. That moment before the cuffs went on, and I could still resist. I was physically stronger than my wife, though clearly not stronger than her in any other way. Andrea couldn’t tie me up against my will, even if she wanted to. Often, like today, I only had a split second to make those decisions. But I made them all the same. I had let this happen. And the knowledge of that made my cheeks burned with shame as I kneeled in front of my beautiful boss.

“Can you let me go?”

This time, I tried to keep my voice a little more humble as I spoke. And Kate’s smile only grew wider as she looked down at me, completely desirable and completely in charge.

“I can,” she said slowly. “But I’m not sure why I should. I mean, it was your wife who locked you up in here. I’m not sure I should get involved in the relationship of two married subordinates like that. I mean, I’m sure Andrea had her reasons.”

“Please, Kate,” I said. “My knees hurt.”

“Begging now?” Kate said, her face lit up from within by devilish delight. “You sure know the way to a dominant girl’s heart. Well, wait here. Not like you have any choice. But I want to enjoy this to the fullest.”

With that, she turned. Wordlessly, I watched her beautiful body sway its way toward the door of the closet and unlock it. She stepped outside, closing the door behind her and locking it. Dumbstruck, I waited, totally helpless and at the whim of these two beautiful women.

This time, the door opened again after only a moment. Kate stepped back inside, pushing an office chair in front of her. Swinging the door shut and locking it behind her, she pushed the chair toward me. Positioning it in front of me, she sat, crossing her long legs in her tight skirt so that the slender heel of one of her shoes bobbed in the air in front of me. Placing one elbow on the arm of the chair, Kate ran a manicured finger over her chin as she looked me up and down. Then, she picked up the cell phone she had brought with her and pointed it at me.

“Beg me properly, Chris,” she said with a smile. “Beg me to let you go so you can go back to work like a good little office drone.”

“Please, Kate,” I said, swallowing what felt like my last particle of pride as I gazed up at her. She held the phone steady in one hand, and I knew I was being recorded. I knew my shame was being preserved for posterity, giving this gorgeous woman even more leverage over me than she already had. But it wasn’t like I had much choice. And unlike Andrea, Kate didn’t love me. Andrea got a kick out of dominating me, and was showing a distinct cruel side toward me. But deep down, I trusted her. But Kate? She was an unknown quantity. A far more experienced dominatrix with a past that was a mystery to me. I had no idea what she might do with this humiliating video of me. All I knew was that as she sat on her chair in front of me, she looked just as beautiful as ever.

“You call that begging?” Kate mocked from behind the phone. “You need to make me believe it. Make me believe that you really want to be let go, instead of kept tied up in this closet like the office sex pet.”

“Please, Kate, please,” I babbled while a shiver of lust raced through me at her words. “Please untie me, please!”

“Maybe,” Kate said, drawing out the word to emphasize how undecided she was. “Maybe if you kiss my feet and acknowledge how superior I am to you, I’ll think about letting you go.”

Kneeling in front of her, I paused. I stared up at my boss open-mouthed. Over the phone she still held, she looked back at me, her brown eyes glowing like bronze. She didn’t say a word, and neither did I. Slowly, she raised her sculpted eyebrows, waiting for my response.

My knees creaked on the floor as I leaned forward. Kate’s foot hovered right in front of me, her glossy high-heeled shoe reflecting the light. There was a faint bitter taste to the leather as I pressed my lips against her shoe, and at that contact, Kate howled with laughter. Her chair creaked underneath her as she threw back her head, her long brown hair cascading down her back.

“Oh my God, I love this,” she said. “I’ve had guys worship my feet before, but not at work. This is great. This is such a good idea.”

“Please, Kate, let me go,” I mumbled again. A faint frown showed on my boss’s beautiful face as she looked down at me.

“Did I say you could stop?” she said, her tone suddenly sharp. “Keep kissing my foot until I’m sure you’ve learned your place.”

And so I did. Shame raged inside me, my whole body shaking with unrelieved lust and deep humiliation. But I pressed my lips against Kate’s foot again and again, feeling the warmth of her skin against my lips as I moved up toward the ankle. And Kate just sat above me like a queen on her throne, capturing everything with her phone and enjoying this moment of absolute triumph.

Then, she pressed the screen of her phone. For a moment, she ignored me while I went on kissing her foot, doing something with her phone that I tried not to think about. Finally, she set it down on the arm of the chair. Uncrossing her legs, she placed both feet on the floor. Then she leaned forward, her elbows on her knees, her hands held in front of her as she smiled at me.

“That was good,” she smirked. “I love a guy who knows his place. And after all, I am your boss. It’s only right you show me the proper respect, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Kate,” I mumbled while she giggled again. After all, I was totally in her power. Defying her didn’t seem like a good idea.

And now I could see the what she had told my wife was true. That Kate had a natural flair for dominating men, using her beauty and sex appeal to get them to bow to her will. It seemed such a natural part of her now, it felt odd that I hadn’t noticed before. But after all, who could have predicted this?

“Good. Now, I still haven’t decided whether I’m going to let you go. Having an office boy chained up in here is just too good an opportunity to resist. And I have something else you can kiss.”

My heart raced as Kate parted her knees in front of me. The tight skirt she wore restricted her movements, but she pulled it higher as she reached her hand between her thighs. Everything was darkness up there, but as she touched herself, there was no way to miss what my boss was alluding to.

“I can’t, Kate,” I said, struggling against myself as I spoke. “I’m married.”

“So?” Kate scoffed. “You wouldn’t be the first married man I’ve had on his knees licking my pussy. Sometimes married men make the best pussylickers and slave boys. After all, if his wife isn’t a total idiot, she’ll have trained him already.”

I was trembling with desire already, and her words were only making it worse. I was torn between two powerful forces, my loyalty to Andrea and my desperate desire to do what I was told by Kate. And in the hidden recesses of my brain, I bargained with myself. Surely this was what Andrea wanted all along? Surely this was part of the plan the two of them had cooked up together? But I didn’t know that for sure. And as much as I wanted Kate in that moment, as much as I wanted nothing more than to do as I was told and pleasure this beautiful woman, it didn’t seem worth the risk. We had only just started playing these incredible sex games, but already I knew I didn’t want to give them up. And lately, it had been made abundantly clear to me that my wife was a surprisingly dangerous person to get on the wrong side of.

“Don’t tell me you don’t want to,” Kate said with a vicious grin. Sliding her hand out from under her skirt, she reached toward me again. Leaning forward in her chair, she took hold of the zipper of my pants and pulled it down. Then she unfastened my belt and pulled it away. Her eyes shone as she stared deep into mine, that evil little smile on her beautiful face. Then, she reached inside my underwear. I groaned as I felt my boss’s hand close around my cock, bringing it out into the light. It throbbed to her touch, pointing up at this goddess in recognition of her incredible sex appeal. The body knows no loyalty. That’s a matter for the heart.

“See?” Kate said triumphantly. “You know you want me. Look at that thing, all primed and ready to go.”

“I do, Kate,” I said through gritted teeth as she sat back in her chair. “I really do. But I can’t. I love Andrea.”

“That’s sweet,” Kate said, tilting her head to one side. But at the same time, she raised her foot, and the slender heel of her shoe ran up and down the underside of my cock, making it bob and sway in front of her as she toyed with it. It was all so easy for her, and the more dominant and in control she looked, the more I wanted her. She had reduced me to a groaning mess of desire, using my body against me like another weapon in her arsenal. And all she had to do was sit there and move her foot just a little to have me babbling like an idiot at her feet.

“But I guess I’m not going to let you go then,” Kate said. “If you’re not going to do as you’re told, you deserve to stay there. I don’t care how much your knees hurt. Better get used to it. Bitch boys like you belong on their knees.”

“Please, Kate,” I said, almost sobbing with desperate desire. Her high heel was still sliding up and down my shaft, and I leaned forward, making my boss laugh as I kissed her knee in a show of total submission. It was torture to be torn like this, to be commanded to do what I so desperately wanted to do but knew I shouldn’t. Kate had me in such a bind that I barely knew what I was doing.

And that’s when the lock on the closet door clicked.

Lifting my face from my boss’s leg, I gazed up in astonishment. Kate didn’t seem the least surprised. Instead, she kept her glowing eyes on me, smiling down at me as I trembled helplessly at her feet. As far as I knew, and as I desperately hoped, only one other person had a key to this room. And as the door opened, my heart surged with gratitude and relief. Andrea was back. Hurriedly shutting the door behind her, she locked it again and stepped further into the room, her blue skirt straining around her while my cock throbbed against Kate’s high heel.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Andrea said. There was no anger in her voice. Quite the opposite. In fact, she spluttered with laughter as she spoke, her bright blue eyes drinking in the whole embarrassing scene as I kneeled at our boss’s feet with my cock exposed in front of me.

“He passed the test,” Kate said, without taking her eyes off me. “I ordered him to eat my pussy, and he wouldn’t do it. Look how badly he wants to, too. I told him I won’t let him go otherwise. But he was willing to stay here chained up until you came back rather than cheat on you.”

“Oh my God, honey,” Andrea said. Stepping forward as quickly she could in her high heels and tight skirt, she crouched on the floor in front of me. Taking my face between her hands, she pulled me toward her and kissed me. I felt the passion in her kiss, and I responded with passion of my own, pressing my lips against hers as her tongue invaded my mouth. It was an oddly tender moment to be having at the feet of our beautiful dominant boss, but Kate just sat there in her chair, watching the whole thing with a satisfied expression on her face. As Andrea lifted her lips from mine, she rose back up to her feet, smoothing her tight skirt over her thighs. Her eyes were glowing in much the same way Kate’s were, blue and brown staring down at me as two beautiful women basked in my total helplessness. Andrea’s earlier moment of tenderness seemed completely vanished now as she looked me up and down, a predatory smile on her pretty face.

“You looked so cute in that video Kate sent me,” she said. “Begging to be released and groveling at her feet. She’s right. We need to teach you your place. And that’s on your knees, worshiping the ground we walk on.”

Again, Andrea stepped forward. Chuckling to herself, Kate pushed her chair back to make room as my wife stood in front of me. She parted her feet as far as the tight skirt would allow her to, her heeled boots firmly planted on the floor. And as I gazed up her her, my love and my savior, Andrea pointed down to the floor at her feet.

“If you’re going to kiss our boss’s feet, you should kiss mine too,” Andrea said. “After all, I’m your wife. You need to show me at least the same respect you show her.”

I didn’t say a word. Once again, I had the strange feeling that I had stepped out of reality, that I blundered somehow into a bizarre and erotic dream. And I had no choice but to do as I was told. Beaten and humiliated and forced into submission by these two women, I had no fight left in me. The chains that held me rattled against the eyebolt as I leaned forward as far as I could, pressing my lips to the leather of Andrea’s boots while she stood above me, grinning in triumph. Behind her, Kate whipped out her phone again, taking another video of me humiliating myself. And I moved from one of Andrea’s feet to the other, showering her boots in kisses while she gloated above me.

“That’s right,” Andrea sneered as she watched over me. “You know your place now, don’t you, Chris? Your place is being our bitch and worshiping both of us and doing whatever we tell you. That’s what this place was designed for. To keep you in here captive whenever either of us feel like using you. You need to make our boss happy, okay, honey? You need to do what Kate says.”

“Yes, Andrea,” I said, babbling the submissive words while I kept kissing my wife’s boots. My cock was raging uncontrollably, my desire as rampant and unignorable as ever, and I channeled all that passion into the kisses I rained down on Andrea’s feet as she stood above me. I couldn’t believe what had happened to me. But in the presence of these two dominant goddesses, I couldn’t bring myself to regret it, either. With three of us in the small closet, the air felt close, and it felt even closer with the sexual tension that crackled in the atmosphere. I didn’t know what else they had in mind for me. But in that moment, and not for the first time, I was ready to give them absolutely everything.

“Good,” Andrea said. “So do it. I believe you were given an order. So do what you’re told by your boss.”

With that, Andrea stepped away from me. Lifting my face from the floor, I stared at her in at a surprise. She turned her smiling face away from me to look over at Kate, and Kate looked back at her. Neither of them said anything, but in that look, they seem to exchange all they needed to know. And while Kate pulled her office chair back across the floor toward me, Andrea stepped back, folding her arms under her breasts and leaning against the shelves on one side of the closet. Watching. Enjoying the show.

Positioning her chair in front of me, Kate half stood. I watched her struggle with her tight skirt, pulling it up around her hips. Then, reaching up underneath it, she pulled down her panties. I could hardly believe what I was seeing as she tossed the red fabric aside, but I didn’t have time to think of that. The wheels of Kate’s chair rolled further across the floor as she approached me, patting her legs to reveal her pussy between her thighs. My boss’s pussy, something I had never thought I would see no matter how many times I thought about her. But I was getting an unbelievable view as Kate hooked her legs over my shoulders, joining them together behind me and pulling me forward. At the same time, I felt her hand on the back of my head, guiding me toward her dripping sex. Her thighs were moist against my cheeks as she slid her hips forward, pressing her sex against my mouth. I stuck out my tongue, and just like that, for the first time in years, I was tasting the dripping sex of a woman that wasn’t my wife.

I licked. I kissed. Overcome with desire and desperate to earn my freedom, I devoted myself to pleasing my boss sexually. Above me, Kate moaned, abandoning herself to the sadistic pleasure of being in charge. Her high heels scratched my back through the shirt I wore, her trembling thighs tightening around my ears as her body responded to the pleasure I was giving her.

And over Kate’s shivering thigh, I looked at my wife. As Kate trembled and her movements became more fierce, it was hard to see. But there was my wife, standing with her arms folded and her back to the shelves, that same wild smile on her face as she watched me go down on another woman. Her white teeth shone as she bit her lip, her hands gripping her elbows and showing the tension in her body. This was turning her on. All of it. The power, and my submission. The sight of seeing me please another woman right in front of her. The fact I had no choice. My wife had become this outrageous mistress, and I couldn’t get enough of it. Having her watching only spurred me on to do a better job, to please our gorgeous boss with everything I had while she howled above me and the woman I loved more than anything witnessed the whole outrageous spectacle.

Kate trembled. Just like Andrea had earlier, she was trying to control her sounds of pleasure, but clearly, it wasn’t easy. The chair she sat on creaked desperately as she rocked back-and-forth. A loud moan rose from behind her clenched lips as her orgasm arrived, and I felt her pussy swell against my mouth, her hot juices pouring over my skin as though baptizing me into my new life in service to these women. Finally, Kate slumped back in her chair. Swinging her legs off my shoulders, she lay there for a moment, breathing heavily and inhaling air the smell of sex while I kneeled at her feet.

“I knew this was a good idea,” she said finally, and beside her, Andrea laughed.

“Me too,” Andrea said. “It’s good to have a way to relieve the strains of the office whenever we feel like.”

While my wife spoke, Kate stood on shaking legs. I watched her roll her skirt down, trying to restore herself to at least some form of professional appearance. Once she had done that, she paused, looking me up and down before turning to my wife.

“Well, he did what I told him to,” Kate said. “I guess we should let him get back to work.”

Andrea didn’t say anything immediately. Instead, she stepped toward me. I groaned as she ran her fingers through my hair, bending at the waist to kiss me again. My eyes went wide as her tongue slid into my mouth, tasting our boss’s pussy on my lips and tongue. Then, Andrea straightened up and turned back toward Kate.

“I think we can keep him here a little bit longer,” she said. “Really make him earn his freedom.”

“Oh my God, you’re so mean,” Kate laughed. But she didn’t protest. Instead, I watched as both women turned to the door, their gorgeous bodies swaying in their tight skirts and high heels. Kate paused in front of the door and turned to look back at me. Andrea did the same. Almost in unison, the two of them burst out laughing.

Then, without another word, they unlocked the door, stepped outside, and locked me into the closet again.
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7. Traffic Lights

 

 I waited. There was nothing else I could do. My wife and my sexy boss had me at their mercy, completely immobilized and chained up in a locked closet of the office we worked at.

 And through the locked door, I could hear life going on as usual, the footsteps of my oblivious coworkers moving up and down the hall. Did any of them wonder where I had gone? Did any of them ask? My work sat waiting for me on my desk, but clearly, neither Kate nor Andrea cared much about that. No, it was more important for them that I remained there tied up as their sex toy, humbled and humiliated and ready to be used by them whenever they felt like it.

 As I kneeled there helplessly waiting, my feelings oscillated from one extreme to another. At times, I felt angry. Kinky games at work were fun and everything, but this was starting to approach real captivity. Could we really still call it a game when it had become this real? The truth was, I was their prisoner in fact, not just in play. I couldn’t free myself. I certainly tried. But the eyebolt I was chained to was firmly fixed to the floor, and the heavy metal shackles weren’t giving way no matter how much I struggled with them. Yes, it was all a game. But that didn’t mean it was possible for me to escape.

 Neither Kate nor Andrea had any right to treat me like this, hence the anger I felt. But that was only one color from a whole palette of emotions I was feeling. Because no matter how angry I got, no matter how much I told myself my anger was justified and their behavior was completely out of line, I couldn’t deny to myself how sexy it all was. How wildly exciting the whole adventure had been. And even in my periods of anger, my cock never stopped raging in my pants, throbbing more and more desperately every time I thought about what had happened to me. I could still taste Kate’s pussy on my tongue, mingled with the taste of my wife, and that thought alone was enough to propel me to wild heights of desperate lust. Somehow, these two women had concocted a situation that I partly hated but mostly loved. And as I kneeled there waiting for one or both of them to finally free me, I couldn’t be sure how I felt about what had happened to me.

Eventually, the day came to an end. On the other side of the door, I heard my coworkers leaving. That brought some relief, along with some new nervousness over what might be about to happen. The thought of discovery terrified me, and so I was glad to hear my colleagues leave. But I knew also that Kate and Andrea would be free to play with me again. And as today had proven, I had no idea where that might lead.

 Finally, I heard the unmistakable sound of high heels coming down the hallway toward me. Just one set, I noticed. I had no way of knowing who it was, Andrea or Kate, until the lock on the closet door clicked open and a beautiful woman stepped hurriedly inside.

 Andrea.

 “Time to go home,” she said, that same satisfied smile showing on her pretty face as she made her way toward me. Anger swelled inside me again, but that did nothing to dampen my desire. I couldn’t help myself. I watched my wife’s tight blue pencil skirt strain around her hips and thighs with every step she took, the leather boots she had made me kiss seeming to glow in the light of the closet that had been my prison for much of the afternoon. Pausing at the file box on the metal shelves that seem to hold all of her toys, Andrea reached inside and produced a key. Stepping across the room toward me, she crouched behind me, her movements made awkward by her restrictive outfit. I heard the clicking of another lock, and sighed with relief as my wife freed my hands. Then she unlocked the chain around my ankles. Finally free, I rolled over to the side and sat down heavily on the floor, groaning as I stretched out my legs to relieve the aching in my knees. Andrea was on her knees too, looking at me with a curious expression on her face. Like she was waiting to see my reaction. But honestly, I didn’t know how to react myself.

“What the fuck, Andrea,” I said, shaking my head as I spoke. I was still angry. And I had every right to be, I told myself. But the hours of isolation had given my anger plenty of time to burn itself out. It had settled instead into a kind of dull resentment, mixed with disbelief that any of this was real.

 “Don’t pretend you didn’t like it,” Andrea said with a chuckle. For a moment, I said nothing. I just sat down on the floor of the closet, letting the blood returned to my lower legs. Andrea, I noticed, had left the door of the closet open. I could only hope that meant everyone had left the building already.

 “That was too much,” I finally said, my voice low and my eyes on the ground as I spoke. Looking at her, I knew, would only make it harder. Looking at her would only rekindle that burning desire that made me willing to accept anything she chose to do to me. For Andrea, just as it was for Kate, beauty was power. Both these women knew that the way they looked and the desire I felt for them would let them get away with almost anything. If I was going to stand up to my newly dominant wife, it was easier not to look at her at all.

“Was it?” Andrea said. Her voice was soft too, and she remained kneeling on the floor of the closet.

 “Yeah,” I said thickly. “I mean, it was hot for a while. But I’ve been in here all day. My knees fucking hurt.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Andrea said. Still speaking softly. Still kneeling on the floor. Finally, I dared turn my head and look over at my wife. Her gorgeous face radiated concern, and in an instant, I felt my heart contract with pity. I could scream at myself all I wanted that I was the victim here, that I had every right to be mad. But sometimes, love means caring about someone even when you’re angry at them. Even when you feel they’ve done you wrong.

 With a sigh, I bent my knees again and planted my feet on the floor, pushing myself up into a standing position. From where she kneeled, Andrea raised a hand toward me, a faint and teasing smile showing on her face as she silently asked for my help. I stepped toward her and took her hand, helping to lift her to her feet. Standing in front of me now, she smoothed that skintight skirt over her legs and hips again, adjusting her high maintenance outfit to make sure she always looked her best. She always did. And just as I had known I would, I felt lust growl inside me again as I looked at her. She was just too beautiful to resist. The trouble was, she knew it. But even then, I wondered just how aware she was of how beautiful I always found her. Even when I was mad at her. Even when she had done something so unbelievable to me. Or, lately, especially then.

“I’m sorry, Chris,” Andrea said, her voice softer than ever, almost a whisper as she stood in front of me. And how could my heart fail to melt at that? How could I resist this woman, as beautiful in her remorse as she was in her power? She might have been playing me, I supposed, but I believed her remorse was genuine. And I like to think that I know my wife. Admittedly, lately she had shown me a side of herself I had never guessed existed. But that didn’t change the core of who she was, of who we were.

 I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her. Not the wild and aggressive kiss of lust this time, but a tender yet passionate kiss of reconciliation. And she kissed me back, that beautiful body all but melting in my arms as I held her close against me. When I finally lifted my lips from hers, I could see that Andrea was smiling again. Her blue eyes were brimming with something like hope as they stared deep into mine.

“Come on,” she said, taking my hand in hers. “Let’s go home.”

 With that, she led me toward the open door of the closet that had been my prison all afternoon. I followed behind her, once again hypnotized by the sexy sway of her body in her unbelievably tight skirt. As though my anger and our brief reconciliation had never happened, I was once again shivering with desire for her, whether Andrea knew it or not.

 But that wasn’t the only thing on my mind.

 “Where’s Kate?” I asked, looking quickly around the office while I followed my wife toward the door.

“She went home already,” Andrea said. “We’re the last ones to leave.”

 “Oh.”

 “You sound disappointed.”

 Without breaking stride, my wife turned her head to look at me over her shoulder. There was a quizzical expression on her face, but there was also the light of amusement in her eyes.

“No, not disappointed,” I said. “Maybe a little surprised, I guess.”

 “Thought she’d want to play with you again?” Andrea teased. “Don’t be greedy. Besides, there’s plenty of time for that in the future. Now that we have a sex dungeon in the office, I can imagine we’ll be doing this kind of stuff more and more.”

 Andrea’s words sent a shiver through my body. Yes, that was what I wanted. Of course it was. But still, the idea scared me, too. What my wife and my boss had just done to me was beyond belief, but the way Andrea was talking, it was only the opening act of a game I felt in no way prepared for. A game I knew I couldn’t possibly control. A game where I was hopelessly outmatched and outmaneuvered by the raw beauty, sexual power, and kinky imagination of the women I served.

 The high heels of Andrea’s boots echoed on the hard surface of the office parking lot as we made our way to our car. My head was spinning. I hadn’t even had time to get used to having my wife at the office before we had started down this unexpected road. Now, I had to get used to not only working with my wife, but being dominated by her. And being dominated, too, by our beautiful boss. A woman I had always been attracted to but had never imagined anything would happen with. A woman whose pussy I could still taste in my mouth. A woman whose pussy, I realized with another tremor of outrageous lust, Andrea must have tasted on my tongue when she kissed me.

“So, Kate, huh?” I said as I climbed behind the steering wheel of the car and started the engine. In the passenger seat, Andrea lay back, her seatbelt running between her breasts that strained at the front of her striped shirt. She closed her eyes as she leaned her head back against the headrest of her seat.

 “She’s amazing, isn’t she?” Andrea said as I pulled out of my parking spot. “She’s so sexy. So fucking wild. I can’t believe nothing ever happened between you two before I came along.”

 “Well, I’m with you,” I said as I steered the car through the city streets. As I scowled out at the road in front of me, I heard Andrea chuckle.

 “That’s so sweet,” she said. “And by the way, I’m really proud of you for resisting temptation today. That bitch tried to seduce you. And you held strong. Even though you didn’t really have a choice. I wouldn’t have blamed you if you did what she said. But I’m glad you didn’t. Even though from now on, I want you to do what she says all the time.”

 “You actually think I would cheat on you?” I said. Beside me, Andrea opened her eyes at last. Even though I kept my own face turned toward the road, I could feel her looking at me, sizing me up before answering.

“No, I don’t,” Andrea said at last. “I think you proved that today. But I’m just saying, people have their limits. You’re just a man, after all. And your boss is fucking hot. I’m not sure I can blame you if you cheated on me with Kate. I’m not sure I can honestly say I wouldn’t in your position.”

I kept my eyes on the road ahead, but I was seeing stars. What Andrea was saying was unbelievable. But at the same time, it made its own sort of twisted sense. Locked up in the closet for their amusement, I had had plenty of time to think. And I had thought about this. My wife had never displayed any kind of same-sex attraction before. But just the idea of it, just the thought, was enough to make me tremble where I sat in the driver’s seat. Again, I thought of how Andrea had kissed me after I had gone down on Kate, and beneath the steering wheel, my cock raged with unrelieved desire.

 “What — what are you saying?” I asked, leaning slightly in my seat as I guided the car around a corner. Beside me, Andrea laughed.

 “Oh, I think you know what I’m saying,” Andrea said. “Don’t get too excited. I’m not giving you a hall pass. But I will say this.”

 Andrea shifted in her seat. As I felt her lay a gentle hand on my thigh, I gulped. Tearing my eyes away from the road for a minute, I looked over at my wife to see her bright blue eyes shining with total delight.

“Watching you eat Kate’s pussy today was fucking hot,” Andrea said, talking slowly and clearly as though she wanted to be sure I heard every syllable. “And knowing her, and knowing you, and knowing the way we’ve been playing lately, it’s that something I can see happening again and again. You know how much it turns me on when you submit to me. But watching you submit to her, too, was way sexier than I thought it would be. I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t stop thinking about both of us dominating you and using you to serve us sexually whenever we feel like. It’s fucking amazing. So I think, husband of mine, you need to get used to the idea that it’s not just your wife you have sex with anymore.”

“Oh my God,” I said with a shiver, while Andrea laughed. Ordinarily, my wife almost seemed able to read my mind. But for once, she was off the mark. It wasn’t the thought of me having sex with Kate that had been occupying my thoughts to the exclusion of all else, but the thought of Andrea doing it. And yet, what my wife was saying now was every bit as exciting. The thought that my kinky wife was okay with me going down on our beautiful boss was something I had never expected to experience in my life, and something I knew I wasn’t ever going to be able to forget. I knew that much already.

“Was it really too much for you today?” Andrea said as I turned another corner, heading for home. Wrapped up in my sexy thoughts as I was, it took me a moment to mentally change gears and try to understand what she was saying. As though my suffering in the closet had been forgotten entirely, eclipsed by the promise of the wild new world Andrea was offering me.

“It was a lot,” I said truthfully. Her hand patted my knee sympathetically as I spoke.

 “I’m sorry,” she said again. “I guess we just got carried away. You know this is supposed to be fun in the end, right? I mean, you know I love dominating you. Making you do things you would never otherwise do. But I’m not trying to actually hurt you. I don’t want to actually make you do something you really don’t want to do. You know you can tell me if I go too far, right?”

“And what about Kate?” I asked. Just for moment, I felt my wife’s hand tighten on my leg.

 “I don’t know about Kate,” Andrea admitted. “She’s a different story. But I love you, and I don’t want any harm to come to you, and I’m sure I can rein our evil boss in. I think I can protect you from Kate. At least the worst side of her, anyway. I don’t think you want me protecting you from her completely.”

 Andrea laughed as she spoke. Her words were patronizing, and they were meant to be. I felt the sting of humiliation as my wife offered to protect me from the gorgeous woman we worked with. But predictably, that only made my cock surge even more. That only made me even more horny and turned on by this whole wild situation. Of course, Andrea probably knew that very well.

 “We should have a safe word,” Andrea said suddenly. “So that I know if things are getting to be too much for you. If I go too far, or if Kate does, you just need to say the word and we’ll stop. That way, you can be in control but still feel like you’re not. Because I know that’s all part of the fun.”

 “A safe word?” I said, gripping the steering wheel as I spoke. I had heard the term before, and had some vague sense that it was used in that way. But I had never imagined it was something I would need in my life. Still, I couldn’t argue with the logic behind it. If it prevented excesses like today, it seemed like a good idea. Assuming I wanted to prevent days like that, of course. For all my anger while I kneeled painfully in the closet at work, I was finding that with each passing minute, my anger subsided. The more time that passed between the present and the humiliation of being tied up in there, the less unfair it seemed and the more exciting it became.

“Yeah,” Andrea said. “You know what? I’ve heard about people using lights. Like, green for go ahead, yellow for be careful, and red for stop. We could do something like that? I’ll assume green, but if things are going in a direction you don’t like, say yellow, and I’ll change what I’m doing. Say red, and we’ll stop the whole thing.”

 “Okay,” I said slowly. This whole thing was starting to feel like more work than I had thought it would be. Our sex life was getting ever more complicated as it became more exciting, and some strange submissive part of me wondered if this kind of planning didn’t rob our kinky games of that unexpected magic. But after all, Andrea was right. What had happened today had only revealed just how helpless I was to resist either Andrea or Kate. They could do just about anything to me. My wife was right that I needed some way of telling them when enough was enough.

“Good. I’m glad we got that settled. I don’t want to push things too far.” Andrea paused for a moment, and again I felt her hand gripping my knee as though to emphasize the words she was about to say.

 “Chris, I’m having so much fun right now,” she said at last, her voice vibrating with sincerity as she spoke. “I don’t want to stop playing like this. Now Kate is involved, and I honestly can’t believe we’re doing this. I never thought of us as the kind of people who do stuff like this. But we are, and I fucking love it. I’m having the time of my life. Aren’t you?”

For a moment, I thought about Andrea’s question. No simple answer presented itself. After all, I couldn’t say that being locked in a closet all day was any normal person’s idea of fun. But at the same time, what Andrew was saying made perfect sense to me. The things we were doing made me feel unbelievably alive, and the darker it got, the more it filled me with light. We had Kate to thank, I supposed, for discovering this wild new way to enjoy one another. But Andrea was running with it in a way I had never thought that she would. And seeing this side to my wife was an unbelievable thrill. It was more wildly exciting than it had any right to be. And as Andrea claimed that she was already hooked, I could hardly say that I felt any differently myself. Ultimately, the whys and hows didn’t matter much. All that mattered was how it felt. And as I drove home with my wife beside me, her hand on my leg and her obvious excitement radiating off her beautiful body, I recognized the truth in what she was saying.

 “Yeah,” I said at last, grinning sheepishly while I spoke. “I am.”

 “Awesome! That’s what I wanted to hear!”

 As she spoke, Andrea leaned across the car. I chuckled in surprise as she pressed her lips against my cheek, kissing me passionately. Then, she moved her mouth to my ear, and her lips gently brushed my skin as she spoke in a whisper.

 “I can’t wait to get you home,” Andrea said, and there was a predatory growl in her voice that sent a shiver racing up and down my spine as she spoke. “I know I put you through a lot today. And I kind of feel like I owe you. So the minute we get home, I’m going to make it all up to you.”

Taking my earlobe between her teeth, she tugged playfully at it, and predictably, I felt my cock swelling and surging my pants at Andrea’s words.

 “I like the sound of that,” I said, and Andrea laughed. Pulling away from me, she sat back in the passenger seat, waiting while I drove us home. The miles from the office to my house had never seemed so infuriatingly long as I raced through the suburban streets, desperate for what Andrea promised.

Finally, we made it home. Throwing the car into park, I practically ran inside. Andrea laughed as I grabbed her hand, pulling me after her, her movements hampered by the constricting skirt she wore that made me want her so badly. I got her inside the house, then I slammed the front door shut behind us and turned toward my wife.

