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    Owning The Boss: Parts 1-6 
 
      
 
    1. One Day in Spring 
 
      
 
    "And how will you be paying today?" 
 
    The shoes shone on my feet as I turned my foot slightly. The light in the store bounced off the glossy patent leather. Just a few short months ago, I knew, I would never have worn anything like this. I like the look of high heels much more than I like the way they feel. Although I can walk in them just fine, I usually limit wearing them to when I really want to make an impact. A night out on the town, for instance. Not a day at the office. But these shoes were above and beyond anything else I owned. With a platform built into the sole to make me taller while wearing them, the heel was at least six inches tall, and a slender as a stiletto. The shiny high-gloss leather made them hard to miss. Covering my foot completely, they rose up to my ankle, the laces up the front more decorative than anything, since it was a short zipper at the side of the shoes that actually closed them.  
 
    No, there was once a time when I never would have worn anything like this. That was a long time ago. In those days BC. Before Chris. 
 
    Smiling at the sales associate, I reached into my purse and slid out a credit card. Not my credit card. It still gave me a kind of thrill to be spending his money, even though it was what he wanted. After all, he had more of it than me. And the shoes were for him, not for me. Everything I was buying today was for him. That didn't mean that I wouldn't enjoy it too. I mean, what girl doesn't love shopping? Besides, I knew what Chris's tastes were, and they revolved around making me look like some kind of sex object. I know that's supposed to be demeaning. But somehow, it wasn't. It was exciting. Especially because I knew that wasn't the true nature of our relationship at all. Yes, Chris wanted me to be like some woman from his wild fantasies. But it's not like I got nothing out of it. 
 
    As the sales associate went to ring up my purchase, I slid the shoes off and set them back gently in their box, the tissue paper that covered them crinkling in my hand as I rearranged it. They were wildly impractical. That was the whole point. And even just wearing them in the store, tottering along the racks as I adjusted to the highest heel I had ever worn, had sparked a trace of excitement in my brain. I couldn't wait to see how he would react to them. I couldn't wait to feel the way I knew he could make me feel, the way it seemed only he could make me feel. Sexy and powerful and naughty all at once. Because what we were doing was crazy. It was even a little bit dangerous. But as we all know, that only made it more exciting. 
 
    Sliding my regular shoes back on, I picked up the box and carried it over toward the cash register. The sales associate was ready for me. Smiling, she handed me a receipt and took the box from me, sliding it into a bag. I didn't even look at how much the shoes cost. It takes money to be this uncomfortable. But it wasn't my money. As harsh as that sounds, that was how Chris encouraged me to think. It was what he wanted. To spoil me. To treat me to things I couldn't afford for myself. Let's face it, it wasn't like he wasn't enjoying himself. 
 
    “Have a nice day,” the store associate said as I took the bag from her. 
 
    “Oh, I will,” I smiled back. 
 
      
 
    It’s still hard to reconcile everything that happened. 
 
    I never saw this for myself. I never imagine being this kind of woman, whatever that means. We're all raised with certain beliefs, and I was raised to believe that a woman is the equal of any man. That women can make their own way in the world and shouldn't rely on anyone for support. That relationships need to be between equals. Everyone brings different strengths and weaknesses with them, but the best relationships are those where each member is equally important. That's what I believed. That's what my parents taught me. And I believed it wholeheartedly. 
 
    But things are more complicated than that. And growing up, I've come to realize, is often nothing more than a process of discovering seemingly endless nuance to what once seemed so clear.  
 
    Relationships are messy. And maybe the old ideas don't work as well as they used to. Or maybe I just haven't found the right person. By the time I was 22, I'd had only two really serious relationships, and a bunch of forgettable flings. But it was the last one that hurt the most.  
 
    I was with Andre for two years. We were too young to talk about marriage, but that didn't mean I didn't think about it. In some compartment of my heart, I guess I assumed that we would get married one day. Until he came and told me it was over. That he had met someone else. Some floozy in one of his classes that he suddenly liked better than me, after two years spent building our lives around one another. It felt like my heart was being ripped out.  
 
    After it all far apart, I plunged into despair. When you've been betrayed like that, it's hard to trust anyone except those closest to you. Heartbroken, I moved back in with my parents. I stop looking after myself. I withered. After all, it seemed impossible I would ever find something like I thought I had with him again. It seemed impossible to ever trust anyone again. As far as I was concerned, he had led me along for two years, and I had been a fool to think there was more to our relationship than just sex and comfort. It's not easy to bounce back from a thing like that. 
 
    Still, as my mom pointed out, you can't wallow forever. For certain types of pain, the only remedy is time. And gradually, I tried to get over it. I found a job, and that helped to keep me busy so that I didn't dwell on the past as much as I had been. It also enabled me to move out of my parent's house and get a place of my own. Almost unwillingly, I found myself in possession of an adult life, with a real job to go to and real bills to pay. 
 
    And that was where I met Chris. 
 
    He was my boss. He was young to be the owner of a company. Then again, the company was young, and so was the culture of the office. A startup that was being touted as the hot new thing, with Chris's face on blogs and industry magazines as a rising star. Once, he showed me shyly an article where he was touted as one of the top 35 under 35, pioneers in their fields who were poised to disrupt the industry. It was kind of cute how shy he was about showing it to me. Self-promotion is a necessary part of a company founder's skill set, but Chris never seemed comfortable with it. In his way, he was an unassuming man. He was really good at what he did, and that had thrust them into this position at the head of the company. He was learning to run a business on the fly, and there was something endearing about his youthful lack of experience. 
 
    I wouldn’t call it an instant attraction. After all, he was my boss, and I didn’t want to think about him like that. Maybe I had noticed in my interview that he wasn’t exactly ugly, but it wasn’t something I focused on. I had been too busy trying to control my own nerves to worry about how my employer looked. 
 
    But familiarity has a magic of its own. It was a small company, and we work closely together. I came to like Chris and his occasional shyness mixed with authority. His flashes of quirky humor. His unusual way of looking at things. Still, I wouldn't say I was falling for him. Not at all. I thought of him more as a friend, someone I could get on with at work and probably get on with in a more casual setting too. But not exactly boyfriend material. 
 
    Until all of that changed one fateful day in spring. 
 
    I was staying late at the office. Chris had urged me to go home, but I wanted to finish what I was working on. If I didn't, I knew, it would only make the next day more difficult. As usual, Chris was staying late too. From statements he had made in the past, I got the sense that he didn't exactly live a rich life outside of work. The company was his baby, and it seemed to be almost the sole focus of everything he did. I'd never heard him talk about family or a girlfriend or anything like that. I guess that's what it takes to start a business. A kind of single-minded devotion that I never possessed. Then again, as I've since learned, we all have our strengths. And sometimes, they can surprise us. 
 
    Finally, I finished my work. Sitting back in my chair, I let out a long sigh as I rubbed my eyes. The office was empty. All of my coworkers had already left for home. It was time for me to do the same. Not that there was much waiting for me there, of course. An empty apartment. Maybe a pizza delivery if I didn't feel like cooking, which I rarely did. It was my first time living alone, and I had soon realized that with the endless freedom of having your own place comes a vulnerability to loneliness. Sometimes, your own place is just too damn quiet. 
 
    I didn't want to leave without saying goodbye to Chris. So I rose from my desk and made my way across the large office, toward the small room he used for his work. As I got closer, my ears caught a strange sound, but I couldn't at first identify it. Frowning, I turned the corner and pushed open the door of Chris's office, and a wave of embarrassment washed over me. 
 
    Now that I was in the room with him, I knew what the sounds were immediately. Chris's head snapped upright from his desk, his eyes going wide in fear as he saw me. His finger scrambled over the keyboard, and the sounds coming from his computer speakers cut off as though they had never happened. But it was too late. I had heard them. And my mind kicked into overdrive as I tried to process what I had discovered. 
 
    “Madison, you’re – you’re here,” Chris gasped as he stared at me. 
 
    “Yeah. I stayed late. I just wanted to let you know I was leaving.” 
 
    "Okay. Good night." I blinked as I stood at the door of his office for a moment. Was he seriously going to try and pretend like nothing had happened? Was he seriously going to try and pretend I hadn't heard what I had heard? The sound of a whip cracking. The sneering voice of a woman barking orders at a slave. I had caught my boss watching porn, and not any old porn, either.  
 
    I may not have had a ton of sexual experience in my past, but I grew up in the Internet age. I know what S&M is. I don't have to practice it myself to know it when I hear it. 
 
    "What were you watching in here?" Chris stiffened as I asked the question, and I smiled at him to soften my words. I'm still not sure what came over me. Some spirit of mischief, or maybe just my own epic curiosity. It wasn't as though I had given much thought to Chris's sexual predilections. Like I say, I had never really thought of him in that way. But I had never expected him to have a kinky side. And yes, I was curious. I still don't know why. But when I think about what has happened since that day that changed everything, I can't bring myself to regret the way I behaved. 
 
    "Nothing," Chris said defensively. But I was already walking toward him. Looking back even now, my behavior that day surprises me. Every cell in my body was telling me just to drop it, to get out of that situation that was highly embarrassing for both of us and act as though none of it ever happened. But I didn't. For some reason, I couldn't. Suddenly, I needed to know.  
 
    Circling around Chris's desk, I stood beside him. I could practically feel the tension rising off him as I stood over him. But a strange passivity seemed to come over him. At the time, I couldn't explain it. I didn't try. It's only hindsight and a better knowledge of the man I work for that has informed me why Chris didn't try to stop me from finding out his secret that day. Because in part, he wanted me to. The shame and humiliation was like a drug to him, and what could be more embarrassing than one of his employees discovering his dirty little fetish? Those weren't the terms I was thinking in back then. But I've since learned the truth of them. 
 
    Chris hadn't covered his tracks very well. In his panic at seeing me, he had minimized the window he was looking at. But he hadn't closed it. A couple of taps of the keyboard was all I needed to bring it back. There it was, his disgrace fully revealed. I couldn't keep the smile off my face as I turned to him. 
 
    “Wow, Chris,” I said. “I had no idea you were so kinky.” 
 
    “I was just – just curious,” Chris stammered, as though that excuse has ever worked since pornography was invented. I just smiled at his feeble explanation, slowly shaking my head. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “I’m not judgmental. Everyone has their thing that they’re into. It’s fine.” 
 
    Chris's chest rose and fell as he drew a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh. He seemed relieved. Finally, he seemed able to look at me again without turning away in embarrassment. And for my part, my curiosity grew. Once again, Chris didn't stop me as I reached out over the keyboard and tapped the space bar. At once, the video began to play again. 
 
    I had never watched that kind of porn before. But it was more or less what I expected. Some glamorous woman in a skintight dress that looked like it was made of leather or rubber or some other shining clingy material. She wore boots that rose up to the middle of her thighs, tightly laced around her legs with a shiny metallic heel that echoed loudly on the floor with every step she took. In her hand, she brandished a whip. And I winced in sympathetic pain as she brought the whip down on the back of a man tied naked to a padded bench.  
 
    I'd never really understood how people conflate pain with pleasure. I couldn't imagine wanting to be hurt or wanting to hurt somebody, even as part of a kinky game. More than anything, I felt sorry for the poor man taking this beating, even though I knew it was what he wanted. But his mistress looked good. I had to concede that. She looked as sexy and powerful and dominant as I suppose a mistress should. 
 
    Scowling, Chris reached forward and closed the window. The look on his face was so serious that I couldn't resist teasing him, just a little. 
 
    "You turned it off just as it was getting good," I said, letting a naughty little smile flutter across my face. Chris looked up at me, open-mouthed and speechless. His lips moved in silence for a moment, as though he was trying to find the words that had temporarily escaped his brain. 
 
    “You – like this kind of stuff?” 
 
    "It's not really my thing," I said. "I never really got the whole slave thing. I'm not into hurting people. But like I said, to each their own." As I smiled at him, I let my eyes travel over his body. And I couldn't keep my smile from deepening as I saw a faint bulge in the front of his jeans. Just curious, my ass. My boss was turned on. And he was looking at me in a way I hadn't experienced for a while, a kind of glazed look of desire as he transferred his lust for the woman in the movie onto the nearest available female object. Me.  
 
    To my surprise, I felt a little something as his eyes traveled over my body like mine had never his. A faint spark. A kind of twinge, way low down in my stomach. A feeling I hadn't had in a long time and didn't trust now. 
 
    “Well, I’ll leave you to it,” I said. Turning, I set out across his office, feeling Chris’s eyes following me as I walked toward the door. 
 
    “Madison,” he said as I reached the door, his voice strained with nervousness. Pausing with my hand on the handle, I turned to smile at him over my shoulder. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I said. “This never happened.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Chris said, closing his eyes momentarily in relief. Suppressing a giggle, I stepped out of the door and hurried out of the office. It was only when I reach my car that I allowed myself to dissolve in a fit of disbelieving laughter. 
 
      
 
    At home that night, my little discovery was unsurprisingly all I could think about. What I had learned about Chris didn't change my opinion of him a lot. After all, he was still the same nice guy and good boss he had always been. Knowing what I now know merely gave me an extra glimpse into his psyche. And as the night dragged on, I stared through my TV screen, barely noticing what was playing in front of me, I realized that I didn't hate what I had seen. Okay, so those kind of kinky games weren't exactly my style. That didn't mean I couldn't see why they might appeal to someone else. And though I tried to fight it, as the night wore on, I was forced to admit something surprising to myself. Knowing that Chris had this side to him was kind of exciting. 
 
    Finally, with a sigh, I turned off the TV and reached for my laptop. Just curious. Sure. And I was just curious too as I did some searching around on the Internet. Learning more about this particular kink. Trying to understand why guys like Chris found it so exciting to give over control to women who treated them badly. Trying to see what was in it for the women involved. And the more I searched around, the more my excitement grew.  
 
    Until finally, I found myself on a video site. The same site Chris had used, searching for the same movie he had been watching. I failed to find it among the thousands of other similar clips. After all, I didn't have a lot to go on. But soon, the strange thrill of what I was doing got the better of me.  
 
    As another kinky video played in front of me, I felt the spreading wetness between my legs. There was no point fighting it anymore. Reaching down, I touched myself and began to gasp with pleasure as I curled my fingers inside myself. I had never thought I would be masturbating over something as wild and strange and delightful. But as pleasure bloomed inside me, I hardly cared. I couldn't resist. Right there on my sofa, I brought myself to orgasm while watching an S&M video for the first time in my life. 
 
      
 
    The office emptied out. One by one, my coworkers said their goodbyes and left. They had gotten used to me being the last one to leave. Maybe they thought I was angling for a promotion, as though Chris's company was big enough to have that many positions available. Maybe they thought I was trying to curry favor with our boss. Maybe they thought we were having an affair. And if so, they wouldn't be that far off the mark, I thought to myself with a delicious thrill of naughtiness.  
 
    It's not like I was trying to sleep my way to the top. After all, the top really wasn't that far away from where I currently was. I was doing what I was doing because I enjoyed it. Because it gave me an unexpected thrill. Because it provided an outlet for my sex drive that didn't require the messy entanglements of a conventional relationship. No one would get hurt unless they wanted to. 
 
    And once my final coworker left for the day, I hurried to the bathroom. Chris is a man of specific tastes, and that's fine by me. I've come to enjoy the process of getting dressed up for him, transforming myself into the wanton sex goddess he craves. In fact, it's become an essential part of the game. When I change out of my regular work clothes and into something more provocative, I can almost feel my personality changing. Like I'm putting on an entire persona. It makes it easier, somehow, as I find my way through this new and exciting world. After all, I'm still new to this. Still adjusting to the idea of the sexual power I have over my boss. The heavy makeup and the sexy outfits help me play the role he wants me to perform. 
 
    Standing in front of the bathroom mirror, I adjusted my makeup. I painted my lashes and darkened my lips and transformed from my workday appearance into something far more risqué. Then, I got dressed. Slipping off my T-shirt and jeans to struggle into a tight red shirt and even tighter black leather skirt and the shoes I had bought on my extra-long lunch break. The clothes were uncomfortable, of course. The skirt especially restricted my movements, forcing me to walk a certain way which the heels only accentuated. But I've come to enjoy that kind of restriction. I had come to love it the way Chris loved restraints of a different nature. If my time with him had taught me anything, it was that sometimes, restrictions can make what freedom you have that much sweeter. 
 
    Finally satisfied with my appearance, I headed out of the bathroom and toward Chris's office. I walked slowly, trying to control my breathing. Trying to stay calm. All I could hear was the echo of my heels and the creaking of the leather skirt as I swayed in what I hoped was a seductive manner toward the room where my boss waited. No one could see me, not yet. That wasn't the point. This was all part of it too, the refining of the act. Getting into character. 
 
    As I pushed aside the door of Chris's office, he looked up at me. His eyes traveled up and down my body, falling and rising several times as he took in the sight of me standing in front of him. An appreciative smile spread across his handsome face, and I felt a flutter of excitement in my stomach. Knowing I turned him on turned me on. That was part of what all this dressing up was for.  
 
    As I started slowly toward him, I was feeling more and more like the sex goddess he wanted me to be. Having him look at me like that, so hungry and so overwhelmed, so completely mine, made my pussy tingle with excitement that grew by the second. 
 
    "Hi, boss," I said. It was the only time I ever called him that, when we were alone. 
 
    "Hello," Chris said, smiling up at me from his seat behind his desk. I allowed a faint frown to show on my face as I stepped closer. My hair hung around my face as I leaned over him, gripping the arms of his chair. 
 
    "What do you call me?" I said, my voice soft but firm in a tone that I hoped dripped with menace. To my delight, Chris gulped. I tried not to smile as I stood over him, my face just inches from his. I tried to resist the urge to kiss him. After all, Mistresses don't kiss their slaves. 
 
    "Miss – Miss Madison," Chris finally said in a voice that creaked with embarrassment. It was hardly the first time we had played like this. And yet, every time was almost felt like the first time. As though his submissive tendencies reset themselves between each session, I had to coax them out of him again each time. Still, that was fine by me. That was part of the fun. 
 
    "That's better," I said. Putting myself off his chair, I straightened up. Backing up to his desk, I placed my hands on its surface and hopped up onto it. I felt the leather of the skirt tightening around my hips as I sat, and I knew he was watching too. Raising my feet, I rested one high heel on the edge of his seat. Right next to his crotch. And as the rounded toe of my patent leather shoe tapped against his inner thigh, I could see the bulge of his erection inside his pants. A physical sign he couldn't hide that what I was doing was working. 
 
    "I bought these shoes today with your money," I said. Chris grunted as I moved my foot between his legs, turning my shoe so the light bounced off it. Acting as though I didn't realize that the sole of my foot was rubbing against his cock at the same time. "Do you like them?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," Chris panted, his raging excitement already evident in his voice ."I like them very much." 
 
    “So you say,” I said, smirking at him again. “But if you like them so much, why aren’t you kissing them?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    2. Obeying Madison 
 
      
 
    Chris gazed up at me with a familiar expression on his face. The one that never failed to spark excitement deep in my heart. We were still learning about each other, still experimenting with our respective roles in this kinky relationship. To be honest, I didn't really know what I was doing. I felt like an imposter, making it up as I went along. The only guidance I had was whatever I could find online from other people. But I wanted to make it work. The wild thrill of what we were doing was too great to let go. 
 
    And Chris always hesitated like this. Especially when we first started a scene. That old reset making every time feel almost like the first. He always needed extra encouragement to submit when we first started. At least now, I was prepared for it. 
 