 “Let’s go to bed,” I said, almost panting like a puppy with the force of my desire. But my sexy wife had her own ideas.

 “Why?” She asked, her eyes glowing with excitement the way they invariably did when she had some new idea. “There’s nothing we can do in there that we can’t do right here.”

 With that, Andrea took a step away from me. The tightness of her skirt restricted her movements, but she managed to drop to her knees right there in the hall of our house. I watched, confused for only a moment until she reached for the front of my pants. My heart surged with raw joy as she unzipped the close I had worn to work all day and reached inside. My cock was already hard and ready for her, just as my wicked wife must’ve known it would be. And she giggled to herself as she took it in her hand, slowly stroking my shaft and making me groan with long-awaited pleasure.

“You like me like this, don’t you?” Andrea said softly, gazing up at me as she continued to stroke my manhood. “You like me being a hot slut at work. Just like this. Looking all sexy in the office. Like some sexy secretary from a dirty movie.”

 “Yes, I do,” I panted, and red-hot desire eclipsed everything else as I moaned loudly. “I love it. You look amazing. God, I want you so bad.”

 “That’s the idea,” my wife said with a smirk. And, smiling up at me, my gorgeous wife leaned forward. Her full lips parted, and I groaned in pure pleasure as she wrapped those incredible lips around my cock. Pure ecstasy flowed through my body as her tongue flicked at my sensitive head, her lips gripping my shaft tightly, her whole marvelous mouth devoted for once to my pleasure. I felt like a king as I stood there above her, this gorgeous goddess for once focusing purely on me.

 There in the hallway of our suburban house, after a day of unbelievable teasing and sexual frustration, I was primed and ready to go. My cock throbbed and surged desperately in Andrea’s mouth, and my eyes rolled back in my head as sexual pleasure engulfed me. Unable to speak from the force of the sensations running through my body, I tapped Andrea gently on the top of her head. Taking my meaning, she lifted her warm mouth away from my shaft, my manhood sliding easily out between her glistening lips with a wet sound.

“I’m close,” I managed to say, my chest rising and falling rapidly as I panted breathlessly at the edge of climax.

“That’s okay,” Andrea said in a voice that dripped with seduction. “How much girl cum do you think you swallowed today? Mine and our boss’s. I think it’s only fair that I pay you back in kind, isn’t it? I’m going to suck the cum right out of your balls. And then, once you’ve recovered from that, I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me like you’ve never fucked before. Like it’s the first time we’ve ever been together. I want you to fuck me like you mean it and show me what you were dreaming of doing to me all day long while I had you tied up in that closet. Understand?”

 “Yes ma’am,” I said breathlessly, making Andrea laugh. Then, she lowered her face and closed her soft lips around my surging cock once again. I cried out, the hallway of our house ringing to my sounds of pleasure as my wife blew me right there and then. Still dressed up in her sexy work outfit, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen wrapped her lips around my cock and kept on sucking. And soon, I felt my balls tighten against my body and my cock surge inside the beautiful prison of her mouth, and I let myself go. I gave in to the pleasure that had been building inside me all day, tormenting me with my helplessness, and I heard Andrea spluttering as I exploded in her mouth.

 Then, as I watched, my pretty wife looked up at me with a smile in her eyes if not on her lips, busy as they still were with bringing me pleasure. I watched, shivering with lust and disbelief, as my wife swallowed every drop of my load. When she had drained my balls completely, she lifted her mouth away from me again and smiled up at me from her knees.

“See?” she said, licking her shining lips as though she had never tasted anything more delicious than my semen in her life. “It’s not all bad having such a sexy wife, is it?”

 “No, Andrea,” I said, still struggling to catch my breath as the afterglow of pleasure continue to course through me. “No, it really isn’t.”




8. The Office Tease Toy

 

 “What do you think?”

 In our bedroom, my wife stood in front of me, striking a pose. I looked her up and down, letting my eyes wander over her beautiful body. There was a time not long ago when Andrea would never have consulted me about what she was wearing, or only very rarely. But that was hardly the biggest change in our lives lately.

 In fact, everything had changed. Even though it might not look like it from the outside. In the eyes of the world, we were the same couple we had always been. No kids, happily married, her just beginning a career at the same place I worked. But internally, nothing felt the same. Now, with the kinky sex games we were playing both at work and at home, everything seemed charged with adventure. Everything seemed more exciting than it should have been. Whenever we were together — and we were together the whole day, more or less – the air seemed to crackle with wild sexual excitement. I had never believed my life would be like this. I had never even thought I would want such a thing. But now that it was happening, I couldn’t argue with how I felt. This was the most exciting time of our lives. And as much as I always wanted Andrea, as much as I thought my wife was the most beautiful creature on earth, I had never in the past wanted her in the same rabid and desperate way I did now.

 My wife stood in front of me in a vibrant red dress. Like all of Andrea’s outfits lately, this one seemed made to inspire sexual desire in me and in anyone who looked at her. The dress had no sleeves, and while the neckline was perfectly modest and the hem sat just above her knees, the tight cut of the garment fit her like a glove and exposed her beautiful body as much as it concealed it. Paired with a set of unbelievably high heels, black shining leather with a metal spike for a heel, Andrea managed to look just about appropriate for a day at work while also being unbelievably seductive. Exactly the look she was going for, I knew. And just as she had said to me before, that thought excited me too. The idea of my wife transforming before my very eyes into a hot office slut who drove everyone crazy with her beauty and sex appeal. This wasn’t the woman I had married. This was someone far more exciting and adventurous. And as I gazed at Andrea, finally ready for another day at the office, I struggled to believe that a woman like her had chosen to be shackled for life to a guy like me. But I had learned not to question it. I had learned simply to enjoy the ride. Lately, I was enjoying it more than I ever had before.

“Sexy,” I said, making Andrea laugh as I looked her up and down again. “Crazy sexy.”

 “Well, I hope so,” she said. I watched her red dress growing even tighter around her as she walked slowly toward me where I sat on the bed. “You know I have to compete with Kate to see who’s the hottest bitch in the office.”

 “You,” I said immediately, making Andrea laugh again as she stood in front of me. I reached out toward her, impulsively trying to take her in my arms, but she playfully slapped my hands away.

“Not now,” she said. “I only just got dressed, and I can’t have you messing up my outfit. Besides, you know I love keeping you horny at work. It gives me such a charge all day to know you’re sat at your desk, thinking about fucking me. And Kate, probably. What do you think of the shoes?”

“You look amazing,” I said, looking down at my wife’s footwear as she lifted one heel from the floor. The metal heel shone in the bedroom light, unbelievably tall and slender, and I was impressed that my wife could walk so elegantly in such impractical footwear.

“Kate said I have to wear heels at least as long as my husband’s cock,” she said with a giggle. “So six inch spikes it is. I hope I don’t have to do a lot of walking today. I might need you to give me a foot rub later.”

 There was a challenge voice as she spoke. But I didn’t care. Already, I was feeling that old submissive side coming back. That part of me that responded to my wife’s incredible beauty by wanting nothing more than to obey. That part of me that felt overwhelmed by her, that felt almost as though it was her right to treat me the way she did. The part of me that wanted that.

 “Okay,” I said, making my wife laugh again.

 “All right, let’s go,” she said, turning away from me and heading for the door. “Can’t keep the boss waiting.”

 This was our life now, as difficult as that was to believe. As impossible as it sometimes seemed to me when we found ourselves in another scenario. Just a few weeks ago, my wife had been unemployed, and our sex life had been perfectly fulfilling in its own way, but also pretty pedestrian. And now, here we were. My wife had taken a job at the same company I worked at, and had quickly become the office sexpot. Though our boss Kate certainly gave her a run for her money in that department.

Either way, both women were incredibly beautiful, unignorably sexual, and utterly controlled me. That dominance seemed to increase by the day, and I couldn’t bring myself to want anything else. Not when being controlled by them felt so good. I hadn’t forgotten my painful afternoon spent chained up in the closet at the office, and my heart fluttered with fear as I wondered if they were going to do something like that again. But my cock throbbed and surged at the thought as I drove my wife to work, the memories of the night before flashing through my mind like a nonstop highlight reel of sexual pleasure. Andrea had said she would reward me for my suffering in the closet that day. And she did. Our sex that night was passionate and animalistic and almost nonstop. Dropping her dominant persona for a while, Andrea had given herself to me over and over again, and I had savored every moment of our lovemaking, every kiss and caress and orgasm seeming to lead inevitably to the next. At the end of the night, we had fallen exhausted into one another’s arms. For once, I had slept soundly, my sleep seemingly undisturbed by the wild dreams that had been plaguing me recently.

 But now, I knew day had dawned. And clearly, we were in for more of the same. My wife was looking sexy and acting in charge and I wanted nothing more to play with her and with Kate all over again. Judging by the way Andrea was dressed and the words she was saying, I was going to get my wish.

“I wonder if I’ll ever wear pants to work again?” Andrea mused as we drove toward the office.

 “I hope not,” I said, making her laugh.

 “You much prefer me in dresses and skirts, right?” she said.

 “Yeah, I do,” I growled. “Especially when I know you’re not wearing any panties underneath them.”

 Andrea laughed again as she placed her hand on my thigh, teasingly close to my throbbing cock. But I was telling the truth. Andrea had made no attempt to hide the fact she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath that dress. Like her blue skirt the day before, she insisted that any underwear would ruin the lines of her tight outfits. But I knew there was more to it than that. I knew that partially, the whole point was to drive me wild with lust. To keep me thinking about my wife’s pussy all day long, separated from me and the rest of the office only by a single thin layer of clothing. How my wife had gotten so good at teasing me sexually I had absolutely no clue. But as I drove to work with my cock throbbing frantically mere inches from Andrea’s hand, I knew I didn’t want a single thing to change in that regard.

 “Well, it’s really not up to you,” Andrea went on, teasing me further as her hand crept higher up my thigh. “You’re just lucky that I enjoy turning you on so much. And you’re lucky that Kate encourages it. I mean, I have to keep up with her little outfits. It’s not easy, you know.”

 “Yeah, I bet,” I mumbled, making her laugh again. I didn’t need to say what we were both thinking. And probably, in her way, my wife was telling the truth. It wasn’t easy. I could see the effort she put in to looking this stunning everyday, and I couldn’t imagine doing the same thing myself, even if anyone wanted me to. But Andrea wasn’t one who had spent most of the previous afternoon chained up in a closet. Andrea wasn’t the one whose sexual release depended on the whims of other people. Maybe these games we were playing really were hard on her. But I didn’t have much doubt that they were a hell of a lot harder on me. And my wife knew that as well as I did.

As we pulled up outside the office, Andrea removed her hand from my thigh. I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself before heading into the workplace. Andrea stepped out of the vehicle before I did, her metal heels cracking like gunfire on the hard surface of the parking lot. A sound that had become like a subliminal trigger to my desperate desire. Everything about her seemed designed to keep me horny and frustrated, to keep me desperately lusting after her in that way that made me so weak and compliant with her commands. And now, we were doing it all over again.

 With a sigh, I stepped out of the car and locked it behind me. Side-by-side, Andrea and I walked toward the door of the office. We had to at least look normal for the sake of our coworkers. After all, I lived in terror of anybody finding out about the adventures we had been having. Bad enough that I had to endure the looks and occasional comments Andrea’s appearance got from my coworkers. My wife might not be the office slut, but she certainly looked like it. Everyone had noticed.

 I followed Andrea up the stairs, my cock throbbing again as I watched the way her ass strained the red fabric of her dress as she climbed. The way her ridiculous high heels made the toned muscles of her legs show under the smooth skin. Hiding erections at work had become a major part of my working day, like I was some pathetic teenager all over again. Because that was what Andrea wanted. As usual, we reached the top of the stairs, and as my wife turned toward Kate’s office, I turned toward my own desk. But as Andrea stepped through the open doorway of our boss’s office, Kate’s voice stopped me in my tracks.

“Chris, come in here to for a moment, please,” she called out toward the hallway. Andrea’s eyes gleamed as she turned to look at me for a moment over her shoulder, smiling in anticipation and saying nothing. Taking another deep breath, I followed my wife into our boss’s office.

 “Shut the door,” Kate said. She was sitting behind her desk, her brown hair once again pulled back from her beautiful face and held behind her head in a sleek ponytail that trailed down her back. She was wearing a blue top, and I tried with little success not to look at the way her large breasts pushed against the fabric. Turning, I shut the door to Kate’s office, feeling nervousness vibrating along every nerve of my body. Part of me, a large part, wanted nothing more to play another sexy game with these two vixens. But it was the start of the working day, and our colleagues were showing up one by one for another day at work. Even with the door to Kate’s office closed, I worried about our secret being found out.

 “Have a seat,” Kate said with a smile on her beautiful face as she indicated the chairs in front of her desk. Already, Andrea was lowering herself into one, adjusting the tight dress that clung jealously to her body and flaunted her every curve as she positioned herself. Without a word, I stepped forward and sat down beside my wife. It was the first time I had seen Kate since the day before, when she had used me for oral sex and then left me chained in the closet. I can tell you from personal experience that it’s not easy looking someone in the eye after something like that.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to do anything to you,” Kate said, her warm brown eyes glowing as she looked directly into mine. “There are too many people around. I just want to talk to you.”

 With that, rising to her feet, she circled around the desk. I felt the vibration of her high heels on the floor as she moved toward us. Circling around the desk, she sat on its edge between Andrea and me.

“Now that’s how you wear pants to work,” Andrea said, turning to look at me with a broad smile on her face.

 I couldn’t argue with that. Kate looked phenomenal. She was wearing a pair of black leather pants that clung to her legs even tighter than Andrea’s dress clung to hers. The pants fit her like a second skin, the rounded shape of her thighs tormenting me with desperate desire as she perched on the furniture in front of me. On her feet, she walked pair of black leather ankle boots that made it hard to tell where the pants ended and her shoes began. Kate had a reputation around the office for choosing sexy outfits that bordered on inappropriate for the workplace. This one, I could see, had fully crossed the line. Then again, who was going to say anything? Kate was the boss, after all. And in more ways than just one, at least as far as I was concerned.

“What?” Kate said, a puzzled smile on her face as she addressed my wife.

“Oh, it was just something we were talking about on the way to work,” Andrea said. “I was telling my husband how I might never wear pants to work again because it always drives him so crazy seeing me in these tight skirts and dresses. But I think if I looked like that, he might change his mind. What do you think, Chris? Doesn’t the boss lady look sexy today?”

 “Yes,” I stammered, unable to tear my eyes away from Kate as she sat above us. It still felt strange to be talking that way. It still felt strange to be acknowledging Kate’s sex appeal in front of my wife, even after everything we had done together. After all, as I often had to remind myself, it’d only been a week since this all started. It felt like months. Not in the sense that time was dragging; just the opposite. But somehow, I felt like we had been playing these games forever.

 “Good,” Kate said. “I know this isn’t the most subtle outfit, but there’s a reason for it. I have a sales meeting with a major client today. He’s ridiculously rich, and his money spends. Getting more work from him would be a massive boost for us. And luckily, I know a little something about him. It just so happens that he’s a massive pervert.”

 Beside me, Andrea spluttered with laughter. She pressed her hands to her mouth as though to hold the sound inside, rocking forward so that her breasts pressed against the front of her dress. Kate smiled indulgently down my wife, enjoying her reaction. But though I might hide it better, I was barely any less shocked myself. I had known Kate for years, but somehow, she kept showing me new depths to her personality. New surprises that all contributed to making her the fascinating woman she was. Again, I remembered something my wife had said the night before. How if I had cheated on her with my boss, she would hardly blame me for it. How she would be tempted herself. Since the day Andrea started working at Granderson, Kate had become a kind of mentor to my wife. But sometimes, I found myself wondering if there wasn’t more to the relationship than that. At times, I found myself shamefully hoping that there was.

“How do you know?” Andrea asked through her laughter.

 “You get a feel for these kinds of things,” she said with a smirk. “You remember me telling you how there’s probably some submissive guys here at the office? How sometimes, I notice guys looking at my feet when they should be looking at just about anything else? He’s one of them. Big time foot fetish. Every time I have a meeting with him, he can’t take his eyes off my shoes. And the sexier the shoes, the more he’s unable to ignore them. All I have to do is wear high heels and play the dominatrix, and he won’t be able to sign the sales contract quickly enough.”

 “That’s amazing,” my wife said.

 “That’s business,” Kate replied. Then she tilted her head to one side, as though weighing a new thought that had occurred to her. At the same time, she idly raised her feet and placed them in my lap. Her leather ankle boots had a heel as tall and slender as the ones on my wife’s feet, and combined with the leather pants Kate was wearing, there was no denying her obvious sex appeal. A guy wouldn’t have to have any kind of fetish to be bewitched by a woman like her, I knew. All he would need was working eyes and a pulse.

And there I was, sitting next to my sex goddess wife with my beautiful boss’s feet in my lap, just inches from my frantically throbbing cock. As always, these women knew exactly what they were doing to me. They reveled in it. And I gulped nervously, despite what Kate said about not doing anything to me due to the risk of discovery. Even this, her feet in my lap, her sexy legs encased in leather and taunting me in front of the woman I loved, was wildly inappropriate for the workplace.

 “You know what? You should come with me. You can shadow me for the day. See how I get the deal done.”

 “Really?”

 There was no ignoring the excitement in Andrea’s voice as she spoke. And I didn’t immediately understand the hot stab of jealousy I felt at her tone. Did my wife see this as a chance to advance her career, or another kinky sex game for her and Kate to play together? And this one, for once, didn’t involve me.

 But I knew better than to say anything. These women were going to do whatever they decided to do. Any protest on my part was as likely to make things harder on me as it was to make them easier. Besides, I told myself, there wasn’t anything to really be jealous of. It wasn’t like Kate was suggesting that Andrea blow the guy or anything.

 “Totally,” Kate said with a smile. “It’ll blow his mind having two sexy women in high heels in the same meeting with him. And those are some nice shoes. I see that you followed my instructions about wearing heels bigger than your husband’s cock.”

Kate giggled as she spoke, and Andrea laughed along with her.

 “Yeah, well,” my wife said sheepishly, “given how hard it is to walk in these things, I’m kind of glad he isn’t any bigger”

 “What do you think, Chris?” Kate said, turning her glowing brown eyes on me. “Do you think my heels are bigger than your cock too?”

 Beside me, my wife howled with laughter at our boss’s words. But I kept my eyes on Kate, the sexy queen sitting above me on her desk, humiliating me so happily and so easily.

 “Probably,” I mumbled, making the watching women laugh again.

 “Probably isn’t good enough,” Kate said, shaking her head to make her dark ponytail sway between her shoulders. “Let’s make sure. Go on. Get it out so we can compare.”

 For a moment, I looked over toward Andrea. But after all we had been through, I should have known what I would see there. Her bright blue eyes were shining with delight, her face practically glowing with excitement. She held her hands pressed together in front of her, her fingers pointing toward her chin, the wedding ring shining on her hand to remind me that this cruel and seductive dominatrix was my wife. Andrea didn’t need to say anything. Her face said it all. Besides, she had already told me yesterday how she felt about watching me submit to our boss.

And so, I did as I was told. I did what both these vixens wanted me to. I tried to control the trembling of my hands as I reached toward the front of my pants, and as I unzipped them and pulled out my cock, already rock hard from all the teasing, both women murmured in appreciation.

“Let’s see,” Kate said. And she straightened her leg further, pressing her high heel against the base of my cock. The pointed toe of her boot pointed toward my chest, almost as though mocking me. I could feel both women looking, sizing me up, enjoying the sight of my cock throbbing visibly at my boss’s feet.

 “Yes, looks like I’m just a little bit bigger,” Kate said. “Sucks for you, Andrea. Maybe it’s me you should be fucking.”

 “Okay,” Andrea said. The word burst out from between her gorgeous lips, and from the expression on her face, I guess it wasn’t what she had meant to say. Her cheeks colored as she looked over at me, her blue eyes flickering for a moment over my face before turning back to Kate. And I sat in my chair, not daring to move, not daring to speak, hardly daring to breathe.

But Kate just laughed. Her brown eyes sparkled as she turned them on me, looking me up and down.

 “You weren’t one of the guys I used to catch looking at my feet,” she said slowly. “Don’t you find my feet sexy?” Kate’s eyes flashed dangerously as she spoke.

 “I find all of you sexy,” I said truthfully, making both women laugh again.

“Good answer,” Kate said. “Now, in sales, confidence is everything. And nothing makes me more confident than making a guy submit to me. So here’s what we going to do. You’re going to jerk off to my feet before I go to this meeting. That way, the whole time this perv is drooling over them, I’ll know they were freshly polished with my employee’s cum, like they should be. Now, get to it. We don’t have all day.”

Again, I glanced over toward Andrea. And again, I saw my wife’s eyes shining with pure delight. Her teeth gleamed as she bit her lower lip, and her blonde hair swayed as she nodded, once, almost imperceptibly. I was going to have to do it. And humiliatingly, a huge part of me wanted exactly that. Just the sight of these two women was enough to get my blood racing, enough to get my cock raging, and any thought of release was something I simply couldn’t ignore.

 So right there in Kate’s office, I closed my hand around my cock and began to stroke. And my boss and my wife exchanged a knowing smile as I humiliated myself in front of them, stroking myself while Kate ran her high heel up and down my trembling shaft in time with my hand.

 “That’s right,” Kate said, tilting her head to one side again as she watched me pleasure myself. “Just a little stroke boy for our amusement. Our dirty little shoeshine boy. Maybe if you have any left in the tank once I’m done with you, you can shine your wife’s shoes too.”

 “Oh my God,” I gasped, trembling at the idea.

 “That would be so funny,” Andrea remarked next to me.

 “I know, right?” Kate said. But her glowing eyes never left my face. She was watching my every movement the way a cat watches a mouse, taking in everything. The feel of her high heel against my cock, the way her shiny pants clung to her thighs and hips — all of it was absolutely intoxicating to me, and it didn’t take long before my manhood was surging desperately in my grip. My breathing grew short, I felt like I was seeing stars, and all the while, these two beautiful fully-clothed women sat and watched as though there was nothing more normal than this degrading act of worship.

I cried out as my cock erupted in my hand. Just as it had before in this office, cum spurted into the air, splattering all over Kate’s shoe. As my orgasm kept coming, Kate raised her other foot and placed it in my lap too, running the top of her boot over the sensitive head of my cock and making me groan and wince. But she got what she wanted. By the time she was done, both her boots shining with white gobs of my semen, and I sat back in my chair, panting desperately, feeling even more keenly the wild humiliation of what my boss had done to me.

 “Now, clean it up,” Kate said, her voice soft but no less firm for that. Reaching across the desk, she grabbed a box of tissues that sat next to her computer and handed it to me. Cringing with embarrassment, I pulled some tissues free and began to wipe off my pathetic load from her footwear. I focused on her feet, trying to ignore how both Kate and my wife were watching me. For a while, no one said anything. It was only when I had removed every trace of my ejaculate that Kate finally lifted her shoes out of my lap.

 “That’s better,” she said with a sigh. As she slid off the desk in front of us, standing between my seat and my wife’s. “Now, get to your desk and get some work done. Us women have real work to do. Your wife and I have a pervert to seduce.”

Beside me, Andrea giggled with utter glee. Stuffing my drained cock back into my pants, I zipped up and rose to my feet.

Totally humiliated, I headed for the door to Kate’s office. Opening it, I paused and took one look back. Their different colored eyes were both gleaming with the same bright pleasure at what they had reduced me to. Turning away again, I stepped out into the hallway, on my way to get to work. Behind me, I had the sound of female laughter rising into the air of Kate’s office.




9. They Use Their Toy

 

 I had become my boss’s favorite toy. Which was just as well, I often thought, because in terms of actual work done, I was becoming practically a liability. My heart was a seething mass of desire and despair and frustration, and it was more or less impossible for me to work effectively with everything Kate and Andrea were doing to me.

 And now, once again, all I could do was sit and wait. All I could do was try not to think about them, when in reality, the idea of them crowded out everything else in my mind. The two of them dressed up like powerful business sluts going to a meeting with some rich pervert, my beautiful boss using my sexy wife as eye candy for another man, and there was nothing I could do about it. There was nothing I wanted to do about it. That was perhaps the hardest part. Being forced to acknowledge that in some strange portion of my own psyche, I wanted exactly this. To know just how sexy my wife was, and know she was flaunting that fact in front of other men. To know that somewhere out there, some man was probably right now staring at Andrea and Kate and wondering which of them he wanted to fuck more.

 I didn’t think the two of them would actually do anything with him. At least, that was what I told myself as waves of fear gripped my heart from time to time and I asked myself why I was allowing this outrageous scenario to play out. Andrea had always been faithful to me. Then again, these days, it seemed like I was dealing with a different Andrea. My wife had become a sexual dynamo and a gorgeous vixen very far removed from the girl I had married. I wasn’t complaining; in fact, I loved it. But the fact that it was sometimes so hard to deal with was part of the appeal of these wild games for me. That’s a hard thing to admit, even to yourself.

Still, I knew there was nothing I could do but wait. Nothing I could say or feel was going to change the reality of the situation I was in. I was stuck at work, and my wife was out there somewhere with my sexy boss, probably laughing about me and everything the two of them put me through. Probably flirting with this mysterious rich guy, using his desire against him just like she used mine against me. Kate was an expert at that, and clearly, my wife was a natural when it came to manipulating men. At least, she was when it came to manipulating me. In a strange way, I found myself hoping this mystery man would be as weak for Andrea as I was. Somehow, that made my own complete capitulation to my wife slightly less pathetic if I knew she could do the same to other men.

 But I tried to push those thoughts away as much as possible. After all, they weren’t exactly helping me. All they could do was make me worry more, keep me even more edge while I wondered what was happening out there away from the office wherever Andrea and Kate were. These wild women were going to do whatever they were going to do, and I would just have to accept it.

 “Hey Chris.”

 When Jenna appeared beside my desk, I was glad of the distraction. She stood holding a cup of coffee, and I turned my chair to face her, glad to focus on something that wasn’t another report that I could barely understand, as though I had somehow lost the ability to read.

“Hi Jenna,” I said.

 “How’s your wife finding the new job?”

 An innocent enough question, of course. Everybody out in the office knew I was married to Andrea. If anyone suspected any kind of nepotism, no one had said a word to me. And of course, Kate didn’t care. Especially now. She was the boss, and after everything that had happened between us in the space of only a week, I knew that Kate wasn’t in any sense regretting the decision to hire my wife. From Jenna’s point of view, the question was innocent, a normal subject of small talk. It was only because of the wild games that we were playing in secret that I felt it loaded with significance. It was only because I was trying not to think about my wife and my boss that I almost winced at my coworker’s innocent query.

 “Yeah, she likes it here,” I said, hoping my embarrassment didn’t show on my face as I spoke. Hoping the wild memories of the kinky things we had done, that were flashing through my mind even as I spoke, didn’t somehow show on my face to her.

 “Kate’s really taking her under her wing, huh?” Jenna said. “Is she training her for management or something?”

 Suddenly, I felt myself on more dangerous ground. Wrapped up as I was in everything that was happening with the three of us, I hadn’t spent much thought on how this all appeared to my coworkers. After all, Jenna was right, in a sense. I didn’t know if it was normal for our boss to spend this much time one-on-one with a new hire, but it was foolish to think no one would pay attention to it.

And it wasn’t like we could explain why that was. We could hardly tell my coworkers that my sexy boss was training my wife to be some kind of business dominatrix. A faint sense of panic fluttered in my chest as I wondered what I could possibly tell Jenna, knowing that anything I did say would probably make its way around the office in record time.

“I’m not too sure what her role is going to be,” I said diplomatically. “You’d probably have to ask Kate about that if you want to know the truth.”

 Jenna just smiled. But I know enough about women to know that a smile isn’t always a good thing. It was a diplomatic answer, and she knew it. What she didn’t know was why I had such compelling reasons to be coy about this newfound friendship between my wife and my boss.

 “I love the way she dresses,” Jenna said, abruptly changing subject. “Her outfits look amazing. I wish I had the confidence to pull off a look like that in the office.”

For a moment, I said nothing. Ultimately, women are a mystery to even the most astute man. But I have been married for years, and I’m not completely naïve. I wondered if Jenna’s compliment was no compliment at all, but a judgmental comment on the way my wife was dressing. I wondered how Andrea would have responded if Jenna said the same thing to her. I couldn’t be sure; I’m not that fluent in passive aggression. But I had my doubts that my coworker’s comments were as complimentary as they seemed. And I tried to ignore the anger building inside me at the thought that Jenna, a coworker I always got along with well, was judging my wife.

“What can I say? She’s a beautiful woman.”

 “Yeah, she is,” Jenna said, still smiling that inscrutable smile. “You did well there, Chris. Then again, I guess you’re pretty cute yourself.”

For a moment, I sat there open-mouthed. Jenna and I weren’t friends in the sense that we would see each other outside of the office, but we had always been friendly in our dealings with one another. I got on well with just about all of my coworkers, but I had always felt she was one of the ones I got on the best with. In all that time, she had never said anything so inappropriate, so flirtatious. And again, I found myself baffled by the strangeness of women. Why would a woman who had never shown any interest in flirting with me all the time we had worked together suddenly start doing so now that my wife worked in the same office with us? Then again, if I could’ve understood women, maybe they wouldn’t have had the incredible power over me they clearly did have. Maybe things were better this way.

 “You can tell her I said that,” Jenna said, still smiling. “She should take it as a compliment.”

 “She probably will,” I said, though I was far from sure whether that was actually true. But Jenna just laughed. Still clutching her coffee cup, I watched her turn and walk away, her patterned skirt swaying around her thighs above the black pantyhose she wore underneath as she returned to her own desk. It had been a long time, I duly realized, since I had seen Jenna wear a skirt to work. Then again, I had been too wrapped up in what Kate and Andrea were wearing lately to give much thought to the outfits of any other women in the office. And in any other workplace, I supposed, Jenna would really stand out. But not in this one. At Granderson, Kate had always been the office vixen. And now, the only competition she was getting for that unofficial title was coming from my wife.

I didn’t know what Jenna was driving at, though I had my suspicions. But I had enough going on in my teeming brain without trying to second-guess the hidden motives of another woman. So I did my best not to think about it. With everything else I had going on, it wasn’t too difficult to put Jenna out of my mind.

 Especially when, after a couple of nervous hours, I heard the thud of high heels on the office floor announcing my wife and my boss returned from that meeting.

 Andrea didn’t come and see me right away. And as I waited, I realized that I wanted to see her quite urgently. I wanted to know what had happened at this bizarre meeting she and Kate had gone to. I wanted to know everything. And the longer I spent at my desk, the more I found myself trying to come up with some pretext to go to her. If she knew I wanted to know the details, Andrea would probably withhold them. That was the perversity of the new direction our relationship taken. But I couldn’t help but wonder. I needed to know.

 And finally, after what felt like an agony of waiting, I heard again the sound of those high heels coming down the hall. My wife appeared in the doorway of the large office, her mere presence seeming to draw attention like a steel tower drawing lightning. Her eyes fixed on me, she strode across the office toward me, and I watched her come. For a moment, I glanced quickly in Jenna’s direction to see if she was watching, but her face was hidden from me by her computer screen. And soon, I only had attention for Andrea. Her tight red dress clung to her body, accentuating every sexy strut, and her metallic high heels added to that swaying motion, transforming every step she took into a provocative tease. With every step she took, Andrea seemed to grow larger in my mind, her beauty and her sex appeal eclipsing everything else. As my wife got closer to my desk, I forgot that Jenna even existed. I practically forgot there was an entire office all around us, people working away at tasks that seemed of supreme unimportance to me. All that mattered was her, and whatever story she had to tell.

“Hi,” she said with a smile as she stopped in front of my desk.

 “Hi,” I echoed. “How was the meeting?”

 “Good,” Andrea said. “Actually, really good. Kate said she might bring me on meetings more often.”

 “That’s… Good,” I said, wondering if my wife could hear the half-question in my words as I spoke.

 “Yeah, it is,” Andrea said. “Listen, can you stay back after work a little today? Kate wants to see us both.”

“Yeah, of course,” I said, trying to control my voice as I listened to my wife’s words. Of course, I knew what that meant. Or at least, I thought I did. More kinky sex. More wild adventure. Whatever these two beauties had done in that meeting, it seemed like it had got them going. And that couldn’t help but excite me. Just as my wife knew it would.

 “Great,” Andrea said with a wide smile that showed her teeth between her red lips. “See you later, then.”

“See you later,” I said. But Andrea had already turned away. Almost paralyzed with desire, I watched her gorgeous body sway its way back across the office before finally disappearing through the doorway that led to Kate’s office. And once again, I was left alone with my fractured thoughts and my desperate desire. Left to trying go through the motions of a job that seemed increasingly irrelevant while I waited in agony for the minutes to tick by.

 But finally, they did. And I waited impatiently for the office to empty out, for my coworkers to go home once again and leave me alone with my wife and my boss. Jenna was one of the last to leave. It seemed to take forever for her to say goodbye, shut down her computer, and make her way out of the office. And once she had gone, I waited for a while. Waited until faintly come from outside, I heard the slam of her car door and the grumble of her engine starting. Finally, she was gone. And I was alone with the two women who dominated my every thought.

Drawing a deep breath, I stood from my desk. Already, I could feel my cock swelling inside my pants, aching to be free. With none of my coworkers there to see, I walked across the now empty office with a bulge in my pants, heading toward Kate’s door.

 Inside, I found them both waiting for me. Andrea, pretty and poised in her clinging red dress, sat in one of the chairs in front of the boss’s desk. And Kate, behind it, dressed like every inch the dominatrix that she was. Both of them turned their smiling faces toward me as I stepped inside. I felt a certain kind of thrilling fear, like a canary that has wandered into a cat convention. The only difference was, I wanted to be devoured. And judging from the looks on the women’s faces, that was exactly what was going to happen.

“There he is,” said Kate. “Sit down, Chris.”

 Wordlessly, I took a seat in the chair next to Andrea. The feel of my wife’s hand on my knee sent an electric shiver racing through my body at her touch. I knew she couldn’t miss the telltale bulge of my erection in my pants. I knew Andrea would immediately see exactly how turned on I was. How ready to serve I was. And it embarrassed me, but it turned me on too.

 “We had a great meeting today,” Kate said, leaning forward with her elbows on her desk as she smiled at me. “We closed a huge deal. Never send a man to do a woman’s job, that’s what I always say. And your wife was fantastic. That old pervert was practically drooling over her dress and her shoes. He’s probably jerking off and thinking about fucking your wife right now.”

 “Kate!” Andrea protested. But there was nothing genuine about that protest. She laughed as she spoke, as giddy as a schoolgirl with excitement at how naughty she was being. I knew it. Andrea knew it. And Kate knew it. Sitting behind her desk, our boss grinned, completely in charge, completely in control, the way she always was. The way she loved to be.

 “Did you realize you married such a flirt?” Kate went on, still addressing me. “She had him eating out of her hand. I swear to God, if she had told him to get on his knees and grovel at her feet at the end of the meeting, he would’ve done it.”

 “Oh, please,” Andrea said. “You were the one he couldn’t take his eyes off. That guy’s got it for you bad. I don’t blame him. You were fucking sexy in there.”

“Well, as you can probably imagine, we’re pretty high on ourselves right now,” Kate said. “And pretty worked up. And since your main job in this office now is to keep me and your sexy wife happy, I guess you have some work ahead. Go on, take your clothes off. Time to do your job, office fuck toy.”

 Andrea roared with laughter at Kate’s words, and I cringed. But almost to my surprise, I found myself doing what I was told. As though my body automatically obeyed Kate’s hands at this point, I was already unbuttoning my shirt. Both women watched, the same mischievous glow in both blue eyes and brown, as I rose from my chair. Casting off my shirt and kicking off my shoes, I stripped off my pants and underwear too. Just as the women knew it would, my cock sprang out, wildly erect just at their physical presence, never mind the hints and insinuations they had bombarded me with. It only proved the truth of Kate’s mocking words. I belonged to them. My body was there for them to toy with, to use in whatever way made them happy. I didn’t want anything more.

 Once I was naked, I stood awkwardly in Kate’s office, my erection standing out in front of me, feeling the eyes of both women running unashamedly up and down my body. The air was as tight as a drum with the promise of sex, and these two vixens could act as calm and in control as they liked, but Kate had already given away the truth. They were turned on, even if the outward signs of that arousal weren’t as obvious as they were for me. Standing there like an ornament in my boss’s office, I waited impatiently to see what they would do with me.

“Get over here,” Kate said at last. At the same time, she pushed her chair back from her desk and rose to her feet. The sheen of her tight leather pants reflected the light as she moved, the fabric straining over her beautiful round ass, and even though I could feel my wife watching my every move from the chair she sat in, I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t take my eyes off our beautiful boss. After all, as my wife almost constantly reminded me, Kate was unbelievably sexy. She knew it as well as I did.

As I stepped toward my waiting boss, circling around her desk with my erection leading me on like a dousing wand toward her, Kate reached into a drawer. It didn’t take a genius to guess what was inside, especially once I heard the familiar rattle of metal. When my boss pulled out a set of handcuffs from her desk drawer, I wasn’t in the least bit shocked. Instead, I only felt again the dull ache of arousal, and the faint nervousness mixed with sexual desire that I was becoming more and more used to by the day.

 “Stop.”

 Kate gave her orders with a smile, enjoying every minute of being in control. That smile only grew brighter as she watched me do what she said. Obedient to the last, I stopped, standing awkwardly beside her desk as she approached. I did my best to ignore the unignorable call of her beautiful body as she walked toward me, as she circled around behind me. Without a word, she took my wrists in her hands and pulled them back behind me. I didn’t resist. I knew this game. Instead, I looked at my wife, watching the smile of excitement on her face as she watched our boss bind my hands behind my back.

 “Good,” Kate said as she stepped out from behind me. “Now, get down on the floor where you belong.”

Kate pointed the floor of her office as she spoke, and my wife laughed again. My cock swayed ridiculously as I lowered myself to the floor, sinking to my knees in a position I was becoming more and more used to. But today, that wasn’t enough for Kate. Her tight pants grew even tighter as she raised one booted foot from the floor and put it on my shoulder, the slender heel digging slightly into the skin. Then she pushed me back, and I fell, sprawling on the floor of Kate’s office. Stepping forward, she stood over me, towering above me with the additional height her high-heeled boots gave her. Her brown eyes glowed, her beautiful features revealed by the sleek ponytail her dark hair was pulled back into. Placing one boot on my chest, she stood above me with her hands on her hips, looking like an absolute queen from where I gazed up at her, waiting to see what she would do with me. Waiting to see what price I would have to pay today to get what I wanted.

 “You have two very horny girls to satisfy today, fuck toy,” Kate sneered down at me, her eyes locked onto mine and making me feel almost as though I was shrinking under her gaze. “So you better bring your A game. And don’t you dare cum until a woman gives you permission.”

 I groaned as Kate’s foot made its way along my body, the heel dragging over my skin to leave a faint red trail all the way to my cock. Kate giggled as she tapped the toe of her boot against my shaft, then pressed the heel into my skin next to the base of my cock. Once again comparing the size of my manhood and her high heel, without saying a word this time. Then, she turned. I watched from below as she bent over and began to unzip her ankle boots. For once, her movements were hurried, no longer the calm cool dominatrix she usually was. Pulling off the boots she had made me ejaculate on that morning before her meeting, she let them fall unceremoniously to the floor. Then, she unfastened her pants and began taking them down. The tight leather resisted, clinging to her body just the way I would have done if I could. But eventually, she overcame their resistance and pulled down her pants. Stepping out of them, she let them pool like black liquid on the floor. Underneath, she wasn’t wearing any panties. Standing over me, she pulled off her blue top and threw that across the room. Her big breasts strained against the push-up bra that barely contain them, the soft flesh jiggling temptingly with every move she made as she reached behind her back to unfasten it.

Finally, Kate stood above me in all her naked glory. Her incredible body completely exposed to my hungry eyes for the first time, she stood there for a moment, not saying anything. Just looking down at me with that same smile on her face, enjoying flaunting her incredible curves before me and knowing I could do nothing about it.

 Then, she moved again. Lifting one foot, she straddled my head. As I gazed up her long legs, her pussy shone above me beneath a patch of dark pubic hair, and my cock surged as much as ever as I stared up helplessly at this absolute goddess.

 Bending her knees, Kate squatted down toward me in one fluid movement. Now, there was no doubt what she wanted. Her pussy descended toward my mouth, her big ass blocking out the light, and I opened my mouth eagerly to receive what she was about to give me. There in the office in front of my wife, my boss sat on my face, and I groaned in deep desire as I ran my tongue over her sensitive folds. Above me, Kate moaned too, happy to be served at last the way she wanted. And as the taste of her flooded my mouth, I could barely believe my luck. That two beautiful women like this wanted to use my in this way still seemed hard to believe. It was those moments of pure sexual ecstasy the kept me coming back, that kept me in their power. Kate and Andrea’s plan, if indeed they had one and weren’t just acting on instinct, never failed.

Engrossed in pleasuring our boss with my mouth, I never forgot that Andrea was in the same room with us. And even though Kate’s smooth thighs covered my ears, even though her increasing moans of pleasure made it harder to hear, I detected movement from where Andrea sat. I listened to her rise out of her chair and felt the vibration of her high heels through the floor.

Above me, I heard a faint rustling of movement that was almost eclipsed by Kate’s increasingly loud ecstatic moans. But before long, I felt Andrea’s weight on my body. I felt her settling down on top of me, straddling my hips the way Kate was straddling my face. Facing our boss as she sat above me. And at the feeling of my wife’s hand closing around my cock, I let out a blissful moan. A moan that only grew louder when I felt my wife slide my cock inside her tight wet pussy. Kate hadn’t been lying about how turned on they both were. I could feel that in the way my boss’s juices ran freely into my mouth and the way my cock sank so easily into my wife’s wet pussy. And as Andrea began to ride me, my only regret in this wild situation I was in was that I couldn’t see them.

Soon, both women were crying out in pleasure, and I imagined them facing one another, their beautiful bodies completely exposed and rocking in the same rhythm of sexual ecstasy. But the taste and the feeling of their pussies was almost enough by itself to drive me insane with pleasure. And as I moaned and groaned beneath them, my cries muffled by Kate’s streaming sex, I remembered my boss’s words. No orgasm for me until one of them allowed it. How I was supposed to resist with all that was going on, I had no idea. But fear of what might happen if I failed told me I had to try. And so I tried not to think about what was happening, about the fact I had two of the most beautiful women I had ever seen riding my cock and my face. I tried to think of anything else while cries of pleasure rose in the air of the office, tormenting me with unbelievable desire.

First, I felt Andrea’s pussy tighten around my cock. I felt her legs shaking against my hips as her knees gripped my sides, and years of being together had trained me to recognize the unmistakable signs of my wife’s approaching orgasm. Andrea screamed, and a hot jet of her juices coated my cock and balls. In the darkness underneath Kate’s body, I breathed in air that smelled of sex and tried to control myself while my wife’s tremors threatened to push me over the edge.

And up above me, Kate gave in. Her pussy contracted against my tongue, her hips moving wildly as she rode my face, and even as Andrea’s shouts of pleasure still rang in the air, Kate came. I slurped up the explosion of her orgasm as best as I could, drinking it down like fine wine. For a moment, all I could hear beside the pounding of my own heart in my ears with the continuing cries of female bliss.

 Then, a voice reached me from above. A voice like that of an angel thanks to the words it said, even if it was almost choked was carnal pleasure. Kate’s voice, speaking to me in the darkness like the thundering command of the goddess she was.

“Okay, fuck toy,” she said. “You can cum inside your wife now.”




10. Yellow Light

 

 “She said that?”

 “Yeah. That’s what she said.”

 For a moment, Andrea said nothing. And I waited, hanging on her every word. Not that there was anything unusual about that. Not these days, anyway. Ever since she had taken a new job that brought her into close contact with our boss Kate, my wife had been rapidly discovering her dominant side. It wasn’t just in the office. Now that we were exploring these games of control and surrender, Andrea seemed hornier than she had been at any other time in our marriage. And the same was true of me. I always wanted my beautiful wife, of course. But lately, her incredible sexiness seemed to be on another level. She had become a kind of dominant goddess, trained by the irresistible Kate to use her beauty and sex appeal to get what she wanted. And it invariably worked. I couldn’t deny my wife anything. I couldn’t keep secrets from her, even if I wanted to. Looking the way she did, dressing the way she had started dressing, acting the way she was acting these days, Andrea could get anything she wanted out of me. Including the truth.

 “Well, I’m not sure how I feel about that,” Andrea said at last. The bright curls of her long blonde hair caught the orange glow of the candles she had lit around our bedroom. A romantic scene? Perhaps. But not without its jagged edges, too. Not without its own irresistible darkness, the darkness that compelled us both to keep playing these wild games and finding new joy in being with each other physically.

Andrea sat between my legs, her legs spread as they ran up my sides, her feet toward my face. My cock was in her hand, in both her hands technically, as she slid them up and down my trembling shaft. Oily lubricant caught the light from the candles she had lit, reflecting it back as she idly toyed with my cock, moving with agonizing slowness while I burned and throbbed in her hands. Completely in her control, just the way she liked. My hands stretched over my head, anchored to the headboard behind me by a pair of metal cuffs. Part of the ever-growing collection Andrea had been spending some money on, inspired by her mentor Kate. Lying on our bed with my beautiful wife totally naked and totally unreachable, I was a trembling ball of frustrated desire. I could barely remember how my interaction with Jenna had entered the conversation. Andrea had asked me something about how I felt having my wife work with me, and before I knew it, I was telling her everything. About how Jenna had commented on Andrea’s clothes. About how Jenna had said I was cute. About how this woman I worked with had never shown the faintest hint of flirting with me until my wife arrived on the scene. And Andrea took it all in, parsing the information and judging it by feminine criteria I would probably never understand.

 “I don’t think she meant anything by it,” I gasped, struggling to speak through the desire that tormented me. Helplessly, I raised my hips from the bed, trying to increase the contact with my wife’s teasing hands. But there was nothing I could do, and we both knew it. My pleasure was completely hers to control. Just like it always was.

“How did she say it?” Andrea asked.

 “What do you mean?”

 Not only was I struggling to speak with the desire that raged and burned inside me. I was struggling to even think. I didn’t have the mental bandwidth for these kinds of puzzles. And I regretted even bring the subject up, and it seemed to be absorbing my wife more even than the sex game we were playing. But chained to the bed as I was, there wasn’t much I could do about it. Besides, that was the whole point. As Andrea love to remind me, I was there for her pleasure, nothing more.

 “What was her tone like?”

 “Her tone? I don’t know. Normal, I guess. She was smiling.”

 “What kind of smile?”

 “There are kinds of smile?”

 “God, you’re useless.”

 Andrea sighed, but her hands never stopped sliding up and down my throbbing cock. And I never stopped feeling that bliss that threatened to erupt into orgasm, but never quite got there. My wife knew exactly what she was doing. She was keeping me just this side of explosion, keeping me boiling over with desire for her and completely compliant to her wishes without ever letting me go all the way over. Not to punish me. But simply because it amused her to do so. Because it reinforced the delicious power she had over me, that we both knew could make me do just about anything she wanted.

“It’s a good job you have this cock to keep me happy,” Andrea said, smiling at me past my shaft as it trembled to her touch.

“It’s getting quite a workout lately, isn’t it? And these balls, too. These balls are getting drained nice and regular now, aren’t they? By me and by Kate.”

 As she spoke, Andrea lifted a hand from the shaft of my cock and used it to cup my balls. I groaned as she held them, the warmth of her hand reinforcing my total helplessness as she held everything that made me a man in her grip.

 “Such a lucky slave boy,” my wife giggled. “Aren’t you glad that your wife and your boss own your balls now?”

 “Yes,” I moaned, making Andrea giggle at the pure submissive force of my voice. Returning her hands to my shaft, she carried on stroking in silence for a moment. I trembled to her touch, wondering what she was thinking with the last remaining synapses of my brain that could focus on anything practical while the rest exploded with the promise of pleasure. I was a helpless quivering mass of pure need, and that was exactly how my wife liked me. Bewitched by her beauty and completely in her control.

 “You want to cum?”

 Andrea had a wild look in her blue eyes as she raised them to me again. For once, the smile was absent from her beautiful face, replaced by an intense stare of desire.

 “Yes,” I croaked, my body trembling all the while with the pure force of lust. “Yes, please, Andrea, please let me cum!”

 “God, you know I love it when you beg,” my wife growled. “You look extra cute when you’re desperate. I bet Jenna would find you even cuter if she could see that.”

“Forget about her,” I gasped. Andrea chuckled at the desperation my voice, but I meant it. I already had. My brain was filled with my wife and nothing but her, my body responding the only way it knew how to her beauty and her teasing touch. Objectively, I knew there must be a whole world that continued to exist outside the intense atmosphere of the candlelit room. But crazed with lust as I was, in my heart I barely believed it. All that mattered was Andrea, and the wild pleasure she could so easily give me if she chose to. But only if she chose to.

 “Okay,” Andrea said at last. The smile abruptly returned to her face, but that did nothing to dampen the nervousness I felt. I knew that wild look in my wife’s eye. And as I hovered right on the edge of explosion, Andrea studied my face carefully. Somehow, I felt something was coming. And when she suddenly lifted her hands away, I cried out in frustration and despair. I knew it. I knew she wasn’t going to let me have what I wanted so easily.

 “You’re even cuter when you’re frustrated,” Andrea said with a giggle. “That’s what Jenna doesn’t know. That’s what only me and Kate know. So you don’t get to cum yet, cute husband of mine. Not until I’m completely done with you.”

 Groaning again, I lifted my head from the pillow behind me to watch. Holding my eyes, Andrea lowered one hand between her outspread legs. The position I was in didn’t allow me to see her pussy, but as her eyelids fluttered with pleasure, I knew she was touching herself. Closing her eyes, she groaned, parading her pleasure in front of me while I wallowed in my own deep frustration. But of course, Andrea was right. Andrea was always right, these days at least. Ultimately, all that mattered was that my wife was satisfied. And if that meant I had to suffer, that was what would happen.

Andrea’s cries of pleasure filled the air, taking up the space where my own frantic moaning had been just moments before. I watched, even though I knew it could only hurt. I watched, knowing that was what my cruel wife wanted from me. I watched, feeling myself driven deeper into frustrated submission to this beautiful goddess with every moment as she closed her eyes and surrendered herself to the bliss she was denying me.

 And all the while, Andrea kept her eyes locked on me. All the while, her beautiful blue stare held me in place as firmly as the handcuffs she had locked around my wrists, as irrevocably as the love I felt for this woman who love nothing more than to make me suffer. After all, Andrea knew well by now that the crueller she was to me, the more I wanted her. And as I lay there on the bed, helpless and teased to the brink of orgasm without being permitted to go over, I knew I had never wanted her more than I did in that moment.



 Another day at work. Another teasing, torturous day, after another weekend full of sex games. Finally, Andrea had let me cum. Finally, after make me watch her pleasure herself, she had climbed on top of me and fucked me. And all that weekend, we indulged in more sex.

 For some of it, I was tied up. For some of it, I was free. But restraints or not, Andrea knew she had me completely at her mercy. I lost count of how many times she made me beg for her body, how many times she teased me with the promise of orgasm only to tear it away for me at the last minute. By Sunday night, I was a babbling wreck, barely able to believe what been done to me. I knew that another week at work meant more of the same. More of these wild and unbelievable games. More submission not only to my goddess of a wife, but to my dominatrix boss. I could barely believe my luck. I could barely believe my fear. I could barely believe this was happening to me, just a regular guy with a regular job in a stable marriage, plunged suddenly into this dark and delightful world of deviant sex. But I had no complaints. As hard as it was to focus on my work, as difficult as it was to believe that this was happening to me, I knew better than to question it. I knew not to argue. I knew that no matter how difficult it sometimes was, this was the best thing that ever happened to me.

I watched Andrea get ready for work. I watched her slide her beautiful body into another tight skirt, white this time, paired with black high heels that she managed to walk gracefully in despite their ridiculous height. Smiling, my wife reminded me of Kate’s new rule. That Andrea had to wear heels at least as tall as my cock. And as shameful as it was to admit it, I could see that the shoes she was wearing fit that requirement. As usual, I tried to convince my wife to have sex with me before work, and as usual, she refused. Kate knew just as I did that the teasing and denial was all part of it, and that the hornier she kept me, the better these games worked. She just had a little bit more self-control than me, that was all. That and her beauty were all she needed to control me completely.

 Horny as ever, I drove my wife to work. At the office, we went our separate ways, the way we usually did. From time to time, Andrea appeared in the office where I worked, and I felt a stab of jealousy at the moving bubble of attention that seemed to accompany her everywhere she went. Dressed like she was, it was inevitable. And in its own strange way, it only made me desire her more.

As the morning wore on, I saw Andrea step into the office, and I braced myself to watch her approach. But instead, she moved toward Jenna’s desk. My heart froze as I watched my wife bend over my coworker’s desk and say words to Jenna I couldn’t hear. Andrea was smiling. And so was Jenna. But that didn’t mean anything. My wife smiled a lot, especially lately. It could mean any number of things, many of them very much not in my interest.

And after exchanging a few words with Jenna, Andrea turned. She was still smiling as she made her way across the office toward me. I watched her come, her white skirt straining around thighs and hips with every high heeled step she took, graceful and seductive and irresistible with her blonde hair tied loosely back behind her and her blue eyes blazing. Reaching my desk, she folded her hands in front of her, spreading her feet as far as the tight skirt would allow as she smiled down at me.

 “Lunchtime soon,” she said. “Want to eat out with me?”

 “Yeah,” I said, and my wife’s eyes blazed again as she laughed. Her words were innocent enough to pass in the office if no one knew our history. But I saw right through them. Andrea was asking if I wanted to eat her out on my lunch break, and the way she was looking and the state of wild desire that I was in, there were only a few things I wanted more. Besides, these days, it wasn’t like she had to ask. She commanded. She didn’t even need to use words.

She could just point down to her crotch, and I would dropped to my knees and start pleasuring her on command. That thought only made my cock throb more as my wife turned, the innocent white skirt straining and struggling to contain her beautiful ass as she swayed her way away from me.

 Lunchtime couldn’t come fast enough. And when it did, and my coworkers headed toward the breakroom or out of the office to get something to eat outside, I rose from my desk. I kept my hands in front of me, hoping to hide the telltale bulge of the erection in the front of my pants. Not that there was anyone around to really see. You can never be too careful. Kate and Andrea both seemed to love the thrill of playing these kinky games at work, of risking discovery by our coworkers. But the thought terrified me. After all, I was the submissive one in our three-way relationship. I was the one who should be most embarrassed. If our secret was found out, they might look like sexual deviants, but they would also look powerful and seductive. I, on the other hand, would probably just look ridiculous.

 But the call of sex was too strong to resist. And so I went looking for my wife. I found her in Kate’s office, but our sexy boss was no where to be seen. At the sight of me, Kate rose from her chest. Stepping toward me, she took a quick look up and down the hallway behind me. Then she kissed me, her tongue invading my mouth as I pressed mine into hers, the heat between us building with every second. Taking my hand without a word, Andrea turned and led me out of Kate’s office toward the closet the two women had converted into a makeshift sex dungeon. My heart raced, pounding in my chest as though to echo the thump of Andrea’s high heels as she unlocked the door, pushed it open, and stepped inside.

I heard her gasp. Standing behind her, for the moment I could see nothing. Hurriedly shutting the door, I stepped out from behind Andrea, and felt no less surprise than my wife clearly did at the sight that confronted us.

There was a man in the closet. A man I had never seen before, not one of my coworkers. Not one of the maintenance guys either. He was sitting on a folding chair toward the back wall, and he was completely naked. At the sight of us, his eyes went wide and round, and his jaw moved as though he were trying to say something. But the only sound that came out was a kind of muffled moan. There was a broad strip of duct tape plastered over his mouth, keeping it shut. Long chains were locked around his wrists and connected to eyebolts in the floor. His ankles were chained together too, locked onto the legs of the chair. The chains rattled as he looked at us, as though he were trying to escape. But I knew from personal experience that the restraints in this office were no toys. Locked in place, he would no more be able to escape then I had been that long day when Kate and Andrea kept me locked up in the same closet.

 “What the fuck?” I said.

 “Oh my God,” Andrea murmured. “Must be one of Kate’s toys. I guess she’s already using the room.”

 My wife turned to me, her eyes shining as she bit her lip and smiled. But I was scowling as I looked at her. I couldn’t believe how calm she was being about all this.

 “This is fucked up,” I said. “Come on, let’s get out of here.”

 “Hold on a second.”

I knew that tone in my wife’s voice too well. For once, I didn’t think this was something she and Kate had cooked up together. At the sight of this unknown man, Andrea had seemed just as surprised as I was. But now, I could see that surprise giving way to something else, and I wasn’t sure I liked it. I wasn’t at all sure I liked where this was heading. But at the same time, adventure was crackling in the air, and I couldn’t pretend I didn’t know it. I couldn’t pretend that the thought that Kate had brought some man in here to tie up and use for her selfish sexual pleasure wasn’t highly erotic to me. I couldn’t pretend I didn’t know that it would have the same effect on my kinky wife, too.

 Andrea stepped away from me, drawing her arm out of my grasp from where I had instinctively grabbed it. I watched as she walked slowly across the room, approaching the restrained man like he was a wild animal. And he watched her, his wide eyes traveling up and down my wife’s body in a way that made my heart burn with jealousy. I took half a step forward myself before I stopped, telling myself to wait-and-see. Andrea could be unpredictable these days. But everything she had done so far had ended up being deeply thrilling for me.

 “Look at him!”

 Standing beside the restrained man now, Andrea laughed as she turned to me. She placed her hand on his bare shoulder, and I stared at my wife open-mouthed. I had never imagined she would be so forward. Then again, there were all sorts of things about my wife that I had never imagined. And I felt stunned, frozen by indecision in this pivotal moment as Andrew lifted her hand off the mystery man’s shoulder and began to walk slowly toward me. That sly smile was on her face again. That seductive sway was in her walk, the one that haunted my dreams with visions of my wife’s irresistible sexiness. My cock was raging in my pants just like that of the man chained up in the room with us, and the look on my wife’s face told me that Andrea had another idea.

Standing in front of me again, Andrea through her arms around me and kissed me. Instinctively, I kissed her back, but I couldn’t forget about the present of a stranger in the room watching us. But as Andrea’s tongue invaded my mouth, one of her hands detached from around my neck and crept down my body, and soon, she was fondling my swollen cock through the front of my pants. I felt her breathing change, getting heavier and faster as her excitement grew. With her other hand, she grabbed one of my wrists and pulled it around behind her, placing my hand on her ass. Through the tight white fabric of her skirt, I squeezed the firm flesh, my cock swelling even more in her hand. Sexual desire was sweeping through me, but the rational part of my brain fought back. Tearing my lips away from Andrea, I held her hips in my hands.

“You want to do this with him watching?” I said, my eyes flickering for just a moment toward the gagged man before returning to my beautiful wife.

 “Why not?” Andrea said with a devious little smile. “It’s not like he can do anything. Besides, I think it’s hot. Just pretend like he’s not even there. Just an object. Just a toy for Kate to use whenever she feels like, the way you sometimes are.”

 Again, Andrea’s hand moved on my throbbing cock. The truth was, my wife had me by the balls, just as firmly and as surely as she did over the weekend when she had so expertly toyed with my oiled-up manhood. It was ludicrously easy for her to dominate me, for her to get me to do what she wanted. Whatever she wanted. And even though I couldn’t forget how outrageous this whole situation was, I couldn’t resist her charms, either.

She already had me, and she knew it. But as she placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me playfully deeper into the room, I let it happen. I couldn’t believe my luck as she pressed my back against the metal shelves on one side of the room and then dropped to her knees. My wife fumbled with the front of my pants, and soon, she was pulling my throbbing cock out into the light. I groaned in disbelief and pleasure as she closed her lips around it, forming a tight seal as she began to suck. Lately, a blowjob from Andrea seemed the furthest thing from reality, a complete reversal of her dominant position over me. It was my job to give her pleasure, not the other way around. And now, with her in her sexy office outfit on her knees sucking my cock, I felt as though I had walked right into one of my increasingly wild dreams.

 A lock clicked. My eyes snapped open. With my brain addled by lust as it was, I didn’t immediately figure out what had happened. Andrea stared up at me, her eyelids fluttering coquettishly, her red lips still wrapped around my shaft. But when I tried to move her hand, I saw what she had done. Somehow, she had managed to conceal a pair of handcuffs in her hands, probably when my eyes were closed from the pleasure she was giving me. Reaching behind me, she had locked them around the metal shelf I stood against, trapping my hands behind me and around a steel upright. As I realized what was going on, Andrea lifted her mouth away from my cock, laughing loudly at the look of disappointment and frustration on my face.

“Jenna was right. You are cute,” my wife said, winking at me as she spoke. “Too cute to be allowed to run free. Too cute to be allowed to cum just yet. Not like that, anyway. That would be too easy.”

 I watched with a mounting sense of fear and horror as my wife rocked back on her knees and carefully rose to her feet, her movements made awkward by her tight skirt and high heels. Standing in front of me now, she smoothed out her skirt, adjusting her outfit, and she placed her hands on her hips, turning her beaming grin from me to the man chained to the chair and back again.

 “Now, what should I do with the two of you?” she gloated. “Two horny boys locked in the room with me. God, this is like a dream come true.”

 “Andrea, come on,” I said. Desire was raging inside me, and her teasing words were only fueling the fire. Still, I felt my own powerlessness as never before. The thought of my sexy wife playing with Kate was one I returned to again and again, an erotic idea I couldn’t seem to shake. The thought of her playing with anyone else, though, terrified me.

 “Red light, honey?” Andrea asked, her eyebrows rising on her forehead she spoke. But I shook my head. I cursed myself inwardly for it, but the truth was, I didn’t want her to stop.

“Yellow light,” I said instead, and Andrea nodded. She opened her mouth to speak, but then a noise stopped her dead. The handle of the closet turned, and I cursed myself for forgetting to lock the door behind us.

The door swung open. Kate stepped into the room. Slamming the door shut behind her, our beautiful boss burst out laughing.

 “Oh, you guys are in here,” she said, as though she had just found us in the breakroom instead of in her makeshift sex dungeon. “I should have known. I see you’ve met my bitch boy over there.”

“I thought he was yours,” Andrea said with a smile. “He’s cute. Where did you get him?”

“Oh, just one of the horny boys I keep around to amuse myself,” Kate replied. “I was feeling a little frisky at work today, and, well, you know I love messing with your submissive husband over there. But sometimes a girl just needs a variety of cock to keep her happy. That’s if he plays his cards right, of course. No guarantee on letting that thing anywhere near me.”

 Kate strode across the closet as she spoke. Standing next to the chained man, she gripped a handful of his short dark hair and used it to tilt his face up toward her. His eyes were locked on her, as though me and my wife it ceased to exist, and she sneered down at him with a look of pure command on her beautiful face. My cock throbbed, still coated with my wife’s saliva, two women completely in charge and us two men completely helpless in their presence. Just as they wanted.

“Well, don’t let me interrupt you,” Kate said, turning her shining eyes back to Andrea. “I’m just going to play with my toy over here. You and your husband can do whatever you like.”

Andrea turned back to me. Her blue eyes danced up and down my body as she looked me up and down, her ever present smile changing into a broad grin of satisfaction at the way things were going.

 “We will,” she said.




11. His Wife Pushes His Boundaries

 

 The air in the closet felt as tight as a drum. For now, all eyes were fixed on my sexy boss. She was wearing a purple dress and high heels that were as ludicrously skyhigh as those of my wife. And in silence from the chair that was his prison, her boy toy watched his mistress approach. He might be tied up, but I didn’t seriously think he was there against his will. No more than I was. I only looked at him in glances, finding it far more appealing to look at Kate or at Andrea than a naked and obviously aroused man. But I could see the excitement in his face, the way his eyes clung to every movement of Kate’s beautiful body as she stood over him. He might be completely at her mercy. But that was exactly where he wanted to be.