    "Do it," I snapped. As I spoke, I raised my foot and brought it down again, jabbing my pointed heel into my boss's inner thigh. Chris grunted, in surprise as much as pain. I hadn't really kicked him that hard. I still didn't feel right hurting him. It was more playful than anything else. Still, it served as a way of jolting him back into his submissive state. A reminder of who was in control here. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." A shiver raced along my spine as he spoke. Those words never failed to excite me. To pour gasoline on the flames of lust burning inside me. I had never suspected it would feel so good to be in charge. But it really did. Even though I had soon learned that the dominant partner in a relationship like ours has to do most of the work. In lots of ways, I had read, it's easier for the submissive. They just have to do as they are told. And that made sense to me. Then again, more and more, I was discovering the rewards of being in control. 
 
    And slowly, Chris took my foot in his hand. He lifted slowly, as though afraid he might hurt me somehow. The glossy patent leather of my brand-new shoe shone in the office light. As Chris bent his head toward it, I saw a faint mist appear on the leather from his hot breath. Just a few hours ago, the shoes had been meaningless pieces of leather and plastic in the storeroom of a footwear shop. Now that I was wearing them, they had become imbued with this strange magic. It was why I insisted on Chris humiliating himself like this at the start of every session. Not just because he desperately wanted it, although he did. But also because it helped to get me more into character. It made me feel like the goddess he wanted so badly. 
 
    Carefully, Chris pressed his lips to my shoe. I grinned as I felt his mouth on my foot through the leather, kissing me as though the least significant part of my body were a holy relic to him. I remembered the first time he had done it, and the immense feeling of power that had surged through me. I felt that same sensation of power again as Chris looked up at me, his lips still pressed to my toes. 
 
    “Good boy,” I said, grinning down at him as I sat above him on his desk. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” 
 
    "It kind of was, Miss Madison," Chris said, still staring up at me. My smile never faltered. 
 
    "That's because you still have that silly male ego working against you," I said, faking a confidence I didn't feel. Inside, I was giddy and giggling, unable to believe what I was getting away with. But externally, I knew, I had to maintain the illusion of dominance. I had to act as though it was self-evident to me that he should be worshiping me. That I was his natural superior and worthy of all the humble adoration he could give me. "But we'll fix that," I went on as Chris stared up at me. "Day by day, you'll learn to submit to me more and more." 
 
    "Oh my God," Chris said, his breath once again crystallizing for a moment on the leather of my shoe. I felt the same shudder of desire he was feeling as he spoke. The idea that I was turning him on so much just by talking this way, just by looking the way I did, was intoxicating. And as I was beginning to learn, the more it excited him to be treated this way, the more confident I felt in being the demanding bitch he wanted me to be. 
 
    “Oh my Goddess is more like it,” I said. Slowly, Chris nodded. His mouth was open as he gazed at me, as though he had never seen anything more beautiful and powerful in his life. 
 
    "That's right," he said in a soft voice. "You are a goddess." 
 
    "I know," I grinned. "And a goddess should be worshiped. So why don't you get out of that chair and get your clothes off and show me how much you appreciate your goddess?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris couldn't keep the sly smile from his face as he slowly lowered my foot back down onto his chair. As I lifted it away from him, he stood. Now he loomed over me, and I grinned up at him as I waited to see what he would do. Really, I already knew. He would do as I said. He would do what he was told. But there was always that faint element of doubt. And as I imagined him defying my orders, his lust getting the better of him and making him tear my own clothes off and throw himself on top of me, I reflected that that wouldn't be such a bad thing. It wouldn't be in the spirit of our games. But if Chris had decided to try and have sex with me right there and then on his desk, I wouldn't have resisted. And knowing that without saying it added another secret thrill to my experience as I smiled up at him. 
 
    But Chris didn't do any of that. Instead, he followed my orders. He lifted his T-shirt over his head and dropped it to the floor before reaching for the front of his jeans. The company took up most of his time, and he didn't have any spare to go to the gym. Besides, he didn't strike me as a gym kind of guy anyway. But he was quite lean, and I could see the shape of his musculature through his skin as he moved. The truth was, my boss had a great body. He wasn't the muscular fitness model type, but that wasn't what I liked anyway. I preferred guys like him, lean yet toned. And watching him undress for me was pressing so many of my own buttons that I could hardly keep still as I sat on his desk.  
 
    That's another thing I had learned about being in charge. Often, the real battle is with yourself. Because part of my brain was screaming at me to order him to have sex with me there and then. To stop all this playing around and get down to business. But I resisted. Even in the short time I had spent dominating Chris, I had learned that the more I postponed it, the sweeter it would be.  
 
    While I watched, Chris unzipped his pants and pushed them down along with his underwear. Stepping out of them, he kicked them aside and stood in front of me fully naked. His cock was already hard, reaching upward from between his legs and throbbing visibly with excitement. It was only the second time I had seen my boss fully naked, and it still thrilled me to know the effect I was having on him. Still smiling, I leaned forward, the low neckline of my shirt spreading to reveal even more of my cleavage as I leaned forward. Chris almost sobbed with pleasure as I wrapped my hand around his bristling cock. I didn't stroke it. Instead, I just held it, grinning at him while I alternately tightened and relaxed my hand. He let out a long moan, and his trembling lips gave it a modulating sound that revealed the depths of his rampant desire. 
 
    “Look at this,” I said. “So hard and horny for your goddess. You really want to stick this thing inside me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison,” came the immediate reply. I grinned as I gave Chris’s manhood another little squeeze. 
 
    "Well, you know you haven't earned that. Not even close. Here. Help me off your desk." I held out my hand, and Chris took it. With a little hop, I slid off his desk, my new high heels thumping on the floor of his office. Turning, I stepped past him toward his chair. I lowered myself into it, my tight leather skirt creaking loudly with every movement as I adjusted myself. Chris watched me like a hawk, entranced by my every movement, studying every line of my body as though he hoped one day to draw it from memory. 
 
    “Well, that’s better,” I said. “Who’s the boss now?” 
 
    “You are, Miss Madison.” Chris didn’t even hesitate. Standing above me completely naked, his cock was throbbing desperately as though it missed my touch. And even though he was taller and stronger than me, even I knew he could easily overpower me, there was no doubt in either of our minds that I was in complete control. 
 
    "That's right," I said. "So get down on your knees in the presence of your goddess. Go on. I want you on your hands and knees, licking my feet in five seconds." Letting the smile drop from my face, I pointed to the floor in front of me as I spoke. Chris gulped visibly. Again, I waited for him to protest. Every time I got stern with him, I half expected him to revolt. But he didn't. Instead, his cock just swayed between his legs as he dropped down to the floor at my feet.  
 
    I almost groaned just from the sensation of power that roared through me as he got down on the floor. His ribs showed through his sides as he hunkered down, and again, I felt his lips against my feet through the patent leather. I felt his tongue moving over its glossy surface as he alternately licked and kissed, groveling and worshiping at my feet. How could any woman not feel like a goddess in a situation like that? Power flowed through me, and I felt a hot jolt between my legs as I squeezed my thighs together, arousal roaring through me and all but making me gasp with desire. 
 
    "That's good," I said, knowing and not caring that my voice was dripping with the sadistic pleasure I was feeling. "That's really good. You know who the real boss around here is, don't you, Chris?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," my employer gasped at my feet. "You are. You're the boss. You're a goddess. I'm totally yours, Miss Madison." 
 
    "Damn right you are." I giggled as I spoke, relaxing further into my role. Already, my mind was buzzing with all the things I could make this desperate man do. Physical pain wasn't my idea of fun, but every time we played, I was learning more and more how exciting it could be to make him debase himself. To make him beg for the slightest favor from me. To drive him to a fever pitch of desire where he would say and do anything just for my touch. That was what I had in mind. 
 
    "Up," I ordered. "Up on your knees. Show me that hard cock of yours." 
 
    As ever, Chris did as he was told. Raising his face from my feet, he sat back on his heels, gazing at me with a look of absolute devotion on his face. His cock was harder than ever, looking almost painful as it pulsated in the empty air. Shifting in Chris's seat, I looked at it with a smile on my face, tapping one finger against my chin as if lost in thought. 
 
    "Touch yourself," I abruptly ordered. "Jerk off for me." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Again, Chris didn't hesitate. At once, his hand closed around his cock. I watched his eyelids flutter as he began to stroke, his fist pumping rapidly up and down his shaft as it swelled in his hand. He moaned as he stared at me, and I stared at him, intoxicated with the sight. I had never watched a man jerk off before, and certainly never been the object of his masturbation. It felt like a strange kind of adoration, its own form of highly physical worship. All of it adding to the feeling of divinity that was flowing through me. 
 
    "You want to cum, don't you?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." I could hear the strain in Chris's voice as he spoke, his whole body shaking with pleasure. 
 
    "Do you want to cum all over my nice new shoes?" I teased. "The sexy shoes I bought with your money? Would you like to christen them with your hot cum?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison. Please, Miss Madison!" Chris threw back his head as he spoke, his eyes fully closed now. Tendons stood out like steel cables on his neck as he groaned at my feet. His pleasure looked almost like pain, the deep frustration of not being able to get what he most wanted. That was much more my style of domination. And as the sadistic impulse flared inside me, I knew what to do next. 
 
    “Stop,” I ordered, and Chris’s eyes snapped open at the venom in my voice. “Take your hand off your cock. Right now.” 
 
    Chris gasped in disbelief as he stared at me. But I kept my face stern. And as he released his grip on his manhood with a reluctant sigh, he seemed to almost visibly wilt. Meanwhile, I felt as though I were growing. Towering above him like some giantess, some unstoppable sexual force that he couldn't resist, no matter how hard he tried. 
 
    Sliding forward in his chair, I raised one foot from the floor. Chris gasped as I carefully ran my slender high heel along his boiling cock. It bobbed and surged at my slightest touch, and he moaned as he gazed at me, his face a picture of sexual frustration and desperate desire as I teased him. Just a little piece of plastic attached to my foot driving him wild with need. 
 
    "What will you do to cum right now?' I asked in a soft voice. 
 
    “Anything, Miss Madison,” came the predictable reply. 
 
    “Anything? That’s a big claim, boss. You should be careful saying things like that to me. You know I might just hold you to it.” 
 
    "I mean it, Miss Madison. I'll do anything you say. Please, please let me cum." 
 
    I couldn't help myself. I laughed out loud at the desperation in my boss's voice. It had been mere moments since I stepped into his office and took control, and already, he was reduced to this. This intelligent, successful man, kneeling at my feet and begging for release. 
 
    I hadn't gotten all dressed up like this just to bring things to a close in a matter of minutes. I wanted the scene to go on and on, even as I longed for my own sexual pleasure. After all, it wasn't just Chris who was in need of release. But I also knew that so much of my power came from my self-control. Besides, there were so many things I had never done with a man, and here was this blank slate. A man who would let me do anything I wanted. 
 
    "Okay. I'll let you cum," I said, and as Chris let out a sob of gratitude, I stopped him with an upraised finger. "I'll let you cum," I said again, "but the game won't end just because you've had your pleasure. I'll still expect you to obey me afterward and do everything I say." 
 
    “Of course, Miss Madison.” 
 
    "I mean it. You'll have to clean up your mess. And then you'll have to make sure that I'm completely satisfied, whether you want to or not. That's the price of an orgasm for a boy toy like you." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison,” Chris whined. “I promise, Miss Madison. I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
    "Okay then," I smiled. "Get over here and christen my new shoes with your cum." 
 
    Chris looked crestfallen. It was hardly the sex he was hoping for. And a large part of me wanted nothing more than for him to thrust that throbbing cock deep inside me, to feel the hot spurt of his orgasm and know that I had caused it. But I wasn't ready for that yet. Just the night before, I had read a blog by a professional dominatrix who talked about keeping men waiting, about making them beg for everything. I was putting her words into practice as best I could.  
 
    And once again, Chris didn't resist. As I shifted in the office chair, positioning myself so that both feet were on the ground, Chris inched toward me on his knees. Gazing at me, his hand closed around his cock again. 
 
    "I like that," I said, smiling at him. "Keep your eyes open. Keep looking at me. I want you looking at me when you cum. Understand?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris's voice was hoarse with desire as he spoke. His eyes were glowing as he stared right at me, his fist moving rapidly over his cock again. Soon, he was pumping away just as rapidly as before, emitting a series of moans and groans from his open mouth. I felt my cheeks reddening as he stared fixedly at me, wanking in my presence, enraptured with what he couldn't have. It felt amazing. And as his hand moved faster, as his cries of pleasure grew louder, my own excitement grew along with it. I could hardly believe how wet I was getting, how desperately I craved sex. But I was determined to hold out. To keep this game going for just as long as I could. 
 
    Chris let out a long moan, louder than the rest. His eyelids fluttered as though trying to close while he struggled to keep them open. Struggling to follow my orders as best he could. It sent another jolt of arousal through me to watch the struggle within himself. And right there, he came.  
 
    I gasped as I watched his cock erupt in his hand, his hot semen spurting high into the air. I had never seen a guy cum before, not like that. Not unless he was inside me. There was something both very silly and very sexy about it. Chris looked ridiculous, moaning away and spurting his cum all over the floor of his office. It was highly erotic, knowing that it was I who'd caused it to happen. And true to my instructions, Chris spurted a hot load of his cum across my brand-new shoes. I smiled as I watched the white streaks of his juice slide slowly over the patent leather while he moaned and sighed beneath me.  
 
    Finally, the spasm of his sexual release passed. For a moment, all I could hear in the small space of his office was his ragged breathing. I let the moment linger, savoring it while his passion cooled. That was another tip I had read somewhere online. When a guy is horny enough, he'll do and say anything, submissive or not. But once he's shot his load, serving a woman becomes less appealing. This is exactly why it's important to reinforce your authority in his moments. Do not give him a minute. Remind him that these games are not all about his sexual pleasure, and that you are his mistress, not his dominant sex toy. 
 
    “What do you say, boss?” 
 
    Chris gazed up at me, his eyes glazed with pleasure, not understanding what I had said at first. As though his orgasm had reduced this ordinarily intelligent man to a simpleton, he seemed not to understand what I had said. But slowly, the fog of desire lifted, and he understood. I could practically see the internal war in his heart written on his face as he looked at me. As though, despite what I had just said, he had thought this might be the end of our session. As though I would let that happen. 
 
    ”Thank you, Miss Madison,” he said, almost choking on the words. 
 
    "Good boy!" Chris winced at my words as though I had struck him. With his desire subsiding, his shame would be even greater. But he stayed on his knees, gazing up at me, still waiting for instruction. Reluctant, maybe. But not resisting. Still submissive to me. 
 
    "Go on then. Clean your mess up," I said, lifting one foot from the floor to demonstrate what I meant. Still on his knees, Chris turned toward his desk. Pulling open the drawer, he retrieved a box of Kleenex. Grimacing, he balanced himself on knees and elbows on the floor as he wiped my new shoes. I let him, relaxing in his chair while he served me. His cock was flaccid now, hanging limp and exhausted between his legs. But my own excitement was at a fever pitch. 
 
    "That's right, polish my new shoes with your cum," I mocked. "That's all it's good for. A nice shoe polish for Miss Madison." 
 
    Beneath me, Chris said nothing. The tissue slowly soaked up his juices, and swipe by swipe, my boss restored my new shoes to their former state. I waited until the glossy leather was flawless again, until the shoes looked brand-new once more, before telling my boss his task was done. 
 
    "Now it's my turn," I said. Leaning forward in his chair, I reached out and gripped Chris's chin in one hand. I stared deep into his eyes, watching them move over my face as he stared at me. Still, he didn't try to fight. He didn't push me away. He just waited. And watched, as I released my grip on his face and stood. 
 
    I took my time. Never hurried. That was another thing I learned from my online research. Slowly, I removed the red shirt I had recently put on, unfastening it button by button before peeling it off my arms and draping it over his desk. Underneath, I wore only a push-up bra, one that sandwiched my boobs together and held them high on my chest so they jiggled with every movement I made. Chris was watching with that look of open-mouthed desire I had come to know so well. Slowly, I reached behind my back and pulled down the zipper of my leather skirt. The fabric slid over my hips as I pushed it down, stepping out of it and kicking it across the office floor. As I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my panties, I saw Chris's eyes drop between my legs, anticipating what was coming. Already, his cock seemed bigger than it had a moment ago. As though already trying to swell back to hardness as I stripped in front of him. 
 
    Pushing aside my own feelings of embarrassment and adequacy, I pulled my panties down. Yes, I had been naked in front of a man before. But not like this. Not in such a methodical and deliberate fashion. Not in the bright glare of a business office. And certainly not with the man kneeling and watching and desperately hoping I would have mercy on him. 
 
    I pulled my panties down and stepped out of them. Then I tossed them onto Chris's desk. Leaving my bra and high heels on, I sat back down in my boss's office chair. His tongue showed in his open mouth, tentatively licking his lips as he watched me. In no hurry, I parted my legs in front of him, revealing my pussy to my boss while he stared at it as though he couldn't look anywhere else. 
 
    "Get over here and eat me out," I ordered. "Make me cum while I sit in your chair. That way, every time you come to work, you'll think about this." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Without a trace of hesitation now, Chris crawled forward on hands and knees. Eagerly, he thrust his head between my thighs. I slid forward on the office chair to give him better access. At once, I felt his tongue sliding over my lips, lubricated by my own free-flowing juices from everything we had been doing.  
 
    I trembled with pleasure as he kissed my sex, his mobile lips and tongue curling around the sensitive organ as he worshiped it. Again, he was hardly the first man to do that to me. But he was certainly the first to do it like this. He was the first not merely to lick my pussy, but to worship it. To smother it with kisses and licks as though nothing mattered more in the world than my pleasure. 
 
    The office chair creaked underneath me as I leaned back, closing my eyes. Chris went on licking, and soon, my pussy began to quiver against his mouth, releasing its juices as he coaxed them out of me. It felt incredible to be in charge, to be using him like this for my pleasure and not feel a trace of guilt about it. Because this was what my kinky boss wanted. And more and more, I was learning, it was exactly what I wanted too. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3. The Office Vixen 
 
      
 
    Some things you can't stay out of. I can't, anyway. I have a habit of getting caught up in things, of getting absorbed in the lives of others. When I had first discovered Chris's sexual proclivities, I had found them amusing and fascinating and maybe a little bit exciting. But the more involved I got in them, the more caught up in it all I became. Me being me, it wasn't long before I started putting things together for myself. After all, I was getting a better idea all the time of what Chris liked. And I'll admit that teasing and tantalizing him, seeing that look of excitement on his face when we played together, was an addictive rush for me. After all, everyone wants to be desired. When you can increase that desire just by throwing on a pair of high heels and something tight, it can be hard to resist. 
 
    Still, I wasn't sure about my latest idea. I had been awake for much of the previous night, second-guessing myself. As much as both Chris and I enjoyed playing the games we were playing, neither of us wanted anybody else to know about them. We both had a lot to lose if that ever happened. But wherever the greatest danger is, there also lies the greatest thrill. Everyone knows that. And I was remembering just how true that was as I dressed for work that morning. I knew if I let myself overthink it, I would talk myself out of it. So I dressed and rushed out of the door, not giving myself the chance to question what I was doing. 
 
    And at the office, I got reactions. Like most young startups, our office was an intensely casual place. It was all T-shirts and jeans and leggings at the office, comfortable clothes that were a million miles away from professional. After all, we weren't client-facing. We didn't meet with customers. It didn't really matter what we don't like. And so when I showed up dressed the way I was, people noticed. 
 
    "Look at you," Julie said, flashing a dark-eyed smile at me as she took in my outfit. "You look great." 
 