“Look at this,” Kate cooed. Still holding a handful of the mystery men’s hair, she bent forward at the waist, her big boobs straining against the fabric of the dress pulled even tighter around her as she leaned forward. She ran her other hand over the throbbing cock of her prisoner, her manicured fingertips just brushing along the underside of his bobbing shaft and making him squirm in the chair with unrelieved desire.

 “Is this for me?” she asked, smiling that beautiful smile as she grinned down at her boy toy. He nodded, breathing furiously through his nose, the duct tape over his mouth bulging as he panted and moved his jaw.

“That’s what I like to see,” Kate said in a voice that dripped pure seduction. “Nothing makes me hornier than knowing there’s a man tied up and desperate to please me and unable to do anything about it. It just gets me so fucking hot.”

 As she spoke, she straightened up. Still gripping his hair, Kate lifted her hand away from his cock. She ran her hand over her thigh, feeling her own body through the tight dress that clung jealously to it. Her hand slipped further down, toward the hem of her skirt, lifting it higher on her legs while we all watched. Even Andrea. I could feel my wife standing next to me, her arms folded, her blue eyes shining brightly as she watched the show unfolding in front of us. The expression on her face was unreadable. But I didn’t doubt her excitement. I could practically feel it crackling in the air between us. And tearing my eyes away, I turned my attention back to my boss.

 Releasing her grip on the man’s hair at last, Kate turned. It was all I could do not to groan at the sight of her beautiful backside pressing firmly against the tight fabric of her dress as she turned her back to Andrea and me, standing tall in front of her captive. She lifted one foot from the floor, and her already tight dress grew even tighter around her legs as she placed her foot on the edge of the chair between the man’s spread legs. He grunted as the toe of her shoe pressed gently against his exposed testicles, his cock waving and throbbing wildly in the air. Kate chuckled as she looked down at his manhood right in front of her toes, totally exposed and vulnerable for whatever she chose to do with it. Shifting her weight, she lifted her foot, her toe now on his inner thigh and her slender high heel on the edge of the chair. I watched her dark hair swaying across her shoulders as Kate turned to grin in my wife’s direction.

“Look at that,” she smiled. “Bigger than my heel. I might need some new shoes.”

 Andrea burst out laughing at that, a kind of wild and giddy laughter as she and her new boss openly discussed the penis size of a man whose name my wife didn’t know. But I knew what lay underneath that laughter, the pure arousal that gave it its wildness. Again, I felt that stab of jealousy, that thrill of fear. Andrea and Kate could do anything they wanted. Anything. I had never been more painfully aware of that fact that I was in that moment.

 And Kate seemed determined to play up my helplessness. She knew exactly what she was doing. Our sexy boss was always in control, always confident and in charge. She always knew exactly what to do.

“Can you unzip me, Andrea?” Kate asked, her face still wearing that seductive smile as she spoke to my wife. I found an answer in Andrea’s expression as my wife stepped forward, her own high heels thumping softly on the carpeted floor of the closet.

 “Sure,” Andrea giggled. As Kate lifted her foot off the chair in front of her, she gathered up her dark hair with both hands, holding it out of the way. Standing behind her, my wife pulled down the long zipper on the back of our boss’s dress. With desire raging inside me, I watched as my wife undressed another woman, helping Kate shimmy her way out of the clinging fabric until it fell from her body and landed on the floor. Kate stepped out of it, her beautiful body completely on display, wearing only a purple bra and her high heels.

Without a trace of self-consciousness, she stood there practically naked in front of all of us, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away. All the times I had fantasized about what Kate might look like naked, and none of those fantasies had done justice to the real thing. And even though my relationship with Kate had become a great deal more intimate lately, I still hadn’t quite gotten over the shock of seeing her like this. Seeing her naked, having oral sex with her, embarking on this wild adventure that I still found hard to believe was really happening. Now, clearly, another chapter was unfolding right in front of me. And chained to the heavy metal shelving unit as I was, all I could do was watch.

Bending to the floor, Andrea picked up Kate’s dress and folded it over one arm. Kate chuckled to herself as she watched. Then she turned to face my wife. Again, one hand drifted over her hip, over her thigh, moving in steady circles toward her pussy that was brazenly on display beneath her manicured pubic hair. I wondered if Kate was trying to seduce my wife. I wondered if it was working. And like that stab of jealousy I had felt moments before, I found myself almost surprised by the wild desire that surged in me at that thought. To see those two gorgeous bodies together, both writhing in mutual pleasure, and to be excluded from such beautiful bliss was a thought that both tormented and thrilled me. I had no idea if it would ever happen. I wasn’t even sure I wanted it to. All I knew was that it was something I couldn’t stop thinking about.

 “Guess where my panties are,” Kate grinned at Andrea.

 “I just assumed you weren’t wearing any,” Andrea said. “With a dress that tight and all.”

“No, I wore some to work today,” Kate said. “But not anymore.”

 Lifting one hand, she tapped two fingers lightly on the duct tape covering the mouth of her slave. Andrea’s eyes went wide in surprise as she looked at Kate, and laughter burst out of her.

 “Are you serious?”

 “Of course I am,” Kate said. “I gagged him with my panties. After all, he’s not here to speak. As far as I’m concerned, men should only speak when spoken to. And I knew if I stuffed my worn underwear into his mouth, it would only make him even more crazy for me. It would only remind him of how pathetic he is and how badly he wants me. Looks like it worked.”

 Kate’s eyes flickered down toward the erect cock of the man tied to the chair, and I growled inwardly as Andrea’s did the same. Knowing my wife was looking at another man’s cock sent all kinds of powerful emotions racing through me, and I was in no way sure how I felt about it. But Andrew didn’t seem to suffer from the same doubts. Her eyes were still lingering on Kate’s slave’s tool when our boss spoke again.

 “Big, isn’t it?” she said. “Bigger than your husband’s.”

 I cringed as she spoke, and Kate’s brown eyes darted across the room toward me, studying my reaction. But that was nothing compared to the way Andrea looked at me. She turned, her full lips twisting in a slight grimace, her slender shoulders rising and falling as she shrugged, a faint wordless apology that made my heart burn in my chest.

“Yeah, it is,” Andrea said, while Kate crowed triumphantly beside her. And what Andrea was saying was no more than the truth. But hearing her say it drove a hot nail of shame and rage into my chest. I opened my mouth to speak, but the words died on my tongue under the gaze of the two women who controlled me.

 I had already given Andrea my yellow light warning. I didn’t want to ruin the scene we found ourselves in by issuing another, let alone a red. After all, the air in the closet was crackling with promise, and that strange submissive part of me wanted nothing more than to see where all this was going. There were so many possible directions this could take. And only one that truly scared me.

 “We all know you’ve had bigger cocks than Chris’s,” Kate said, her shining eyes still fixed on me as she teased and tormented me from across the small room. “Was the biggest one you ever had bigger than this?”

Kate seemed determined to humiliate me. Then again, Andrea wasn’t exactly stopping her. My wife paused before answering, her lips moving as she considered carefully before speaking. But I watched in silence, knowing there were only a few words I could say that could possibly affect the situation I found myself in. And for whatever bizarre reason, I wasn’t quite ready to say them yet.

 “It’s hard to tell just by looking,” Andrea said at last, and Kate giggled beside her.

 “You can touch it if you want,” Kate said. “Dan won’t mind. And it’s not like your pathetic husband can do anything about it.”

Again, I winced as though from a blow at my boss’s words. Again, Andrea looked over me. Again, she gave that tiny shrug. Almost as though she couldn’t believe she was getting away with this either. Almost as though she was waiting for me to call out yellow light or red light and put a stop to this madness. But I didn’t.

 And so, Andrea stepped forward, her white skirt mouthwateringly tight around her long legs as she approached Kate’s prisoner. Standing on the other side of the seated man from Kate, Andrea turned so that she was facing me. So that I could see every moment of what was happening, every instant of something I had never imagined I would see in my life. Bending her knees a little, Andrea reached down and closed her hand around the shaft of a stranger’s cock. I snarled with rage and defeat from my prison in the corner. But as I watched my wife laughing, as I watched her touch making the submissive man’s eyelids flutter with desperate pleasure, I knew I had rarely seen anything sexier in my life. And given recent events, that was saying an awful lot.

 “Hmmm,” Andrea said thoughtfully. As she spoke, she ran her hand up and down the man’s shaft, making him squirm and moan into his gag, making Kate howl with laughter as she toyed with him. Andrea was enjoying the power, I knew. Getting off on the giddy thrill of being able to make a man groan and ache with nothing more than the touch of her hand. And getting off, too, on the fact that I was watching. That I couldn’t do anything to stop her. And I told myself that Andrea had watched me do more adulterous things than that. That she had seen me eat my boss’s pussy and not only hadn’t complained, but had actively encouraged it. But that was different, I felt, without being able to explain why even to myself. Maybe it was just different because it was me doing it. Maybe that was why I didn’t do anything to stop what was happening right in front of me. Or maybe it was because deep down, I knew I couldn’t.

“I don’t think so,” Andrea said at last, shaking her head. Abruptly, she removed her hand from the man’s cock, and his eyes snapped open, burning with fury as he looked up at my beautiful wife standing above him. Andrea didn’t seem to notice. She was playing her role beautifully, knowing exactly how she was supposed to act. Knowing just how to treat this man like an object, a toy for the women to play with. Just as I was.

 “He’s big, but not the biggest I’ve ever had,” Andrea said to Kate.

 “I’m impressed,” Kate said, raising one sculpted eyebrow as she spoke. “I guess you have more of a past than I thought. You know, when I first met you, I thought you were nice, and I wondered how Chris managed to land such a babe. But I thought you were just some regular wife. Just some normal chick living a normal life.”

 “I am,” Andrea said with a smile. “At least, I was until I started working here with you. You’ve only got yourself to blame for turning me into this, whatever this is.”

 “I can live with that,” Kate said with a smile. “In fact, I’m proud of it. Look at you. You’ve only been doing this a couple of weeks, and already you’re tying your husband up in a closet at work for a lunchtime quickie. I’m impressed. Trust me, it only gets better from here.”

 With that, Kate turned again. Standing with her back to her slave, she spread her legs wide. Then, bending her knees, she lowered herself down into his lap. I watched the muscles stand out on her thighs, accentuated by the high heels she was still wearing as she straddled her man.

Completely unashamed, completely willing to let us watch her in this intimate moment, Kate reached down between her legs and took hold of the stranger’s cock. Carefully, she guided it between the wet lips of her pussy. Gasping with pleasure, she lowered herself down onto his cock, sitting in his lap with her back to him, facing us. From where I stood, my own cock raging as much as his was, I could see absolutely everything. I could watch every moment as my gorgeous boss took this stranger’s cock inside her, her beautiful body vibrating with pleasure, her eyes closing for a moment and her big boobs quivering in her bra with every movement of her body. And once she had taken him all the way inside her, when she was sitting completely in his lap, Kate opened her eyes and smiled at both me and Andrea. A greedy kind of smile, a smile that dripped with satisfaction and yet left no doubt that she wanted still more.

 “That’s better,” Kate said. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

 Then, her tone abruptly changed. Whipping her head around to face the man behind her, she raised one hand and slapped his cheek.

 “Don’t cum,” she barked, and the gagged man behind her nodded against her shoulder. The smile returned to Kate’s face as she turned back to us. Her hands slid over her body, over her toned stomach, reaching for her heavy breasts. I watched in an agony of frustration as she cupped them, lifting them gently, pushing them together and making her already impressive cleavage even more dramatic. At the same time, she began to move in the man’s lap. She began to bounce up and down, his cock sliding in and out of her dripping pussy as she rode him. Kate bit her lower lips, her brown eyes glowing, focused on me across the room as she fucked him right in front of me. And with every passing moment, her movements became more frantic. With every passing moment, her pleasure grew. Soon, her dark hair was bouncing around her shoulders, and she bit her lip more furiously, trying to suppress the groans of pleasure that rose out of her. After all, even though I had all but forgotten it, there was a whole world out there on the other side of that door. An entire office full of our colleagues who hopefully had no idea what was going on in here. Who probably wouldn’t be able to believe it if they saw it with their own eyes. For that matter, I was struggling to believe it myself.

And Andrea was watching too. Standing there closer to the rutting couple than I was, the only person in the room still fully dressed in her sexy office outfit, Andrea took in the whole show as though she was watching a movie. Tearing my eyes away from Kate, I focused on my wife, watching her blue eyes move up and down the bodies of both Kate and her lover, taking in the whole exciting spectacle. I could only hope that Andrea was as turned on as I was. I could only hope that excitement manifested itself in a way that would allow me some pleasure of my own.

 Kate groaned through gritted teeth, closing her eyes again as she laid her head back momentarily on the shoulder of the man behind her. At the same time, Andrea turned toward me. As she stepped slowly across the tiny room, her eyes locked on mine, everything else seemed to disappear for me. Everything diminished and shrank to a hard bright point with her at the center. The way her body swayed in her high heels. The way her pure white skirt clung provocatively to her body. The way she was smiling at me, the wild fire in her eyes that made me both nervous and thrilled.

Andrea stood in front of me. The muffled moans of Kate having sex just a few feet away formed the strange soundtrack to the scene that was now playing out, as my wife looked deep into my eyes and I looked deep into hers. My cock was raging, and slowly, Andrea wrapped her hand around it, feeling the wild pulsing of my arousal between her fingers.

“How did that feel, watching me touch his cock?” Andrea asked. Her voice was low, barely more than a whisper. If Kate could hear it, from where she sat on her lover’s cock moaning in pleasure, she gave no sign of it. She was too lost in her own deep physical pleasure to pay much attention to us anymore.

 “Frustrating,” I said. “It made me angry.”

 “Does the thought of me fucking another man turn you on?”

 I could barely believe my ears, but what was even more shocking with the way my cock leaped in my wife’s hand as she spoke. The truth was, it did. But the truth is never as simple as we pretend it is.

 “Yes,” I admitted, while Andrea chuckled. “But please don’t do it. I don’t think I could handle that. That’s too much.”

 “Aww, poor hubby,” Andrea gently mocked, sliding her hand up and down my trembling cock just as gently. “Shouldn’t a dominant woman be able to do whatever she wants? Like Kate over there. She doesn’t worry about being faithful to anyone. She just fucks whoever she likes, whenever she likes. And she’s got men lining up to be treated like this by her. Don’t you think I deserve that?”

“Of course you do,” I gasped, my excitement growing along with my fear as Andrea continued to toy with me. “You deserve everything you want. But I love you, and I couldn’t see with anyone else.”

 “Funny,” Andrea said. “I watched you have sex with Kate, and it just turned me on. It didn’t make me jealous at all. But maybe because you were submitting to her. Being used by her. You’re saying it’s not okay for me to use another man the way she uses you?”

 “I know it’s not fair,” I said, doing my best to marshal every last scrap of rational thought while pleasure and desire soared inside me. “But I’ll stop playing with Kate if you want me to. It was you two that made me do that anyway.”

 “Yeah, right,” Andrea scoffed. “Like you didn’t want it at all.”

 “No, I did,” I said. “I do. But not like this. If that’s the cost, I can’t handle it.”

 “Yellow light?” Andrea asked. Her hand stopped its teasing movements, just holding me for a moment as she stared deep into my eyes.

 “Yellow light,” I said, nodding emphatically. “And red when it comes to other men.”

I spoke nervously, knowing how little power I had in the situation I was in. But Andrea smiled. A genuine smile, not the teasing grin of mischief I saw so often on her beautiful face these days, but something else. I had worried she might be angry. I had been terrified she might not listen. But instead, she almost seemed relieved.

“Okay,” she shrugged. “Just as long as we all know where we stand.”

 Then, she turned her back to me. I watched her hands reach behind her, moving toward the zipper of her skirt. Pulling it down, she drew the garment down over her hips and legs and let it fall to the floor. Kicking it aside, she removed her top and tossed that aside to. Her movements were functional, perfunctory. But with Kate’s ongoing moans and groans of pleasure in the background, watching my wife undress in the closet at work was a powerfully erotic striptease to me. She removed her bra, her breasts standing proud from her chest as she breathed, the nipples hard in a testament to her arousal. And as I watched, Andrea shifted her feet, spreading them in a wider stance on the floor in front of me. Then, she bent forward, gripping her knees, her round ass right in front of me and my raging cock. Between her toned thighs, I could see her pussy, shining with the moisture of obvious arousal and tempting me as I stood behind her with my cock twitching.

 “Fuck me, Chris,” Andrea said boldly, sweeping her blonde hair back from her face as she turned her head to look at me over her shoulder. “Show me how badly you want your naughty wife.”

 I didn’t need to be told twice. The chain that held my arms locked to the shelving unit rattled as I stepped forward, as close to Andrea as I could. My cock pressed against the firm flesh of her ass, and she giggled as the swollen head rubbed against her wet pussy lips. I didn’t have my hands free to guide myself inside, but I thrust my hips forward, practically lunging toward her. And finally, I was able to maneuver the fat head of my cock between the lips of her pussy. Thrusting forward again, I plunged my cock deep inside my wife. At the same time, she pushed her ass back toward me, both of us moaning in pleasure as I sank easily inside her. The snug feel of her hot wet slit was unbelievable as I plunged deep into her, and it was all I could do not to howl in the pure pleasure of finally getting what I wanted.

The heavy shelving unit swayed and rocked behind me as I unconsciously pulled at the chains that held me. I plunged my cock deep into my wife, growling and groaning and trying to keep the noise down but unable to fight against my natural instincts. And she drove herself back toward me, rocking back-and-forth in her high-heeled shoes and slamming her ass back against my stomach. Meanwhile, over on the other side of the closet, Kate was moaning and groaning in pure pleasure, bouncing up and down on top of her captive. The air in the closet dripped with sex, and I forgot that we were work. I forgot all about the fact there was a whole office out there, a bunch of people I didn’t want discovering what we were up to. None of that seemed to matter. All that mattered was the promise of release, and that was all I could think about as I fucked my wife as hard as I could from my position chained to the shelves.

 I groaned as I felt Andrea’s pussy tighten around me. She arched her back, lunging back toward me and pressing me back against the shelves to take me as deeply inside as possible. Her pussy spasmed, gripping my cock as her juices poured freely out over her shaking thighs. Pressing her hand to her mouth, she gasped and moaned and trembled as a powerful orgasm swept through her. And that explosion triggered my own. My cock swelled, harder than ever at the very point of climax. Andrea moaned again as she felt me pump my cum deep inside her, letting all that tension and frustration go in one powerful surge of sexual ecstasy.

We rode the waves of our mutual climax as they slowly subsided. My cock slipped easily out of Andrea’s ravaged pussy as she stepped forward and straightened up. Stumbling in her high heels, she staggered to the far wall of the closet, turned to place her back against it, and sank down to sit on the floor. I watched her breathing heavily, her beautiful body still on display but completely out of reach again while her juices continued to drip from my softening cock. Now that the heat of the moment was gone, it was even harder to believe what we had done. Even harder to believe that my wife was sitting there naked and full of my cum in a closet at our office. But that was the truth.

Over the other end of the tiny room, Kate was watching. Absorbed as I was in my adventure with Andrea, I hadn’t even noticed that she was finished. She was still sitting in the lap of her lover, but her cheeks were flushed pink from a recent orgasm. Now, as I turned my attention to her, she stood. The bound man’s cock slipped as easily out of her as mine had out of my wife. Breathless and speechless, I watched as Kate bent to the floor and gathered up her clothes. Slowly, she got dressed, shimmying her way back into her tight purple dress. The man she just had sex with was still chained to the chair, still gagged, and his cock was still hard. Clearly, he had obeyed Kate’s command not to cum. Probably a wise move, in the position he was in. But not an easy thing to do.

Once Kate was fully dressed, she took a few steps across the closet to where Andrea sat. She held out her hands to my wife, and Andrea took them. Together, they pulled Andrea to her feet. Giggling together like schoolgirls, both women worked on getting Andrea dressed again. I watched in silence as my wife pulled her clothes back on, her tight white skirt hiding the pussy I had just fucked with no underwear to cover it. Then, I watched Kate whisper in my wife’s ear. Her shining brown eyes turned toward me, and at the same time, so did Andrea’s. The smile that broke across my wife’s face sent a shiver racing up and down my spine as I stood and watched.

 Andrea stepped forward.

 “We’ve got to get back to work,” Andrea said, playfully running her hand over my chest as she spoke. “We women need to run this office. But Kate just suggested what I think is a good idea. You can stay here along with her boy toy in case we feel like using you again. Maybe we will. Maybe we won’t. But you know how much it turns me on to know you’re in here helplessly waiting. So maybe, just maybe, you’ll get lucky.”

 I was speechless. Leaning forward, Andrea kissed me. Then, as she stepped back Kate stepped forward too. To my shock and surprise, she kissed me too, right on the lips, every bit as intimately and passionately as my wife had. Then, giggling, the two women turned and headed for the door. I opened my mouth, about to call out Yellow Light. But as my wife turned to shoot one last beautiful smile in my direction before leaving me, the words died on my lips. For whatever reason, in whatever strange way, I had to confront the fact that this was what I wanted.


12. Learning Their Place

 

Awkward isn’t the word to use. It doesn’t even begin to describe how I was feeling. And maybe no words could possibly come close to the intensity of my emotions as I stood in a closet at the office, chained by my wife to a shelving unit and unable to escape.

 Partially, I was mad at myself. I remembered all too well how Andrea and Kate had kept me chained up on my knees in this closet the previous week, and I was furious at myself for allowing them to do it again. But I couldn’t ignore the way it excited me, the way it sent waves of joy racing through my burning blood. At least that time, I had been alone. But now, I was in there with another man.

 He was naked. And he was silent. The air in the tiny room still dripped with the aroma of sex, as though the bare walls still remembered the cries of passion that had bounced off them just moments before. But that only made the silence more profound. I thought of Kate’s panties stuffed into this man’s mouth and held in place with duct tape, and my soft cock, hanging outside of my pants where my wife had left it, twitched at the thought. It was an utterly bizarre situation to be in. And now that my passion had cooled a little, I was struck again by just how much I let my wife get away with. Just because she was sexy. Just because I loved submitting to her. I let her treat me in ways I couldn’t imagine ever letting anyone else. But after all, that was part of the rush of it all.

 “Dan, is it?”

I didn’t even want to talk. But it seemed impossible to be there in that small room together breathing the same air and not even acknowledge one another’s presence. Over in his seat, the bound and gagged man turned his eyes toward me. Slowly, he nodded.

 “I’m Chris.”

 He made a noise behind the gag, and again, I thought of Kate’s underwear in his mouth. We had both been completely humiliated by the women we wanted so badly. After that, it was hard even to look one another in the face.

 “Have you been with Kate a long time?”

 Dan paused for a moment, then shook his head slowly.

 “Are you guys dating?”

 Another headshake.

 “Just a sex thing, huh? I get it. She’s hot. I had no idea she was into this crazy stuff though. How long have you known her? Six months?”

 Headshake.

 “Three months?

 Nod.

 “And she brought you here today just to do this to you?”

 Dan shrugged.

 “She’s crazy. But so is my wife. But then, I guess we must be the crazy ones for letting them treat us like this, huh?”

 Another shrug.

“I don’t – I don’t really get it. I mean, it’s hot. I can’t deny that. I just don’t know why it is. It feels like it shouldn’t be. Like I should just be pissed off at her for doing this. But I’m not. I don’t know why. It just makes her sexier to me. And she loves it. You can see that. She’s just got this… confidence about her now that wasn’t there before. And that makes her even sexier. We never tried anything like this before. But then Kate started telling my wife about it and…well, here we are. It must be really challenging, being with a woman like her.”

 The duct tape over Dan’s mouth crinkled, as though he were trying to smile. He snorted through his nose. I got his meeting loud and clear. Challenging, I knew, was an understatement.

 I hadn’t wanted to talk to him. Honestly, without the women in the room, I had wanted to try and pretend he didn’t exist at all. A man I had never met before, about whom I knew nothing, who had nevertheless seen me have sex with my wife. A man who’d seen me humiliated and tied up, a man who now knew something about me that only Kate and Andrea had known up to that point. Something I was desperate to hide.

 But it wasn’t like I had anything else to do in that closet while I waited for those two office vixens to decide what to do with us. And as I talked, maintaining a strange one-sided conversation with a man who could only nod yes or shake his head no, I found myself talking more than I ever thought I would. Unburdening myself, in a way. I had a captive audience, but at the same time, I guess I was glad to talk to someone who had to understand what I was going through. A man who knew how seductive Kate could be, how she could use her beauty and sex appeal to get you to do just about anything. And how Andrea was becoming the same way, becoming more dominant with every day that passed and learning quickly how to use her beauty and my desire for her to bring me to ever greater lows of shame and degradation. And how we both loved it.

It was almost like a confession. And at some point during our conversation, it dawned on me that I wasn’t talking to Dan. Not really. I was talking to myself, working through the strange and complex feelings this latest adventure had created in me. I couldn’t forget that my wife had touched this man’s cock, and every time I thought of it, it filled me with a predictable jealous rage. But I had told the truth when I told Andrea that it turned me on. And I had also told the truth when I said I didn’t want that. The thought of her having sex with another man, cheating on me, terrified me more than anything. Even if, as it seemed to me as I stood chained up in the closet for her amusement, it would be the ultimate expression of my wife’s domination over me, her power to do whatever she wanted. Some lines shouldn’t be crossed.

 On the other side of the locked door of the closet, life went on as usual. The office hummed with the busyness of work, and if anyone wondered where I disappeared to after lunch, no one seemed to come looking. I could be grateful for that, at least. Once again, Andrea and Kate had locked the door to our prison, so no one would be coming inside but them. And as I said to Dan at some point, nothing was ever going to be the same again. Even if we stopped playing these games that very day, even we went back to the way things always used to be, even if my wife quit her new job and went back to being unemployed and bored at home, we were never going to be able to forget what we had done. This office had become the setting of some of the best sex of my life, and being at work was starting to become a strange kind of turn-on. That wasn’t something I had never expected to experience in my life.

Eventually, I talked myself out. Silence fell in the room again as we waited, him sitting, me standing. Each as helpless as the other to move or to escape or to do anything to make ourselves more comfortable. From time to time, we heard the sound of high heels moving in the corridor outside, and at those times, both of us perked up, waiting to see one or both of our dominant mistresses again. But our hopes and fears alike were dashed over and over again as either Kate or Andrea passed us by without coming inside. And as my mind wandered, I found myself wondering how it felt for them. To pass by the nondescript locked door of this innocent seeming closet and know the secret that hid inside. I could only imagine what a wild feeling of power my wife and my boss must be experiencing to know that they had total control over both me and Dan. To know that we were just humbly waiting for them to use us again.

And the day wore on. As the hour grew late, I started to wonder if it was the women’s intention to keep us in there all day. Eventually, I heard the sounds of more footsteps in the corridor outside, and it dawned on me that my coworkers were heading home. The growling hunger in my stomach told me that it must be getting toward the end of the day, and after all, I had been far too busy submitting to my wife to have lunch. But it was a different kind of hunger that animated me as I listened to the office empty out. And then, after a moment of silence, an unmistakable sound that both terrified and thrilled me. Two sets of high-heeled shoes moving down the corridor toward us.

The lock on the door clicked. The door swung open wide. Kate stepped inside, looking like sex personified in the purple dress that clung to her body and her high-heeled shoes. And Andrea followed along behind her, her virginal white skirt at odds with what I knew my sexy wife had been up to that day. Both of them were smiling, giddy with the sense of their own power and sex appeal as they stepped into the closet. This time, they left the door wide open. There was no longer any danger of discovery.

“Hi, honey,” Andrea said as she stepped toward me. Producing a key from a box on the shelf behind me, she reached for my bound wrists and unlocked the cuffs that held me. I flexed my wrists in sudden freedom, working the stiffness out of my arms while Andrea and Kate stood there watching me. It wasn’t like I was going to go running off into the night, desperate to escape. In fact, the only place I wanted to be was wherever these two vixens were. Still, I felt that mix of nervousness and excitement I always felt in their presence, especially when we played these games.

And as I lowered my hands down to my sides, Andrea grabbed my fingers in hers.

 “Come on,” she said. “Come with me.”

 Turning, she led me toward the door of the closet. Kate’s brown eyes swiveled in her head as she watched us go, still smiling that familiar smile of hers. And I followed Andrea down the hallway, down the stairs, toward our parked car, watching her hips way from side to side with the hypnotic motion of her legs and the tight white skirt showing off her incredible figure as she moved. When she climbed into our car, I wondered if we were going home. And I was as open to that as I was to staying in the office and playing some more of these kinky games. But when I reached into my pocket for the keys, Andrea stopped me with her hand on my arm.

“Just wait,” she said. “I want to talk to you.”

 “Okay,” I said. Andrea took a deep breath and let it out before speaking again.

 “I know you used the traffic lights earlier,” she said. “I’m glad you did. I don’t want to do anything that crosses hard lines for you. You know I love pushing your boundaries, but I don’t want to damage what we have. I always want you to tell me if you’re uncomfortable.”

 “Okay,” I said slowly.

 “So I guess I won’t fuck other guys if you don’t want me to,” Andrea said. And then paused, as though she was waiting for me to give another answer. But I didn’t.

 “Shame,” Andrea said with a wry smile. “Could have been fun.”

“Are you serious right now?” I asked, and in answer, my beautiful wife burst out laughing.

 “You’re cute when you’re jealous,” she said. “But I’m married, not dead. Just because we love each other doesn’t mean we can’t find other people attractive. I mean, look at you and Kate.”

 I said nothing. After all, there was nothing to say. Andrea was telling the truth, just being honest. But that didn’t mean I wanted to hear it.

“But we should figure out how far we’re willing to let the other one go,” Andrea went on. “I mean with other people. I let you go down on Kate all the time. But somehow, I’m guessing you wouldn’t be okay with me going down on another guy.”

 “Fuck no,” I said, scowling out through the windshield of the car at the empty parking lot. Just the idea made my stomach flip, made a cold chill of fear spread through my chest. Andrea placed her warm hand on my knee as though to reassure me.

 “Okay, I won’t do that then,” she said softly. “Not really fair on me, but I guess you’ve earned a little special consideration.”

 For a moment, she seemed to be thinking. Turning something over in that bizarre mind of hers. And when a certain smile lit up her face, I felt a fresh flip of that same panicky fear. Whenever Andrea came up with a new idea, I usually ended up suffering for it.

 “I’ve got it,” she said, slapping her hand playfully on my leg. “You can go down on Kate, but you can’t have sex with her. Ever. That’s just for me. And I can’t have sex with other guys, or go down on them. But they can go down on me.”

 “Oh my God, Andrea,” I groaned. Andrea laughed again, as though my reaction was the funniest thing in the world.

 “Oh, come on, honey,” she said. “Fair’s fair. If you’re going to carry on playing with Kate, I should be able to play with some of her boy toys. Besides, it’s just oral sex. It’s basically just kissing. And if you’re really good, I might even let you watch. How’s that sound? Want to see your naughty wife cream in another guy’s mouth?”

I stared at Andrea across the small space of the car. Once again, I could barely believe my ears. But even more unbelievable was what was happening in my heart. Because what she was saying excited me. That was the undeniable truth. As wild visions of what she was describing flashed through my mind, I had to acknowledge the truth. Watching my wife use Kate’s lovers for her own selfish pleasure would reinforce her status as the dominant sex goddess I loved. And even though it was hard to think of Andrea doing anything sexual with another man, I had to admit that it was no more outrageous than some of the things we had already done.

 “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said.

 “Me too,” Andrea said. “I’m so proud of us being so open like this and honest with each other about what we want. We should have done this years ago. But I never would’ve dared until Kate came along. Honestly, I never even thought I would get into this. You know I like a manly man to just take me sometimes. But being in charge is fucking hot. It’s true what they say. Power is an aphrodisiac. I fucking love this.”

 And I was sold. After all, as Andrea well knew, that was all she had to say. All she had to do was show me how much she enjoyed the games we were playing, and I was putty in her hands. Totally helpless to resist. And even though I felt like I was signing my own death warrant, even though I felt like I was going down a road that could easily turn into a nightmare, I had no power to stop her.

 “Let’s get back inside,” Andrea said quietly, her hand moving over my leg again. “Let’s see what Kate is up to with her boy toy now.”

As I followed my wife across the parking lot back toward the office, my cock was swelling rapidly in my pants. My head was spinning, and I could barely keep up with what was happening. But watching the hypnotic sway of her hips and her sexy skirt was all it took to convince me to go along with her. To keep doing what we were doing, no matter how wild and strange and unthinkable it all was. After all, doing what Andrea wanted had got us here. And as strange as it was to admit to anyone, this wasn’t such a bad place to be.

 Andrea led me upstairs. Her ass in her tight white skirt drew me on behind her as she climbed, filling my vision and making the blood roar in my ears. When we returned to the office, I saw the door of the closet swinging wide open. Kate was still standing inside, right where we had left her. Still fully dressed. And Dan was still on his chair, gazing up in forlorn desire at his beautiful and dominant mistress. Only now, he was fully erect again. As though the mere presence of Kate close by forced his cock to rise and harden. I could understand that. After all, the woman had the exact same effect on me too.

“All settled?” Kate said. As she turned her smiling eyes toward us, I found myself wondering just how much these women shared with one another about their plans and desires. Somehow, I got the feeling the Kate often knew more about my wife’s plans than I did.

 “We worked out a deal,” Andrea said, nudging me playfully as she spoke.

“Good,” Kate said. “Now, you. Get those fucking clothes off right now.”

 She was talking to me. And beside me, Andrea giggled at our boss’s words and tone. Usually, Kate was much more playful, always smiling and laughing as she exercised her power. But every now and then, she was perfectly capable of reminding me that she was the boss. And as I wordlessly reached for my shirt, I felt as though my body were obeying her without the need of intervention from my brain. As though in some deep part of myself, I had already accepted that Kate was completely in control of me.

 There in front of everyone, I shed my clothes. And my cock was already half-hard, already rising at the thought of what might be about to happen. Once I was naked, Kate stepped toward me. She nodded at Andrea, and Andrea did the same. Certainly, they were both bearing down on me, like two beautiful predators closing in, and fear and arousal joined in that intoxicating mix I was becoming more and more familiar with as the two women laid their hands on me. Andrea took one arm, and Kate took the other, and together, they pushed me back toward the metal shelving unit again. As reluctant as I was to resist them, I hesitated a little. The last thing I wanted was to be locked up there again. But together, they were more than a match for me, and as they gripped my arms, Kate reached into a box on the shelf and produced a pair of handcuffs. A shorter pair this time. Together, she and Andrea pushed my arms behind my back and locked them in place. This time, I wasn’t locked to the shelf, but I was still far from free. And with my arms bound, Andrea let her hand travel down over my chest and stomach before finally taking hold of my cock.

“Take him to my office,” Kate ordered.

 “Yes ma’am,” Andrea giggled. Turning, my wife used her grip on my shaft to pull me along behind her, and I hurried along after her as she led me across the hall to Kate’s empty office. I stood in the middle of the floor as Andrea released her grip, standing in front of me with a broad smile on her face.

 “Stay here,” she ordered. “We’ll be back in a minute.”

 As she turned and headed out of the office, back toward the closet, I didn’t say a word. There was nothing to say. Andrea and Kate were going to do whatever they wanted to do, and that was what made all of this so thrilling. Standing there with my cock now fully erect and throbbing with desire, I listened and waited. In the closet across the hall, I could hear movement. I could hear the rattle of chains. I could hear Andrea and Kate’s voices talking about something I didn’t quite catch. And then, they stepped across the hallway and into the office where I waited.

 Kate led the way. There was a look of smug satisfaction on her beautiful face as she moved at the head of the procession. One arm was held out behind her, and as I looked, I saw that she was leading Dan by his erect cock just as Andrea had led me by mine. Like me, he was totally naked, and his hands were cuffed behind his back. As he stepped into the office, our eyes met for a moment of mutual sympathy, then quickly looked away from each other again. Kate led Dan over to where I stood and positioned him beside me, and Andrea brought up the rear. Her eyes were shining just as much as Kate’s were. And in her hands, I saw she was holding a long cane.

Andrea stood behind us. Kate stood in front. Placing her fists on her hips, she adopted as wide a stance as her tight dress would allow. Her brown eyes glowed as she looked us both up and down, letting the moment hang in the air, letting us drink in her beauty and her dominant posture while we shrank visibly in front of her. Then, Kate spoke. And her voice was firm and hard, the smile gone for once from her beautiful face.

 “Who’s the boss, boys?” she demanded. “Who’s in charge here? I want to hear you say it.”

 “You are, Kate,” Dan said beside me, with barely a moment of hesitation. And as Kate turned her glowing eyes on me, I said the same thing, cringing even as the words left my mouth. Cringing even more at the slight smile that showed on Kate’s lips as she accepted my act of submission.

 “Then show me,” she said. “Show me you know your place as inferior males. Down on your knees, both of you. Get down on your knees and kiss the feet of your goddess to show me you acknowledge female superiority.”

 Dan might not have been with Kate for that long. But clearly, she had him well trained. Either that, or he was deathly afraid of her. Either way, I couldn’t blame him. Almost immediately, he dropped to his knees on the floor of Kate’s office. I did the same, hearing my wife laughing behind us as we both kneeled at Kate’s feet. Bending forward at the waist, Dan pressed his lips to the toe of Kate’s shoe, passionately kissing the leather while he gazed up at his mistress in submissive delight. And, feeling shame burning and crackling all over my skin, I did the same. I bowed to my boss, kissing her feet while she smirked down at both of us, her control and dominance absolutely unassailable as she gloated over us.

There was a sound behind me. A quick hiss followed by a loud crack. Beside me, Dan jumped. And I heard my wife exploding in laughter. Raising my lips from Kate’s shoe, I turned my head to see something I had never imagined in my wildest dreams. My wife brandishing a cane, preparing to use it on the naked man kneeling before her, his upturned ass too tempting a target to ignore.

 “Eyes down, bitch,” Kate snapped, making my wife splutter with laughter again. She snapped her fingers as she spoke, pointing at her shoe in front of me. And reluctantly, I returned to my task, kissing Kate’s shoe while Andrea whipped the man beside me again.

 Then, I felt the vibration of her high heels on the floor as she took a step toward me. I braced myself. The cane whistled through the air, and a bright burst of pain exploded on my skin. I gasped both with pain and with shock. My wife had hit me. The woman I loved, the woman whose beauty I gladly worshiped, had whipped my ass with a cane while I groveled at the feet of our boss. And I cried out as Andrea struck me again, leaving what felt like a bright welt across my backside to match the first.

 “This is what happens to boys who don’t know their place,” Kate said above us as Andrea laid into me with the cane. “You get punished for failing to please your goddesses. That’s what you’re here for, after all. You’re here to do as you’re told, and you’ll be punished if you don’t. Tell me you understand.”

“I understand, Kate,” I said through gritted teeth, my lips sliding over the smooth leather of her shoe while my ass burned with pain.

“I understand, Kate,” Dan said beside me. And I breathed a sigh of relief as Kate nodded over our bowed backs and Andrea stepped away from me. The cane whistled again, and this time, it was Dan who was cringing under my wife’s blows. With my lips still pressed to Kate’s shoe, terrified of disobeying her, I moved my eyes as far as I could, trying to see the strangely erotic sight of my wife whipping a naked man.

 “That’s enough,” Kate suddenly said. She took a step back, and I raised my head from the floor. Behind me, Andrea stood, bending the cane between both hands, her breasts rising and falling steadily in her shirt as she panted, a little out of breath. She wasn’t smiling, but her eyes were blazing with a new fire that almost scared me. I never knew my wife was a sadist. But the look on her face as she stood there holding the cane told me everything I needed to know.

Meanwhile, Kate had perched herself on the edge of her desk in front of us. Smiling again now, she plucked at her skirt and drew it slowly up her smooth legs. Tearing my gaze away from Andrea, I watched as Kate pulled her dress up higher and higher, rocking her hips from side to side on the desk as she pulled it past her thighs. Bunching it up around her waist, Kate spread her legs. Her pussy shone in front of both me and Dan as we watched from our knees, and I heard him groan in unrelieved lust. Kate giggled, enjoying the familiar feeling of teasing and frustrating us.

 Then, she moved. I watched her slide sideways on her desk until she sat in front of me. At the same time, Andrea, still holding the cane, circled around in front of us. Setting her weapon aside for a moment, she reached behind her back and unzipped her dress. Her eyes stayed on me as she struggled out of it, letting it fall to the floor. Then she sat on the desk beside Kate, spreading her legs right in front of Dan.

“Andrea tells me you accept that she deserves pleasure,” Kate said, looking me in the eye while I struggled not to look at her pussy hovering right in front of me. “All women do. So now, boys, it’s time to remind us why we keep you around. Make your mistresses cum, and maybe we won’t have to whip your asses again. Unless we feel like doing it, anyway.”

 Andrea laughed at Kate’s words. And in front of her, Dan was already moving. Shuffling forward on his knees, eager to lick my wife’s pussy. A woman whose name he didn’t even know, whom he knew nothing about except that she was beautiful and dominant and completely in charge. And as he lowered his face between Andrea’s thighs, I saw my wife pick up the flexible cane and hook it around the back of his neck, pulling him closer to her. But the whole time, her glowing blue eyes were on me.

 “Get to work, Chris,” Kate snapped at me. “Get your fucking face over here and make me cum. Now.”

I did as I was told. Of course I did. And as I tongued my boss’s pussy, all I could hear above her growing moans of pleasure was the intoxicating sound of my wife being served by another man’s tongue.
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13. The Boss’s Pet

 

“Chris?”

Jenna’s voice jolted me back to reality. I blinked, almost surprised to find myself in the office, sitting at my desk with my coworker standing in front of me. Jenna had come over to talk to me, but something she had said had sent my mind scuttling back into the recent past. Back to that unforgettable day when I kneeled in Kate’s office and ate my boss’s pussy while a man I had only just met ate my wife’s.

The air rang with cries of female pleasure. My head between Kate’s gorgeous thighs, I tried to keep an eye on Andrea. Even though it only hurt me. Every gasp and sob of pleasure she made seemed to drive a hot nail of shame and humiliation into my heart. Because Kate’s boy toy was doing his job. In no time at all, my wife was howling with pleasure, her whole body shaking on the desk as her orgasm approached. For the first time in our marriage, for the first time since we had met, Andrea was going to enjoy sexual activity with a man that wasn’t me. And that realization hammered in my heart like some strange silent thunder, driving itself home with every passing second and carving new channels in my brain for future shadows to hide in. I was never going to be able to forget that this had happened. I was never going to be able to act like it didn’t. And neither, I knew, was my wife. But this was all part of the game we were playing. Part of the crazy power Andrea had over me, the power her beauty gave her. She could do whatever she wanted, while I had to do what I was told. That was the basic plot. That was how things worked around here.

And Kate did her best to make sure I stayed focused on the task in hand. Even though I had no doubt she was enjoying the situation. Even though I felt sure it gave her a perverse thrill to know I was watching my wife cheat on me, watching her have an orgasm with another partner. Kate kept a hand of the back of my head, pushing my face down onto her pussy whenever she felt my attention was wandering too much. Keeping me focused on giving her pleasure while my heart vibrated with this strange and thrilling kind of pain. A tightening of her fingers in my hair here; a jab of her high heel against my shoulder there. Kate handled me like an object, like a toy for her to use, the way I love to be handled. Though I had never imagined anything like this.

Soon, Kate shrieked in orgasm. I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth, and I drank down the hot flood of her juices when it came, feeling ever more keenly the pure shame of my position. And almost at the same time, Andrea was screaming in pleasure, her body dissolving in place as she let herself go completely, let another man make her cum. As the two women sat on the desk above us, panting and gasping as they tried to recover themselves, I kneeled on the floor in front of them, next to Kate’s slave Dan, and wondered with trembling fear what came next.

Smiling, Kate turned toward my wife. Both women shared a pink flush of pleasure in their cheeks, a bright glow of deviant pleasure in their eyes. Looking at one another, they laughed before saying anything, unable to believe everything they were getting away with. But the taste of Kate’s pussy in my mouth and the raging of my cock between my legs combined with the pounding of my heart inside my chest to tell me this was all terrifyingly real.

Then, they switched. Sliding their beautiful bodies off the desk, Kate and Andrea pushed Dan and I down further onto the floor, to lie on our backs. Kate mounted her boy toy, but I barely had the mental bandwidth to even notice. Instead, I watched Andrea stand astride me then lower herself down into my lap, taking hold of my throbbing cock in her hand and guiding it inside her hot wet slit. I could feel the warmth from the juices of her pleasure as she settled down on top of me, and I tried without success to think about how another man had drawn those juices out of her. But as my throbbing manhood felt at last the snug embrace of my wife’s pussy, I forgot about all that. I forgot about everything but pleasure. And seemingly, so did Andrea as she began to ride up and down on my cock. Fucking me right there on the floor of Kate’s office, letting the wildness of her desire sweep everything else away. Again, the sounds of feminine pleasure filled the small room, beautiful bodies moving in unison as two gorgeous goddesses fucked their helpless sex slaves. I gritted my teeth, doing everything in my limited power to hold back. Still trying to please my wife, after everything she had done to me. Nothing seemed more important than that. And I knew without needing to check that on the floor beside me, Dan would be doing the same. We both knew that our role now was to please these women. To make sure they were fully satisfied before daring to have a release of our own. And every bounce of my gorgeous wife’s body in my lap, every moan of pleasure and gasp of ecstasy she gave, was a reminder of the wild imbalance of power between us. A reminder that she was a queen, and I was her property. An object for her to use in whatever way she saw fit.

Somehow, I managed it. Probably I’ll never know how. Probably I’ll never understand how I was able to hold back the most natural thing in the world, to resist the urge to ejaculate while my beautiful wife rode my cock. But somehow, I pulled it off. By the time Andrea’s second orgasm arrived, her whole body shaking and trembling on top of mine, her knees pressing against my sides, gripping my body as though she were afraid I would somehow get away, I was ready to explode. And my orgasm arrived along with hers, making me growl and howl with deep relief as the pleasure I had been teased with for what felt like an eternity finally found its climax.

“Chris?”

“Yeah,” I said, blinking away the memory and forcing a fake smile onto my face. This was what Kate and Andrea had done to me, knowingly or not. They had made it impossible to stop thinking of them, to think of anything but them. Whether at work or home, I was plagued with memories of the outrageous things we had done, never free of the knowledge of what my wife and my boss had turned me into.

“I was saying. About the performance reviews. Have you had yours yet?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head as much to clear it of wild fantasies as to express myself. The office was all abuzz with the news. Not that performance reviews were anything new; Kate did this once every six months or so, to check-in with everyone. To clear out the deadwood in the office if she had to. Still, it always came with a certain level of nervousness for the staff. Especially those whose performance wasn’t great.

Jenna wasn’t one of those, at least far as I knew. Whenever I worked with her, she seemed perfectly competent and good at her job, and I doubted she had anything to fear. She was likable enough too, and while we might like to pretend otherwise, that matters more than we admit in the workplace. But for whatever reason, it seemed she had come to me for reassurance.

“You’ll be fine anyway,” Jenna said with a shrug. “You’re her favorite. The boss’s pet.”

She smiled as she spoke. Of course, she could have no idea of the effect those simple words had on me. Of how close to the truth they really were. Andrea and Kate had spent the last few weeks training me, teasing and humiliating me and breaking me down until I was ready to serve them better. Jenna didn’t know that. I lived in fear of anybody else finding out. But her words found a mark in my heart that made my stomach flip. Not to mention what it did to my cock, hidden under my desk.

“You’ll be fine,” I said reassuringly.

“I just want to know what kind of mood she’s in,” Jenna said, casting a look over her shoulder toward the door of the office that hid Kate’s private office from the rest of us. “I mean, we get along well, Kate and me. But she can be kind of scary when she wants to be.”

I laughed, but my laughter sounded hollow in my own ears. I was in a position to know better than anyone, except perhaps one of her sex slaves, just how terrifying Kate could be in the full flood of her power. Jenna had no idea.

“I’m sure it will be fine,” I said. And inwardly, I wondered what Jenna could possibly have to worry about. To say I was nervous about my own performance review would be an understatement. But that was because I had the strong sense that my performance was going to be judged on very different criteria than anybody else’s. And that the consequences for me of failing to live up to Kate’s expectations could be a lot more serious than they would for someone like Jenna.

Just then, as if on cue, the telltale thump of high heels on the floor announced something was about to happen. I lifted my head to see my wife appear in the doorway of the office. Andrea was dressed as provocatively as ever, looking every inch the sexy secretary she had been working on becoming. I had watched her put those clothes on that morning, desperate for the sex which my wife customarily denied. I knew that bright red silk skirt that clung to her body hid no underwear beneath it. I knew that her high-heeled pumps were chosen for their sex appeal, designed to make her body sway provocatively in her tight skirt with every step she took. I knew that under the crisp white shirt she wore, my wife was wearing a push-up bra that made her breasts strain against the buttoned-up fabric. Andrea looked incredibly sexy, and she knew it. As she walked across the office, she knew that every eye was on her, following her every movement. Whether with desire or envy, she didn’t care. And as I watched my wife approach, I all but forgot that Jenna was standing at my desk. Andrea’s bright blue eyes were fixed on me, her full pink lips lifted in a sly smile as she approached.

Under my desk, I felt my cock thickening between my thighs just at the sight of my wife. Just at the thought that this was the dominant goddess I was married to.

“Chris? Kate is ready for you now.”

Somehow, in just a couple of weeks, Andrea had become Kate’s right hand. I was sure it wasn’t lost on Jenna or many of the other employees that it was Andrea that came to get them for their performance reviews. From what Jenna had told me before, I suspected there might be some kind of envy of my wife’s new position. Of course, I doubted that Andrea’s provocative office outfits helped on that score. Perhaps they weren’t supposed to.

I rose from my desk. Still smiling, my wife turned, her ass straining against the red silk and the toned muscles of her legs showing with every high-heeled step she took as she led me toward my performance review. I held my hands stiffly in front of me, hoping to hide my erection, unable to take my eyes away from Andrea’s incredible hourglass figure as it swayed in front of me, teasing me with every taunting step.

“Good luck,” Jenna called after me. All I could manage, stricken with desire and nervousness as I was, was a halfhearted chuckle in Jenna’s direction before I followed my gorgeous wife out of the main office and down the corridor to where Kate waited.

Andrea led me into Kate’s office. It was the first time I had been there since our adventure with Dan, and just being within those four walls was a potent reminder of that barely believable day. But I tried to push those unhelpful memories away. The chairs in front of Kate’s desk had been moved from their usual position. One remained where it was, but the other had been relocated over to the side of the boss’s desk. Andrea took that one, folding her gorgeous body carefully into the furniture, her skirt almost too tight to allow even such a simple movement. Once she was settled, she picked up a notepad and pen and set it on one leg. So businesslike. So professional. But you’d have to be dead not to feel the sexual tension crackling in the air of that room.

Kate sat behind her desk. She smiled as she watched me approach, that smile that used to make my heart beat a little quicker even long before any of this happened, back when she was just my boss and I was just her employee. I had always been attracted to her, of course. But I had filed that attraction away in the category of my mind devoted to things I knew would never happen. I could never have imagined that I would enter into some kind of bizarre relationship with my boss, with my wife’s enthusiastic consent. It was still hard to believe any of this was real.

And Kate looked fabulous, as always. It was the first time I had seen my boss that day, but Kate always looked good. Her brown hair was gathered in a bun at the back of her head, her hair slicked back into it to show off her beautiful features. Her hair was professional and work appropriate, but her makeup accentuated her beauty, making her brown eyes glow between dark bars of thick lashes, making her lips shine with a coat of red lipstick. Just like my wife, she was wearing a white shirt, and the fabric was no looser on her amazing body than it was on Andrea’s. Kate’s big breasts strained against the material, making the buttons work to contain them as she shifted in her seat. Behind the desk, I couldn’t see the rest of her outfit. But I had no doubt it would be painfully sexy.

“Shut the door,” Kate ordered as I stepped inside. Closing the door behind me, I stepped forward and sat down in the only available seat, in front of Kate’s desk. She was still smiling at me, her warm eyes flickering for a moment up and down my body. I wondered if she noticed the telltale bulge in the front of my pants that told of my deep desire both for her and for Andrea. Then again, I reflected, she didn’t need to see my erection to know how badly I wanted her. The things I let her do to me were all the proof she would ever need of that.

“Well, this shouldn’t take long,” Kate said at last. “As you know, I’m conducting performance reviews. Overall, I’ve been pleased. I think you know that.”

“I would hope so,” I said, making Kate giggle. Over in her chair, Andrea was scribbling notes, just as though this were a regular business meeting. Just as though any of us really wanted to record any of what went on between us in this office. My wife’s role in her new job had never been particularly clearly defined, and lately, it seemed that Kate wanted her to be a kind of assistant. The idea of these two vixens working so closely together, concocting all manner of deviant sexual plans, made the blood roar in my ears anytime I thought of it.

“Yes, you’ve been good,” Kate went on. “But there’s always room for improvement. Just because you’re now one of my office toys, doesn’t mean I’m willing to let your performance at work suffer.”

Beside the desk, Andrea went on scribbling in her notepad.

“Well it’s kind of hard,” I protested. “It’s not easy to get my work done when I keeping called into your office or into the closet to have sex with you guys.”

“Poor you,” Kate said, and her eyes flashed dangerously. “Are you complaining about that right now?”

“No, of course not,” I said hurriedly, feeling another stab of fear in my heart. “It’s great. It’s just hard to get everything done.”

“Well, you need to find a way,” Kate said. Over in her chair, Andrea was still writing, her eyes down on the notepad in front of her. But I could see the smile that lit up her face. I could see the laughter that made her shoulders shake she tried to suppress it. She always enjoyed watching Kate boss me around.

“It’s not my job to tell you how to manage your time,” Kate went on. “I manage mine just fine.”

“You have an assistant,” I said. I wasn’t used to this accusatory tone from Kate, and it made me angry. When we played our little sex games, I did what I was told. I groveled at Kate’s feet on command, submitting totally to her sexual authority. But this was about work. And in our working lives, Kate had never talked to me like this. She had never had to.

But in her chair beside the desk, I heard Andrea laughing. And Kate’s eyes flickered for just a moment toward my wife before returning to me. She, too, was smiling.

“Okay, tough guy,” Kate said. “You’re right. I do have an assistant. And you wife is doing a fine job as my sexy secretary. This performance review isn’t about her. It’s about you.”

Kate’s chair rolled as she pushed it back from her desk. Standing, she walked around the desk toward me. I watched Andrea turn her head to follow our boss’s progress. As she came out from behind the desk, I saw that Kate was wearing a tight black pencil skirt and bright red high-heeled pumps that matched her lipstick. As she walked toward me, it dawned on me that my wife and my boss wearing almost the same outfit, only with the colors reversed. Was that deliberate? Were these two coordinating their office clothes now?

But as Kate stood in front of me, I didn’t have time to think about such trifles. She perched on the edge of the desk, gripping it with her hands as she looked down at me, and I was reminded again of the last time I was here, when I and another man had been forced to kneel and worship our boss like the goddess she was. I had no doubt that Kate was remembering the same thing as she grinned down at me, and I felt my cock throbbing away at the visceral reminder of the power this woman had over me.

“Things are going to change around here,” she said in a soft voice. “Your wife and I have been talking, and we think we can change the way this office is run. We can make it more efficient, and more fun. I think you’ll probably like the changes. But not everyone will. So it’s going to be an interesting time at work. I want to know if you’re on board.”

“On board with what?” I asked. “You haven’t told me what you’re doing yet.”

Kate paused again. That smile never left her beautiful face.

“Is your cock hard right now?” she finally asked. Over in her chair, Andrea spluttered with laughter.

“What’s that got to do with anything?”

“Get it out. Let me see it.”

Kate leaned forward from her perch on the edge of the desk as she spoke, looking deep into my eyes. For a moment, I glanced over toward Andrea. Not that there was any need for her assent. I knew how my wife felt about me obeying Kate. She loved it. And after only a moment’s hesitation, I reached for the front of my pants. After all, we all knew it was inevitable that I would obey. It was taking me a moment to adjust from a work mindset to one of sexual submission, but we all knew I would do as I was told.

As I unfastened my pants and pulled out my cock, my erection bloomed in the air in front of Kate. Her teeth showed as she grinned, her brown eyes fixed on my exposed manhood. Then, she moved. Sliding off the desk, she stood, adjusting her tight skirt. Moving over toward where Andrea sat, she turned back to me and pointed toward her desk.

“Get under there,” she ordered, while my wife laughed again.

“What?”

“You heard me,” Kate said, her voice sterner now. “Do as you’re told. Or should I have your wife note down that you are insubordinate and refuse direct orders from your boss?”

I sighed. That was hardly something I could be accused of, especially lately. I had been everything these women wanted, no matter how outrageous, no matter how humiliating. Of course, that only seemed to make them even bolder in their outrageous demands. And that, in turn, made them even sexier to me than they already were.

Rising to my feet, I walked toward the watching women. Kate stepped back, smiling with satisfaction as she let me pass. Circling around her desk, I crawled underneath it. From the foot well, I watched Kate approach, sinking into her chair in front of me. Then she rolled forward. On hands and knees under her desk, I stared up at her, only her lower body visible now as she repositioned herself.

“You know what to do, bitch boy,” I heard Kate say as my wife laughed again. “If you want a good performance review, if you want to stay part of my team here, you need to do your job and make me happy.”

There was no doubt about what my beautiful boss meant. And even less doubt as she spread her legs and began to pull her tight skirt higher up her thighs. As Kate pulled her skirt up around her hips, I saw that just like my wife, she was wearing no panties underneath. Rolling her chair further forward, she came closer to me.

She was right. I knew exactly what to do. Placing my hands on her smooth thighs, I pressed my lips to her pussy and began to kiss. I heard her giggle above me, and unseen, my wife laughed at the ridiculous spectacle. Trapped in the tight space of the foot well of Kate’s desk, I gave my boss oral pleasure while she and my wife chatted over my head.

“That’s better,” I heard Kate say. “Mark down that he agreed to work on his performance and learn to manage his time better.”

“Okay,” Andrea said. I could hear the laughter in her voice as she spoke, just as I could hear her pen moving over the page in front of her as she recorded what our boss had said. It was most bizarre, humiliating, and sexually thrilling performance review of my life. And while I ran my tongue over the wet lips of Kate’s pussy, she sighed happily and sank back in her chair.

“Okay, onto the next one,” Kate said. “Go get Jenna for me.”

“Yes, boss.” I listened as my wife climbed out of her chair, setting aside her notepad and pen on top of the desk I was hidden under. I felt the thump of her high heels through my knees on the floor as Andrea opened the door of Kate’s office and stepped outside. My heart froze in fear, and as my mouth paused on Kate’s body, my boss reached under the desk and gripped a fistful of my hair.

“I didn’t tell you to stop, did I?” she growled. “I want you to stay under there and keep licking my pussy while I do the rest of my performance reviews. Don’t make a sound, and no one will know you’re there. It makes me feel powerful doing everyone’s reviews, and as you know, that makes me feel sexy. So I’m going to use your mouth while I do my job. You’ll stay under there without making a sound and keep licking my pussy until I tell you otherwise. Got it?”

“Yes, Kate,” I said, while my boss laughed above me. My cock was raging and throbbing in the empty air, but I didn’t dare touch it. I knew Kate would never allow such a thing. And so, as she used her grip on my hair to pull my face closer to her body, I began licking again. Savoring the erotic taste of my boss’s sex while she sat above me, completely in charge, full of the sense of her own unquestionable power. She released her grip on my hair and sat back in her chair, and I leaned forward, continuing to lick as I heard the sound of my wife’s high heels returning to the office. And soon, I could tell she wasn’t alone.

“Hi, Jenna,” Kate said warmly. In the darkness under her desk, I could see nothing, but I could hear Jenna respond to Kate’s greeting. And I could hear the chair beside the desk creaking as Andrea sat back down in her chair and picked up her notepad and pen again.

“Hi,” Jenna said. “What happened to Chris? Is he done already?”

“Don’t worry about him for now,” Kate said. “Have a seat.”

Behind me, I heard the chair I had been sitting in creak as Jenna sat down in it. My heart raced. Only a thin piece of particleboard hit me from my coworker, my total shame and subservience to our beautiful boss never more in danger of being discovered that it was now. And I had been ordered to keep on licking.

As I ran my tongue over Kate sensitive folds, I marveled at the woman’s ability to act normally while I was going down on her. And I tried to keep the movements of my lips and tongue as quiet as I could, terrified that Jenna would know something was going on. If Kate was worried about the same thing, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she seemed perfectly comfortable, completely in her element.

“There are some big changes coming soon, and I wanted you to be aware of them,” Kate said. “This office is going to be a very different place once I’m done with it. But I think you may enjoy some of the changes we’re going to make. Let’s start, shall we?”


14. Performance Review

 

In the darkness underneath my boss’s desk, I cringed. Lately, ever since my wife started working at the same office as me, I could barely believe the changes that had taken place. Every day seemed to bring some new and more outrageous act of submission. Every kinky game I played with Kate or with Andrea seem to make the next one even more wild. And now, we had reached some new height of bizarre games, some new depth of depravity that set my blood alight as I hid there in the darkness with my head between my boss’s legs and my tongue moving over her dripping pussy, giving her pleasure while both she and my wife acted like I wasn’t even there. And meanwhile my coworker Jenna sat mere inches away from me, oblivious to my presence while Kate outlined her vision for the strange future she was leading us all to.

“We need more women in management positions,” Kate said. “People have been saying it for decades, but no one ever does anything about it. Well, I’m going to do something about it. I’ve been talking to the executives, and I have their backing to make this a fully female-led department of the company.”

“Cool,” Jenna said faintly behind me. I felt a faint tremor in Kate’s thighs underneath my hands as they rested on her smooth skin while I ran my tongue steadily up and down her wet sex.

“Yeah. It is cool,” Kate said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. “But it’s going to be controversial. I don’t want this to just be some token gesture or some kind of performative panacea that makes everyone feel better without creating any real change. This department is already female-led in the sense that I’m the manager. But I want to go further. I want to establish the precedent that all women working this department are superior to all the men working here.”

“What — what does that mean?” Jenna asked carefully. Kate took a deep breath before answering, and I wondered if I was only imagining things, or did I actually detect a faint raggedness to that breath, a faint trace in her voice of the pleasure I was undoubtedly giving her? Her body was responding to the touch of my lips and tongue, her juices streaming out of her steadily as I swallowed them down. But from the other side of the desk, I wondered if Jenna could tell anything was out of the ordinary. For now, at least, it seemed that Kate was still able to control herself while she controlled me at the same time.

“Exactly what it sounds like,” Kate said with an audible smile. “All management positions will be filled by women, of course. But even on a day-to-day level, I want this to be a place where women are in charge. Men can work here, but they’ll need to get used to taking orders from women. Even if they don’t directly report to them. In the event of any dispute or disagreement between coworkers at the same level but of different sexes, the female will be automatically deemed to be in the right, and the male at fault. And if a woman in this office — any woman — gives a man an order, he’ll be expected to obey it unless a high-ranking woman, like me, says otherwise.”

“How can you do that?” Jenna asked. “Surely that’s not even legal, is it?”

“It is if everyone consents to it,” Kate said. “I’m not hiding any of this. In fact, I want to broadcast it. Think of it like an experiment. I believe that by doing this, we can make this the most efficient and productive department in the company. If I’m right about that, it could change the way the entire company is run. Think about it. No more silly male egos getting in the way. No more meetings that turn into dick-measuring contests. No more mansplaining or interrupting or talking over women when they have something to contribute. Do you want to be part of that? Do you want to be part of showing the old boy’s network that things run much more smoothly when you put women in charge?”

“Of course I do,” Jenna said. “That sounds amazing. But how are you going to get everyone to agree?”