    "Thanks," I said, feeling my cheeks redden as I smiled. The truth was, I needed some encouragement. The pencil skirt and high heels I wore to work that day were supposed to be sexy, while still staying on this side of acceptable. It certainly wasn't easy to walk in my new outfit. Even sitting down at my desk became a challenge. But I had already noticed that all of that restriction served as a reminder of what I was doing, and why. And that was enough to keep me in a strange state of low-level excitement as I went about my work. 
 
    "What's the occasion?" Julie asked. She had stopped by my desk on her way to get coffee. As usual, she was wearing clothes that wouldn't have been out of place at the gym or on the running track. The same kind of things I normally wore. Prioritizing comfort over everything else. I could hardly be surprised at her question. 
 
    “No occasion,” I shrugged. “I guess I was just feeling extra girly today and wanted to dress up a bit.” 
 
    "Well, you look super cute," Julie smiled encouragingly. "You should dress like that more often." 
 
    "Maybe I will," I smiled at her as she continued her progress toward the breakroom. I hope she hadn't noticed the red heat I could feel in my cheeks. It wasn't Julie's reaction that I was most interested in seeing. But it helped to get some encouragement from her anyway. 
 
    Julie's reaction was fairly typical of the other women in the office. Most of them complimented me on my outfit at some point during the day. The guys didn't. That didn't surprise me. Our workforce was young, and the men I worked with knew better than to comment on the clothing choices of a female coworker. Still, in a way, it was their reactions I was most interested in. Not because I particularly wanted their attention. But just because they were men. And in how they reacted to the way I looked, I might get a premonition of how Chris might react. So I paid attention. And an unfamiliar feeling of excitement came over me every time I caught one of them looking. They tried to hide it. But I was on high alert. And I could practically feel their eyes on my body whenever they thought I couldn't see. Normally, that would've repulsed me. But in the strange emotional state I was in, it was exciting. All of a sudden, I was feeling like the office vixen. And all it took was an uncomfortable pair of shoes and a tight skirt in this normally super casual environment. 
 
    Still, I wasn't there to get ogled by the other men and complimented by the women. I had dressed that way for my boss, and for no other reason. And soon, I found the first available excuse to go to Chris's office so that I could see his reaction.  
 
    Rising from my desk, I strutted across the office. In my strappy high heels, there was really no other way to walk. I kept my eyes forward, not looking at any of my coworkers as I made my way toward his office. But I could feel them watching. I could feel hungry eyes devouring my every move, and it all added to my growing sense of excitement as I turned the corner and pushed open the door of Chris's office. 
 
    "Hey, boss." 
 
    Chris looked up from his screen at my greeting. Immediately, his eyes began to move. I grinned as they dropped down over my body, taking in my outfit, focusing noticeably on my shoes. His mouth dropped open as his eyes slowly returned to my face, taking the time to travel over my figure. As I posed in front of him, I tried not to squirm with excitement. The truth was, the look of obvious lust on his face was exactly what I had wanted when I put this plan together the night before. I wanted to turn him on. And there was no hiding the fact that my plan was working perfectly. 
 
    "You look… wow," Chris said, and I allowed myself to giggle at his praise. 
 
    "Thanks," I said. "I thought you'd like it. Especially the shoes." As I spoke, I rested my weight on one foot, sticking the other out in front of me and turning it this way and that. Just as I knew it would, Chris's gaze dropped once again to my feet. He looked almost as though he was salivating at the sight.  
 
    I had never understood a foot fetish. They had always seemed like one of the least sexy parts of the body to me. But since I started playing with my boss, I had learned that that was almost the point. The idea that this man wanted me so badly that even my feet were sexy to him was a rush. Besides, the shoes were designed to be sexy. Which was just as well, because they were anything but comfortable. 
 
    "I do," Chris said, his voice a little hoarse as it caught in his throat. "They're very nice." 
 
    "Well, I'm glad you like them," I said, doing my best to make my voice a seductive purr and acting as though I had all the answers, as though I had complete control. As though this wasn't uncharted territory for me, with only a few tricks I had picked up online to guide me. "Because you'll be kissing them later." 
 
    Chris grinned. His eyes sparkled hungrily as he looked at me, the tip of his tongue showing between his lips. I had never thought of myself as someone who is good at dirty talk. But clearly, for whatever reason, this was working. The strange sexual drama we were playing out was exciting Chris. And for different reasons, it was exciting me too. Just as I always did when he looked at me like that, I felt like the sexiest woman on earth. My doubts and insecurities faded in the piercing light of his desire for me. My confidence was growing by the second. 
 
    "Is that so?" Chris said with a smile. As always, there was that little bit of defiance in him to begin with. That little bit of doubt that made my eventual victory so much sweeter. Chris wanted me, and specifically, he wanted me to dominate and humiliate him. But there was always that faint suggestion that this time, things might be different. Even though we both knew they wouldn't. 
 
    "That's right," I said, trying to fake my way to supreme self-confidence. "What are you doing later?" 
 
    “Nothing,” Chris grinned. 
 
    "Well, now you are," I replied. My skirt tightened around my legs as I stepped slowly forward. I let my hips sway with every step I took, teasing my boss with my body as he stared at me from behind his desk. Circling around it, I stood in front of him. Placing my hands on my hips, I looked him up and down. I didn't try to keep the smile off my face as I saw the telltale bulge in the front of his jeans that told me how badly he wanted me.  
 
    "Tonight you'll be serving me just the way I want. But until then, it's going to drive you crazy thinking about me dressed like this out there, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes," Chris grinned. 
 
    "Good," I smiled back. "I like the thought of you in here all day, thinking about my sexy feet and what I'm going to make you do later. Bye, boss." My heart was in my chest as I briefly leaned forward and reached out for the bulge in his pants. The door to his office was closed, and a wall hid us from view. But one of my coworkers could come along at any moment. So I was quick.  
 
    Gently, I patted the bulge of my boss's erection through his pants, and he groaned in frustrated desire. At once, I straightened up and turned. I put some extra wiggle into my walkaway, making sure my swaying ass strained the stitches of my tight skirt. Knowing Chris was watching. 
 
    With that, I returned to my desk. The office felt suddenly hot, the air in the large room unexpectedly close as I sat down in front of my computer. I loved the thought of teasing Chris, of having him think about me all day long. But while I pretended that I didn't feel the same, it was far from the truth. Now I had promised him some kind of scene tonight, and I knew I had to deliver. I wanted to. But it was hard to think of anything else. Nearly impossible to concentrate on work when you know your boss is just a short walk away, horny and desperate for you to do mean things to him. 
 
    The day passed slowly. How could it not? And every time I started to get absorbed in my work, every time it seemed like I might be able to at least partially forget the secret drama playing out in the office that day, I would get up to to go grab a drink and remember what I was wearing and why. And that would be enough to rekindle my lust, enough to make my stomach flip with excitement and anticipation. The end of the day couldn't come quickly enough. But for now, I was stuck in a prison of dull hours, forced to wait in anticipation of what I so desperately needed. And every sly glance my coworkers took at me only served to keep that desire turning over. Not for them. But for our boss, who loved so much to be treated so badly. 
 
    The day was getting late when a stranger came into the office. Like I said, we don't deal face-to-face with customers. All of our business is conducted online or by phone. Still, it's not hard to get to our office if anyone wanted to. There's nothing really to stop them. There was no reason for anyone to do it, either. 
 
    She was an impressive woman. She was tall, with a mane of cascading dark hair that shone with faint highlights of copper and gold. Her eyes were light brown, almost tan or copper, a color that glowed all the more with the dark eye makeup she wore. Beneath her plain white shirt, she wore a pair of tight jeans that disappeared into the tops of very expensive-looking riding boots. Her striking looks were made all the more noticeable by her obvious confidence. She walked into our office with her head held high, as though she owned the place. In short, she was the kind of woman that can't help but attract attention. 
 
    "Where's Chris?" My desk was nearest to the door she had entered through, so I was the first person she spoke to. The arrogant tone made me bristle. Not even a hello. Just a demand, as though I were some secretary. Still, I did my best to remain pleasant. After all, I had no idea who this woman might be. 
 
    "His office is back there," I said, pointing in the right direction. Mumbling her thanks, the woman turned and strode across the office, long hair floating behind her as she moved. I watched her go, intrigued by this new mystery that gave me something to focus on besides desire. 
 
    But self-control is exhaustible. I don't have an unlimited supply. It was hard enough resisting my sexual urges without this new mystery to occupy my thoughts. Probably the woman was just a client or customer, I told myself. Someone that Chris knew from the business world. But as the minutes ticked by, I found myself wondering what was going on in that office. There was something about that woman that I couldn't let go of. And so, I got up. Rising from my seat and smoothing my tight skirt over my thighs, I headed toward the boss's office. 
 
    As I stepped inside, both their heads turned to look at me. The woman was sitting in a chair in front of Chris's desk, her long legs crossed, her tall boots gleaming. As they both looked at me, I felt suddenly ridiculous. Why had I even come there? What did I hope to achieve? Nothing more than curiosity compelled me to stick my nose in, and now both Chris and the mystery woman were looking at me expectantly to see what it was I wanted. 
 
    “I,uh, I just wanted to see if I could get either of you something to drink,” I said, instantly cursing myself for my stupidity. From the other side of his desk, Chris was staring at me. I felt as though he saw right through my feeble ruse, as though he knew exactly why I was really there and didn’t approve. It was embarrassing. 
 
    “No thank you, Madison,” Chris said crisply. But a faint smile showed on the woman’s face as she took me up on my offer. 
 
    “A coffee would be great, thanks,” she said. “One sugar. Black.” 
 
    "Okay," I said. Turning, I let the door the office swing shut behind me as I headed toward the breakroom. How stupid could I be? I had wanted to know who this woman was. Yet I still knew nothing more than I had. And now I was fetching her coffee. Over at the coffee machine, I angrily made her drink. Then I carried it back across the office, shifting the hot cup from one hand to another and cursing my own stupidity. 
 
    “Thanks,” the woman said as she took the cup from me. 
 
    "Madison, this is Sarah. Sarah, Madison," Chris said from behind his desk. 
 
    "Nice to meet you," I said, extending my hand. The woman took it gently in her own. Her skin was soft and warm, probably nourished by expensive products I could never dream of affording. There was something about her that just seemed to drip money. The casual ease of the wealthy poured off her. It takes a lot of money to look that casual. Perhaps an investor? I couldn't know, and Chris didn't help. Once he had introduced us to one another, he didn't seem inclined to explain anything further. Instead, he just sat behind his desk in silence. And Sarah's eyes glowed as she looked at me above the rim of her coffee cup, as though curious to see what I might say or do next. But there was nothing I could do, I realized. I had already exhausted my pretext for being there. 
 
    “Well, I’ll leave you guys to it,” I said. 
 
    "Thanks," Sarah replied. Her previously haughty demeanor seemed lessened now, and she was willing to at least be polite. But there was nothing more I could learn from simply standing there. 
 
    So I turned and headed out of Chris’s office again, cursing my own stupidity as I slunk back to my desk. 
 
    After a little while, Sarah left. I heard the low heels of her boots on the office floor before I saw her heading for the door. Chris wasn't with her. Clearly, he had stayed behind in his office. And as she passed by my desk, the tall woman paused. There was a smile on her pretty face as she turned to me. 
 
    "Madison, right?" she said. 
 
    "Yes," I answered. Her pretty eyes were shining as they flickered over my face. There was something maddening in her gaze, something that irritated me for reasons I would have struggled to express. As though she knew me, perhaps. There was an expression on her face that seemed to suggest she could see right through me, and I didn't appreciate it. 
 
    “Thanks for the coffee. You don’t need to worry about me.” 
 
    "What do you mean?" 
 
    But Sarah just smiled. Placing her hands on the edge of my desk, she leaned forward conspiratorially, her long hair hanging down over her shoulders as she smiled at me. 
 
    "I'm his ex, and I plan on staying that way," Sarah said. 
 
    “Okay.” I spoke slowly, injecting my voice with doubt as though I had no idea what she was talking about. But internally, I was seething. Was I really that obvious? I wanted to hide my affair with Chris from everyone, but this woman seemed to have seen right through it, and through me. 
 
    “It was nice to meet you,” Sarah said, straightening up.  
 
    "You too," I called after her as she turned and headed for the door of the office. Inside my chest, my heart was racing. My mind was swirling with too much new information to process. The workday was a write-off. There was no way I was going to get anything done now. 
 
    And the hours dragged as they so often did while I waited for the end of the day. I didn't see Chris again. I sat at my desk, pretending to work while all kinds of fractured thoughts galloped through my mind. The feelings I was experiencing were too complex to put a name to, a strange mixture of embarrassment and curiosity and fear and desire creating an incredibly intense brew inside me. After all, I hadn't forgotten how I had left Chris that morning, with a hard-on a look of desire on his face. But this new development had put me off my stride. After all, I was new to these kinky games. I needed to be in the right mindset to treat Chris the way I knew he wanted to be treated. That wasn't easy after these new revelations. 
 
    But that didn't mean I didn't still want to do it. And as my coworkers left the office one by one, I knew my opportunity was approaching. It was hard to know which was stronger, my curiosity or my desire. But the fact that my boss had been meeting with his ex presented an opportunity to my mind. And even as I wondered what had passed between them, I knew that there are more interesting things I could be doing with my boss. 
 
    Once the last of my coworkers had finally left, I waited a full five minutes. Chris stayed in his office, waiting for me. The articles I had read on sexual domination had taught me that keeping him waiting was key. Anticipation is everything. 
 
    But when the five minutes were up, I rose from her desk. As I strode across the office, I thought of Sarah and how she seemed to move with such total confidence. I tried to emulate it as best I could in my tight skirt and high heels that made me sway provocatively with every step in an office with no one to see it. Turning the corner, I pushed aside the door of Chris's office to find my boss waiting behind his desk. 
 
    “She was your ex?” 
 
    Chris raised his head from his computer. Once again, his eyes did their lustful dance over my body before he answered. 
 
    “She told you that?” 
 
    "Ex what? Were you married?" 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    "You never told me you were married." 
 
    "You never asked. It never came up." 
 
    That much was true. Ever since our affair had started, Chris and I hadn’t spent a lot of time talking about our personal lives. We had better things to do than that. But feelings aren’t rational. A strange sense of unwarranted self-righteousness was glowing inside me, and it fed directly into my desire. 
 
    "Is this how you greet me?" I snapped. "Get naked. Now. On your knees at my feet." I pointed at the floor in front of me as I spoke. Chris's mouth gaped. He was used to being bossed around by me the minute everyone left the office, but I didn't usually have this kind of venom about it. I didn't even know why I was angry. In my heart, I knew that Chris hadn't done anything wrong. But this wasn't the time to try and be rational, I told myself. When we played, I could be as unfair and mean and capricious as I wanted to be. 
 
    And of course, Chris loved me for that. Without a word, he rose from his chair. Immediately, he stripped off his T-shirt and jeans, looking straight at me the whole time. And I watched him, my cheeks burning as my desire grew. Soon, he was fully naked, and I watched his cock already starting to thicken and rise between his legs. He wanted me badly, and that gave my own lust a delicious little spike. 
 
    Chris walked toward me. I all but gasped as he dropped down onto his knees in front of me. As he gazed up at me, the look of lust on his face was so strong that I felt my pussy spasm inside my tight skirt. I could have this man do anything. And in that moment, that was what I wanted. As though Sarah represented some strange threat that I could only overcome by reminding us both of the power I had over him. 
 
    "You know what to do," I said, keeping my voice stern. "Kiss these feet you've been drooling over all day, you little pervert." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison.” Placing his hands on the floor, Chris lowered his face toward my feet. As always, I felt a wild rush of power as he kissed me. His lips tickled my toes, and his complete debasement sent another jolt of pleasure through my body. It was just that easy. I could order him around, and he would do anything I say. 
 
    “How long were you married?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Answer me,” I snapped. Confused, Chris raised his face from my feet to stare up at me. I glared down at him, my hands on my hips, my face letting him know that I wouldn’t tolerate any evasion. 
 
    “Two years, Miss Madison,” he finally said. 
 
    “She’s very pretty. You ended it?” 
 
    “We both did, Miss Madison.” 
 
    "Did she dominate you too? Was she mean to you like I am?" Chris paused before answering. I watched his chest rise and fall as he breathed steadily. He didn't understand why I was asking these questions now, and really, neither did I. Except that I knew right now, I could make him answer. I could get to the truth, even if I didn't know why I wanted it so badly. 
 
    "No, Miss Madison," he said at last, and I felt a faint sense of relief I couldn't explain washing over me. As though I wanted this side of him to be mine alone, and for our games to be something only the two of us shared. It was only in that moment I realized exactly what I had been fearing so much. 
 
    “Good. I want to be your only mistress. Now, I don’t remember saying you could stop kissing my feet.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." At once, Chris lowered his face to the floor again, and a second later, I felt his lips on my feet, showering me with humble kisses. Standing above him, my sense of power and sexiness grew by the second.  
 
    So my boss had a beautiful ex-wife I had known nothing about. So what? Now, in the fevered space of his office where we played these wild games, he was all mine. And a sadistic impulse raced through me as I thought about all the things I could do to this man, knowing that he was absolutely mine. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4. Taking A Ride 
 
      
 
    "Stay there." 
 
    Surprise is important too. The online mistresses had taught me that. In many ways, I had read, that was one of the hardest parts about being sexually dominant over your partner. Always having to come up with new ideas. I was endlessly grateful to the huge online community that helped me come up with things I might never have discovered on my own. But now, my desire was in full flood, and the strangest ideas were starting to make sense. Now, I didn't need an instruction manual. All I had to do was follow the urgings of my own twisted desire. 
 
    Just as I knew he would, Chris stayed on his knees right where I left him. Crouching naked on the floor of his own office, he watched wordlessly as I moved toward his desk. The high heels he had been worshiping thumped on the floor, my sexy skirt tightened around me as I bent over his desk. There had to be something in among the drawers that I could use. I was seized with a desire to take things to the next level, to really make this submissive man my bitch. Pain didn't interest me much, but I could no longer deny the truth that power did. I wanted this control, this power over him that his desire gave me. And I wanted to use it against him, to be a selfish and demanding bitch who didn't care about anything or anyone but herself. Exactly the woman I could never be in my ordinary life. 
 
    A smile spread across my face as I found a roll of tape in Chris's desk.  
 
    “Get over here,” I demanded, picking up the tape in my hand. “Crawl over to your goddess like a dog.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." As always, Chris did as he was told. I smiled as I watched him crawling toward me, his stiff cock projecting from between his legs. His muscles showed through the skin as he moved, his ribs rising and falling with every breath as he crawled toward me. When he had reached my feet again, I ordered him up on his knees. Bending at the waist, I reached down and pulled a length of tape free of the roll. Chris's eyes went wide as I pressed it against his mouth, tearing it off and pulling another strip free. His hands moved, instinctively rising as though to push me away. But then he thought better of it. Instead, as always, he let me do it. As I tore off strip after strip of tape from the roll, my boss didn't fight me. Instead, he let me tape his mouth shut. 
 
    "I've heard enough out of you for today," I said, setting the tape aside on top of his desk. "You're not here to talk but to do as you're told. And that mouth stays shut unless I decide otherwise. Understand?" 
 
    Chris nodded. Over the tape, his eyes were wide and wild as they looked at me. I could hear him breathing through his nose, his chest rising and falling rapidly as his excitement grew. But he wasn’t resisting. And I wasn’t done. 
 