“I’ll find a way,” Kate said. “That’s part of why I’m meeting with everyone one on one to explain it to them. Anyone, male or female, who doesn’t want to take part in this experiment can leave. I’ve arranged it so they can transfer to another department of the company with no loss in wages or benefits. From now on, the only people I want working here are people who are committed to this experiment. People willing to work to make it happen. I mean, most of the guys in this department are used to working for a woman anyway. But if they can’t handle learning a new role, if they don’t want to help women get ahead, I don’t want them working here. They can leave, and we’ll just find smart, capable women to replace them.”

“I – I don’t know what to say,” Jenna said. Behind me, I heard her chair creak as she shifted her weight. My tongue continued to slide over Kate’s pussy, and I felt her soft lips trembling and quivering to my touch. My oral skills were getting to her, but along with that, I knew, my boss was getting turned on by her own idea. She could couch this experiment she was conducting in all the female empowerment language she wanted, and for all I knew, she meant it. But at the same time, Kate’s push for female supremacy in the workplace was also motivated by her own sexual kinks and hangups. She loved being in charge. She loved making men submit. And while she would never have presented her idea to the board like this, I knew it would give her a deep sexual thrill to do this. To make her games of female superiority more real than ever before, to bring her hidden fantasy life more and more out into the light.

And what about me? Crouching under my boss’s desk with my face buried between her legs, I knew that in her way, Kate was talking to me as much as she was to Jenna. She hadn’t explained the changes she had told me about, but now she was. And my cock raged between my legs as I thought about what she was saying. Yes, I was used to being bossed around by women. More and more these days, I was coming to enjoy it. But there was a big difference between playing sexy games with my wife and my beautiful boss and being expected to submit to women in every aspect of my life. I would be expected to do what Jenna told me, presumably, as well as what Kate and Andrea did. Expected to be subservient based on nothing more than my sex. What Kate was proposing, frankly, was insane. And there ought to be no way she could possibly get away with such a wild idea.

But somehow, I couldn’t find it in myself to doubt her. After all, Kate was proving again and again that she was unbelievably good at getting what she wanted. And me kneeling there under her desk with my face buried between her legs was the clearest proof of that imaginable. Look what she and Andrea had done to me over the past few weeks. Look what they had reduced me to. If Kate wanted to run her entire office the way she clearly ran her sex life, I wouldn’t put it past her to pull it off. If anyone could, she could.

“I just want to know you’re on board,” Kate said. And now I was sure. There was a faint catch in her voice that Jenna might not detect, since she wasn’t looking for it. But I could hear it. I could hear it loud and clear, my heart throbbing the knowledge that I was getting to her and my cock throbbing in time with it. Above me, three women were discussing their superiority to me and all men, and I was hiding under a desk, worshiping the pussy of one of them. Hard to dispute what Kate was saying, no matter how outrageous, in the position I was in.

“Yeah, I’m on board, I guess,” Jenna said. “I mean, it sounds like it’s all upside for me. I don’t really see what I have to lose.”

“Exactly,” Kate said. “Plus, all women will be getting a 10% pay raise, effective immediately. It’s time to address the wage gap properly, not just talk about it.”

“Thank you! Kate, that’s awesome!”

Jenna laughed as she spoke, and both Kate and Andrea laughed along with her. The sound made my heart vibrate in my chest. Because after all, I knew that Kate and my wife were laughing at something different than Jenna was.

“Now, if we’re going to do this, we girls have to stick together,” Kate said. Leaning forward at her desk, she pulled her chair even closer to me, and I shifted my angle to keep on licking between her trembling thighs. “Half the trick of managing people is acting like you belong there, and that’s something a lot of women struggle with. Plus, managing men is different than managing women is. Men will always try and test your authority. They’ll try to challenge you, even just in small ways. You need to show them right from the start that you mean business, and that you won’t put up with any of their bullshit. We’ll have to create some kind of training for all the women in the office to teach them how to manage men. And we’ll have to train the men to do as they’re told. Luckily, I’m quite good at that.”

Again, all three women laughed. But Jenna’s laughter wasn’t nearly as loud and pronounced as that of Kate and Andrea. After all, she didn’t know what they knew. And fear vibrated in my heart, right along with desperate desire, as I continued licking Kate’s pussy, scared of my position being found out but believing more and more that it would be. After all, if Kate got away with this and managed to pull off her plan, every guy in the office will be submitting to every woman. Perhaps not sexually, but in other ways. And I felt the terrible foreboding that Kate’s plans included some fresh humiliation for me.

“Can I ask you something, Jenna?” Kate said. “Something a little personal?”

“I guess so,” Jenna said uncertainly.

“Are you familiar with female domination? Dominatrixes, stuff like that?”

“I mean — I know what they are,” Jenna spluttered, completely taken aback by this line of questioning. For that matter, so was I. But now my fears were confirmed. I kept on licking Kate’s pussy, too afraid of her anger to do anything else. But I could feel fear creeping toward me, some new outrageous event about to take place that would keep pushing me down this path we were walking, as irrevocable as everything else we had done in this office.

For the briefest of moments, I thought of the traffic light system my wife had instituted. It worked with Andrea. All I had to do was say red light, and it would all be over. But I had never tried that with Kate, and she had never agreed to follow that system with me. Besides, if I were to make any sound underneath the desk where I was, Jenna would know I was there. She would know everything. There was a sinking feeling in my stomach as I realized I was trapped, not in a sexy playful way, but in a very real and meaningful one. There was no way out of the situation I was in, no way to prevent Jenna from finding out how I submitted to my boss, unless Kate and Andrea agreed to keep that fact hidden. And with every moment that passed, that was starting to seem less and less likely.

And yet, I kept on licking Kate’s pussy. Reduced to a tool for female pleasure like a living example of exactly what Kate was talking about. A man who would do whatever this woman or his wife told him. And soon, maybe, every other woman in the office too.

“But you’ve never tried it? You should,” Kate said as she leaned back in her chair. “There’s nothing quite like the feeling of making a man beg for you. Of making him suffer just to please you. Besides, I think all of us in this room know that men think with their pricks. What you think I dress the way I do? It’s not to be comfortable, that’s for sure.”

Another ripple of laughter spread around the room.

“Well, I had wondered,” Jenna said hesitantly. “I figured it was just for attention or something.”

“There’s nothing wrong with attention,” Kate said. “But it’s more than that. When I walk into a meeting in a tight skirt and some high heels, even very powerful man often react. They get weak around us. They make stupid mistakes. They get distracted by desire. A smart woman knows how to use that. That’s what I want for every woman in this office. To learn how to get what she wants in a world that’s all about what men want.”

“You want us all to be dominatrixes?”

“Not exactly,” Kate said with a smile. “Not if that’s not what you want. Then again, if it is, great. I dominate men in bed all the time, and I fucking love it.”

“Me too.”

My heart froze. That was Andrea who spoke. And in the terrible silence that followed, I could almost hear the gears in Jenna’s brain turning. She knew Andrea was my wife. If Andrea dominated men, there was only man she could possibly be talking about.

“Are you serious? You and Chris?”

“Yeah,” I heard Andrea say. From under the desk, I couldn’t see my wife’s gorgeous face. But I could picture all too well the look on it. That sheepish smile she so often wore when she was confessing to something she wasn’t sure she should admit to. But doing it anyway. Frozen in horror, it was only when Kate tapped the toe of one high-heeled shoe against my thigh that I remembered what I was there for and continued licking her out while my wife humiliated me in front of my coworker.

“I never would’ve guessed,” Jenna said faintly.

“That’s the point,” Kate said. “It’s not about whips and chains and leather. It’s about using any tool you have to get what you want. That’s what I taught Andrea here, and she’s never been happier. She’s never had a better sex life than she does now, or a better professional one. Right, Andi?”

“That’s right,” I heard my wife say.

“That’s what I want for every woman who works here,” Kate went on. “To know just how good it feels to be in charge, and just how easy it can be. That’s what we’re going to show the world here. We’re going to become a female dominant office, and we’re going to show everyone that it’s the best way to run workplace. Who knows? Maybe we’ll actually make some real change.”

“I have to say, I’m impressed by your ambition,” Jenna said. “But do you really think you can pull this off? You really think the men in the office will go along with this?”

“Enough of them will,” Kate said. “I mean, I know a couple for sure who will. Chris, why don’t you say hi?”

With that, Kate pushed her chair back from her desk. Quickly, she pulled her skirt down to cover herself, wiggling her hips as she drew the tight material down over her legs. Meanwhile, my heart pulsed in my chest. I had seen it coming, but had been unable to do anything about it. And now, the moment was here. Too late to back out. Too late to cry red light and hope these wicked women honored my request to stop. Besides, the awful reality I was forced to confront was that even if I could have stopped it, I probably wouldn’t have. What Kate been saying sound like madness to me, but at the same time, it was no crazier than the things we had already done together. It was no crazier than the thought of being the workplace sex slave of both my boss and my wife and letting them use me as an object to fulfill their selfish desires. Just like watching another man go down on my wife, this was just another expression of that. Kate and Andrea had such power over me that they could even give it to other women, and I would do nothing to stop them. I couldn’t. No matter how ashamed I felt about it, that was the way it was.

So I put my head down and crawled out from under Kate’s desk. In the short time I had been subservient to these two wild beauties, I had learned that sometimes, the only way to get out of something like this was to get through it. Kneeling on the floor in front of a triumphant Kate, I had the presence of mind to stuff my swollen cock back inside my pants before rising to my feet. On the other side of the desk, Jenna gasped, pressing both hands to her mouth as she looked me up and down.

And in her own chair, Andrea was rocking with laughter, enjoying every minute of this outrageous humiliation. I had no idea how it had happened that my wife, a woman that I still had no doubt loved me deeply, also got such tremendous joy out of seeing me embarrassed and uncomfortable. But she did. Then again, I suppose, it was no stranger than the joy I got from it myself. Because even though I didn’t feel particularly joyful as I stood there in front of Kate’s desk, my pathetic submission exposed to yet another person, part of me knew even at the time that I would be thinking about this for a long time to come. Part of me couldn’t ignore the fact that this was turning me on, standing there with my boss’s pussy juices all over my face in front of one of my coworkers.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Jenna said, speaking her disbelief through her hands that were still pressed to her mouth in shock. But her tone, though surprised, wasn’t disapproving. If anything, she seemed on the verge of laughter. And Andrea was still laughing, my lovely wife dissolving in feminine giggles as her big secret was revealed to a woman she barely knew. Under Kate’s influence, Andrea seem to be getting more and more comfortable with being open about sexual matters. Not necessarily a good thing, as far as I was concerned.

“I’ve been teaching Andrea to dominate her husband,” Kate said, sitting in her chair behind me and crossing her legs calmly as though she were discussing some arcane point of business instead of my most profound sexual secret. “Not that she needs much teaching. She’s a natural. But Chris here, like all men, needs to be reminded of his place more or less constantly. So sometimes, I like to keep him under my desk. Like a kind of executive toy.”

“You guys are crazy,” Jenna said, shaking her head. Finally, she lifted her hands away from her mouth. It seemed as though she couldn’t take her eyes off me, her blue stare moving up and down my body as though seeing me for the first time. In a sense, she was. The new me, the one Kate and Andrea had created. Or at least revealed. Sometimes, I found myself wondering how much of this was something I was forced into and how much it was something that had lain hidden below the surface of my psyche all these years. It wasn’t something I had wanted or secretly dreamed of. But once it had happened, I had found myself caught up in desire and pleasure unlike any I had ever felt before. Maybe, in some strange way, this was meant to happen. Maybe, this was how things were meant to be, how they had to be. Still, standing there surrounded by three women taking immense pleasure in my humiliation, it was difficult to feel anything other than shame.

“Maybe,” Kate said with a shrug. “But this is the kind of thing I’m talking about. Men are meant to be controlled and dominated by women. I firmly believe that. If they weren’t, it wouldn’t be so easy to do this to them.”

With that, Kate snapped her fingers. The sudden sharp sound in the quiet space of the office made me jump where I stood.

“Back on your knees where you belong, bitch boy,” Kate said while the watching women laughed. There was a smile on my boss’s face that had more than a hint of challenge to it. A look I had seen before, as if she was daring me to even think of disobeying. And I did think of it. I thought of trying to reclaim some semblance of my dignity by telling her to fuck off. Of proving to Jenna that this was all a game, that I wasn’t really a pathetic horny sex slave to my wife and to my boss.

But I didn’t do it.

Kate’s eyes were on me, their brown glow like polished metal now as she waited for me to comply. And over at the side of her desk, Andrea was watching too, still smiling that dreamy smile and enjoying every moment of this embarrassing display. As for Jenna, I couldn’t even look at her. Instead, I kept my attention on Kate, on her beautiful face and gorgeous figure and commanding tone as I sank back down onto the floor. The sound of women laughing filled the office again.

“Crawl over to your wife,” Kate ordered. “Show her and us how happy you are to be her slave and sex toy. Go on. Let Jenna see that you worship women and acknowledge us as superior to you in every way. Do it.”

Kate might be smiling, but she wasn’t joking. I knew I had no choice. And as I crawled across the office floor, crawling out from behind Kate’s desk, my boss playfully kicked my ass as I passed, making both Jenna and Andrea laugh again. As I crawled toward my wife, she smiled down at me from her chair, looking as beautiful as ever as she sat with crossed legs, her tight red skirt drawn even tighter around her thighs and her high heeled shoes shining in the light. With the pen in her hand and the notepad still on her thigh, she watched me following Kate’s orders, crawling humbly toward her and feeling shame beating down on me like a summer sun. Reaching Andrea, I kneeled at her feet, gazing up at this woman so beautiful I still sometimes had trouble believing I was married to her. And no trouble at all believing that she found it so easy to completely control me with that beauty.

“Kiss her feet,” Kate ordered behind me. “Just her shoes, though. You don’t deserve to touch her bare skin with your lips. Not right now. That’s a privilege you’ll have to earn.”

Andrea and Jenna laughed again, and I leaned forward, pressing my lips against the toe of my wife’s shoe. The shoes were new, bought on one of my wife’s now-regular shopping sprees. She needed sexy outfits for work, and she had yet to wear the same one twice. I didn’t dare complain at the way our credit card bills were piling up. Besides, I didn’t want to complain. The way Andrea looked at work thrilled me every single day, and I was happy to spend my money making her look like the goddess she was.

Maybe I should’ve known I would end up kissing those sexy shoes of hers one day. Somehow, the thought never crossed my mind. But now, there I was, bending over my wife’s feet, pressing my lips to the shiny leather while three women watched me debase myself. Once again, the air was electric, crackling with excitement and desire and wonder. And once again, I could feel my cock swelling embarrassingly between my thighs, my body responding to just how much it turned me on to be treated this way by these women. And now, I was forced to admit shamefully to myself, there was an extra thrill to know that Jenna was watching this whole display too.

“I can’t believe this,” Jenna said, spluttering with laughter she spoke. “I can’t believe you guys do this. I never thought Chris was the type.”

“He’s not, really,” Andrea said above me, speaking as though there were nothing more natural than holding a conversation with a coworker while I humbly kissed her feet. “He wasn’t, anyway. But once he realized how much fun this is, he soon came around. Now he loves being my submissive little husband and sex toy, don’t you, honey?”

While Kate and Jenna laughed, I cringed at my wife’s feet. I gazed up at her to see her smiling down at me, her blue eyes glowing, her gorgeous face framed by the tumbling curls of her blonde hair. She knew I couldn’t deny her anything. She knew I could never say no. We both knew that was the magic that kept our world turning, that kept us diving deeper and deeper into wild adventures like this until we could barely recognize ourselves and what we had become. Until we couldn’t bring ourselves to want anything else.

“Yes, Andrea,” I said before pressing my lips to her shoe again. And as I heard another chorus of female laughter rise around me, I knew it was a sound I should get used to. A sound I would be hearing again and again. If Kate was able to pull off her plan of creating an office based around female domination, I knew I would be in for a lot more humiliation, a lot more submission, and a lot more embarrassing situations like this. And my head grew hot at the thought while my cock throbbed inside my pants.

With Kate’s juices still dripping from my face, I worshiped my wife’s feet, losing myself in the submissive task of serving the goddess Andrea was seeming more and more like every day. And above me, always above me, three women watched, savoring my shame and discussing my future, knowing it was all up to them. It was always up to them. All I and anybody else with a penis in that office could do was bow and kneel and admit the pure superiority of the women who ruled over us.




15. Begging Her

 

The buzz of other people’s voices was all around us. And yet, I barely heard it. We were shopping again, making our way through the busy mall on a weekend in search of new outfits for my wife to wear to the office and drive me wild with sexual desire. As far as I was concerned, the other people might as well not exist. I moved, as I seem to so often these days, through a mobile bubble of my own thoughts. In that bubble, there was space only for me and my wife. And Kate, of course. And now, other people, drawn into this strange game by the two women who dominated me. Maybe the bubble was larger than I thought.

“How about this?”

In front of me, Andrea pulled a dress off a shelf and held it out under the bright lights of the department store. It was almost strange seeing her in pants. Lately, Andrea seemed as addicted to dressing sexy as I was seeing her look that way. Her work wardrobe was nothing but tight skirts and dresses along with high-heeled shoes and boots, and that familiar sway in her stride drove me wild every day that we worked together. But this was the weekend, and we were going shopping, and for once, my wife was wearing jeans and sneakers. Not that she didn’t look sexy in those too. She looked sexy in everything, and I was a prisoner to my own desires, helpless in the face of how I felt about the vixen I was married to. Andrea could get me to do anything. Recent events had proved nothing more clearly than that. And that included spending my weekends shopping at the wretched mall.

“How are you supposed to wear that?” I said, frowning at the dress. It was tiny. Ordinarily at work, Andrea favorite longer but formfitting outfits, ones she could possibly claim were work appropriate even while they were anything but. But the dress she had chosen now seemed ridiculously small. Then again, I’m far from an expert on women’s fashion. I just know when I see something sexy. And lately, Andrea wore nothing else.

“You have to wear something underneath it,” Andrea explained. “A sweater or a shirt. I’ll show you. Go grab me some heels. You know my size.”

Indeed I did. And meekly, like some well-trained servant, I turned toward the shoe section of the store, ready to do as I was told. Always ready for that. Andrea’s ability to get me to do what she wanted seemed to only grow greater over time. The truth was, I was hooked on obedience to my wife. Hooked on the way she bossed me around, on the way she taught me to do things as though it never occurred to her that I might disagree. I might have opinions of my own. I did, but it didn’t matter. All that mattered was my wild desire for my wife. That, we both knew, was all the leverage she was ever going to need to get me to do whatever she wanted.

In the women’s shoe section, I looked quickly around. It would look strange, I knew, a lone man in there browsing for shoes he was never going to wear. But that was all part of it. My wife loved putting me in these awkward situations just for the fun of it. Just to see how I would react.

And in its own way, this was all part of sex for us. A kind of kinky foreplay. Playing out the wild drama of our relationship in public, Andrea teasing me with what I wanted so badly but could only have if she decided to bless me with it. The promise of sex kept my blood pulsing as I moved through the display of shoes, looking for something sexy. I knew what my wife wanted. I knew what I wanted. In this situation, at least, they were more or less the same thing. Something sexy. Something that would turn me on. Something that would make her look every inch the goddess she was, that would make me want her with the same desperate desire I always felt for the beautiful woman I was married to. And as always, her words rang in my ears, along with those of Kate. They both liked Andrea to wear heels that were at least as long as my cock when fully erect. In other words, six inches or more. It remained a mild surprise to me that my wife could walk so easily and so elegantly in such impractical footwear. But of all the things that had happened lately to amaze me, that ranked pretty low.

In among the shoes, I found a pair of open-toed stiletto pumps. Sexy shoes for a sexy woman. What was and wasn’t appropriate for the office hardly seemed to matter anymore. It hardly seemed to register in Andrea’s considerations. And why should it? With a twist of my heart, I remembered again the terrible truth that our secret was out at work. That Kate was transforming the office to be based around female domination and mail subservience. There was no longer any need to pretend to some semblance of normality at work. Kate had put her grand plan into motion, and soon our workplace would be unrecognizable. Those who couldn’t handle the new regime would leave. And all that would be left were women comfortable with being in charge and men, like me, who were willing to let them.

It was a thought guaranteed to get my blood racing, to get the adrenaline rushing through my blood, but I tried not to think about it. I tried to focus on what I was doing as I scanned the shelves under the shoes on display, looking for a box with my wife’s size on the side. Finding it, I snatched it up and headed toward the changing rooms where Andrea had gone. Glad at least that no one had stopped me, that no shop assistant came by to ask if I needed any help. Andrea seemed to love the idea of my submission to her being found out, but I didn’t feel the same way at all. Even if humiliation had turned out to be an unexpected turn-on for me, it was still something I very much wanted to avoid.

With every step I took toward the changing room, I remembered what had happened in there. The crazy adventure Andrea had taken me on back in the early days of her domination of me. We had gotten away with it that day; no one had discovered us getting up to some kinky stuff in the tiny cubicle. But I still half-feared that someone would recognize me. That someone would have seen us through some hidden camera and would call us to account for what we had done. Andrea didn’t seem to worry about things like that. That, too, was my job.

Holding the box of shoes, I stood awkwardly outside the changing rooms, trying not to look like a pervert as I waited for my wife to emerge. And soon, I heard the door opening and Andrea stepping out. She was wearing the tiny dress she had picked out, the fabric patterned with red and white plaid clinging to the curves of her hips, the hem sitting high on her thighs to expose her long toned legs. Thin straps held the dress up on her shoulders, the top of the garment sitting below her breasts. Beneath it, Andrea was wearing a white tube top, the elasticated fabric clinging with mouthwatering tightness to the swell of her breasts and making them seem even larger than they were. My wife saw the look on my face as she emerged from the dressing room, and she smiled. I didn’t have to say anything. My desire, I knew, was probably written all over my face. And that was the exact reaction Andrea wanted to inspire in me.

“You look amazing,” I stammered as Andrea walked up to me.

“Thanks,” she said, with that slight giggle in her voice that always sent a shiver of desire racing through me. “It’ll look even better with shoes on. Go on. Put them on me.”

Andrea’s pose as she placed her hands on her hips emphasized her incredible hourglass figure, but I tried not to groan with desperate desire as I looked at her. I knew what she wanted. Another minor humiliation to put me in my place. The store was busy, but no one was looking at us yet. But if I gave her what she wanted, I didn’t doubt we would soon attract attention. And yet, just as Andrea must’ve known, I wasn’t going to say no to her. As always, I wasn’t going to argue. Right there by the changing rooms, far away from the shoe department, I sank to the floor at the feet of my wife. While she stood above me, basking in triumph, I pulled the shoes out of the box and removed the tissue paper stuffing, ready to slide them onto her feet.

Gracefully, Andrea lifted one foot off the floor so I could slide a shoe onto it. The dress rode even higher on her thigh as she did so, and I saw that there was a small slit in the hem on one side that bared even more of her leg. Her bare thighs were right in front of me, the dress hardly concealing anything any longer, and with a stab of arousal that mimicked pain, I found myself wondering if she were wearing panties under the dress. As daring as Andrea could be, was she that bold? Over the last few weeks, I had learned not to put much past her. And while my cock throbbed hidden in my pants, I tried to focus on the task at hand. I tried to control my shaking hands as I slid the shoes onto Andrea’s foot and she placed it on the floor. Then, balancing carefully on the tall heel, Andrea placed one hand on my shoulder as she raised her other foot. Unable to resist, I leaned forward as I slid the shoe onto that foot. Right there in the store, where anyone could see, I kissed my wife’s thigh, aching with hunger for that magnificent body right in front of me. And Andrea laughed, savoring my helpless lust as I virtually groveled at her feet in public.

Once the shoes were on, Andrea stood. I didn’t bother getting off my knees as she walked back-and-forth in front of me. Instead, I watched that classic sexy strut she had mastered as the new dress tightened around her body with every step. I knew in an instant that I would be buying that dress for her. That she would wear it to the office, the latest shot fired in the friendly rivalry she had with Kate over who the sexiest woman at work was. Kneeling on the floor of the busy department store, I watched my wife parade up and down in the short tight dress, and it seemed impossible that there could be any other answer to that question.

“The shoes aren’t right,” Andrea said at last as she stood in front of me again. “Come on. Get up off the floor and help me pick out some new ones.”

Without a word, I rose to my feet. After all, there was no point resisting her. No benefit to be gained from that, either. Instead I stood, meekly following my wife as her round ass swayed in front of me with every step, driving home my helpless desire as I followed her back to the shoe department.

As Andrea took a seat on a padded bench, she crossed her legs, and the dress slid up her legs, the spreading slit exposing her thigh almost to the hip. My mouth was watering as I kneeled in front of her and slid the rejected shoes off her feet. She didn’t even need to tell me what to do anymore. I just did it, obeying some wordless command. Andrea watched, thoroughly enjoying this new position of total power. Thoroughly enjoying how well she had me trained to submissively serve her. In my own twisted way, I was enjoying it too.

“Get me those ones over there,” Andrea said, raising her hand to point across the shoe department at a pair that had caught her eye. She didn’t ask. She didn’t need to. Stuffing the shoes I had chosen back into the box, I carried them back to where I had gotten from and then went looking for the new pair that had caught my wife’s eye. I found them, black high heels with long straps designed to run up the wearer’s calves. Bringing them back to my wife, I dropped to my knees again and began fussing over her feet while she sat there like a queen, letting me work for her amusement.

My cheeks were growing hot with embarrassment. I wasn’t sure if I was imagining the blush rising to my face, but it made me feel uneasy. Still, I knew what Andrea wanted. And I also knew that trying to resist her was a good way to make things worse for myself. The straps of the new high heels that rose up her flawless legs were a nightmare, and I was unfamiliar with putting on footwear like this. But Andrea didn’t seem in any hurry. Instead, she just watched me, that faint smile on her face, her blue eyes flashing, framed by the golden tumbling waves of her hair. Thoroughly enjoying my discomfort.

“These are a pain to put on,” I said as I finally fastened one of the straps in place.

“Well, that sounds like your problem, doesn’t it?” Andrea said, far more loudly than I was comfortable with. “You know it’s your job to help me look sexy for work. Besides, you love being my little shoe boy.”

Crouched at her feet, I winced as I fastened the other shoe in place. She was right, of course. For all my discomfort, sexual tension crackled in the air as I kneeled before her. As always, Andrea knew exactly what she was doing. And she knew the kind of thoughts that were going through my mind too. She knew that I couldn’t stop thinking about having sex with her, about plunging my aching cock into that beautiful body. And we both knew that the only way that was going to happen was if I gave her what she wanted. Right now, that meant doing everything she said.

“Are you wearing panties under that dress?” I growled between gritted teeth, keeping my voice low so no one would hear. For whatever reason, I had to know. Even though I knew the knowledge could only hurt me further. And up above me, Andrea laughed, a mixture of outrage and amusement in her voice at the fevered nature of my question.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she chuckled. “What do you think? I know what you hope. You’re hoping I’m that big of a slut. But do you think I would wear a dress this short with nothing underneath? In public?”

“I honestly don’t know,” I said. “I don’t know what you’re capable of any more.”

Andrea laughed again. Placing one hand on my shoulder and the other on the back of my neck, she pulled me suddenly toward her. I almost fell forward, and felt her lips pressed against mine, a deep and passionate kiss lighting us both up right there in the heart of the busy department store. My cock surged and throbbed, and at the same time, my heart seemed to swell in my chest. Andrea was good at that, too. Good at reminding me that underneath all this, behind the sexy games and the kinky adventures, this was a woman who loved me. A woman who felt for me something close to what I felt for her. As hard as that was for me to believe sometimes, it was the truth. And it was a truth that made my heart sing every time I was reminded of it.

“You’re so fucking cute when you’re needy,” Andrea said as our lips finally parted. “That was hot when you kissed my leg over there. Like you just can’t help yourself.”

“I can’t,” I said quietly. In the middle of the busy shoe department, we found ourselves sharing this oddly intimate moment, and no matter what, I didn’t want it to end. My cock was straining against my underwear, throbbing remorselessly inside my clothing, and I knew I couldn’t have my gorgeous wife there and then. But I also knew that the more turned on she got, the greater the chances she would end this latest tease and take me home so we could go to bed together.

“Good,” Andrea giggled, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. “Keep that same energy up in the office. I want all the girls to know just how whipped I have my husband.” Again, she laughed as she spoke. And again, I felt my heart tremble at that laughter. Partly, I was dreading the return to work on Monday already. After all, everything had changed. Kate’s wild plan was going to transform the way we worked, and I was in no way sure that I was ready for it. But I also knew I had very little choice in the matter. And that, ultimately, was what turned these women on the most.

“Maybe I’m wearing panties, and maybe I’m not,” Andrea went on. “If you play your cards right, you’ll get to find out. Go on. You know the drill. Take the tags and go pay for my clothes. I’m wearing this out.”

“Okay,” I said, and Andrea laughed again as a goofy grin spread across my face. It was working. She was excited. It sounded like we were leaving the mall and going to do something far more interesting elsewhere.

So I didn’t argue. Gathering up the tags from clothes and shoes, I rose to my feet, leaving Andrea sitting on the bench while I hurried toward the cashier. I had to explain myself to the woman behind the counter. She looked at me disapprovingly for buying clothes wrong, but I hardly cared. The blood was pounding in my ears now, and all I wanted was to get out of that store and do whatever it was my sexy wife had in mind.

As I paid for the clothes and grabbed my receipt, I heard the steady clicking of Andrea’s high heels behind me. And that same provocative clicking accompanied me as we moved through the mall, out of the store, toward the parking lot. I barely said a word. And for once, Andrea was quiet too. The promise of sex floated in the air around us, charging everything with meaning and desire like it always did.

Andrea turned heads in the parking lot as she went strutting across the asphalt in her tiny dress, but I barely noticed. As much as I loved her sexy swaying walk, it wasn’t any faster for me as I hurried toward the car, anxious to get home. I climbed inside and watched Andrea slide herself into the passenger seat, the dress just barely keeping her covered as she adjusted herself. The black band of the seatbelt ran between her prominent boobs as she clicked it into place, my gorgeous wife looking like a sex doll sat in the seat of the car beside me. Switching on the engine, I pulled out of the mall parking lot and headed for home, each mile we traveled only making my desperate desire grew stronger as I inhaled the scent of Andrea’s perfume and wondered what she had in mind for the rest of the day.

She didn’t keep me wondering long.

“Take a right up here,” Andrea said, after a long period of silence. She had her eyes on her phone, and I frowned at the road ahead of me. This wasn’t the way home.

“Why?” I asked. Andrea turned her shining eyes on me. I could see them in my peripheral vision, could feel them like twin suns lighting my universe, holding the power both to create and destroy.

“You don’t get to ask why,” she said. But despite her harsh words, I could hear the smile in her voice. “Just do as you’re told when a woman tells you to do something. I guess you better get used to that.”

Andrea laughed at her own joke as I took the right she wanted, off the busy road to our house and down some country lane. She gave me more directions, having me turn left and right until I had all but lost any sense of direction. Farmer’s fields lay on either side of our traveling car, bright green with the life of spring. Here and there, a placid herd of cows watched us pass, and I had no more idea of why we were there than they did.

“This will do,” Andrea said at last. “Pull over here.”

At the side of the road was a pullout, little more than a patch of gravel with a ditch and a high hedgerow behind it. The car’s tires crunched on gravel as I pulled off the road and parked the car. I turned toward my wife with a quizzical expression on my face. Her sexy smile answered my questions.

“Remind me how badly you wanted to know whether I’m wearing panties under this dress on not?”

“Really badly, Andi,” I said. But my wife shook her head, her long golden hair rolling over her bare shoulders.

“Not good enough,” she said. “If you really want to find out, you need to beg. And beg properly. On your knees.”

“Are you serious?”

“You know that I am. Go on. Right here. Get out of the car and come around to my side, then get on your knees and beg me to let you see up my dress.”

Andrea was still smiling. But now there was a challenge in that smile that I couldn’t ignore. Like she was daring me to do it. Like she was daring herself. And Andrea had to know by now that this was a battle she would always win. That my desire would always get the better of me. Switching off the engine, I climbed out of the car with a sigh and walked around to the other side of the vehicle.