    Seized by a sudden inspiration, I bent and picked up one of Chris's discarded shoes on the floor. I could feel him watching me from his knees as I sat down in his office chair and began to remove the laces from it. When I had finished, I tossed the shoe aside and kept the lace. The wheels of the chair rolled over the floor of the office as I slid toward him. Reaching down, I ran my hand over his throbbing cock and heard him gasp in pleasure through the gag. But I wasn't trying to get him off, not yet.  
 
    He gasped again as I reached out and began to tie the shoelace around his cock and balls. He winced as I tied a tight knot, and a sadistic thrill flowed through me. He was letting me hurt him, still not resisting even though I knew he wanted to. Because he wanted me more. Once I had the lace tied around his manhood, I picked up the other end and gave it a little tug. Chris's eyes tightened in pain above the gag. 
 
    "Look at that," I giggled, tugging on the lace again. "Now I have you on a little leash. It's like your cock is my pet." Raising one foot from the floor, I pressed my foot against his lower stomach, the heel of my shoe jabbing gently at his dangling balls. At the same time, I pulled on the lace again, so that he couldn't withdraw to protect himself. Laughing with glee, I tormented him for a moment, torturing him with the shoes he had been kissing. Then, dropping my end of the lace, I stood. 
 
    "Hands and knees," I ordered. And as always, Chris did as he was told. Placing his hands on the floor, he watched as I stepped past him, my tight skirt limiting my movements. Carefully, I sat down on his back. Reaching behind him, I picked up the lace again and felt him wince as I gave it another gentle tug. The tightness of my skirt wouldn't let me straddle him, so instead I sat sidesaddle, knees together, lifting my high heels off the floor as he took my weight. 
 
    "I'm going to ride you around this office like a pony," I said, giving the lace another slight tug to remind him what I could do. "Giddyup." With my other hand, I reached over and smacked his ass. The loud sound reverberated in a small space of his office. And to my delight, Chris started moving. Crawling slowly on hands and knees, he moved across his office. I laughed out loud, completely delighted with this outrageous show of domination and submission. And with the lace still in one hand, I told Chris where to go.  
 
    He carried me out of his own office, awkwardly pushing aside the door while I swayed on his back. I had him circle the larger office, riding him around the desk, past the break room, through the large office where my coworkers spent all day working without any idea what went on after they left. Finally, I rode my boss toward my own desk. By the time I climbed off his back, my desire was in full flame. I could feel it spreading wetness between my legs, under the tight skirt that had been teasing us both all day. And as much as I loved to tease my boss, it inevitably meant teasing myself as well. There's only so much a girl can take. 
 
     "Stand up," I ordered. Without hesitation, Chris rose to his feet. He stood in front of me with his cock raging, his hands useless at his sides. I knew how badly he wanted to reach out and touch me, to take me in his arms. But I wasn't in a mood to give Chris what he wanted. Instead, I reached behind myself and unfastened my skirt. Slowly, I pulled the clinging fabric down over my hips, stepping carefully out of it and bending to the floor to pick it up. Chris watched my every move, his breathing coming even faster through his nostrils as he anticipated what I might have him do next. But somehow, I suspected he wasn't expecting what I did. 
 
    "Put this on," I said. And without waiting for any response from him, I lifted my skirt over his head. I pulled it down over him with some difficulty. Lucky he was so lean. And the black fabric had some stretch to it, designed to fit tight around a woman's lower body instead of a man's upper. But finally, I wrestled the skirt into place, its waist around his neck, his shoulders filling out where my hips had been. The tight skirt kept his arms bound to his sides, and his cock projected out from under the hem, the cruel shoelace dangling from his genitals. He looked ridiculous, and I didn't try to keep myself from laughing at the sight of him. But it would do what I wanted. Another level of humiliation and restriction for him that made me feel even freer by contrast. 
 
    "Get on my desk," I ordered. Chris needed my help to do as I said. Turning, he sat on the surface of my desk, and I pushed his shoulders down so that he was lying on his back at my workspace. His cock stood straight up in the air, hard and throbbing and desperate for me. And I wasn't in the mood for teasing anymore. Reaching for my panties, I pulled them down and hurriedly stepped out of them. Seized by sudden inspiration, I draped them over his face, and was gratified to hear him inhale deeply, his chest rising under the stretching fabric of my skirt as he breathed in my scent. Carefully, I climbed up onto my desk on top of him. Straddling him, I sat on his stomach, feeling his hard cock pressing against my ass. Reaching behind me, I took hold of the lace and gave it another tug. Chris moaned, and I laughed as he stared up at me with wide eyes. 
 
    "You look good in a skirt," I giggled. "Maybe you should be the office vixen instead of me. Would you like that? Strutting around in a tight skirt and high heels like a bitch who wants to get fucked?" 
 
    Chris moaned against the gag as he shook his head from side to side. Between my legs, I could feel my pussy throbbing with desire as all kinds of kinky ideas raced through my head. 
 
    "But that's what makes it so fun for me," I grinned down at him. Chris moaned again as I rubbed my ass against his cock, teasing him with my body while he lay helpless beneath me. "Making you do things you don't want to do. Making you do what I say. If your ex-wife never treated you like this, she really missed out. I'm really enjoying having you as my own personal submissive bitch." 
 
    Chris moaned again. His eyelids fluttered, his gagged face contorted in an expression of absolute sexual frustration. I felt the same way myself. The difference was, I could do something about it. Giving the lace tied around his genitals another tug, I rose up on my knees and reached down between my legs. Chris groaned as I took his cock in my hand. Slowly, I guided it toward the wet entrance of my pussy, rubbing the rounded head over my sensitive lips while we both moaned in pleasure. Then, I lowered myself down on top of him. I gasped as his hard cock forced the walls of my sex apart, filling me with long-awaited pleasure. I could even feel the shoelace tied around the base of his cock as I impale myself on him, and I gave it another little tug to make sure my captive wasn't feeling too much pleasure. 
 
    "Now I'm going to fuck you, slut," I growled at him. "But you better not cum until I say so. If you do, you'll be sorry. Understand?" 
 
    Chris moaned against the gag as he nodded his head. I didn't need to hear the words to know what he would say. Yes, Miss Madison. As though he had any choice. As though there was anything he could do to fight the waves of pleasure I knew must be coursing through his body just like they were coursing through mine. 
 
    And slowly, I began to rock back-and-forth. Chris moaned as I moved up and down, his cock sliding in and out of my dripping pussy as I rode him. I could barely believe how turned on I was myself. I could barely believe the juices that were already pouring out of me, trickling over his skin, dripping down onto the desk beneath us as I fucked him. But it felt like heaven. Those online mistresses were right. The longer I kept us both waiting, the more powerful the eventual explosion of our sex was. And soon, I could feel climax welling up inside me. 
 
    I held nothing back. Sitting astride my boss, one hand on his chest, the other holding the lace attached to his cock and balls, I rode him to ecstasy. Once in a while, lost in my own desire, I would give a sharp tug on the lace and cry out in passion as I heard him moan underneath me. Delivering pleasure and pain simultaneously while he suffered and gasped beneath me. It was an intoxicating rush. My hair whipped around my head as I bounced up and down, filling our workplace with my cries of passion. The blood roared in my ears, mingling with my cries of pleasure and my boss's muffled moans and gasps. My back arched, my body spasming as orgasm overtook me. My pussy clenched around his cock, making him groan again as he felt my orgasm from the inside. My hot juices poured out of me, all over him, all over the desk, filling the air with the smell of sex while I gasped and panted on top of him. 
 
    Dizzy from the force of orgasm, I slowly opened my eyes and grinned down at my lover. He lay silent beneath me, his eyes staring at me above the tape that kept his mouth shut. Completely in my control. Completely at my mercy. Overflowing with desperate desire for me and unable to do a damn thing about it until I decided otherwise. 
 
    Slowly, I began to move on top of him again. The afterglow of my last orgasm was still strong inside me, but already, I felt another one coming. The sheer kinkiness of the situation demanded it. And with Chris panting and gasping mute underneath me, I knew another explosion of pleasure was just around the corner. 
 
    "Okay," I panted, my voice fractured by bliss as I smiled down at my hungry boss. "You can cum now." 
 
    Chris moaned against the makeshift gag. He closed his eyes, screwing up his face as his whole body shuddered. I felt his cock spasming inside me, as though he really had been holding back for this moment. My movements were more frantic as I bounced up and down on top of him even faster, racing him to climax.  
 
    I knew he couldn't hold out long. I had teased him far too effectively for that. But my own pleasure was quickly rising too, another orgasm welling up inside me to rival the first. And as I moaned and gasped on top of him, shuddering and shaking with the force of my pleasure, it came. I came again, spurting another load of my juices all over his throbbing cock. And almost simultaneously, I felt Chris erupt inside me. I moaned loudly as his hot cum filled me, coating the slick walls of my sex with his seed. He moaned against the gag, and I moaned with him, collapsing on top of him as physical bliss swept over us both. 
 
    We lay like that for a little while. Slowly, I recovered my breath. I could feel his chest rising and falling underneath mine as we both struggled to compose ourselves. Raising my head from his shoulder, I smiled at him. Picking up my panties from his face, I tossed them to the floor. Slowly, carefully, I peeled the tape off his mouth. His breathing was loud now as I threw it in a crumpled ball on the floor. Seized by a sudden impulse, I kissed him. And Chris kissed me back. I felt his lips moving over mine, his tongue probing my mouth as mine explored his, both of us swept up in the potent cocktail of sex hormones that make me feel closer to my submissive boss than I ever had before. 
 
    Finally, I sat up. Lifting one leg, I groaned as I slid his sated cock out of my body. Helping Chris sit up, I pulled my skirt off over his head. Sitting on the edge of my desk, he untied the shoelace I had tied around his genitals while I sat down in my chair, draping my skirt over one arm. I didn't care that my pussy was dripping juices all over the seat I worked in all day. I only cared about the pleasure that was still glowing inside me, the same pleasure that showed on my boss's handsome face. 
 
    “That was amazing,” Chris said, a crooked grin showing on his face as he smiled at me. I smiled back. 
 
    “I know,” I said. “I don’t know where this stuff comes from sometimes. But it’s hot, isn’t it?” 
 
    "So hot," Chris agreed. Still sitting on my desk, his eyes traveled over my body again. And I let him look. I was still wearing the shirt I had worn work that day, still in my sexy high heels, but nothing else. After our mutual orgasm, this was no time to be coy. I sat half-naked in my chair while he sat fully naked on my desk, and the air of the office vibrated with the ghost of our passion. 
 
    “So your ex-wife never did anything like this with you?’ I said. Chris shook his head. 
 
    "We tried, once or twice," he said. "But she really wasn't comfortable with it. She couldn't wrap her head around it, I guess. Lots of people are like that. Lots of people don't get it. Most of the women I've met would rather be the submissive partner than the dominant one in the bedroom. It's hard to find natural dominant like you." 
 
    "I wouldn't call myself that," I said with a smile as I leaned back in my chair. "I guess I'm just a quick learner. I never thought I was into this kind of thing either. But I have to admit, it's really fun. Bossing you around. Making you do whatever I want. It's sexy. But I didn't realize how much I would enjoy it until I tried." 
 
    "Well, I'm glad you like it," Chris smiled. I could see the look in his eyes. I couldn't help but notice the way his stare traveled over my body. His cock was still soft, drained from the powerful orgasm I had given him. That didn't mean he wasn't still excited. And as I leaned back further in my chair, raising my feet from the floor and laying them across his thigh, I saw the way he looked at them. Teasingly, I ran one high heel along his inner thigh, and saw his wet cock twitch. Sometimes, my boss was just too easy to tease. 
 
    “Take my shoes off,” I said. “After wearing these all day, I could use a foot rub.” 
 
    "Okay," Chris grinned. At once, he began fussing with the straps that held the shoes on my feet. One by one, he slid my high heels off, setting them down on the top of my desk beside him. Then he began to rub. I sighed in pleasure as he ran his thumbs up and down the sole of my foot, kneading the sore muscles and working away the aches and pains of the day. Not a bad deal, I thought to myself. The shoes that turned my boss on so much were uncomfortable, but if he was willing to take care of me like this, it was worth it. 
 
    “I never understood the whole foot thing,” I said as Chris continued to rub. “But I think I’m starting to get it. At least in this context. It’s fun making you worship my feet. It really helps me feel like a goddess.” 
 
    "Good. Because you are." Tenderly, Chris lowered his head toward my foot as he spoke. I giggled as I felt him kiss my toes, still rubbing the soreness out of my foot. Bathed in his post-orgasmic glow, I couldn't deny that my boss really did know how to make a woman feel special. 
 
    “Your ex is very pretty,” I said. “I love those boots she was wearing.” 
 
    “You want a pair? I’ll buy them for you,” Chris said immediately. 
 
    “Really? They looked expensive.” 
 
    “They are. She has money. But so do I.” 
 
    “Tell me the truth, Chris. When she showed up in your office today, did you think about licking her boots? Even just for a second?” 
 
    Chris paused. His hand stopped working on my foot as a frown crossed his face. He looked down for a moment, as though carefully considering his answer. And I waited. I couldn't say why, but the answer mattered to me. Frankly, it excited me. I loved to think of my boss thinking about me, longing to submit to me. But for some reason, the thought of him feeling the same way about other women turned me on too. For someone like me who had been betrayed by boyfriends in the past, it was a shock to realize I felt this way. But after all, I reminded myself, we weren't talking about sex. Not exactly. We were talking about submission, about trying to get to the bottom of Chris's submissive desires. 
 
    “Maybe just for a second,” Chris admitted. I laughed loudly as he lay my foot in his lap and picked up the other, beginning to rub that too. 
 
    "I knew it," I giggled. "It's okay. It's kind of hot. Sarah's a very sexy woman. She has that confidence, you know? I wish I had that." 
 
    “You do,” Chris said. “I mean, look at us now. You don’t seem to have a problem bossing me around.” 
 
    “Well, no,” I admitted. “But that’s just fun and games. She seems like that all the time. One of those people who just owns a room when they walk into it. I wish I was like that.” 
 
    "You'll get there," Chris said. "It's just about owning your power. And you're much more beautiful than she is." 
 
    “Thank you,” I smiled, blushing faintly at the compliment as Chris continued to rub my feet. “I guess we’ll see. This definitely helps.” 
 
    Chris smiled as he kept massaging my feet. Our relationship had always been about sex. I had never thought about my boss as a partner until that fateful day I caught him looking at porn in the office. And since then, we had both been too caught up in exploring this wild new kink to get too deep into our emotions. The truth was, I wasn't really looking for a relationship. Burned out on love, I had been happy to keep things purely sexual. But I should've known that things are never that simple. That you can't have earth shattering orgasms with a person and not develop some kind of feelings for them.  
 
    I didn't want to put a name on what I was feeling for my boss as he sat on my desk rubbing my feet happily. I didn't want to get into the murky world of emotions with him. But even learning just this little bit about him, getting this tiny but significant glimpse into his life, was enough to get me wondering about the rest of it. We certainly made an odd couple. Chris was so much older than me. But in his way, he seemed almost as inexperienced in this exciting world as I was. It leveled the playing field between us. And it made the fact that he submitted to me so readily so much more exciting. 
 
    Lowering his head, Chris kissed my foot again. His eyes watched me as he did it, peering deep into mine. I smiled at him. Excitement was bubbling inside me again, and his cheeky grin was only exacerbating things. The feel of his lips on my skin reminded me just how badly this man wanted me, and how much he was willing to do to have me. Those kinds of thoughts couldn't fail to rekindle my own desire. 
 
    Abruptly, I swung my feet out of his hands. Sitting back in my chair, I crossed my legs, depriving him of the sight of my pussy for now. Between his legs, I could see that Chris's cock was already half-hard again, swelling slowly back toward erection as he gazed at me. Sexual tension crackled once again in the air between us, and my brain jolted back into life as strange ideas started to float through my head again. 
 
    “I do like bossing you around,” I admitted. “And I do like having you serve me. Maybe I’ll take you up on that offer. Maybe I’ll let you buy me those boots and have you worship them once I have them. Right in that chair where your ex-wife was sitting in your office. How badly would that make you want me?” 
 
    “So badly, Miss Madison.” I detected a familiar breathlessness in Chris’s voice as he spoke. His hands gripped the edge of my desk as his cock continue to swell, rising visibly from between his thighs as his excitement grew. And mine grew with it. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” I grinned. “And the evening has only just begun. So why don’t you get back down on your knees where you belong and show me how you’ll worship me from now on?” 
 
    Chris was smiling as he slid off my desk. In one smooth movement, he dropped to his knees on the floor of my feet. With my legs still crossed, I squeezed my thighs together, reveling in the power I held to reveal or conceal the pussy he so desperately craved while he bowed down before me. Once again, I felt his lips on my foot, passionately kissing the most insignificant part of my body while I loomed like a goddess above him. It had been a confusing day. But with my boss kneeling naked at my feet again, I felt like everything had worked out for the best. 
 
    

  

 
   
    5. Taming The Boss 
 
      
 
    "You're seeing someone." 
 
    "What? No," I protested. It was a knee-jerk reaction that I didn't really understand myself. But Julie didn't seem even slightly put off by my denial. Her dark eyes glowed as she smiled at me, casually stirring sugar into her coffee in the office breakroom. 
 
    “Yes you are. Why else are you dressing like this now?” 
 
    My coworker had a point. My style had certainly changed in the last little while. And Julie could only see what was on the outside. If she knew what I was wearing underneath that days outfit, she would have been even more sure that she was right. She could see the tight skirt that gripped my thighs and cupped my ass and gave me a slinky silhouette that I loved, despite how hard it was to move in the thing. She could see the high-heeled ankle boots I was wearing that made me thrust out my ass as I walked, made me sway seductively with every step I took. She could see the tight black shirt I wore on top, my enhanced breasts pressing against the fabric from the inside. She and everyone else I shared the office with could see that much.  
 
    But they couldn't see what I wore underneath, the provocative corset I could hardly believe I was daring to wear in public, even hidden. Made of some glossy material that I knew Chris was sure to like, without the boning of a genuine corset. After all, I had to be able to work in this thing. Still, I knew it would excite my boss when I finally let him see it. And knowing what I was wearing underneath my already provocative outfit gave me a familiar charge of excitement through what might otherwise have been a boring day.  
 
    That was the magic of our arrangement, and I quickly discovered just how effective it was. Planning for our little trysts, knowing what lay ahead the minute my coworkers went home, made the days at work absolutely thrilling. And even if anticipation made the hours pass slower than they needed to, it was worth it. It was worth it to know that I was transforming into the office vixen, a powerful and sexy woman who had her boss completely under her thumb. It was hot. And that kind of hidden thrill was worth any discomfort my increasingly naughty outfits caused. 
 
    But Julie was right. Until my adventure with Chris began, I had dressed just the same as all the other women in the office. Prioritizing comfort above everything else. Wearing jeans and sneakers and T-shirts and leggings to work, dressing just the way we did at home. Our office was many things, but strict wasn't one of them. Everyone dressed casually. Except me, now. I could hardly be surprised that Julie was questioning it. 
 
    “No,” I said again, shaking my head. “I just felt like changing up my style. I felt like looking more professional.” 
 
    "You look like a sexy secretary," Julie smirked. "Don't get me wrong, I'm not complaining. You look great. I wish I was in my early twenties again and could pull that off." 
 
    In spite of myself, I giggled. Julie's compliment made the blood rise to my cheeks, and I could feel the heat of a blush on my face. 
 
    "Oh, please," I replied. "Of course you could pull it off. Look at you." I wasn't just being polite. Julie might be older than me, but in her early thirties, she was hardly some frumpy old spinster. She was gorgeous. I had always envied her height and her exquisite features and the olive glow of her complexion. She could pull anything off if she had a mind to. Like everyone else in the office, like me until recently, she focused more on being comfortable than being sexy. 
 
    "So who is he? Anyone I know?" 
 
    “No.” 
 
    "So there is a he? Interesting," Julie teased. "Look, I get it. Nothing makes you feel hotter than knowing there's a guy out there that wants you badly. Your skirts get a little bit tighter. Your heels get a little bit higher. Believe me, I've been there. I don't know how you work dressed like that all day, but I applaud it." 
 
    "You get used to it," I said, picking up my own coffee mug and heading toward the break room door. "At least, I hope you do."  
 
    Behind me, Julie laughed as I headed back toward my desk. I could feel her eyes following me, mentally taking note of what I was wearing. She wasn't the only one. She was just the most vocal about it. The guys I work with knew they couldn't comment on my new appearance, but I caught them looking all the time. Those surrepetitious glances weren't as hidden as they seem to think they were. And honestly, I enjoyed it. I had never been an exhibitionist, but it seemed I was discovering another new side to myself along with this dominant persona my boss was encouraging me in developing.  
 
    It's nice to feel sexy. And if I was going to be an effective mistress for Chris, it was a necessity. After all, as the online blogs told me, it was his desire for me that gave me the power to control him the way he wanted. The greater the desire, the greater the power. And the sexier I felt, the more comfortable I became with the whole arrangement. And since Chris's credit card was funding my transformation, it was a win-win all around. I got to look and feel sexier at work, and he got to submit to the dominant goddess of his dreams. 
 
    These are thoughts that don't make it easy to put in a solid shift at the office. But as I set down my coffee cup on my desk and lowered myself carefully into the chair, that's what I tried to do. I might be sleeping with the boss, but that didn't mean my regular duties had disappeared. I still had a job to do. So I did my best to get on with it, applying myself to emails and spreadsheets and presentations while sitting there dressed like a slut. It's not always an easy balance to strike. But it was the one I was living in more and more these days, getting off on the thrill of having such a dark and delicious secret. 
 
    The day drew to an end without any more incidents of note. I hadn't seen Chris all day, and as the clock moved steadily onward, I felt the faint fluttering of a pleasant form of nervousness. I didn't want him to see me. Not yet. I wanted to surprise him with my outfit when there was no one else around, when we could give full rein to our animal impulses. Or at least, I could. I wanted to see his reaction, to see the expression on his face when I appeared before him and slipped right into my dominant role. It was a transition, I had learned, that became easier every time I did it. It only seemed more natural with every passing day. And that was why I no longer waited for everyone to leave before changing into a sexy outfit. Now I wore it right out in front of them all. As though my dominant side was coming to the fore more and more and becoming an increasingly important part of my regular life. That was fine by me. I had always envied the confidence and poise of women like Sarah, Chris's ex-wife. If dressing this way help me capture some of that, it was all worth it. 
 
    Finally, the last of my coworkers said their goodbyes and left. Finally, Chris and I were alone in the office. And he had still not emerged. He still didn't know how I was dressed. I felt another charge of excitement race through my body as I picked up a large purse I had brought to work that day, knowing what was hidden inside. After waiting five long minutes to make sure nobody was going to return for some forgotten item, I rose from my desk and made my way toward the boss's office. 
 
    Chris was waiting for me. As soon as I stepped through the door, his head jerked upward to look at me. As always, his eyes went wide at the sight. They performed a familiar dance as they traveled over my body, taking in my curves tightly wrapped in my all-black outfit. I let him look. It was all part of the game. It helped to fuel my own excitement. It helped to confirm that I was every bit as sexy as I felt. That Chris wanted me as badly as I hoped he did. It all helps to make me feel like the goddess he wanted me to be, like the mistress he needed to take control of him. It felt fantastic. 
 
    "Hi, boss," I said as I finally stepped forward, my heels thumping quietly on the floor with every languid step. "I haven't seen you all day. Been working hard?" 
 
    "Yeah," Chris said, unable to keep the smile from his face as I approached. "Some big deal that may or may not happen. It's been a bit of a nightmare, to tell you the truth." 
 
    “Well, you can forget about all that,” I said as I stood in front of him, my boss gazing up at me from his chair with a cheeky grin on his face, knowing what came next. “You’re not the boss anymore. I’m in charge now.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris's smiling face transformed into an expression of something like relief. I had read about this, too. The typical client of a dominatrix is not some weak-willed wimp, but a powerful and successful man. Part of what makes these games so exciting, so fulfilling, is the chance for release from societal roles. The powerful get to become weak and submissive in a safe way. And a woman like me, on the lowest rung of the career ladder, got the unusual thrill of having power over others. Submitting to me was Chris's escape from the pressures of his job, and my release from the frustrations of mine. No wonder we were both drawn in so quickly. 
 
    "Take your shirt off." Chris didn't hesitate. At once, he lifted his T-shirt over his head and cast it away. Meanwhile, I set my bag down on his desk. Rummaging inside, I found what I was looking for. A pair of handcuffs that shone under the office light as I held them up in front of him, letting them dangle menacingly for a moment. I hadn't had the guts to buy them from a store, and had ordered them online instead. But from the moment they arrived at my house, I'd been excited by the possibilities they represented. The power. Slowly, I circled around behind Chris's chair, feeling my tight skirt straining against my legs with every step I took. 
 
    "Give me your hands," I ordered. And again, Chris didn't protest. Turning his head to try and catch sight of me over his shoulder, he nevertheless puts his hands behind the chair. Fiddling with the steel cuffs, I chained them together. Chris heaved a big sigh as the locks snapped shut, trapping him and removing a little more of his freedom. Just the way he wanted. 
 
    Straightening up, I walked back around him toward my bag again. Reaching inside, I pulled out the straps I had ordered. Thick leather straps like a belt, only bigger. The steel buckles jingled menacingly as I carried them toward him. Chris watched with obvious curiosity, waiting to see what his devious employee had in mind. Standing behind his chair again, I wrapped one strap around his chest and pulled it tightly closed with the buckle at the back of his chair. Then I did the same with the other strap, placing this one over his stomach. Chris grunted as I pulled it tight, binding him to his chair inescapably. Now, game or not, he really was helpless. Unable to leave his chair until I decided to release him, my boss was truly in my power. I felt the wild thrill of that fact as I moved around to stand in front of him again.  
 
    His eyes were unsurprisingly locked on me as I reached for the buttons of my shirt. Slowly, I opened them, one after another. And Chris's expression only became more excited when he saw what I was wearing underneath. As I drew the black shirt off my shoulders, my boobs strained against the leather-like cups of the corset that pushed them together, giving me a deep cleavage I knew he wouldn't be able to ignore. Setting my shirt down on his desk, I stepped toward Chris again. I smiled as I saw the way his eyes locked on my tits, watching them shudder and shake as I crouched in front of him.  
 
    Smiling up at my captive boss,I reached for his belt and began to unfasten it. Already, I could see that his cock was hard, rising against the fabric of his jeans at the mere sight of me. And as I pulled down his jeans, his manhood surged, bulging inside his boxer shorts. Carelessly, I pulled off his shoes and socks, then pulled down his pants and tossed them aside too. Finally, I reached for the waistband of his underwear. Chris's steady breathing made the leather straps that bound him to the chair creak as I hooked my fingers under his waistband and carefully pulled down his shorts.  
 
    Chris's cock sprang out as I freed it from the prison of his underwear. While I pulled his shorts down over his legs, his cock throbbed visibly in front of me. Watching him struggle helplessly in bondage sent a jolt of excitement through my own body, my pussy responding to the sight of him naked by dampening under my skirt. But I had to maintain my self-control. After all, it was the key to controlling him, too.  
 
    Once I had removed Chris's underwear, I stood. His head moved with me, as though he couldn't bear to let me out of his sight for a moment. Fine by me. Stepping forward, I sat down in my boss's lap. Draping my arms around his neck, I kissed him. He kissed me back with the passion of a desperate man, his tongue driving into my mouth the way I knew his cock wanted to drive into my body. I could feel his erection throbbing against my thigh through the material of my tight skirt, a constant reminder of just how this man felt about me. But for now, the only way he could touch me was with his mouth. And so he devoted all his efforts to that, kissing me hungrily until I was moaning in my throat, my desire rising by the second. I could feel the heat of his body against mine, the restrained desire that course through him, that only I could alleviate. I felt incredible. 
 
    "How bad do you want me right now?"  
 
    I kept my voice soft, my mouth just inches from his, my breath warm against his face. He stared deep into my eyes with a look of utter lust on his face, panting with desire as he stared at me, his features blurred by how close they were to mine. 
 
    "So badly, Miss Madison," he groaned. 
 
    “Beg for me. Beg your goddess. Maybe I’ll have mercy on you.” I smiled as I spoke, still barely able to believe this was real. But it undeniably was. And Chris didn’t even hesitate. Used to obeying my humiliating commands, he didn’t even question. 
 
    "Please, Miss Madison," he moaned, an audible quiver in his voice adding to the thrill of power I was feeling. "Please let me fuck you, please! You're so beautiful! You're a goddess! Please, I need you so badly!" 
 
    "That's what I like to hear," I grinned, still with my arms draped around his neck and my face teasingly close to his. "What will you do to have me?" 
 
    “Anything, Miss Madison,” Chris babbled in a prison of his own desire. “I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
    "That's what I was hoping," I said. Slowly, I disentangled my arms from around Chris's shoulders. Swinging my legs down from his lap, I stood. "You'll do whatever I say. But I don't think you want me badly enough yet." 
 
    "I do, Miss Madison," Chris gasped. And as always, it took all the self-control I had not to give in. Not to climb on top of him again and straddle his cock and ride it to a powerful orgasm. We both wanted the same thing, but I was the one who had to turn it down. Tying Chris up made all his decisions for him. Sometimes, the crown sits heavy on my head. But now that I had it, I had no intention of giving it up. 
 
    "Too bad," I said with an evil smirk. "Because I decide when and if you get to cum. And how. So you'd better stay on my good side." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," Chris muttered. His face was a picture, seemingly resigned to his fate but still showing his bitter disappointment mingled with his ongoing desire. His eyes followed my movements closely as I moved toward the desk and reached back into the bag. Drawing out a new device of torture, I turned back to him again.  
 
    Chris groaned as I took his cock in my hand. But for now, it wasn't his pleasure I was interested in. With my other hand, I wrapped a small leather band around the base of his cock and balls. Chris winced slightly as I tightened it, ensuring a snug fit. Fastening it in place, I tugged on the slender silver chain that was attached to it. My boss's cock surged and bounced, and I laughed out loud at his humiliation. 
 
    Iit's a cock leash," I explained as Chris looked at me in shock. "I really enjoyed having your dick on a leash the other day, so I went out and bought a proper one. With your money. How does it feel being on the end of my leash like a little puppy?" 
 
    “Embarrassing, Miss Madison.” 
 
    "Awww, what's wrong?" I cruelly mocked him. "Doesn't the big strong man like being on the pretty girl's leash? Too bad. You do what I say. Now, come. Your chair has wheels. Come with me, and don't lag behind. Otherwise, you know what will happen." Chris grunted again as I tugged on the leash, the leather collar pulling painfully on his sensitive organs. Then I turned. Throwing my bag over my shoulder, I began to walk toward the door of Chris's office. I heard him gasp as he hurried along behind me, awkwardly propelling his chair along the floor with his feet as he struggled to keep up. I walked slowly to give him a chance. After all, I wasn't interested in seriously hurting him. But every now and then, I would let the leash grow tight between us and was rewarded with a gasp of pain from my prisoner. 
 
    Idly, I led him around the office, in between the desks of my coworkers. I let my body sway seductively as I walked, knowing he was watching my ass straining against my tight skirt. The feeling of power was incredible as I paraded around the place where I worked, savoring my triumph. Finally, I led him over to my own desk. Panting with exertion, Chris stopped with his chair beside mine. Leaning forward, I tied the end of his leash to the handle of one of the drawers of my desk. Setting down my bag again, I perched on the edge of the desk as I turned to face him. 
 
    “This is so much fun,” I giggled. “You can’t get away. You can’t even touch me. All you can do is watch. I’m going to drive you crazy.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris's voice was hoarse as he spoke, as though frayed by his wild desire. Standing upright again, I reached behind my back and unfastened my skirt. Slowly, I pulled it down and stepped out of it. Chris watched with an almost predatory stare as I began to pull down my panties. The tightness of the skirt meant that I had to wear a thong underneath to avoid showing the line of my underwear. As I stepped out of the underwear, I picked it up. My juices shone on the thin fabric, an obvious sign of the deep excitement I was feeling as I stepped closer to him. Stretching the panties out between my hands, I pulled them over my boss's head. I positioned them so that the damp part covered his nose, and his chest swelled against the leather strap as he deeply inhaled my sent. I giggled as his cock surged.  
 
    Inspired by his desire, I reached a hand down between my legs. Sighing, I drew two fingers over my trembling pussy, feeling my ready wetness. Then I rubbed my fingers over his lips and under his nose, letting him smell and feel my arousal. I laughed again as Chris licked his lips, eagerly tasting my pussy while I stood in front of him in nothing but my ankle boots and the leather corset I had worn to work. 
 
    "How do my panties smell, bitch boy?" I asked, feeling faintly silly at the insult. But Chris didn't seem to find anything out of character about it. In fact, he seemed to revel in it. He was a squirming mass of desire ready to give me everything, to submit to the most outrageous torments. In the state he was in, everything I did was unbelievably sexy. 
 
    "Amazing, Miss Madison," Chris breathed, inhaling more of my smell with every breath he took. 
 
    “Good. I’m glad. Because for now, that’s all you’re going to get.” Chris looked ridiculous sitting there with my panties pulled tight over his head. He watched me intently as I sat back on my desk, pushing aside my keyboard to make more room. Reaching into the bag beside me, I took out my final surprise. I slid the small vibrator onto my finger and switched it on, its quiet hum seeming loud in the abandoned office. Chris moaned in despair, seeing what I was up to. And I smiled at him as I reached down with my other hand and untied the end of his leash from the handle of my desk drawer. Wrapping the chain around my fist, I pulled, and Chris had no choice but to come closer. His feet scrabbled on the office floor as he pulled his chair toward me. 
 
    "Kiss my shoes," I ordered briskly, raising one foot toward his face. Chris's eyes never left mine as he did as he was told. I felt his lips through the letter of my new ankle boots, showering my raised foot with kisses. Meanwhile, I parted my legs. The vibrator buzzed against my pussy, I groaned as a shiver of pleasure raced through me. It was my favorite for a reason.  
 
    In no time at all, I was trembling with pleasure. And as my bliss swelled inside me, I tugged on the leash to make my boss gasp and moan in pain. He was still kissing my foot, still groveling and worshiping me even as I teased and tormented him, and the feeling of power it gave me was unreal. My juices flowed freely out of my body, over my trembling thighs, pooling in a warm puddle on my desk. I didn't care. I wanted him to see it, to feel it, to smell it against his skin and be unable to do anything about it. And soon, I closed my eyes and screamed in pleasure as my orgasm swelled inside me. Its powerful surge overwhelmed me, making me scream ecstatically in the music of lonely pleasure. For a moment, I forgot everything under the blinding brilliance of orgasm as I came. Everything vanished except sexual pleasure, and I abandoned myself to it fully, the most powerful orgasm I had ever given myself in front of a truly captive audience. 
 
    Finally, I switched off the vibrator. Opening my eyes, I smiled as I saw Chris staring at me. The intense look in his eyes sent a secondary shiver racing through my body, mingling with the afterglow of the orgasm I still felt. He was mine, completely. A prisoner of desire and a physical captive, unable to have what he most wanted in the world at that moment. Me. 
 
    Sliding the vibrator off my finger, I set it down on the desk. Lowering my foot, I slid the toe of my boot over my boss's throbbing cock. He moaned in bitter desire as I teased him, gently tapping the shaft this way and that with my foot while I continue to tug on the leash. Then I let the silver chain drop. Swinging my legs down to the floor, I stood. I felt shaky from my orgasm, legs trembling like a newborn foal. But as intense as it was, my orgasm had done nothing to banish my desire. And the way Chris was looking at me only fueled it. 
 
    I stepped forward. Chris gazed up at me as though he couldn't believe what he was seeing as I straddled his chair. Slowly, I lowered myself into his lap, facing him this time, my legs spread on either side of his chair. He moaned as I reached down and took his cock in my hand, guiding it into my dripping pussy as I impaled myself on it. I could feel his rapid breathing against my neck as I mounted him, my thighs gripping his as I draped my arms around his neck. 
 
    “How does that feel? Everything you hoped, boss?” I whispered. 
 
    "Better, Miss Madison," Chris breathed. And I laughed out loud as I began to move up and down on top of him, riding his cock as it plunged in and out of my streaming pussy. It had never felt so good to be in charge. 
 
    

  

 
   
    6. Madison Takes A Risk 
 
      
 
    My high heels clicked on the floor of the office breakroom. It was a sound I was getting used to more and more, the sexy rhythm that announced my presence everywhere I went. A reminder of the wild and kinky things I was up to. As though I could ever forget. As though the outfits I had begun wearing to work weren't already a constant reminder of what I was doing. After all, these weren't the kind of clothes you forget you're wearing. 
 
    As I entered the breakroom, John, one of my coworkers, raised his head at the sound of my footsteps. A tightlipped smile of greeting crossed his face as he looked at me. His eyes moved, and I felt again a familiar thrill as I saw him trying not to look at me with desire in his eyes. I wasn't particularly attracted to John. Like most of Chris's employees, he was young, but kind of nerdy and awkward and not particularly handsome. Still, the way he looked at me, the way he tried so hard not to look at me, was yet another in a constant stream of reminders of the way that I looked. And as always, it sent a tremor of excitement racing through me to know that half the staff in my office probably wanted to fuck me. 
 
    John said nothing to me. Instead, he picked up his coffee and headed past me, walking toward the door of the breakroom. I resisted the urge to turn my head and see if he was taking another look at me while my back was turned. Looking at my ass in the dress that hugged it tightly. Just thinking about him doing it was enough to get me excited. 
 
    Alone in the breakroom, I fussed over my own drink. But I wasn't alone for long. I turned my head as Julie came bounding through the door, her dark eyes bright as she smiled at me, looking me up and down with none of the restraint John had shown. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Julie said, her black hair swaying on either side of her face as she shook her head. “This just keeps getting worse.” 
 
    “What does?” I asked. 
 
    "Oh, like you don't know. You, Madison. These outfits of yours. You're driving the boys crazy. Did you see poor John's face when he hurried out of here?" 
 
    "No," I said carefully. I was feigning innocence. Of course, I knew exactly what Julie was talking about. I wasn't dressing the way I was to entice my coworkers. It was all for Chris, and for me. Part of the dominant sexual power play we were both involved in. But if it distracted a few of the guys I worked with, it was a price I was very willing to pay. 
 
    “You’re going to get a reputation around here if you’re not careful,” Julie said. I shrugged. 
 
    "I can wear whatever I want," I said. "It's not inappropriate. 
 
    " 
 
    "No, it's not," Julie murmured. Her footsteps were almost soundless as she walked closer toward me, her soft-soled sneakers a contrast to my heels. Julie was a tall woman, but my shoes made me close to her height as she stood in front of me. Gently, she ran her hands over the lapels of my black leather biker jacket, her eyes moving over the fabric appreciatively. I had added the jacket as an afterthought, partly to add some edge to what was otherwise a very feminine outfit. Plus, it helped make the dress I wore less revealing by hiding my arms and shoulders. Still, the dark blue dress I was wearing clung closely to my body, its satiny fabric shining with every move I made. And the hem of the dress was no lower than mid-way down my thighs, revealing plenty of my legs before they were hidden by knee-high leather boots. The boots were shiny too, the high-gloss patent leather look that I knew drove Chris wild with desire. I knew as I dressed that morning that my outfit would cause a stir. I knew what I was wearing was more appropriate for a nightclub than an office. But no one was going to tell me to stop. Chris would love it. And the only person who even seemed willing to talk to me about what I was wearing was Julie. 
 