Andrea opened the passenger door of the car. Turning in her seat, she swung her legs out, her high heels resting on the gravel. Briefly, I looked up and down the road to see if anyone was coming, but we were alone. The high hedge behind me hid me from view, or at least I hoped so, as I dropped to my knees on the floor in front of my wife once again.

“Please, Andrea,” I begged while my wife laughed triumphantly. “Please let me see under your dress.”

“That’s all you want?” she teased. “Just a peek between your wife’s legs?”

“No,” I said. “I want more than that. I want to fuck you. You know I do. I want you so bad, Andrea.”

“But you can’t have me,” Andrea teased in a singsong voice as her hands slid over her bare thighs. “Not unless I say so. That’s what gives me all this power over you, isn’t it? That’s what gives all women their power over you.”

“I don’t want all women,” I protested. “I just want you.”

“And Kate,” Andrea said, her eyes shining as she spoke.

“Yes, and Kate,” I admitted. After all, it was senseless to deny it. And Andrea didn’t care. That I lusted after our boss so badly. That we were in this with sexual relationship with Kate where I could give my boss oral sex but nothing else, and she could use me for her selfish sexual pleasure with my wife’s full permission.

“Oh, you’re such a good boy when you want something,” Andrea said. “The girls of the office are going to love you. The new you. The needy little boy who does exactly as he’s told. Take your cock out.”

For once, I didn’t even hesitate. My hand virtually jumped to obey my wife, reaching instantly for the front of my pants. As I reached inside and produced my manhood, it sprang out, hard and hungry for the gorgeous goddess sitting in front of me. And Andrea’s eyes gleamed as she looked at it, enjoying the sight of my naked lust for my beautiful wife.

“Nice,” Andrea said approvingly. Lifting one foot from the floor, she tapped the toe of her new shoe against my shaft, making it bob and sway. I groaned for her touch, needing more than she was willing to give me.

“Actually, you know what? Take all your clothes off,” Andrea said. “If you want to see under my dress, I should be able to see all of you.”

“Andrea, please,” I said, looking quickly up and down the road again. It was as quiet as ever, without the sound of an engine to disturb the peace of birds singing and puffy white clouds drifting by. My cheeks prickled with shame as I kneeled at my wife’s feet, desperately hard and begging her for sex. But Andrea’s tone was firm, her eyes hard as she looked down at me.

“Do it,” she said. And, knowing how stubborn my wife could be once she fixed firmly on an idea, I knew I had no choice. I knew the best thing to do was just to get it over with. So without rising from my knees, I pulled my shirt off over my head. Then, Andrea laughed out loud, clapping her hands together in obvious glee as I kneeled on the sharp gravel before her, a wretched wreck of a man desperate for her feminine favors.

“This is just too good,” Andrea said, laughing as she spoke. “Okay, big guy. You’ve earned this.”

Slowly, Andrea spread her legs. Her hands were resting on her thighs, and the short skirt of her new dress slid up easily. I gasped as I peered into the darkness, her bare pussy revealing itself to my hungry eyes. She was wearing nothing under the dress. All that time in the store and on the drive here, she had been sitting there naked and almost exposing herself to me, though not quite. My mouth watered at the sight of her sex right in front of me, everything I had been dreaming of all day finally shining like a prize in front of my wide eyes.

“Like what you see?”

“I love it,” I mumbled.

“Well, that’s sweet, honey. But I didn’t take it out for air. You know how turned on I get teasing you like this. And you know what to do about it. Get your fucking face in there and make me cum, now.”

Her tone was sharp again, her words inarguably a command. But I didn’t care. There was no command she could possibly give that I was more eager to obey. Forgetting about the risk of exposure, forgetting everything,  eager for the taste of my wife’s arousal on my tongue.

And as my lips met hers, my cheeks pressing against her silky thighs, Andrea moaned with pleasure, leaning back in the passenger seat as she accepted my worship of her perfect body. Once again, just like she always did, my wife had won.




16. Kidnapped By His Dominant Wife

 

The birds sang in an innocent sky. The clouds rolled by, unconcerned by human events, remote and untouchable. Insects buzzed and chirped in the hedgerows, awakening from long sleep to greet the strengthening sun. And in front of me, my wife moaned and groaned in pleasure, her new dress pulled up around her hips and her legs hooked over my shoulders as I passionately licked her trembling sex.

Desire coursed through me, racing up and down my spine as I kneeled in the gravel on the roadside pullout while my wife lay back in the passenger seat. But I had learned the trick of channeling that desire into somebody else’s pleasure. I had learned to set my own needs aside, at least a little. My wife and my sexy boss had taught me that. They had made nothing more clear than the fact that my pleasure was irrelevant, an unnecessary side effect at best. What mattered was the women. Their happiness and sexual pleasure counted more than anything else.

And so I ignored my raging cock, throbbing in the empty air and exposed to the elements as I held my wife’s trembling thighs under my hands. I tried to resist the urge to touch myself, to grant myself the pleasure my wife seemed determined to deny me. And one thing Andrea had taught me as we played these sexy games was that the longer I held off, the sweeter the final release would be. Still, it wasn’t easy. Andrea’s pussy tasted like heaven in my mouth, and I felt her wet walls quivering against my lips and tightening around my tongue as I rubbed my face against her, my nose teasing the swollen button of her clit while I plunged my tongue inside to scoop up her fragrant juices and draw them into my mouth. I would like an addict, feasting on her pussy, unable to get enough of her scent and taste.

And for now, Andrea was more than happy to let me. As she lay back in the passenger seat, I listened to her moan and groan, listen to her pleasure taking her over completely as I did my job and served her as best I could. We had had sex in the car before, but I had never been completely naked out in the open air like this. And the free movement of the gentle breeze over my uncovered skin added a faint charge to what we were doing. I was happy to lick Andrea’s pussy anywhere she allowed me to do so. But kneeling naked in front of her where anyone could come along and discover us at any moment could only add to the wild excitement of the moment. They could only make what we were doing, already deviant and kinkier than my wildest dreams, even more thrilling.

Andrea let out a long moan that seemed torn from her throat. Her thighs gripped the sides of my head, her new high heels scratching my back as she pulled me deeper inside her wet pleasure. Intoxicated by the taste of my wife’s bliss, I plunged my tongue deep inside the complex maze of her sensitive folds, chasing upright explosion we both wanted more than anything. And soon, it came. Soon, my wife was howling in orgasm, forgetting everything as she surrendered to the bright burning pleasure my mouth drew out of her. The hot flood of her ecstasy washed over me, anointing me with her bliss, and my ignored cock pulsed desperately as I swallowed a torrent of Andrea’s orgasmic juices.

With a sigh, my wife relaxed. I lifted my face away from her pussy, studying her where she lay sideways across the passenger seat of our car. She was magnificent. There was no way to deny it. Lying there sprawled in the front of the car, her tiny new dress pulled up to expose her lower body, her cheeks flushed with pleasure and her eyes blazing with passion, Andrea looked incredible. And somehow, kneeling on the floor and gazing up her felt like the exact place that I belonged.

“Oh my God,” Andrea said with a sigh. “This is awesome. Stay right there.”

“Andrea,” I said quietly, a faint warning in my voice. After all, we had been lucky that no one had come along and discovered us yet. And with every minute that past, that threat grew more real. Now that the heat of passion between us had cooled at least a little, my fears came crowding back.

But Andrea ignored him. Still lying across the passenger seat, she twisted her shoulders as she reached into the backseat of the car. I saw her lift out her purse. Sitting up, she tugged her tiny dress back down as best as she could. Then, slinging her purse over her shoulder, she stood.

I turned my head to watch as Andrea circled around behind me. I felt her fingers running through my hair, seeming to draw a kind of electrical charge from my scalp wherever she touched me. Then, abruptly, she crouched. Before I could figure out what was going on, she had plunged her hand into her purse and come out holding something metal. Handcuffs. When I heard the telltale click and felt the coolness of metal against my skin, I knew at once what she was doing. And as always, a combination of fear and excitement filled my heart. And if I had thought it would be embarrassing to be seen by a stranger kneeling naked at the side of the road and going down my wife, being seen with my hands bound behind my back would be even more humiliating for me. That, after all, was the point.

“Stand up.”

Behind me, Andrea rose smoothly to her feet. Helpless, I did the same. Now I couldn’t even cover myself if someone did come by, and I was completely reliant on my wife. And Andrea wasn’t exactly overflowing with mercy.

Still standing behind me, I heard her rummage in her purse again. Bending forward, she reached between my legs. I gasped as she took hold of my balls, gently squeezing them in her hand as though weighing them. Then, her other hand snaked around in front of me. She was holding another pair of steel handcuffs, and while I winced, hardly daring to breathe now that she had my most sensitive organs in her hands, Andrea locked a cuff around the base of my cock and behind my balls. Then, feeding the short nchain back between my legs, she locked the other cuff onto the chain of the shackles already binding my wrists. She was immobilizing me more and more thoroughly by the second, and there was nothing I could do but stand there. A humiliated toy for my wife to use.

Now, Andrea stepped around in front of me. Her long legs made even longer by her tall high heels, she circled slowly, admiring her handiwork. Her confidence sky-high with her looking so sexy in her tiny new dress and me completely helpless to do anything about it. I stood there under the open sun with the juices of my wife’s orgasm still showing on my face, my cock still surging and throbbing in desperate desire for her. And she looked me up and down, grinning happily at what would she had transformed me into. A creature of pure desire that had no choice but to do whatever he was told.

“Ever wonder what happened to my panties?” she said slowly. “You know I had some on when we left the house. Then when I came out of the changing room in this dress, I didn’t. Where are they?”

“I — I don’t know, Andrea,” I said. As I spoke, my eyes darted up and down the empty road. There was no point begging. After all, my wife got off on teasing me like this, threatening me with the possibility of exposure. For her, it was half the fun. But for me, it was a very real and terrifying threat. Still, the country lane we had parked in remained blissfully empty. For now.

“They’re right here.”

Andrea still had her purse hanging from one shoulder, and I watched her slip her hand inside. Her wedding ring shone in the strengthening sun as she lifted out a small ball of red fabric. Slowly, she unfolded her crumpled underwear. Then, I watched as she reached between her legs with it, her eyelids fluttering slightly as she rubbed the underwear over the pussy I had just been worshiping.

Pulling her skirt back down, she stretched the panties out between her hands. I could see the moisture that darkened them, the same juices I could still taste in my mouth. Reaching up, Andrea pulled her panties down over my head. Fussing with them, she positioned them so that the damp spot sat over my nose, the elastic of the undergarment holding them tight against my head. Unable to help herself, my wife burst out laughing at the pathetic sight. And as I cringed in pure embarrassment, my cock only raged all the more at the thought of what this woman was doing to me.

“Now you can smell my pussy all the way home,” Andrea said. “I’ll drive us the rest of the way. And you can think about ways to serve me better. I mean, if Kate pulls off her plan, I’m going to have to share you with all the girls in the office. That thought turns me on so much, but I don’t want what we have to seem any less special. You’re mine, first and foremost. If I choose to share you with them, that’s my business. But you belong to me. Got it?”

As she spoke, Andrea reached out and took hold of my cock. I groaned as she squeezed my shaft in her hand, her fingernails sinking slightly into the sensitive skin. Chained up and humiliated there at the side of the road, I still relished her touch, painful as it was. And her words, too, filled my heart with powerful emotions. Because deep down, there was nothing I wanted more than to belong to this woman. Even when she treated me like this. Especially then.

“Yes, Andrea,” I said, my submission fueling the smile that spread across my wife’s face. Keeping hold of my cock, she turned and started walking toward the back of the car. I had no choice but to follow, taking tiny steps over the sharp gravel that hurt my feet as I followed her.

Reaching the back of the car, Andrea opened the trunk. It yawned in front of me as the tailgate raised, the tiny bundle of the clothes Andrea had worn to the mall stuffed into one corner. I stared at my wife without understanding. She squeezed my cock again as she pointed with her other hand into the darkness.

“Get in there,” she ordered. “I’m kidnapping you.”

“Come on, Andi,” I said, my stomach fluttering with nervousness as I tried to reason with a woman who couldn’t be reasoned with. Not at times like this. Besides, in my heart, I knew the real response. I could call a yellow light. I could even call a red light. But other than that, trying to argue with my wife would get me nowhere.

“Don’t make me ask you twice,” Andrea said dangerously. “Get in my trunk with the rest of my things so I can drive home in peace.”

She squeezed my cock again, digging her nails into the skin harder this time, and I cried out in pain. The message was clear. As my wife finally released me, I lifted a leg and climbed awkwardly into the trunk of my car. Smiling now, Andrea helped me get in, holding my shoulders and making sure I didn’t bang my head as I rolled awkwardly into the car.

Standing above me now, Andrea reached up and placed her hands on the lifted trunk. Her breasts rose higher on her chest, testing the elasticity of the white tube top she wore under her dress that made her boobs look so big and inviting. Her lips pursed as she kissed the air in front of me. Then the trunk shirt, shutting me inside.

Curled up in the back of the car, I listened. Outside, I could hear Andrea gathering up the clothes I had discarded and throwing them carelessly into the back seat. I listened to the sound of her high heels on the gravel as she circled around the car, and felt the weight of the vehicle shift slightly as she climbed inside, slamming the door behind her. At least no one could see me. And in the darkness of the trunk, I could see nothing. Alone with the sound of the engine as my wife turned it on and the smell of her sex on the panties she had placed on my face.

Gravel crunched as Andrea pulled out of the pullout. Bracing myself as best I could against the trunk, I felt the car turn this way and that as she headed back to the highway. Heading for home while I lay helpless and humiliated in the trunk. Reduced once again to nothing more than an object for her to use.

With nothing better to do, I tried to guess where we were by the turns the car was taking. I heard the change in engine noise as we got back onto the main road, the car revving higher as Andrea sped up. Time played tricks on me, and with no clock to look at and not even the sun to guide me, I had a hard time guessing how long things were taking. It seemed like we should’ve been home by now. But as Andrea got off the main road and took a series of quick turns, I felt completely disorientated.

So when the car finally slowed to a crawl and bumped into a driveway, I breathed a sigh of relief that smelled of my wife’s pleasure. Our driveway had never felt so long as Andrea drove slowly up it. Finally, she put the car in park and switched off the engine. In the darkness, I waited, almost trembling with excitement as I listened to the sound of her high heels coming closer. My cock had not softened one bit. In fact, I was as hard and horny as ever, driven to wild heights of desire by this latest dominant display by my sexy wife.

When the trunk opened, I blinked in the light, taking a moment to adjust. There was Andrea, standing above me again, smiling down at me with a look of sheer delight on her face. But it wasn’t the light of the sun that was blinding me. Panic gripped my heart as I looked around and realized I didn’t know where we were.

“Where the fuck are we?” I said. But Andrea just laughed, amused by my fear. In a way, that reassured me a little. But only a little. As my wife had proven over and over again, she had a very different tolerance for these crazy adventures than I did.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said. “Just worry about doing what you’re told. You want to cum, don’t you?”

As she spoke, Andrea leaned forward, reaching into the trunk where I lay. I groaned again as her hand closed around my cock, slowly stroking my shaft and teasing me as I trembled to her touch.

“Of course I do,” I said.

“Well, the only way that’s going to happen is if you’re a very good boy,” Andrea said, still stroking me teasingly as she spoke. “Don’t embarrass me in here. Do everything you’re told, and no back chat. We’re going to put you in your place today.”

“We?” I said. But Andrea didn’t answer. Instead, she reached into the trunk and grabbed me under the arms. Guided by her, I sat up and swung my legs out of the car. Andrea helped me to stand, my movements made awkward by my hands cuffed behind my back and locked onto my cock and balls.

While Andrea closed the trunk of our car, I looked around. We were in a garage. A white steel door closed us off from the outside, and bare white walls surrounded us, rising to a ceiling more than twice the height of our vehicle. There were a few shelves on the walls around us, with a couple of boxes placed carelessly on those shelves. The whole place had a Spartan feel, like a home someone had not quite finished moving into. There was an industrial feel about it, like my wife had take me to a loading bay. And Andrea’s heels cracked loudly on the polished concrete floor as she stepped away from the car and moved toward one of the boxes on the shelves. Reaching inside, she took something out and carried it back toward me. I could see a long chain dangling between her hands, with a leather loop on each end. As she stood in front of me, I watched Andrea struggle with a bright silver buckle on one piece of leather, and I could barely believe my eyes as she finally got it open.

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“I’m not. Now, hold still. You’re going to look so cute in this. Like my little pet. Honestly, men belong on leashes anyway. This has been a long time coming.”

Reaching up, Andrea wrapped the leather collar around my neck. My cheeks burned with shame as she fastened the buckle again, drawing the leather tight. With my hands cuffed behind me, it wasn’t like I could do anything about it. And with desire burning in my heart the way it was, it wasn’t like I would even if I could. But that ‘we’ still floated in my mind, terrifying me with its unspoken implication. Bad enough to be humiliated like this in front of my wife. But even worse to be displayed like this in front of other people.

And yet, I couldn’t help it. Once the collar was fastened in place, Andrea stepped back, taking hold of the smaller leather loop in the other end of the chain. The chain danced between us as she tugged on it playfully, smiling with pure delight.

“Come on,” she said, turning her back on me. “Heel, boy.”

Still chuckling, Andrea strode toward the far end of the loading dock. I followed along behind her, the concrete floor cold on my bare feet. Her body swayed from side to side in that revealing dress that had started all this trouble, and my cock throbbed against the handcuff locked around it as I thought of her pussy almost exposed under that tiny skirt. I was helpless before her beauty, and we both knew it. Now, there I was, hurrying along naked at the end of a leash my wife held, my total submission to her beauty never more obvious that it was now.

At the opposite end of the loading dock from the large steel door that had let us in, there was another, smaller door, sized for humans instead of vehicles. Reaching for the handle, Andrea pushed it open. Fear flooded my heart as I followed along behind her, her wet panties still draped over my face, my cock still throbbing as though in recognition of her sexual power over me. The door swung shut behind me as I stepped into some new space, wondering what outrageous act would happen next.

A groan greeted us as we stepped into a room no bigger than the loading dock we had left. A female groan. A voice I knew. The room had the same haphazard feel as the loading dock did, strange items strewn around as though they hadn’t quite found their place yet. The place was spotlessly clean, a smell of new paint hanging in the air. But I didn’t have time to focus on any of that. Because there at the other end of the room, seated in a tall chair that looked like a thrown, sat Kate.

She looked incredible. She always did. But I had never seen my boss like this. The sexy outfits she wore to work pushed the envelope, but now, she wasn’t trying to be work appropriate at all. Now, she was dressing purely for sex appeal. And it was working. I couldn’t take my eyes off my sexy boss, and my breathing grew short just at the sight of her as my eyes traveled up and down that incredible body, reluctant for the moment to look anywhere else.

Kate had her dark hair slicked back, gathered behind her head in a sleek ponytail that coiled over one shoulder. Her shoulders were bare, and beneath them, her huge breasts rose higher on her chest, the soft flesh trembling and quivering and driving me wild with desire as it threatened to spill over the black cups of the tightly laced corset she wore. Kate had an incredible figure anyway, and the black corset accentuated it to an almost unbelievable degree, thrusting her huge boobs higher and pulling in her narrow waist to give her an almost unbelievable hourglass figure. The corset was shiny, made of highly polished black leather or PVC or some other material, and bright silver studs ran over her stomach, tapering toward her groin.

Kate’s legs were spread, her toned thighs far apart. Her black boots matched the luster of her corset, rising to the middle of her shapely thighs with a silver high heel at the base. In short, my gorgeous boss looked every inch the dominatrix that she was. And it was only when my eyes finished their helpless dance over that gorgeous body that I saw there was a man lying at her feet.

His head was hidden under the throne-like chair Kate sat in. His hands were clipped to the sides of the chair by leather cuffs fastened around his wrists. His cock rose up in the air, throbbing as desperately as mine was. And Kate sat above him, her eyes blazing as she looked up at us, full of the wild sense of her own sexual power. She had never looked like more of a goddess than she did in that moment, sat in a throne like the queen of her own dark kingdom. I could barely believe my eyes.

“Hi,” Kate said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. She shifted in her seat, and a faint wet sound revealed the truth to me. The man trapped under her chair was licking her pussy, and Kate was enjoying every minute of it.

“Hi,” Andrea replied. The leash grew tight between us for a moment as my wife stepped forward, and I followed, led across the room toward our sexy boss. Kate’s eyes traveled up and down my body, lingering for a moment on my erection that stood out in front of me, chained between my legs to my hands. And she exploded in laughter as she saw the panties draped over my face, the wet spot of Andrea’s juices still filling me with desire with every breath I took.

“You look so ridiculous, Chris,” Kate said, speaking through her laughter while Andrea laughed along with her. “So pathetic. Just like a man should.”

“Looks like you’re having fun in here,” Andrea said.

“Damn right. This is my queening chair. It’s where good boys get given the honor of licking my pussy as a reward for good behavior. Or just if I feel like getting off. Want to try it out?”

Kate’s eyes glowed as they shifted from my wife to me and back again. And Andrea turned her head to look over her shoulder, smiling at me as she bit her lower lip. My wife didn’t need to ask my permission, for anything. We were long past that. All I could do was say yes or no. Everything beyond that was up to her. Still, Andrea seemed to hesitate. For all her sexual dominance of me, she still seemed every now and then to have some element of doubt in what she was doing.

Though never for long.

Sexual tension buzzed in the air, and in the brief silence, I listened to the unknown man lapping at Kate’s pussy. I knew what was abut to happen. At the same time, Andrea seemed to come to the same realization. Or else her desire got the better of her, the kinky game we were playing overwhelming her rational brain and convincing her to do the unthinkable. Either way, I watched my wife give in.

“Okay,” she said with a giggle. Grinning too, Kate grabbed the armrests of the tall chair and rose to her feet. The shine of her wet pussy between her legs under the corset tormented me as she stepped toward me, her high heels making her body sway provocatively and her mouthwatering boobs bouncing in the corset she wore.

“Give him here,” Kate said, holding out her hand. Just like that, Andrea handed over the leash she held to my boss. Kate wrapped the chain once around her hand, stepping closer toward me, her silver heels cracking like gunshots on the concrete floor. And Andrea seemed to have forgotten about me completely. Instead, she stepped toward the throne, looking nervous yet excited.

“Who’s in there?” she asked, turning toward Kate.

“Who cares?” Kate answered, her boobs bouncing as she shrugged. “He’s got a tongue, and he knows how to use it. That’s all you need to know. Get up there and have some fun, girl.”

Standing next to the throne, Andrea turned toward me one last time. Her eyes were shining, her face lit up with the pure joy of being in charge. Then, I watched her pull up her tiny dress and step up toward the throne. She sat, her pussy hovering above some stranger’s face. And immediately, I saw my wife tremble with pleasure as the man started licking her from below. Without a word, without instruction, he went about his task, running his tongue over my wife’s sex like the erotic toy Kate had turned him into.

“Look at that, Chris,” Kate said in a soft voice as she turned to me, tugging gently on my leash. “Look how much your wife likes having her pussy licked by my slaves. We rented this space through the company. Part of teambuilding, I told them. This is going to be our sex dungeon. It’s going to be where we break and train silly boys like you to serve us better. So you’d better keep me, your wife, and anyone else with a pussy very happy if you don’t want to be spending a lot of time in here, learning the error of your ways.”

“Yes, Kate,” I said as meekly as I was able as my boss placed her hand on my shoulder. Over on the throne, my wife groaned with pleasure. Not just at the man lying beneath her licking her pussy for all he was worth, but at my submission to our sexy boss too, I knew. Nothing got Andrea off more than watching me be dominated.

And for now, all I could do was watch too. Watch helplessly, my cock throbbing and raging, unwanted and ignored, while my boss held me on a leash and my wife had her pussy licked by another man.




17. In The Office Dungeon

 

The dungeon rang to the sounds of my wife’s pleasure. Her cries echoed back from the high ceiling, bouncing off the bare walls. Everything in that echoing space was new, and Kate’s words vibrated in my head as I wondered how much time we would be spending there in the future.

My boss was crazy. That much was clear to me. No sane woman would even think to do this, to use her talent for sexual domination as a kind of motivational tactic and turn her office into a den of domination and submission. In all the time I had known Kate, we had had a good relationship. And I had been totally oblivious to what really made her tick. Totally unaware of the kind of woman she actually was. Now that I was learning the truth, it didn’t make me like her any less. But it did make me wonder what other secrets the people I knew harbored in the back of their brains.

After all, look at my wife.

Andrea sat in the tall throne Kate had just vacated. Her mouth was open, her red lips parted to let her moans and groans of pleasure rise in the echoing air. She had no more idea who was licking her pussy than I did. Encouraged by Kate, she didn’t care.

The message was clear. All that mattered was pleasure, and female pleasure specifically. That was what all our lives had become about. And maybe it was just my bad luck that at least some of that female pleasure came from my pain, or was at least enhanced by it. Because while my wife sat there, luxuriating in the feeling of having her pussy licked by a silent stranger who had no choice but to serve, her bright burning eyes kept returning to me and to my face. And every time they did, Andrea emitted another moan of pure sexual pleasure.

Kate stood beside me. My boss, and now unquestionably my mistress. And she looked every inch the dominant mistress as she stood there, her tall boots making her as tall as I was, her hand holding the leash fastened around my neck. As difficult as it was to tear my eyes away from Andrea, whenever I did so, I couldn’t help but be transfixed by Kate’s boobs. Always impressive, they had never looked more alluring than they did at that moment, rising and falling temptingly with every breath she took. The soft flesh threatening to spill out of the tightly-laced leather corset she was wearing, the silver studs making the garment at once alluring and forbidding. Just like its owner.

My heart contracted with a spasm of desire, and my cock ached for a woman I would never have. That was the deal we had made, my kinky wife and I. I could lick another woman’s pussy, and she could have her pussy licked by another man. But sex was something only between the two of us. The last thing, maybe, about our relationship that in any way resembled a traditional marriage. I had never felt more keenly the injustice of that deal as I stood there, my attention divided as usual between Kate and my wife, barely sure which of them I wanted more and knowing that, for now at least, I couldn’t have either of them.

But that’s life for a submissive man like me. And even though I still struggle to identify as that, there was no denying the truth.

Especially not while I stood there in Kate’s dungeon, helplessly waiting to see what would happen next.

For a while, Kate seemed content to watch. Her brown eyes, glowing like polished copper, were fixed on my wife as she squirmed with pleasure on the throne Kate had just vacated. The same throne Kate had been sitting in when we arrived, having her own pussy licked by the same captive man. Beneath her corset, Kate’s sex was exposed, framed by the bottom of the corset and the top of her tall boots. I knew she was wet. I knew she was excited. I found myself wondering if my beautiful boss had had an orgasm while she waited for us to show up. Perhaps more than one. But I knew that wouldn’t be enough for Kate. Sometimes, I wondered if anything ever would be enough for her. And often, I found myself hoping that it wouldn’t. Kate’s seemingly insatiable sexual appetite was part of her power. As though no amount of submissive men would ever be enough for her. As though this dominant goddess wouldn’t be happy until half the world was kneeling at her feet. That thought only made her more desirable to me.

And then, Kate tugged gently but firmly on the leash my wife had put on me. As she turned her bright gaze on me, I felt a shudder race through my body. It was a feeling I knew well. The feeling of being completely at the mercy of a woman I just couldn’t resist.

“I guess I need to deal with you, don’t I?” Kate said, her full lips lifting in a devious smile. I didn’t answer. I knew my sexy boss was going to do whatever she felt like, no matter what I said. In Kate’s new dungeon, just as in the office, my opinion counted for nothing.

Kate turned, her boot heels cracking on the hard concrete floor as she began to walk across the room. Cuffed and leashed, I had no choice but to hurry along behind her, my cock swaying and bobbing in time with my steps. Her firm round ass filled my vision, accentuated by the way the corset pulled her waist inward and emphasized her hourglass figure. Her leather boots shone seductively in the light.

My boss had never looked better. And given the way Kate usually looked, that was saying something. I hurried along behind her as though my cock were leading the way, dragging me along in her wake in the forlorn hope of touching her.

And over in her chair, my wife watched everything. Moaning with pleasure as a stranger licked her pussy, Andrea watched Kate lead me like an animal across her new dungeon.

The whole place had the feeling of somewhere not quite moved into yet. Boxes containing items I probably couldn’t imagine lined the walls. But Kate had clearly done at least some unpacking. There were instruments of torture strewn about her new dungeon, and items of very specialist furniture against the walls. She had clearly spent some money, or else the company had. Kate was brazen enough to have charged all this bondage gear to accompany account, daring anyone to discover what she was up to. Daring anyone to try and stop her. I followed along behind her as she led me across the room to a small padded bench.

It was all I could do not to groan as she bent over it, her ass swelling toward me, her pussy shining between her legs as though to tease me while she gripped the handle cut in to the low bench.

Pulling it out from the wall, she pushed it ahead of her. The bench was on wheels, and once Kate had it away from the wall, she was able to push it along the dungeon floor with her foot. Just like that, she led me back toward the throne where Andrea still moaned and groaned in pleasure. Setting it up in front of my wife, Kate crouched, still holding my leash as her other hand reached for the wheels hidden underneath the bench. I heard a click as she locked each one into position. Then, she straightened up, her boobs bouncing in her corset as she turned toward me again.

The chain of the leash swayed between us as Kate twisted her wrist, wrapping the leash more tightly around her hand. I stepped forward as she pulled me toward her, her eyes fixed on my face. She kept pulling until I stood right in front of her. Close enough to touch. Close enough to kiss. Close enough that my throbbing cock tapped against her hip, an outward sign of the deep arousal I was feeling within me. As though Kate didn’t already know that.

Her eyes moved up and down my face the way they so often did when she was in the mood to enjoy my submission. I could feel her breath against my skin, and for a moment, I thought she was about to kiss me. After all, it wouldn’t be the first time. And I found myself longing for that in a way completely unsuitable for a married man. But as badly as I wanted Kate, any contact with her beautiful body was indescribable pleasure to me.

But she didn’t kiss me. Instead, Kate chuckled under her breath. Then, she turned. Holding the leash in both hands now, she pulled it downward savagely, and I stumbled forward, toward the bench.

“Bend over,” Kate said in a commanding voice as she dragged me down toward the bench. “Get down on your knees and bend over this bench. Ass in the air like the slut you are.”

Over on the throne, Andrea laughed, the kind of wild laughter that was pierced with a shriek of sexual pleasure. Nothing thrilled Andrea more than watching our boss dominate and humiliate me. And the little show Kate was making me put on might’ve been designed to get my wife vibrating with pleasure. And as I dropped onto my knees on the floor at the short end of the bench, my own cock throbbed against the handcuffs locked around its base. As always, I was nervous about what was about to happen. But as always, I couldn’t deny how thrilling it was to be abused like this.

Kate’s high heels echoed on the floor again as she circled around behind me. Grabbing the back of my neck with one hand, she pushed me down onto the bench. The top of the bench was padded, a slightly surprising concession to comfort given the circumstances. I bent at the waist, lying down on my stomach and chest on the bench, and Kate, still holding the leash, circled around to the other end. I raised my head from the bench to watch her boobs jiggle in her corset as she crouched and clipped the leash onto a steel ring at the far end of the bench. There were other steel rings all over the item of furniture, and it didn’t take a genius to guess what they were for. This was bondage furniture, pure and simple. And Kate already had me immobilized, once again reduced to a toy for her to play with

“I like what you’ve done here.”

As she spoke, Kate straightened up again and circled around behind me. I turned my head to follow her movements, trying to keep track of her as I watched over my shoulder. Bending over behind me, she slid 2 fingers behind the chain that ran between my legs, fastening my cock and balls to my wrists. I groaned as she gave it a gentle tug, chuckling to herself as she did it.

“I learned from the best,” Andrea replied. Over on the throne, she was breathless with pleasure, the strain in her voice obvious as she spoke. Beneath her, I could still hear the unknown man lapping away at my wife’s pussy. Nameless and faceless, his personality completely irrelevant. His cock was still rockhard as he ate my wife out, just as mine would have been. But with all the feminine beauty to look at in the room, I wasn’t interested in another man’s junk. And in this dungeon, I suspected, an erect cock was simply a sign of the inferiority of the male of the species. Our sexual desires were simply another weapon these goddesses used to control us, and every erection was the outward sign of our inner inferiority. Hard not to see it that way.