    "It's not inappropriate exactly," Julie went on, her smooth brow furrowing slightly as she looked me up and down again. "It's just very sexy. I mean, you've got it, so flaunt it, by all means. I'm just saying. It's got to be pretty distracting for the guys. I mean, you're distracting me, and I don't even swing that way." 
 
    I laughed, and Julie laughed with me. 
 
    “Well, the guys will just have to learn to control themselves, won’t they?” I said as I picked up my coffee cup. 
 
    “True, sexy mama,” Julie said. As I stepped past her, my high heels ringing out on the floor again, she turned to watch me go. 
 
    "Mmm-hmm," she said as she watched me walk away. Smiling, I turned to look at her over my shoulder and saw her shaking ahead again, her eyes firmly on my ass. It was funny. If any of the guys in the office had done that, with the exception of Chris, I would have had half a mind to complain about harassment. But coming from another woman, I took it as what it was. A playful appreciation of the effort I was putting into my appearance and confirmation that someone had noticed. Though of course, I didn't need that from Julie. I already got enough of that from Chris. 
 
    Heading out of the breakroom, I walked across the office. Well, really, I strutted. I couldn't help it. The high heels of the boots made it impossible to walk any other way. Slowly, I was getting used to wearing high heels more and more. I loved the extra height they gave me and the way they made my legs look longer. And more and more, I was coming to love the way they made me walk. The kind of rolling sway they enforced on me that flaunted my hips and ass and legs with every step. Honestly, it was nice to be the office vixen in an office like this, where all of the men were too polite to make any kind of lewd comments. But it had me wondering where the line was. Maybe that was why my outfits were getting sexier and sexier at work. Maybe part of me wanted to see how far I could push things before someone commented. 
 
    Either way, I felt the eyes of my coworkers following me as I made my way across the office. I carried my coffee past the desks and toward Chris's office. Pushing aside the door, I stepped inside. 
 
    My boss looked up from his screen. As they always did when I entered, his eyes moved up and down my body, traveling their well-worn routes over my curves as I stood in front of him in clothes designed to provoke. But there was something mechanical in Chris's look this time. Something distracted. He noticed me and the way I was dressed, but it was as though the reaction was purely physical. As though his mind was elsewhere. As I walked toward his desk and sat down in one of the chairs in front of it, carefully crossing my legs and feeling my tight dress riding even higher on my thigh as I sat, Chris's eyes turned back to his screen. 
 
    "What's up, Madison?" he asked. I was only Miss Madison after hours, once everyone had left the office. We still had to keep our affairs secret. Even if part of me wanted to shout it from the rooftops. Even if part of me wanted the world to know why I had this new swagger in my step, why I had this burgeoning confidence that was spreading into every area of my life. The truth was, I had never had sex like what I had with Chris. Our adventures excited me more than anything ever had before. I couldn't wait for each day to begin so that I could find out what we would get up to that night. My whole life now revolved around work, and it was fantastic. All I did was work or shop for sexy outfits or have kinky sex with my boss. I had never dreamed just a few short months before that life could be so exciting. 
 
    But for once, Chris didn't seem to share my excitement. Something was bothering him. 
 
    "I just came to see how you're doing today," I said. "Is something on your mind?" 
 
    With a sigh, Chris raised his head from his computer. His eyes moved over my body again, and I smiled encouragingly at him. I wondered if he knew that there was no accident in the way my studded leather jacket had fallen open a little as I sat. I wondered if he could tell that I had sat the way I had and crossed my legs the way I did to give him the maximum possible view of my legs in my new boots. Probably not. Distracted as he was, even appealing to his fetishes didn't seem as effective as it usually was. 
 
    “Yeah, actually,” he said. “You remember me telling you about this deal I’ve been working on?” I nodded. 
 
    "Well, it's turning out to be really tricky," Chris went on. "But if I pull it off, it could really put us on the map. The thing is, we need funding. We're still more or less revenue-free at the moment, but in order to grow, I need cash. So I've been trying to get this funding deal done. But they keep going back-and-forth on me about what they want from us. It's super annoying." 
 
    “That sucks,” I said. 
 
    "It does," Chris agreed. Of course, he knew that I only had a dim idea of what he was talking about. My previous job had been in a grocery store. I knew next to nothing about the world of capital and business. What little I did know I had mostly gleaned from TV shows. But it felt good to have him open up to me like this. To include me in his world, even if only a little. Most of the time we spent together was dedicated to incredible sex. I wasn't about to complain about that. But after all, there was a person behind all the kinks and games. A person that I was growing more and more attached to. You can't keep having the best sex of your life with someone and not feel something for them. And besides our off-the-charts sexual chemistry, I liked Chris. He was a nice guy, and an incredibly smart one. Plus, things going well for him meant things going well for the company, and therefore me. So I genuinely hoped he would get what he wanted. 
 
    "It's just hard to think of anything else right now," Chris said. "I try to tell myself that it's out of my hands and there's no point worrying about it. But it's easier said than done." 
 
    "Well, I know someone who can help," I said with a sly smile. Slowly, I uncrossed my legs. Raising my feet, I propped them up on the top of Chris's desk, crossing them at the ankle. The slender high heels of my boots pointed right at him, and my dress barely covered my ass as I let my jacket fall open a little more. "Miss Madison. You know she has a way of making you forget your troubles." 
 
    A quick smile flickered over Chris's face. He looked at me again, and already, his eyes seemed more engaged now. More aware of what he was seeing. I watched his stare travel over my legs, rising higher to disappear into the darkness under my dress, and I felt my pussy spasm. Excitement roared within me, the same falling feeling I so often got in my stomach at the start of the session with my boss. But this was different. This was even more wild and risky than ever before. 
 
    "Everyone's here," Chris said carefully. But his eyes never stopped traveling over my body. His tongue licked quickly at his lower lip, and his eyes flickered for a moment toward the door of his office before returning to me. It was like I could read his mind. Like his desire was so powerful that he couldn't hide his innermost thoughts from me. It was awesome. 
 
    "I know," I said, staring right into his eyes as I spoke. "That's the only reason you're not naked and licking these beautiful boots right now. You like them?" 
 
    “I love them,” Chris grinned. 
 
    "Good. That will make it easier when I have you worshiping them later." 
 
    "Oh my God, Madison," Chris said, shaking his head slowly. But the smile was stronger on his face now. If nothing else, I had given him something to think about other than the deal that was weighing on his thoughts. But I wanted more. A naughty impulse had taken over me, and mentally, I was daring myself to go through with it. To go further than either of us had ever gone before. To see just how far we could take this crazy game. 
 
    “Goddess, more like it,” I said with a smile. Chris’s eyes stayed on my boots as I swung my legs down off his desk. My dress was riding high on my thighs as I stood, barely covering my ass. Chris watched uncertainly as I circled around the desk toward him. Standing beside his chair, I bent at the waist, feeling my already tight dress grow even tighter as I moved. Chris gasped as I placed my hand on the already noticeable bulge in his pants. 
 
    "What are you doing?" he said in a strained voice. But he didn't push me away. His hands gripped the arms of his chair. I could feel his cock surging under my touch. Teasingly, I ran my hand over it, tracing its shape through the fabric of his pants. As a low moan of pleasure escaped his lips, I felt an answering swell of desire within me. 
 
    "Playing with my favorite toy," I replied, smiling sweetly up at him as I use my free hand to brush my hair back behind one ear. "I mean, I own this cock. Don't I? I should be able to play with it whenever I feel like." 
 
    "I know, but…" Chris's eyes flickered toward the door of his office again. A bend in the hallway hid us from the view of the rest of the office. But the front wall of Chris's office was transparent glass, and if anyone came to see him, we would have no place to hide. It was the only thing keeping me from jumping on him right there and then. 
 
    "Say it," I said, my voice quiet as I leaned toward his ear. "Tell me who owns this cock." Gently, I took the lobe of his ear between my teeth and tugged on it. Chris practically melted in his chair, a desperate groan rising from his throat as I kept stroking his cock. 
 
    “Please, Madison,” he said. But he wasn’t begging me to stop. 
 
    "Say it," I insisted. "Tell me I own your cock, and I might let you cum right here. Go on, admit it. You already know it's true." 
 
    "Madison…" Chris growled. But I had already won. I could feel his manhood surging under my hand, pressing wildly against my fingers as it strained toward me. I kept stroking it through the fabric, touching and rubbing and not allowing my poor boss a minute's peace. I kept one eye on the door as I manipulated him, ready to stop if anyone arrived. From the door, it would just seem as though I were looking at something on my boss's computer screen. The desk would hide my hand in his lap. At least, I hoped so. Long enough for me to remove it if I needed to, anyway. 
 
    "You… You own my cock, Madison," Chris finally said, the words escaping him in a sudden rush of air as though he had been holding them back. And I laughed softly as I felt his manhood leap under my hand. Once again, a wild feeling of power flowed through me as I manipulated this submissive man. 
 
    “That’s right,” I grinned at him while he stared at me with eyes glazed with lust. “I own this cock, and don’t you forget it. It belongs to me now. My toy. My pet. My cock.” 
 
    "Holy shit," Chris breathed. His whole body was shaking now, his grip on the arms of his office chair tight as he arched his back, raising his hips toward my hand. He was close. A few more strokes from me, and I could make this successful man cum in his pants right there with nothing except the touch of my hand. It felt fantastic. Impossible not to feel like a goddess when a man grants you that kind of power. And I wanted to make him cum. I really did. I couldn't help him with the high-powered deals he was making behind the scenes of the company, but I could certainly help him with this. Even if it only provided a temporary distraction in his stressful day, I knew it could help. 
 
    But suddenly, I snatched my hand away as though I had touched the burner of a stove. Movement in the hallway outside had caught my eye, and I peered at Chris's screen. In my peripheral vision, I saw a tall shape push open the door of Chris's office. For a moment, I thought Julie had come to talk to Chris about something. But as I straightened up and raised my eyes from the screen, I saw instead that it was Sarah. 
 
    Chris's ex-wife strode into his office as though she owned the place. Just like the first time I had met her, her chestnut-colored hair hung loose from her head. She was wearing a plain black T-shirt that fit her perfectly, showing her toned arms and lean frame. Below that, a pair of jeans fitted tight on her legs, no doubt made by some brand I was too poor to have heard of. She was wearing high heels that made her even taller than she naturally was, and I saw at once that the confidence and authority I had seen the first day I met this woman were no fluke. Self-possession seemed to simply radiate off the woman in a way I couldn't help but envy. 
 
    “Hi, Sarah,” Chris said in a voice that was raw with frustration. 
 
    "Hi," Sarah said. As she spoke, her eyes moved from Chris to me. Suddenly self-conscious, I shrugged slightly in my jacket, pulling it a little more closed to hide the revealing nature of the tight dress I wore underneath. It was one thing to tease Chris and, by extension, all the other guys at work. It was another to be seen like this by his ex-wife. After all, she didn't know me. For all she knew, I was some workplace slut the boss was banging. Which wasn't a million miles from the truth. I hoped she couldn't see the burning blush I could feel in my cheeks as she looked at me. 
 
    "I need to talk to you about something," Sarah went on, still looking at me as she spoke. I took the hint. 
 
    "I'll get out of your hair," I said. Circling back around the desk, I picked up my cup of coffee from where I had left it. Strange how Sarah's presence changed the entire dynamic between us. Just moments before, I had felt so unbelievably powerful and dominant and sexy. But now, with my boss's ex-wife in the room, I felt more like a silly little girl playing dress-up games. As I headed for the door of the office, no one said a word. Leaving the office, I walked back to my desk and sat down. 
 
    Sipping my coffee, I smiled a little as I thought of poor Chris with a raging hard-on under his desk that he was now powerless to do anything about. And what was Sarah doing there anyway? They had never had children. I've never been married myself, but it seemed strange to me that a divorced couple would have so much to talk about. Split the assets and move on. Lately, Chris had been opening up to me a little more, but he still kept quiet on the subject of Sarah. I didn't know why I cared so much. Only that the woman impressed me in some visceral way that I couldn't quite put my finger on. The nature of their relationship fascinated me. He had told me that they never played the games he and I did, but Sarah couldn't understand their appeal. Her loss was my gain, I told myself. And yet I couldn't help feeling that if she had a mind to, Sarah would have made an incredible dominatrix for her kinky husband. 
 
    Back at my desk, I tried to focus on my work. After 43 minutes, Sarah emerged from Chris’s office. I watched her walk across the room, past the desks of my coworkers, heading toward me where I sat beside the door. As she turned to look at me, I saw a slight smile on her pretty face. 
 
    "Nice to meet you again, Madison," she said without breaking stride. 
 
    "You too," I called after her. But she was already almost gone. Pushing aside the office's main door, she turned toward the elevators and vanished from my sight. 
 
    I almost got up from my chair before I thought better of it. I realized with a faint feeling of surprise that my impulse had been to go to Chris at once - and do what? Ask him what's he had been discussing with his ex-wife? It was none of my business. And the age difference between us, that I so easily forgot when I was ordering my boss around, had never seemed more apparent. I knew nothing about any of this. I had no idea what it was like to be divorced, or what reasons the two of them might have for still talking so much. My jealousy seemed childish to me, and I told myself I had to be mature. The last thing I wanted was to seem like a silly little girl. That was the last thing I knew Chris wanted, to. He needed me to be the dominant and confident woman his ex-wife so clearly was. But he also needed me to be the kinky mistress she had never been. 
 
    Who knew that controlling a man required such self-control of a woman? It was a lesson I seemed fated to be reminded of again and again. But I sat at my desk as the hours went on, keeping myself from going to Chris's office. It could wait. He would wait, just as I would, for our coworkers to leave at the end of the day. Then I could get some answers out of him. And maybe more than answers, too. After all, our illicit adventure in the middle of the day had got me going almost as much as it did him. Inside my provocative dress, my body was howling for release. I wanted Chris, and I wanted him badly. The dynamics of our relationship meant I could never admit that to him. But it was the simple truth. I craved his touch, and I couldn't wait until the first opportunity to get it. 
 
    And finally, the moment arrived. Once again, my coworkers filed out of work and headed for home. By now, they had gotten used to me being the last to leave. Maybe Julie was right. Maybe people were talking behind my back, wondering why I dressed so sexy and why I always hung around at the end of the day. Maybe they had already figured out something was going on between Chris and I, but at that moment, I didn't care. I needed sex, and that was all that mattered. 
 
    As soon as the last of my coworkers left, I all but jumped up from my seat. My high heels thumped steadily on the office floor as I hurried toward Chris's office. I flung the door wide as I strode inside, and his head snapped up to look at me. 
 
    "I want you naked and on your knees at my feet in ten fucking seconds," I snarled, pointing at the floor as I stood in the middle of his office. At once, a broad grin spread across my boss's face. Pushing aside his chair, he sprang to his feet. While I waited impatiently, he stripped in front of me. Shrugging out of his T-shirt, he kicked off his shoes and his jeans and was naked in no time at all. I saw his cock harden visibly as he hurried toward me, already swelling in recognition of his desire for me. As ordered, he dropped to his knees at my feet. I kept my face turned as I stared down at him, enjoying the view. For his part, Chris looked at me with an expression of total hunger on his face, completely overcome by desire as I stood fully clothed above him. 
 
    "How badly do you want to cum right now, boss?" I teased. 
 
    "So badly, Miss Madison," Chris said. And the naked desire in his voice was enough to make my pussy spasm at the sound. I wanted him inside me, wanted his body moving on top of mine or mine on top of his as we both hurtled toward mutual satisfaction. But I wanted other things, too. I wanted that intoxicating feeling of power that only he gave me, the sensation of being a complete goddess that this man could never resist. 
 
    “I told you what I would make you do,” I said. “Start licking my boots like the worm you are.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." At once, Chris lowered his face to the floor. I smiled as I felt his tongue sliding over the glossy leather of my boots. He was so obedient, so compliant. There was no limit to the things I could do with this desperate man. 
 
    "What the fuck?" 
 
    My heart froze. As though I had been plunged suddenly into a bad dream, all my fears came to life at once. On the floor at my feet, Chris froze too. On hands and knees, he raised his face from the floor and gasped as he looked past me. I turned my head toward the door of the office neither of us had thought to lock. There, with an expression of complete shock on her beautiful face, stood Sarah. 
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    7. Out Of The Office 
 
      
 
    Hindsight is a wonderful thing. If we could know, in every situation we find ourselves in, how things would turn out, it would be very different. Certainly, we'd be free of a lot of the stress and worry that we put ourselves through when we think about the future.  
 
    Then again, maybe we would be no happier. Maybe if there were no room for accidents, for surprises, then the world would be a much less interesting place. 
 
    These are the kind of thoughts that ran through my mind as I lay back in an unfamiliar bed, looking at the ceiling and lost in thought. Beside me, my boss lay still and silent, his breathing heavy in the regular pattern of sleep. Even after everything we've done together, it felt strange to be there. Chris and I had been having an affair for quite some time now, but our actions had been restricted to the office. Not that that made them any more okay than they were. But it certainly made it more exciting. And somehow, help to make our relationship feel more casual. All we were doing was having kinky sex. It's not like we were dating or anything. But now, that had all changed. Now, for the first time, I was at Chris's house, spending the night in his bed, crossing another unspoken boundary we had never crossed before. 
 
    And in a way, I had his ex-wife to thank for that. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    Sarah's words cut through the air of Chris's office, the simmering sexual tension seeming to instantly snap and whip away like a sheared steel cable on a collapsing bridge. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as I turned to see her standing there in front of the door, her eyes darting from me to Chris and back again. And my embarrassment, I knew, was nothing compared to what my boss was feeling. After all, at least I was still fully clothed. Whereas he was naked and kneeling and worshiping my boots, the absolute picture of a submissive male slave. I had no time to analyze my feelings, to wonder what it was I was so afraid of. All I knew was that fear was rising up inside me, crowding out everything else, including desire. Chris owned the company, and only he had the power to fire me. But I also knew that if what was happening here got out, it wouldn't look good for any of us. Having weird sex in the office after our coworkers went home wasn't exactly going to endear either me or Chris to our colleagues. 
 
    "Sarah," Chris gasped at last, raising his head from the floor at my feet. He stood, and I almost winced as I saw his hard cock bob and sway with his movements, all the more noticeable as he rose to his feet. He was still erect, and there was no way to miss that fact. In case I had had any doubts, I saw the way Sarah's eyes dropped. In the fog of my own embarrassment and fear, I couldn't be sure of what I was seeing. But it seemed almost as though a faint flicker of a smile showed on her face as she saw his manhood. "What are you doing here?" Chris demanded, summoning up all the authority a naked man can in the presence of two fully clothed women. But Sarah wasn't having any of it. From our very first meeting, she had always struck me as the kind of woman who knew when to press an advantage. 
 
    "I had a thought about the latest draft," she said. "I remembered how you always used to like to work late. I didn't realize this was how you were spending your time." 
 
    Chris glared at her over my shoulder. Turning, he moved toward his desk. I watched him bend down to gather up his clothes and hurriedly begin pulling them on again. All the while, Sarah made no move to leave. Instead, I heard her high heels on the floor as she took a couple of steps closer to me. 
 
    “I thought there was something between the two of you,” she said, and as I turned to face her, I saw that the older woman was clearly smiling now. “Don’t worry, it doesn’t bother me. You’re welcome to him if you can play these disgusting games with him.” 
 
    "Sarah!" Chris's voice rang out in the small space of the office, and my head jerked toward him involuntarily. I had never heard him speak like that before. I had never heard that kind of anger in his voice. He was always a relatively calm and placid guy, and even lately, when the stress of running the company had been getting to him, he had never taken it out on anyone. Even in this crazy situation we found ourselves in, it was startling to hear, like an old white-muzzled dog leaping from the couch and attacking an intruder. Chris's eyes blazed as he glared at his ex-wife, standing behind his desk with his pants on and his shirt in his hands. "Don't talk to her!" 
 
    "Fine," Sarah shrugged. "But you're the ones having sex in the office. If you can call that sex, anyway. Whatever that was, I'm sure it wasn't workplace-appropriate. Just what kind of company are you running here, Chris? Is this something I ought to be informing my board about?" 
 
    "It's none of your fucking business," Chris snarled as he pulled his shirt over his head. "We divorced. My private life has nothing to do with you, any more than yours has to do with me." 
 
    “True. It’s not like I care. I never would have known about it if you kept it in your home. But in the office? Honestly, I never thought you had it in you.” 
 
    Beside her momentary outburst when she first saw us, Sarah seemed remarkably composed about this new and wild situation she found herself in. In fact, I would almost say that now the initial shock and subsided, she was enjoying it. After all, they had been married. She had obviously seen Chris naked before. And she knew about his submissive tendencies. It was that, at least in part, that had led to the dissolution of their marriage. From where she was standing, I suppose, the whole situation might seem quite amusing. But I was nowhere near ready to laugh about it, not yet. 
 
    "I can't talk about this with you right now," Chris said, his hands on his desk as he leaned forward, fully dressed at last. "Get out. We can talk about this tomorrow." 
 
    “Okay,” Sarah said with an infuriating smile. “We can. I’ll come by here tomorrow evening with the new draft of the agreement. Maybe you’ll be better prepared for me by then.” 
 
    Wordlessly, Chris glowered at Sarah from behind his desk. Seemingly unperturbed, Sarah turned and headed toward the door of the office, still walking with that same swaggering confidence she always had as she disappeared into the hallway. Heaving a long sigh, Chris sat down heavily in his office chair. 
 
    "Fuck," he said in a low voice. His elbows on the desk in front of him, he leaned forward, placing his head in his hands. Concerned for him more than I was myself, I stepped forward. Sitting down in the chair on the other side of the desk from his, I reached across the table toward him. 
 
    "It'll be okay," I said, though I had no idea whether it would or not. All I knew was that I wanted him to feel better about what had happened. "We weren't doing anything. Sure, it's kinky. But no one cares about that anymore. And yeah, we shouldn't have been doing it in the office. But no one was around. You think she'll tell anyone?" 
 
    "I don't know," Chris groaned. As he spoke, he raised his face from his hands, his hair messed at the front by his fingers. "Probably not. I mean, who's she going to tell? I don't think the board is going to care about some weird sex in the office." 
 
    “Her board?” 
 
    Chris looked at me. There was a pause before he spoke, and a look in his eyes that I had never seen before. 
 
    “What I’m about to tell you can’t leave this office,” Chris said. In spite of the seriousness of his tone, I smiled. 
 
    "Nothing we do in here can leave this office," I pointed out. "You know I can keep a secret." 
 
     Slowly, Chris nodded. His tongue touched his dry lips before he spoke again. 
 
    "Okay," he said. "You remember how I said we needed funding?" 
 
    “Yeah,” I answered. 
 
    "Well, Sarah runs an investment firm," Chris said. "And they've expressed some interest in funding us in return for shares. Of course, the hard part comes down to what the company's value is and how many shares they should get. I don't want to lose control. But I need that money. Until we start monetizing the product, we're reliant on them. And Sarah drives a hard bargain. I don't think she'd use something personal like this to take advantage. Then again, you never know." 
 
    "I'm sorry," I said. Reaching out, I laid my hand on top of one of Chris's. A tiny smile showed on his face as he took my hand in his, his thumb sliding over my fingers in an unexpected but welcome gesture of affection. Our relationship had always been about sex first and foremost. But that didn't mean we didn't feel anything at all for each other. And seeing him in this tricky situation made my heart go out to him. Especially because, albeit accidentally, I was part of his current problem. 
 
    "Not your fault," Chris said. "I'm an adult. I knew what I was doing. We both knew there was a risk of being found out. Let's face it. That's part of what made it so exciting. I guess we can't complain that our secret was discovered when it's our own fault that it happened." 
 
    “I guess not,” I said, forcing a smile onto my own face to echo his. 
 
    "We'll just have to be more careful from now on," Chris said. And now, my smile was more genuine. It wasn't until that moment that I realized what my true fear was. Not being found out, although that was part of it. But my biggest fear was that this would end. That Chris would get scared of the consequences and not want to do this with me anymore. In a single sentence, he banished that fear, showing me that he had no intention of ending whatever our relationship was. I hadn't realized just how badly I needed that reassurance until that moment. 
 
    "I guess so," I said. "But I like playing with you in the office. It's fun making you do stuff here where you're supposed to be the boss. It gives me such a thrill." 
 
    "Come to my place." Chris's hand tightened around mine as he spoke, and there was a new urgency in his voice. 
 
    “What, now?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, now,” Chris said. “Why not? I don’t want to be alone tonight.” 
 
    “I don’t have any other clothes,” I said. But my protest was weak. Honestly, my heart went out to Chris. I had never seen him this needy. Sexually, yes. Of course. But this was different. More emotional. Even more powerful, in its way. Not that the specter of sex was ever far from our interactions, of course. But that only made his offer even more enticing. 
 
    "We can swing by your place on the way," Chris said, brushing aside my objections. "You don't live too far away, do you? We can pick up anything you need and maybe grab some dinner too. Come on. After this, you don't just want to go home, do you?" 
 
    I looked at Chris. From the other side of his desk, he looked back at me. His smile mirrored my own, spreading slowly across his face as he saw my already weak resistance crumble and collapse. I had never been to Chris's house before. But after all, it was the next logical step of our relationship. Kinky sex in the office was enormous fun, but there's more to life than just that. And it's not like I had anything better planned for the evening. 
 
    "Okay," I said, and Chris's teeth showed in a wide grin as he squeezed my hand excitedly. His need for me sent a familiar charge through my body, feeding my ego, and I was hardly surprised when a new idea popped into my head.  
 
    "You need to ask me properly," I said, staring right into my boss's glowing eyes as I spoke. "You know what you need to do when you want something from me. You need to beg." 
 
    Chris's grin never faltered. I knew he loved this even more than I did. And his eyes stared back into mine, shining with excitement, as though all his troubles of a moment before had been instantly forgotten. 
 
    “Please, Miss Madison,” he said, still holding my hand as he leaned across the desk toward me. “Please come back to my house and spend the night with me.” 
 
    "God, I love it when you beg," I giggled. "Okay. Since you asked so nicely. We can continue this at your place." 
 
      
 
    It was a long drive home. Not that either me or Chris lived that far from the office. It was just that excitement made the minutes drag. An ordinarily short journey seemed to take forever as we hurtled through the city, first to my place, then to his. I threw some clothes into a bag while Chris waited downstairs and hurried out of my apartment, eager to get the night moving. Back in Chris's car, we headed toward his place. He lived in a gated community with a security guard who knew him by name. I felt myself blushing as the man greeted my boss and noticed me sitting in the passenger seat of his car. Some young girl he had never seen before. I had no doubt the guard would get exactly why I was there. Though I doubted he would ever be able to guess the particulars of what was going to happen. 
 
    Chris steered his car into an underground parking garage. My high heels rapped on the concrete as I stepped out. Ever the gentleman, he grabbed my bag, and I could see the excitement that was coursing through him as we stepped into the elevator and rose through the tower he lived in. Not that I was immune to it, either. With every floor we passed, my own excitement seemed to grow. It was always a thrill dominating him. But doing it in his own home, where we could really cut loose, was even more exciting. So exciting, in fact, that we barely spoke to each other as we rode the elevator, each lost in our own exciting thoughts. And as the doors slid noiselessly open, I followed my boss down the hallway toward his apartment, ready to begin the next phase of our wild and exciting relationship. 
 
    "Shall we get some food?" Chris's voice echoed in his apartment as he stepped through the door, and I followed. Even from the door, I could tell it was far bigger than mine. Huge floor-to-ceiling windows gave an incredible view over the city that I could see the moment I stepped in. Everything was finished and furnished with elegant taste. I knew that Chris had money, even if the company was still pre-revenue. And his apartment wasn't the palace of some tech billionaire by a long shot. But it was still enough to impress me. Yet I tried not to let that impression show as I let the door close behind me. After all, now I was Miss Madison. And a Mistress is never impressed. 
 
    "I think you should worry less about that and more about serving me properly," I said, letting what I hoped was an icy chill enter my voice. "For instance, we are alone together, and you're still wearing clothes. Fix that at once." 
 
    Chris turned to me with a smile on his face. Of course, he knew what was coming. Of course, this was what he hoped for when he invited me to his place. But from the look on his face, I could see that just as it did for me, it felt different for him playing this way in his home. Even more intimate than it did the office. Perhaps it lacked the kinky thrill of discovery, of doing naughty things in the place where we worked every day. But now that we were behind closed doors, absolutely anything seemed possible. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison.” 
 
    As always, Chris didn't hesitate. In a matter of seconds, he shed his clothes again, whipping off his shirt and dropping his pants and leaving them on the floor as he stood before me. Folding my arms, I looked him up and down, as though assessing him. As though I hadn't seen his naked body already many times before. And under my scrutiny, I could see more clearly the desire singing inside him. Right in front of me, his cock began to harden, swelling between his legs in recognition of how badly he wanted me. It never failed to make me feel like a goddess. 
 
    “I think we need to pick up where we left off before your ex-wife interrupted us,” I said, pointing at the floor as I took a few steps closer to him. “Which means you on your hands and knees, licking these beautiful boots and acknowledging that I own you.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Without hesitation, Chris dropped to the floor of his own apartment. I stepped forward, and he lowered his face to the floor. Balanced on hands and knees, he licked my shiny leather boots. I stared down at him for a while, enjoying the spectacle. Enjoying the feel of his tongue against my feet through the tight leather. Enjoying the total power I had over him once again, the power to make him degrade himself for my amusement. Underneath my dress, I could feel my pussy dampening. Every movement of his tongue only served to get me more excited. 
 
    "That must've been so humiliating for you," I chuckled, shaking my head. "Having Sarah see you like that. Now she knows. Even if she never tells anyone, she knows that you're my submissive little bitch. How does that feel?" 
 
    “So embarrassing, Miss Madison,” Chris said. He spoke between licks, his tongue still sliding over my boots as though they tasted delicious, as though he never wanted to lift his head from my feet again. Already, I could see, he was sinking deep into a submissive mental state where all that mattered was serving me. It was exactly where I wanted him. 
 
    “I bet,” I grinned. “You know how much you love being humiliated. Especially by a pretty woman. And Sarah is pretty, isn’t she?” 
 
    "Not nearly as pretty as you, Miss Madison," Chris mumbled against my toes. I threw back my head and laughed. I won't deny that I enjoyed the compliment. After all, in a way, I had been comparing myself to Sarah since the day I met her. But I wasn't about to let my submissive boss know that. 
 
    "Good answer," I said. "But I'm not threatened by that bitch. Her loss is my gain. She wasn't woman enough to take control of you the way I am, and that's why you're mine now." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison.” All this talk was exciting us both. I could hear Chris’s rapid breathing just as I could feel the desperate movements of his tongue against my boots. I knew my boss well. I knew that, as mortified as he must’ve been to have Sarah see us the way we were in the office, part of him would’ve enjoyed it too. Would have relished the humiliation and the danger of discovery. That was the part I was playing with. 
 
    “Okay, get up,” I ordered. “Hands behind your back. We’re going on a little tour.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." At once, Chris bounded to his feet, standing tall and proud in front of me with his hands clasped behind him. I saw him suppress a shiver of desire as I reached out and took hold of his cock. Already, he was rock hard for me, desperate for any attention. I felt the wild throbbing of his blood in his shaft as I stroked it gently. Then, I gripped tighter. Chris winced as I stepped past him, leading him by his cock deeper into the apartment. Just like that, I led him through his own apartment like a pet. Inwardly, I cursed myself for not bringing the cock leash when I stopped at my place. But it didn't matter. As ever, Chris didn't even try to resist me. 
 
    At the end of a long hallway, I found his bedroom. Leading Chris inside, I didn't bother to shut the door. After all, we were alone in the apartment. Instead, I guided him over to the bed and shoved him down onto the mattress. He gazed up at me with a look of total desire on his face, all his cares and concerns about Sarah and the deal and the company forgotten for now, crowded out by his powerful desire. And my own need for sex was hardly less than his. My blood was swarming, practically roaring in my ears. As I looked at him, my body cried out for some attention. Our mutual desire had been building all day, and I knew it had to be released soon if it wasn't going to drive us both crazy. But as I had learned, a good mistress never loses control.  
 
    My brain whirred into life as I left Chris sitting on the bed and hurried towards his huge closet. Inside, I found what I was looking for. A selection of silk ties hung from a special rack, though I had never seen him wear one at work. Grabbing a tie at random, I pulled it down and stepped toward the bed. Seeing the tie in my hands, Chris knew exactly what was coming. 
 
    “Move,” I demanded. “Lie down on your back. Put your arms up by the headboard.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris hurried to obey me, squirming eagerly on the bed as he did what I said. Once he was where I wanted him, I climbed onto the mattress with him, my tight dress making my movements slightly awkward as I kneeled on the bed. Bending over my boss, I made a loop of the tie and tied it around his wrists, pulling it tight to bind them together. Then I tied his arms to the headboard, immobilizing him. The whole time, he stared up at me with an expression of joy on his face, barely able to believe his luck. 
 
    Once I had him tied down, I stood back on the floor beside the bed. I let him watch as I shed my leather jacket and peeled off my dress. My underwear fell to the floor, my body exposed in front of him. But knowing how he felt about my footwear, I kept my boots on. Climbing onto the bed beside him again, I straddled my boss. I could feel his hard cock pressing against the wet entrance of my pussy as I teased him, running the wet lips up and down his shaft. Then I reached down and took hold of him. Guiding him inside me, I gasped with pleasure as I felt his thick cock filling me, and underneath me, Chris groaned in bliss. Overcome with wild desire, I rode him, the muscles in my thighs swelling and shaking as I bounced up and down on top of his cock. And with each thrust, my pleasure grew more, my body blooming like a flower in the sun as a powerful orgasm approached.  
 
    Beneath me, Chris was moaning and groaning, his own cries almost drowned out by my loud shrieks of ecstasy. Soon, inspired by the unexpected events of the day, I felt my body responding the way I knew it would. Chris moaned loudly as my pussy spasmed around his cock, gripping it tightly as my juices poured out of me. I threw back my head, closing my eyes as I surrendered to the powerful bliss of orgasm. And almost simultaneously, I felt Chris's release. He growled like an animal as he came inside me, his cock swelling between my trembling lips as he spurted his load deep within me. 
 
    With a sigh, I rolled off him. His wet cock slipped easily out from my sex, shining against his thigh. Reaching toward the tie that bound him, I picked at the knot, releasing him at last. Immediately, Chris took me in his arms and kissed me deeply. I could feel the passion coursing through him, matching my own as we lay there on his bed making out for a while. 
 
      
 
    Later, we ordered food and ate together nearly naked in his living room. Afterward, we went back to bed again. I didn't count my orgasms that night, but I knew they were plentiful. Even more than his were. And finally, exhausted, my boss drifted off into a deep sleep beside me, worn out with pleasure. Our first night together was a memorable one. And as I lay awake beside him in the darkness, I had plenty of time to consider what this new development in our relationship might mean. 
 
    

  

 
   
    8. Making A Deal 
 
      
 
    "Oh, hi, Madison." 
 
    I looked up from my desk to see Sarah standing in front of me. She spoke to me now as though we were old friends, as though we had known each other forever. As far as I knew, I was the only person in the office whose name Sarah knew. After all, Princess Haughty wouldn't deign to mix with the commoners under normal circumstances. 
 
    And even as I thought these uncharitable thoughts, I mentally corrected myself. It wasn't Sarah's fault she had caught Chris and me playing kinky games in his office. After all, when we had started doing this, we both knew that was a possibility. Part of what added to the thrill. You can't complain when the bill comes after you've already agreed to pay it. 
 
    When everything's said and done, I had to recognize she really wasn't that bad. She just rubbed me the wrong way. Partly because she knew something so secret and intimate about me, while I knew next to nothing about her. Partly, if I'm being honest, because she got to Chris before I did.  
 
    The two of them were married. And even if Chris had made it clear that their sex life was far from satisfactory and nowhere near the level the two of us had reached, I couldn't help a little bit of jealousy toward the woman.  
 
    It wouldn't have been so bad if Sarah didn't look the way she did. She had the height, long legs, and exquisite bone structure of a model. And she was clearly very successful. Even Chris had to admit that. The way he told it, there weren't many women in her position, the head of investment for a major financial firm. Sarah simply exuded the confidence that became a woman who had achieved a lot in life. Though she was older than me, I couldn't imagine that I would be anywhere near her position by the time I reached her age. I wasn't even sure I wanted to be. But I wanted her confidence, her poise, the way she commanded a room the moment she entered it. I definitely envied her that. 
 
    "Hi, Sarah," I said warmly, returning her smile with a fake one of my own. I would die before I let her see that I was uncomfortable. Chris and I hadn't really discussed a strategy for dealing with his ex now that she knew our secret. The time we spent alone together was better spent having more wild sex. But I had decided that I had nothing to be ashamed of. Or at least, that was how I wanted to appear. We were consenting adults, and the only thing we had done wrong was to have fun in the office after everyone left. It was hardly the crime of the century. Sometimes I told myself that if anyone should be jealous, it was she of me. After all, I was able to give Chris what he wanted sexually, while she never could. She should be embarrassed in front of me. Or so I told myself as I smiled up at her. 
 
    It was the first time I had seen Sarah wear anything but jeans. That day, she had her dark hair pulled back behind her head and tied in a ponytail. Her light blue shirt and black pencil skirt were entirely business appropriate, very much the powerful woman on the go. She was even wearing low heels. At her height, I knew, wearing anything taller would make her seem like a giantess. But either way, I can see at once that my boss's ex-wife had dressed to impress. 
 
    "Is he in his office?" There was no need for Sarah to specify who she meant. Between the two of us, there was only ever likely to be one possible subject of conversation. 
 
    "Yeah, he is," I said. "You can go on through if you like." I knew Chris had an open-door policy to Sarah, and I tried not to let that fact bother me. Even if that same policy had gotten our secret discovered by her. Even if his occasional lack of professional boundaries had been exactly what started this whole adventure in the first place. If Chris had more control over his sexual urges,  I never would have discovered him watching porn, and would never have begun to dominate him. The fact that we were all better off because of it didn't make me feel any less nervous about sending her in his direction. 
 
    "You should come and join us later," Sarah said, her striking eyes seeming to glow between the dark bars of her lashes. "After hours. I think you could be a good influence on him." 
 