“Look at his little boner,” Kate giggled. As she spoke, she reached forward between my legs, and now it was my turn to groan as she ran a teasing hand up and down my shaft, cockscrewing her grip along its length as she tormented me with her touch. Her fingers moved over my balls too, gently caressing the soft flesh, adding to my state of helpless arousal while I kneeled there at her mercy, bent over the bench for her enjoyment. And as undeniably humiliating as it was to be handled like this, I couldn’t keep myself from wanting more of the same treatment. I couldn’t keep myself from hoping, as unlikely as it seemed, that Kate would continue touching me just like that, continue sliding that hand up and down my shaft and finally bringing me to the pleasure I had been craving all day. It wasn’t Kate’s role, I knew, to give pleasure. It was for her to receive it. But of course, Kate knew as well as I did that being the demanding sexual goddess she was gave me more pleasure than I would ever have thought possible.

But then, she took her hand away. I groaned in desire and despair as Kate removed the stimulation she was giving me. And the loud slap she delivered to my ass instead rang out in the dungeon, making my wife howl with sadistic laughter that once again blurred into a cry of sexual bliss.

Kate stood. Again, her high heels rang out on the dungeon floor as she moved gracefully across the room. I turned my head from her to Andrea and back again, unsure which of the two beauties I wanted more. Andrea was watching me, her eyes half closed now, her boobs straining the white tank top she wore as she breathed rapidly. Beneath her hiked up dress, her thighs were trembling, her whole body vibrating with pleasure as she hovered on the verge of orgasm.

Across the room, Kate tore through a box. Finding what she was looking for, she straightened up again, and I saw a flexible cane bending between both her hands as she walked slowly back toward me. Letting the moment linger. Letting the rhythmic sound of her high heels echo inside my brain, tormenting me with what was about to come.

The cane swished menacingly in the air as she got closer, giving it a few practice swings. Fear gripped my heart. I still remembered the pain of being beaten like this before, and I didn’t want to feel it again. But the leash was firmly anchored to the bench I was bending over, and there was no chance of escape. My squirming only seemed to make Kate enjoy the moment more as she stood above me, spreading her feet as she took a wide stance that exposed her dripping pussy while I gazed back at her over my shoulder. Even like this, scared of what she was about to do, I couldn’t keep myself from wanting her. I couldn’t stop the way my body reacted to hers, the desperate desire I felt for a woman who was about to make me suffer.

“This is why you need to do what you’re told, slave boy,” Kate sneered behind me. “This is what happens to boys who don’t obey.”

And then, the cane fell. My boss whipped me, and the bright burning pain of the cane across my backside was even worse than I remembered from my last encounter with it. I growled in pain, gritting my teeth as the bright hot blow spread across the skin of my upturned ass, the sound of it still reverberating in the air of the dungeon.

And that wasn’t the only sound that echoed back from those wicked walls.

Andrea screamed. Over in her throne, her whole body stiffened. She gripped the heavy armrests, thrusting her hips forward as she closed her eyes, roaring with pleasure over and over again. A powerful orgasm swept through her, and on my knees with my ass burning with pain, I watched my wife cum, my cock aching beneath me as I wished it was me that was doing that to her. But lost in her lonely world of pleasure, Andrea didn’t seem to care. All that mattered was her own sexual bliss. Just as Kate wanted. Just as I, in my own hidden heart, wanted too.

And while Andrea continued to moan and groan in the aftershocks of pleasure, I kneeled there barely able to believe what had happened. There was no doubt in my mind. I couldn’t deny the truth. Thanks to the talented tongue of the nameless slave tied up underneath her, my wife had been on the verge of orgasm for a long time. But it was seeing Kate punish me that had pushed her over the edge. And still, I didn’t doubt that Andrea loved me. But in the wild world of kinky sex we had entered, she loved more than anything to see me suffer at the hands of another woman. Of course, that, too, was a colossal turn on all by itself.

While my wife moaned in ecstatic pleasure, still savoring the afterglow of orgasm that swept through her beautiful body, Kate raised the cane again. It whistled through the air, and I winced as she struck, crying out as a new part of my ass burned with red pain. Kate’s blows took on a ferocious rhythm as she got into the swing of things, the cane rising and falling and striping my backside with what felt like red welts. The leash that held me rattled, the whole bench shaking along with my body as I kneeled down on the floor, with no choice but to take a punishment I didn’t feel I had deserved. I had given these women everything they wanted, and still they wanted more. That delightful insatiability again, that desire that seemingly had no bottom.

Andrea watched as Kate lashed into me, setting my skin on fire, and even though I tried to resist, I couldn’t help myself. Soon, I was howling in pain. Soon I was gasping and moaning pathetically while behind me, Kate kept up the rhythm of her blows. There was real venom in them, as though she wanted to punish me just for being a man. As though she wanted to punish me for wanting her this badly, for allowing her to do this to me. Whether I deserved it or not didn’t seem to have anything to do with it.

On her throne, Andrea had never really stopped moaning in pleasure. But as Kate continued to beat me, my wife’s cries began to grow louder again. The glow of her first orgasm still hadn’t left her, but already, her cries of passion told me she was on her way to another. And I cringed, knowing that it was because of what Kate was doing to me. Because my wife simply loved to see me suffer.

For a while, the dungeon was filled with my moans of pain and my wife’s moans of bliss. The crack of the cane and the wet movements of the man’s tongue against Andrea’s slit. And as my wife’s cries rose to a feverish pitch, as her beautiful body trembled in shock with the telltale signs of another approaching orgasm, Kate’s blows on my ass suddenly stopped. Hopefully, I turned my head to look back at her over my shoulder and saw my beautiful goddess of a boss standing behind me, her feet spread, her breasts bouncing in her tight leather corset as she panted, the cane in one hand. Every inch the beautiful dominatrix she was, worn out with punishing me. Even as I looked at her, I knew it was an image that was going to burn itself into my brain forever. Yet another thing I would never be able to forget.

“Stop,” Kate suddenly said, her voice as commanding as it had ever been as it rang out in the air of the dungeon. “Stop licking that pussy right now.”

And instantly, the wet sound of the stranger’s tongue on Andrea’s pussy stopped. Obedient to a fault. Though I couldn’t exactly criticize him for that. The truth was, I would do just about anything Kate told me in that moment too. Even something as difficult as refraining from pleasuring my gorgeous wife.

And the forlorn groan I heard Andrea give as the male slave stopped eating her out on Kate’s command pierced me to the heart. I loved to see her having fun, loved to see her giving in to sexual desire. But to know how badly she wanted this man to lick her pussy sent a hot stab of jealousy through my trembling body where I kneeled on the floor.

“You’re a naughty girl,” Kate said, and now her voice dripped with amusement again as she stepped forward. Still holding the cane in her hand, she walked past the bench where I lay, toward my wife. I watched her go, her stark black dominatrix outfit contrasting with my wife’s still sexy but more demure costume as Kate approach the throne. Standing in front of my wife, Kate placed one high-heeled foot on the chest of the man lying beneath the throne, pressing her heel into his skin almost absentmindedly, causing him pain without even really trying. At the same time, she leaned forward, her dark hair and its sleek ponytail falling forward over one shoulder as she looked into my wife’s eyes. Kate stared back, an expression of confusion and something close to fear or least nervousness on her face. But she couldn’t hide the excitement that burned there, too. Just like me, she couldn’t wait to find out what Kate had in mind to do with us next.

“I think you get off on seeing me whip your husband’s ass, don’t you?” Kate said in that unignorable voice that dripped with confidence and seductive power. “I think it turns you on seeing how I make him into such a little bitch. Doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” Andrea admitted breathlessly while I groaned in despair at her words. “Yes, Kate, it does.”

“Good,” Kate said. “That’s good. We’ll make a real mistress out of you yet. Making men suffer is just the best, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Andrea said again, her voice breathless and her eyes blazing as she looked up at the more experienced dominatrix, as though Kate was weaving a spell over my wife just as she did so easily over me.

“Yeah, it is,” Kate said in a tone of smug satisfaction. Then, she stepped away from the throne. The man trapped beneath it gave a faint sigh as the pressure of Kate’s high heel on his chest suddenly lifted. And both my wife and I watched Kate as she stepped behind the throne and reached into another box that sat on the floor behind the imposing chair. When she straightened up again, both Andrea and I saw that Kate was holding some black straps in her hands. Standing next to the throne again, she wrapped one strap slowly around the arm of the chair, pulling it tight over Andrea’s wrist as she bound my wife to the throne.

And Andrea didn’t resist. For a moment, it looked like she might. But then, her resistance seemed to suddenly wilt. As though falling into a trance, she let Kate do whatever she wanted, transfixed by the other woman’s confidence and dominant beauty. Just like I was.

With one of Andrea’s arms tied to the armrest of the throne, Kate stepped over the captive man and repeated the procedure with my wife’s other arm. Andrea looked at me and heaved a deep sigh that made her breasts rise beneath her tank top. With a sigh of resignation, my beautiful wife giving in to the dominant desires of another woman.

Once my wife was safely tied in place, Kate stepped away. She had tucked her cane under her arm as she tied Andrea down, but now, she took it up again. I watched her trail its tip along the body of the man tied up under the throne, making him tremble at the touch of the weapon as it slid over his skin, passed his ignored cock. But Kate’s eyes were on me. And it was all I could do not to groan in despair as my boss circled around behind the bench I was tied to once again.

“I bet you want to cum again, don’t you, you naughty wife?” Kate said with a giggle as she looked at Andrea over my bent body.

“Yes, I do, please!” Andrea replied, almost sobbing with the intensity of her desire. Kate laughed out loud, totally delighted with how her plan was coming together.

“And with your husband watching, too,” Kate smirked, shaking her head as she spoke. “God, this is awesome. I never thought of dominating a married couple before, but this is fucking fun. Making you two betray each other just because you want to cum so badly. This is hot.”

And I yelped as she struck my skin again. A new bright burst of pain made me tremble as Kate whipped me. But what she was saying about me and my wife was just as painful in its own way. Because I knew as well as Kate did that deep down, she was right. Andrea and I loved each other, and nothing in all the kinky things we had done lately made me doubt that anymore than I already had. But Kate was absolutely right that desire had gotten the better of us both. That we would both say and do just about anything to get the pleasure we craved, the release we needed. It was unbelievable. But that was our reality now. And in her sly dominatrix way, Kate seemed to know that better than we did.

“Then this what you’re going to do,” Kate said in that slow, authoritative way she had when she knew she was in complete control. “That guy whose face you’re sitting on belongs to me. And he won’t lick your slutty pussy unless I tell him to. And the only way I’m going to do that is if I’m whipping your husband. So here’s what you have to do, Andrea. You have to beg me to beat your husband’s ass so that you can get off.”

Over in her chair, Andrea gasped. And I gasped too, bent over the bench and ready to be punished. What Kate was saying was truly outrageous, even by her standards. But in a sick way, I almost had to admire the devious genius of it.

And for a moment, no one said anything. The air in the new dungeon crackled with tension as I waited to see what would happen. I didn’t even know what I wanted from this situation. I didn’t even know what to hope for.

Andrea looked at me. I looked at her. No words passed between us. But there was communication there, of a sort. I don’t honestly know what I transmitted to her through my eyes and my face, or what I received in return. And as I watched, my wife’s resistance seemed to wilt.

“Please, Kate,” Andrea begged, closing her eyes as though she didn’t want to see my face as she spoke the fateful words. “Please whip my husband. Please beat his ass so I can cum.”

“Yes!” Kate yelled in triumph, raising her cane high in the air. And as it whistled down toward me, I braced myself for the impact of a blow I knew was coming. As my ass burned with bright red pain again, Kate commanded her slave to keep licking. And soon, Kate’s new dungeon rang with the sounds of my pain and my wife’s pleasure merging together.




18. Office Bitch

 

“Crazy, isn’t it?”

We sat in the parking lot of the office, taking a moment to gather our thoughts before heading into work. Lately, that seemed to become more and more necessary. But it had never been more necessary than it was now. Whatever happened today, I knew it was going to be momentous. Everything was going to change.

It was Monday. The first day back at work since Kate had put into action her plan to transform our office into one completely dominated by women. These days, I was always nervous when a new day at work yawned ahead of me, not knowing what my sexy wife and my gorgeous boss would put me through on any given day. But now, that nervousness took on a more feverish pitch than ever. I was going to be expected to submit not just in private to Kate and to Andrea, but publicly to every woman I worked with. I couldn’t stop my heart from trembling with fear at the thought, even as I couldn’t stop my cock from aching with desire about it.

And Andrea wasn’t helping. As ever, she had dressed up just to tease me, just to flaunt that beautiful body in front of me and remind me what I couldn’t have unless I earned it. That, at least, hadn’t changed. As much as they tormented me, I loved my wife’s work outfits. In a female dominated office, I had wondered briefly if Andrea might change the way she dressed. But she hadn’t. After all, her sexy outfits that were borderline inappropriate for the office were a part of her domination of me. Part of her tactic of driving me crazy with desire and keeping me weak for her.

She was wearing a deep blue silk pencil skirt that shone on her thighs and clung to the rounded muscle beneath as she sat in the passenger seat beside me. A black sleeveless blouse covered her torso, tucked into the top of the high-waisted skirt and pulled tight over her breasts that swelled underneath the fabric in the push-up bra I had seen her put on that morning. No panties underneath, of course. Andrea could claim her skirts were too tight to wear underwear, but we both know the real truth. She didn’t wear anything underneath them so that she could drive me even more crazy with desire, so that I wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about her pussy all day long. And it never failed.

Along with her tight skirt and shirt, Andrea had chosen to wear her favorite knee-high boots that day. She had made me put them on her in our bedroom that morning, enjoying watching me struggling with my own desire as I kneeled at her feet. Hard to think of a better representation of this new pattern in our relationship than that. Me kneeling at the feet of the goddess my wife become, gazing up at her with unrestrained lust while she tried to decide whether to give me what I wanted or not. But as usual, she had denied me sex before work. As always, she wanted me as horny as possible in the office, so that I would spend all day virtually haunted by the thought of sex. It never failed.

And now, as Andrea sat beside me in the car, both of us trying to mentally prepare for what was coming, my wife reached over toward me and placed one hand between my legs. The ring shone on her finger as she gripped my crotch through the fabric of my pants, giggling as she felt the hardness of my cock. As though she didn’t already know just how overcome with desire I was. As though I didn’t always want my gorgeous wife, every minute of every day, no matter how she dressed or looked.

“You’re excited.”

“Of course I am,” I said. “Aren’t you?”

“Oh yeah,” Andrea said, nodding emphatically and making her blonde hair bounce and sway around her beautiful face as she looked at me. “I’m so excited. You know, it’s not easy wearing these tight skirts that you like so much with no panties underneath and getting as horny as I do at the office. I’m worried I’m going to stain my skirt with my pussy juices. But that’s the risk you run when you want to be the office vixen. I wonder what Kate is going to be wearing today.”

“Something sexy, probably,” I said, and my wife laughed.

“Probably. Then again, she’d looked sexy in a garbage bag. Now, are you ready for your first day in a female-dominated office? Ready to be the office bitch? To do everything you’re told by anyone with a pussy?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, making Andrea laugh again.

“I suppose that’s the best I can expect,” she said. And as she spoke, she gave my cock another little squeeze, and I groaned again at her touch while she toyed with me.

“I wonder how the girls are going to treat you today?”sShe said, staring out through the windscreen of the car as though talking to herself. “Hopefully they won’t be too mean to you. But then again… You know how sexy I find it when women bully you. How easily you give in. How much you get off on it. Maybe we’ll all gang up on you. You’d love that, wouldn’t you?”

“Kind of,” I said hesitantly, as Andrea laughed once again. She was right, in her way. I had been forced to admit to myself a long time ago that the idea of working in an office and having to submit to every woman who worked there on Kate’s order was a massive turn-on. Still, I couldn’t ignore the humiliating side of such an arrangement. Nor could I ignore the fear I felt at what might happen to me. Andrea loved me; I was confident of that. And so even in her dominance, there was a level of trust there. Kate didn’t love me, which was part of what made her more scary. And I shifted uncomfortably in the seat of the car, feeling again the bruised flesh of my ass from where my boss had whipped me on the weekend.

The girls in the office probably weren’t as kinky as Kate. Many of them, I guessed, wouldn’t find my submission sexy at all. They would just find it ridiculous. That was going to be hard to face, to become a laughing stock around the office because of how I let women treat me. But it was too late to back out. Kate had given every man in the office an out. If we didn’t want to work under the new conditions, we could transfer to another department with no loss of pay or seniority. I hadn’t taken that out. She knew I wouldn’t. The appeal of what she was offering me was just too strong. And now I was going to pay for my inability to control my sexual urges. Hardly for the first time, either.

“Well, I guess we’ll just see what happens.”

My heart contracted in my chest as Andrea reached for the door handle. Too late to back out now. But maybe it always had been. Maybe it was too late from the moment my wife first realized how easily she could use my desire for her to dominate me. Maybe it was over even before then, when Andrea first took this new job that had her working so closely with my dominant boss. Maybe my fate was sealed the minute I met Kate, or the minute I met Andrea, and there was an inevitability to everything that had come since.

Perhaps if Kate had never come into our lives, we would have discovered kinky sex sooner or later all by ourselves. But whatever happened, it wouldn’t have been like this. As much as my wife enjoyed these games of domination and submission, as much as she loved being in charge, I couldn’t imagine the woman I loved ever being quite this wild without encouragement. I had Kate to thank for that. For showing my wife just how much fun it could be to be in charge.

Andrea swung her feet out of the car and stood. I watched as she closed the door behind her, setting out across the parking lot with her high heels cracking on the pavement. She moved with such grace in her tight revealing clothing, born to wear these outfits and tease me all day long at work. I tried to control myself, to suppress the telltale bulge of the erection in my pants, but at the same time, I couldn’t take my eyes off my wife. Opening the door, I set out after her, every step I took toward the office feeling like I was on the way to my own execution. But I couldn’t do anything else. I was compelled to follow her, always, even into the darkness. To go where she led and do as she said and hope desperately that my obedience to her whims would get me what I wanted. Which, I was forced to admit, was exactly this. Being my wife’s sex slave was its own reward.

Entering the office, I climbed the stairs behind Andrea. As always, her round ass tested the stitching of her skintight skirt as she climbed slowly in her high heels, and I found myself wondering how many more years I would be looking at the same sight every morning. Not knowing what she was going to put me through each day, but knowing only that I wanted it badly.

Finally, we reach the top of the stairs. As always, Andrea said goodbye to me as she headed for Kate’s office, the two women no doubt plotting my downfall and the latest outrageous acts they would put me through. And I took a deep breath as I headed toward my own desk, barely able to meet the eyes of my coworkers, mumbling hellos to them as I passed as though it were just a normal day in a normal workplace. As though everything hadn’t changed forever.

Sitting down at my desk, I watched my coworkers arrive one after another. Interesting to see who showed up, and who didn’t. Almost all the women I worked with arrived one after another. Very few of the men did. But not none, I noticed. A few of the guys still turned up, and I found myself wondering what that meant.

Kate had claimed before that she knew there were submissive man in the office working for her. Maybe she knew exactly who they were, but I didn’t. Yet it was hard to believe that any man would stay and work under these conditions unless he had at least some submissive tendencies. That was the only way Kate’s plan made sense. And I didn’t want to think about the other men in the office and what their sexual proclivities were. So as usual, I kept my head down and tried to go on with my work.

It was at some point in midmorning when I had my first encounter with the new regime. When I heard the sound of high heels on the short carpet of the office floor, I automatically raised my head. I expected to see my wife walking toward me with that seductive smile on her face, or perhaps Kate coming to see how I was enjoying my first day of work under her new regime. But to my surprise, it wasn’t either of those beauties that I saw. Instead, I saw Jenna walking toward me.

Jenna wasn’t Kate. Or my wife, for that matter. She didn’t dress up for work the way those other women did. Not usually, anyway. But as I watched her walking toward me, her blue eyes ablaze and her brown curls pulled back behind her head in a loose ponytail, I noticed something about my coworker. Something about the way she was dressed.

She was wearing a black skirt that flared out from her hips, swishing around her bare knees. On top, she wore a shirt with a thin cardigan over it. But on her feet, she was wearing high heels. Little black patent leather ankle boots that added a sway to her walk, making her skirt swirl more noticeably around her legs. I wondered if that was a symptom of the changes in the office. She wasn’t the first woman I had noticed dressing a little differently under the new regime. Maybe in this new female-led office, women felt freer to dress more adventurously. Maybe it was Kate and Andrea’s influence, slowly changing what seemed acceptable and what didn’t in the workplace. All I knew was that in all the time I had worked with Jenna, she had never looked quite this good.

“Hi Chris,” Jenna said as she approached my desk, and I cringed at the amusement in her voice. She didn’t have to say anything. I already knew what she was thinking. After all, she, better than any other woman there, knew the full extent of my submission to my wife and to Kate. It was hard to meet the eyes of my coworker, knowing what she knew about me. But it wasn’t like I had any choice.

“Hi, Jenna,” I said meekly. Even as I spoke, the humiliating memory of being made to kiss my wife’s shoes in Kate’s office flashed through my mind. Jenna’s skirt swished around her legs as she sat on my desk, crossing her feet at the ankle, her shiny ankle boots reflecting the light as she swung them idly back and forth. I knew she was thinking about the same thing I was. I knew she was thinking about my submission to my wife.

“Can’t say I’m surprised to see you here,” she said. “Looks like a lot of the other guys asked for a transfer. But not you.”

“Not me,” I said faintly.

“I still can’t really believe this is all happening,” Jenna said. “I mean, how does it work? Am I just supposed to dominate you now?”

“I don’t think so,” I said with a frown. “I think it’s just… More of a workplace thing. Like seniority, you know. Honestly, I don’t know. I don’t really know how it’s supposed to work.”

“Well, I’m sure Kate will make it all clear to us,” Jenna said with a smile. “Have you seen her today?”

“No,” I said.

“Well, judging by the way she’s dressed, it looks like she’s taking this domination thing pretty seriously. Then again, your wife looked pretty dominant too, in those boots of hers. Did she make you kiss them before you came to work this morning?”

Jenna’s eyes flashed with amusement as she spoke. I felt a hot wave of anger rising in my heart, and at the same time felt a humiliating thrill of sexual gratification at her words.

“No,” I scowled.

“I wonder what that would be like,” Jenna said, her feet still swinging as they hung off the edge of my desk. “To make your husband bow down before you. I mean, I’m not into kinky shit. But I think every woman has a part of her that secretly wants to be worshiped like a goddess. I think your wife might be onto something. And Kate. It must feel pretty good to have that kind of power.”

I said nothing. I just sat there in my chair, watching Jenna as though watching a wild animal. I had known her a long time, and we had always got on well. But the truth was, I had no idea what she might be capable of. Then again, lately, that seem to be true of every woman I knew.

“So if I like, told you to go get me a coffee right now, would you do it?” Jenna said. Her shining eyes were like jewels in her face as she looked at me, a sly smile on her lips. Shifting uncomfortably in my chair only caused a new throb of pain from my beaten ass to remind me what I had spent the weekend enduring at the hands of other women.

“I guess so,” I said, cringing even as I spoke, knowing what was coming next. Jenna pressed her lips together, her feet swinging more forcefully than ever as she gripped the edge of my desk.

“Off you go then,” she said, clearly trying to imitate a confidence she didn’t feel. “Go get me a coffee.”

I paused, just for a moment. I looked at her in silence. Of course I wanted to say no. Of course I did. But I knew what Kate wanted from this office. And I knew the fearsome power she held. Not only over me, but over my wife. Displeasing Kate could lead to worse things than getting my ass beaten. It could lead to my wife cutting me off from a supply of sex that was already not nearly enough compared to how much I wanted. And ultimately, that thought terrified me more than the humiliation of having to fetch coffee for a coworker.

So I stood. Jenna burst out laughing as I turned and headed toward the break room. And I felt more than just her eyes on me. I felt like the whole office was watching, almost all of them female, as I went to fetch coffee just because of her gender.

And all the while, as I made Jenna coffee in the break room, my treacherous cock throbbed inside my pants. Kate and Andrea had awoken this within me, this insane desire to submit to women. And now there was no going back. Now, that was my life.

I carried the cup of coffee back to Jenna. She was sitting right where I had left her, on the edge of my desk, her feet swinging in her sexy shoes. Taking the cup from me, she set it down beside her. The coffee, after all, wasn’t really the point. And I sat down in my chair, grateful for how it made it easier to hide my erection. But then, Jenna placed her foot on my thigh.

“Your wife has you really well-trained,” Jenna said as her high heel pressed faintly against my skin through the pants I wore. “This is going to be fun.”

“For you, maybe,” I said, looking up at the latest woman to order me around.

“For me, and for every woman in this office,” Jenna replied. “And isn’t that what matters?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I lifted my head to look past Jenna at the thump of high heels on the office floor. Over the door to the main office, I saw my wife. Moving in her high-heeled boots with her usual easy elegance, her blue skirt tight around her showing off her mouthwatering curves as she walked toward me. And behind her, Kate followed.

She had her hair pulled back in a ponytail, just like she did on the weekend. She wore a black sleeveless top similar to the one Andrea was wearing. Below that, she was wearing the same skintight leather pants she had worn that memorable day when she and my wife went to a sales meeting together. The shiny material of her pants was tucked into some equally shiny leather boots that rose to her knees, only the toe and the slender heel made of some bright metal that shone like chrome, reflecting the light in the office.

There was no missing her. Kate drew all attention toward her the minute she entered the room, like a bubble of charisma that followed her wherever she went and made her impossible to ignore, even with a woman as beautiful as my wife standing next to her.

Together, Andrea and Kate moved to the front of the office. Kate clapped her hands together to get everyone’s attention. Andrea stood beside our boss, her hands folded in front of her, trying and failing to suppress a smile of delight on her red lips while Kate began an impromptu meeting.

“Good morning everyone,” Kate said. “I’m glad to see so many of you have decided to stay on after the recent changes. Especially the men here. I’m glad to see at least some men understand their place in the world.”

A ripple of female laughter ran through the office at that. I cringed at my desk, feeling Jenna turn her eyes to me for a moment and smile before turning back to Kate. Jenna was still sitting on the edge of my desk, her foot still on my thigh, and I felt strangely guilty as Andrea looked over at us. As though I had been doing something wrong, when in reality, I had no choice at all about what was happening.

“There’s going to be lots of exciting new developments in the coming weeks,” Kate went on. “I’ve got some teambuilding exercises in the works that are going to blow your minds. But remember, this is an experiment. We need to be able to justify what we’re doing here with an increase in productivity. I need you all to work really hard to get our numbers up so that I can show the bosses that a female-dominated office works. I know I’ve spoken to you all individually about that, but it bears repeating.”

Kate’s hair shone as she looked around the room. Meanwhile, I could feel my wife’s eyes fixed only on me. She was practically bouncing up and down in her boots, rocking on her toes. I could see the excitement pouring off her. Yet another moment of triumph for Andrea, I supposed. In just a few weeks, she had become Kate’s right hand and the dominant mistress of the dreams I never knew I had. And she looked so unbelievably sexy standing there, it was driving me crazy. My cock throbbed for her, perilously close to Jenna’s high heel as we listened to Kate’s speech.

“Still, I don’t want you to think it’s all going to be hard work,” Kate went on. “And I think we should have some recognition of the changes that have happened here, and that this isn’t just some other Monday. I think we could use a little demonstration. Chris, get over here.”

Suddenly, I felt every eye in the office turn toward me. Jenna beamed down at me from on top of my desk, and Andrea’s eyes found me from across the room. And of course, Kate was looking right at me, her brown eyes glowing the way they always did. She had a plan, of course. As always. Probably something she and my wife and worked out together between them. And I didn’t need to know what it was to know that it was going to be sexually frustrating and probably deeply humiliating.

But the dull ache of my ass where I sat reminded me what these women were capable of. Their power over me was irresistible. Jenna lifted her foot from my leg, and I rose from my seat. Feeling as though I were wilting under all this attention, I walked across the office to where Kate and Andrea waited in front of everyone.

“You know your place, don’t you, Chris?” Kate said as I stood in front of her. She was still smiling, but her eyes flashed dangerously. As though she were daring me to disobey. Daring me to make a stand and fight her so that she could inflict some terrible punishment. And I thought about it. I really did, as I stood there as though under a heated spotlight of attention from every woman and the few men still working in the office.

“Yes,” I said uncomfortably. Kate and Andrea exchanged a meaningful look before their eyes turned back to me.

“Show us, then,” Kate said. “Get down on your knees in front of everyone and kiss my boots. Show them all where a man belongs in my office.”

More laughter raced around the office, and even Andrea laughed as she stood beside Kate. Kate was smiling, but she was still pointing at the floor in front of her feet. My cock lurched at the thought of what she wanted. The pure humiliation of it. That wasn’t the only thought that ran through my mind. I could feel Andrea watching me, and I knew what it did to her to see me submit to our boss. Besides, the truth was already out. Jenna, at least, had seen me submit like this before. And if she hadn’t told my coworkers yet, I had no doubt she would soon.

So I did as I was told. I dropped to my knees on the floor of the office. While Kate gloated above me, I bent at the waist and placed my hands on the floor. I felt the smooth leather of her boots against my lips as I kissed her feet, one after the other. My cheeks burned with total shame as the whole office erupted in mocking laughter.

“See, ladies?” Kate said above me as I cringed at her feet. “Deep down, men know they’re inferior. We just have to remind them now and again, that’s all.”

I had never felt so embarrassed. But as I raised my face from Kate’s feet, gazing up in desire and despair in my goddess boss dressed in leather, my wife stepped forward. I felt her hand on my arm as she pulled me to my feet.

“I need to borrow him for a minute,” she said to our boss. Without waiting for an answer, Andrea turned. Grabbing my hand, she led me across the office as fast as her tight skirt and high heels would allow her to go, and I followed behind her, the hypnotizing sway of her curvaceous body tormenting me further as a wave of laughter followed us down the hall.

Andrea pushed aside the door of the supply closet that Kate had converted into a sex dungeon. Pulling me inside, she slammed the door shut behind us and locked it. Then she pressed her body against mine, kissing me deeply. My cock swelled against her as I took her hips in my hands, feeling the silk of her tight skirt and the warmth of her body beneath it as we embraced.

And Andrea’s hands moved over my body too. Reaching for the front of my pants, she unfastened my belt and pulled down my zipper, then reached inside to take hold of my cock. I gasped as I felt her fingers close around it, and she chuckled, biting my lip provocatively as she felt my raging desire. Then, letting go of my cock, she took a step backwards. Hurriedly, she pulled her shirt out of her skirt and lifted it over her head. Then, her movements made feverish by desire, she reached behind her back and pulled down the skirt, peeling the tight fabric off her hips and letting it fall to the floor. Underneath, as always, she wore no panties. Standing there in just her bra and her boots, I could see the desire that radiated through my wife’s body.

“You deserve this,” Andrea said with a smile. And I didn’t have to wonder what she meant. Nature took over, and I stepped forward, pulling down my pants to the middle of my thighs as I did. Taking my wife in my arms, I lifted her off the floor. Andrea yelped in surprise and delight as I picked her up, carrying her back to press her against the wall of the supply closet. She wrapped her legs around my hips, the glossy material of her boots warm against my skin. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and I held her by the hips, driving my cock into her wet and waiting pussy.

Andrea moaned in pleasure. Lost in the golden whirlpool of her hair, I groaned too. Her pussy felt unbelievably snug around my cock, and all the last few weeks of teasing and submission added a feverish edge to our sex. I no longer cared who was laughing at me. I no longer cared who knew about us. All I cared about was the pleasure we were both feeling as I rammed my cock deep inside my wife’s beautiful body, and we kissed breathlessly as we lost ourselves in one another.

She might be my boss’s right hand. She might be my dominant mistress. She might even be the office vixen, a sexy femme fatale in a workplace apparently full of them. But more than anything else, Andrea was the woman I loved.
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