    "I don't know about that," I said uncertainly. "Maybe." Sarah smiled as she stood in front of my desk a moment longer. Nervousness floated in my heart as I reflected that I had no idea what this woman was up to. From the way Chris told it, she controlled the financial future of the company. That gave her power not only over Chris but over me as well. But I had no idea why she would want me in the office while the two of them worked on this critical deal. After what Sarah had learned about us, I suspected she and her ex-husband would have plenty to talk about. But it wasn't a conversation I felt I needed to be part of. 
 
    “Well, hopefully I’ll see you later,” Sarah said. 
 
    "Bye." I watched her turn and head toward my boss's office, striding along the way she always did, her pencil skirt pulled tight with every long-legged step. Even after she vanished around the corner, I kept looking in the direction she had gone. As though I could somehow peer through the wall and see and hear what was going on in my boss's office.  
 
    Chris would be mortified at seeing her, of course. Now that she knew that I made my boss grovel and lick my boots, how could he look her in the eye? And something told me Sarah wouldn't miss an opportunity to remind him of what she had seen, either. I wanted to be there, as much for Chris as to satisfy my own curiosity. To offer him what support I could. But also, I wondered if my presence might just make things worse. 
 
    In any case, it didn’t matter. Chris was my boss, not Sarah. If he wanted me there, he could tell me himself. Otherwise, I told myself, it was better if I just stayed out of the whole thing.  
 
    And as always, the time passed slowly. It was already near the end of the day when Sarah arrived at the office, but the remaining minutes seemed endless. Eventually, one by one, my coworkers headed for home. As always, I stayed behind. By now, they were used to me being the last to leave. 
 
    Once I was finally alone in the office, I was forced to confront the decision. Really, there was no point being there if I wasn't going to go to Chris's office. But I didn't want to seem like I was going there because Sarah had told me to. I didn't take orders from her. Yet my curiosity was raging inside me as I wondered why she would want me there. As an entry-level employee, these big financing deals were frankly none of my business. I didn't see how I could possibly help the two of them come to any decision. But Sarah had gotten my curiosity, even if I didn't want to admit it. 
 
    Finally, I stood. I had to know. My boots creaked with every step I took as I made my way through the room. It was the first time I had worn pants to work in a long time. Still, I'd carefully tailored my outfit to appeal to my boss. The black pants were almost skintight around my hips and thighs, and disappeared into long leather boots that rose over my knees. I knew Chris would like them. I liked wearing them, a faint nod to my dominant persona that was intended to be a shared secret between the two of us. But of course, Sarah knew everything. 
 
    Through the glass wall of Chris's office, I could see them talking. As I pushed aside the door, their voices swelled around me. Chris was sitting behind his desk as always, leaning forward with his hands on the table. Meanwhile, Sarah sat in the comfortable chair in front of the desk, her long legs casually crossed. As I entered, both their heads turned toward me. Sarah smiled. I found myself hoping I hadn't walked into some kind of trap. Meanwhile, Chris was staring at me with an expression I couldn't quite decipher. I knew he wanted me, and I knew my outfit would fuel his desire. But did he want me there? 
 
    "I — I just came to see if you needed anything before I go," I said, addressing my boss instead of Sarah. But she was not going to be ignored. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re here, Madison,” Sarah smiled. “I think she should be part of this conversation.” That last line was addressed to Chris, Sarah’s brown ponytail swaying over her shoulders she turned her head toward him. A faint frown showed on Chris’s face as he returned her gaze.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    "Because this deal affects her too," Sarah said. "In fact, it has the potential to affect all your employees. I don't think it's a good idea to involve them all in the decision-making process. But I think there's an argument that they ought to be represented. Madison here can help us  get a more ground-level perspective on everything. And after all, we all know each other here." 
 
    "I'll leave if you want me to," I said to Chris. He was still frowning as he shook his head. 
 
    "No," he said. "If that's what the fund wants, that's fine. You can sit in. Have a seat." Chris gestured to the other empty chair in front of his desk, and Sarah smiled warmly at me as I took it. As the two of them began to talk numbers and details, I got the impression that the deal was all but complete. They seem to agree on just about everything, with only a few minor quibbles. None of which concerned me. After all, it wasn't my company. And Sarah could pay lip service to getting employee perspective all she wanted, but I didn't think for a moment it really mattered. The company belonged to Chris completely, and he could sell it or give it away or close it tomorrow if he wanted to. Besides, I knew nothing about these kinds of deals. Half the things they said were barely comprehensible to me. As I sat there like an ornament in Chris's office, I felt my mind wandering. I found myself looking over Sarah surreptitiously, once again admiring the woman's confidence and poise. Watching the two of them negotiate, you would never guess that they used to be married. When she wanted to be, it seemed, Sarah was all business. And to his credit, so was Chris. It always gave me a tiny thrill to see how confident and commanding he could be when we weren't playing our little game. It only made the submissive side of his nature that much more appealing. After all, I reflected to myself as I tried to keep a smile at my own cleverness from my face, anyone can dominate a wimp. It takes a powerful woman to dominate a strong man. 
 
    "it's just — it's a big deal." Chris's words jolted me out of my daydream. He was sitting at his desk with a piece of paper in front of him, a pen in his hand. Sarah had a piece of paper in front of her, too. I realized with a jolt that they were about to sign the deal, and I had been barely paying attention. 
 
    "It is a big deal," Sarah said. "It could be the most important of your life. I mean, you know what the terms are. You'll keep the majority, but with this many shares? Effectively, we'd own you. We'd own both of you." I felt a delicious shudder pass through me as Sarah turned to me to speak those last four words. Even in my deep confusion, I couldn't ignore the feeling they gave me. I wasn't naïve enough to believe that her terminology was accidental. Any more accidental than the look she gave me had been. We all knew what she was referring to. Maybe she was right about the shares her fund would own, but we could all appreciate the subtext of her comment. And even as I tried to deny it to myself, I felt a jolt of arousal at her choice of words. After all, in their way, this is what my games with Chris were all about. And Sarah knew that as well as I did. 
 
    "And there's no leeway there at all on the number of shares?" Chris said, his pen already poised over the deal. I knew what the answer would be even before Sarah spoke.  
 
    "None whatsoever," she said, shaking her head emphatically. "I've been told to come back with 45 percent or without a deal. There's no wiggle room. That isn't me saying that. That's what the board wants." 
 
    Slowly, Chris nodded. Bending his head over the paper, he began to sign. Both Sarah and I watched him. Without knowing the details of what had happened, I could sense the solemnity of the moment. Sarah, or at least the fund she represented, now owned 45 percent of my boss's company. And Chris didn't seem thrilled about that fact. But as he explained to me and I had tried to understand, he didn't have a choice. If we were going to stay a viable company, we needed her money. 
 
    "Congratulations," Sarah said. Leaning forward in her chair, she extended a hand in Chris's direction. I saw him take it and shake, his mouth set in a firm line of resignation. I felt bad for him, to see him look so defeated. To be witness to this kind of humiliation, instead of the far sexier, more exciting kind I specialized in.  
 
    "It's great to be in business with you." 
 
    Chris simply nodded. Releasing Sarah's hand, he stared down at the piece of paper in front of him. Meanwhile, Sarah reached for it. Turning it toward her, she signed in several places with a flamboyant flourish. Then, to my surprise, she slid the piece of paper and a pen toward me. 
 
    "Can you sign as a witness, Madison?" she said. A strange feeling flowed through me as she spoke. It was something like relief, to have an explanation for why she had wanted me to be there. A purpose for my presence far removed from anything I had darkly suspected. Yet, it wasn't just relief felt. It wasn't until that moment that I got a glimpse of some of the darker pathways of my thoughts. To find I was there to fulfill some legal business function disappointed me just a little, too. 
 
    "Sure," I said. I felt both their eyes on me as I took the pen and signed where Sarah had indicated. I had never dreamed, when I took this job, that I would be so involved in the inner workings of the company. Then again, it was hardly the most surprising thing that had happened to me. 
 
    "Fantastic," Sarah smiled. Whisking away the piece of paper, she replaced it with another which I dutifully signed. She slipped the first one into a bag she had brought with her, set down on the floor next to her chair. "Well, that's that," she said. "Business concluded. And now that we're done with work for the day, we should talk about what happened yesterdayday." 
 
    My heart sank as though I had been plunged off an invisible precipice. For a while, it had seemed that Sarah might be willing to ignore what she had discovered. Or make an oblique reference to it without going any further. But I didn't want to talk about my sex life with a woman I hardly knew. And from his reaction, it seemed Chris didn't want to either. 
 
    “Why?” he said brusquely. “It’s really none of your business.” 
 
    "Well, I could argue that it is now that we own 45 percent of the company," Sarah said, maddeningly unphased by it all. "We have an interest in how the companies we invest in are run, and affairs between management and staff rarely end well. But that's not what I mean. Forget about Sarah the head of acquisitions. It's just me talking now. I have to say, seeing you two the other day got me thinking." 
 
    Slowly, Sarah uncoiled herself from her chair. I watched as she rose to her feet, looming over both of us, turning her smiling face from Chris to me and back again. We both looked up at her, our mind struggling to grasp what she was talking about, what new wrinkle our strange new life had acquired while she looked at us. 
 
    "I'm trying to tell you it was kind of hot," Sarah said with a smile, as though talking to complete idiots. "I mean, I knew you were into that kind of thing, Chris. But I could never do it myself. I never really got it. Still, seeing you the other day was really something. I mean, it was funny. But I have to admit, it was pretty sexy too." 
 
    "Are you kidding me?" Chris's eyes blazed as he looked in disbelief at his ex-wife. "You just bought half my company in a firesale, and now you want to tell me you find what we do together hot?" 
 
    "Wait, Chris." Leaning over the desk, I placed my hand on his. Chris's blazing eyes turned to me, but he stopped talking. Sarah was looking at me too as I stared up at her. I could barely understand the strange impulses moving through me as I sat there between the two of them, more than 10 years younger than both. I don't know where I got the confidence from. Maybe being the dominant mistress of Chris's fantasies was making me feel more and more confident in other walks of life. All I knew was that a certain idea had popped into my head the way they always did. And as always, I found myself strangely willing to explore it. 
 
    "What exactly are you pitching us here?" I stared straight into Sarah's eyes as I spoke, pushing down the nervousness I felt to address her like an equal.  
 
    And then, a miracle happened. For the first time since I had met her, this powerful woman looked suddenly unsure of herself. Her gorgeous eyes drifted for a second away from mine, and her mouth moved as though she was chewing on the right words to say. In its own strange way, it was a minor triumph. For once, I wasn't the one feeling uncomfortable in front of her. Instead, it was the other way around. 
 
    “Nothing,” Sarah said slowly. “I just wanted to say, good for you. I’m glad you two found each other.” 
 
    "So am I," I said. As I spoke, I felt an unstoppable grin spreading across my face. It's hard to explain, but I suddenly felt a new sense of power flowing through me. Not the same one I felt when I sexually dominated my boss. But not a million miles away from it either. The two were inextricably linked, and as this newfound power flowed through me, I felt as though I could suddenly see through this woman. Sarah, who had seemed so powerful and inscrutable, was laid bare to me, as transparent as glass. Our little games had excited her, and I could only imagine how difficult it was to admit that. But now that she had, I saw a window into her soul. And also, bubbling up from beneath the surface, I saw a new direction to take these wild games in. 
 
    "You want to watch?" I could barely believe the words as they came out of my mouth. And from the expression of shock on her face, nor could Sarah. Her bright eyes went wide and round as she stared at me, her mouth open in surprise. Across the desk from me, I heard Chris gasp. 
 
    “Madison!” he barked. Still holding his hand, I turned to him with a devilish smile on my face.  
 
    "What?" I said. "You can't tell me that's not a hot idea. I mean, you know how exciting it was when she walked in on us the other day. We went back to your place and had some of the best sex we've ever had. Which for us, is saying a lot. I think you like being seen. I mean, we know you like being humiliated. And what could be more humiliating than having your ex-wife watch you submit to your new mistress?" 
 
    Chris stared at me in disbelief from across the desk. Both he and Sarah seemed deeply shocked. Personally, I was hardly any less surprised myself. Even as the words came out of my mouth, I could barely believe I was saying them. Yet I wasn't ashamed. Quite the opposite. I felt a strange glow of pride inside me. After all these weeks of reading about other dominant women's exploits online, I had finally come up with a wild idea of my own. One that I felt would shock even hardened veterans of the S&M scene.  
 
    And a feeling of power flowed through me as I thought of the possibilities. I tried to push aside the fear that they would both reject my suggestion, that I was trying to cross a bridge too far. Instead, I focused on the possibility, on the roar of excitement I could feel curling like flames around my heart. And slowly, the formally married couple turned to look at each other across the desk, both unwilling to say what was in our hearts but unable to avoid the demands of their bodies. 
 
    "I mean… It sounds kind of fun," Sarah said with a shrug as she smiled at Chris. "I regret that I never figured out how to do this stuff when we were married. I'd kind of like to try it myself. And Madison seems so good at it." 
 
    "This is crazy," Chris said, shaking his head. But I knew that look. He wasn't appalled or disgusted. He was nervous. Because he knew as well as I did that once the game started, he would be drawn into it so deeply he wouldn't be able to stop. That was what made it so thrilling. And even though we hadn't been playing these games for long, I had already learned that they teach you a lot about a person. When Chris submitted to me, he made himself vulnerable in a way he never did to anyone else. I might not have the head for business these two seemed to possess. But this was something I did know. Now, the two of them were playing my game. 
 
    "What's crazy is that you're not on your knees right now, thanking us for wanting anything to do with you," I said. Beside me, I heard Sarah gasp with delighted surprise as I snapped at once into mistress mode. "What's crazy is you trying to pretend this doesn't turn you on, when we both know that it does. Go on, stand up. We both know that if you do, I'm going to see a boner in those pants." 
 
    Sarah howled with laughter. 
 
    "I can't believe you talk to him like that," she said. I turned my smiling face on her, shrugging as though this was the most natural thing in the world. As though I, too, wasn't boiling over with excitement at the thought of what I was planning to do. 
 
    “It’s what he deserves,” I said. “Go on Chris. Stand up and let us see how badly you want this.” 
 
    And to my delight, Chris stood. Reluctantly, as though it pained him, he nevertheless rose to his feet on the other side of his desk. I watched, making no secret of the fact my eyes were drifting down over his body. And sure enough, there it was. The bulge of his erection in the front of his pants, proof that I knew his darkest desires as well as he did. Once again, Sarah laughed, and I knew she was looking at the same thing I was. I was thrilled to see the way Chris's cheeks darkened, his shame and humiliation apparent on his face as he quietly obeyed my orders. 
 
    "I told you," I grinned, turning back to Sarah. Now I was the only one seated as they both stood on opposite sides of his desk, waiting to see what I would do next. Again, a sense of my own outrageous power flowed through me. These two might be older, richer, and more successful than me. But suddenly, right there in the office where they had concluded their business deal, I had all the power. 
 
    “Take your clothes off, Chris,” I ordered. “Don’t keep me waiting. I don’t want you embarrassing me in front of your ex-wife.” 
 
    For just a moment, my boss hesitated. His shining eyes darted from me to Sarah and back again, his lips once again twitching over words he hesitated to say. For a brief moment, I wondered if this might finally be the boundary he refused to cross with me, a line which he would not go beyond. But I should have known better. His will seem to collapse at once, his body wilting visibly as his desire got the better of him. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison,” he said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    9. Sarah’s Discovery 
 
      
 
    Chris's face was a picture. I could see the internal battle going on inside him written on his handsome features. It wasn't that he didn't want to do this. I knew that. What tormented him the most was that he wanted exactly this.  
 
    There had been a time when he had loved Sarah, when he had wanted her as badly as he now wanted me. And while I only knew the broad details of what had happened between them, I knew that he had wanted this. To submit to her. To worship her beauty. Honestly, I didn't blame him. Chris's ex-wife was a stunning woman, and her confidence and poise made it seem only natural that she should be in charge.  
 
    Strange, honestly, that I was the woman who had come to dominate this man. After all, I barely knew what I was doing. All I had to go by was a few things I had read online and my own desires and guesses as to what Chris wanted. But so far, things were going great. Maybe that was part of why I suggested what I did. In some strange way, I almost wanted to show off what I had achieved. I knew that we had to keep everything top-secret, but that didn't mean I wasn't proud of what I had done. Despite a complete lack of experience, I had become the dominant woman of this submissive man's dreams. Damn right I took some pride in that. 
 
    And Chris did as he was told. To my unfolding delight, he took off his clothes right there in the office in front of me and Sarah. Anyone who didn't know him better might have thought he was doing it against his will, as though he was being coerced into servitude. But all three of us knew that wasn't true. Chris knew what I had gone to great lengths to tell him. He could stop this anytime. And if I ever went too far for him, he would have to be the one to let me know. Because I was having more fun than I had ever had in my life, but all I wanted to do was keep on pushing. I had told him before that if we ever crossed the line, all he had to do was let me know. But so far, that hadn't happened. And even now, on the edge of humiliation in front of his ex wife and current colleague, Chris still didn't protest. He seemed to just wilt and do what I said, the way he always did. It was fantastic. Excitement hummed inside my body as I watched him undress, and not just at the sight of his cock already starting to harden in front of us. Being with Chris couldn't fail to make me feel powerful. But this was the greatest expression of that power yet. 
 
    “You have him well-trained.” As Sarah spoke, I turned my head toward her and smiled. 
 
    "It was pretty easy, too," I said to her, knowing that Chris was cringing to hear us talking about him this way. "Once he realized he couldn't get what he wanted without doing as I said, he fell right into line. But that's how it is with submissive men. They know their place." 
 
    Sarah laughed wildly, pressing her hand to her mouth as though unsuccessfully trying to contain the sounds of amusement. There was a wildness in her laughter, a kind of disbelief that we were doing this. And even as I tried to act like a cool and calm dominatrix, I had the same feeling of disbelief. For all the wild things Chris and I had done together, this was by far the wildnest yet. That's what made it so exciting. But it also made it dangerous.  
 
    Still, I knew my role just as Chris knew his. To act as though there was nothing out of the ordinary. To act as though I had planned this all along. Part of the secret of staying in control, I had learned from experience, was acting in control. As a submissive, Chris could afford to let go. But I couldn't. And while our kinky sex games always had an element of performance to them, I had never felt such a need to perform as I did at that moment. After all, it was the first time we had an audience. 
 
    By now, Chris was completely naked. He stood behind his desk, his cock throbbing visibly with excitement as his hands hung at his sides. His head moved, as though he barely dared to look at either of us. Yet at the same time, he didn't want to tear his eyes away. I could see them darting from me to Sarah and back again to me under his lowered brows, and I enjoyed the feeling of total sexiness it gave me to know how badly my boss wanted us both. 
 
    "So what do you do with him now?" Sarah asked. She might have been unable to play these games with Chris back when he was her husband. But clearly, the mechanics of our relationship fascinated her. I could hardly blame her for that. They fascinated me too. The deeper we delved into this way of life, the more I learned about what it meant to be in complete control of him, the better I liked it. From my seat, I looked up at Sarah, the tall woman looming above me. But for once, I didn't feel inferior to her in the slightest. Now that Chris was obeying my every word, I didn't feel inferior to anyone. 
 
    "Whatever I want," I grinned. "Usually, I like to start with some worship. It really helps remind him of his place at the start of the session. I usually find that if he's tempted to disobey me at all, it's when we first get started. So I make sure he always remembers his place. Crawl over here, Chris. Get down on your hands and knees and come to me." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison. Chris shot another furtive look at Sarah as he answered me. But clearly, he wasn't going to disobey. And really, I asked myself, why would he? Our secret was out, and he was already completely humiliated in front of his ex. He had already taken the blow to his pride of having Sarah see him like this. He might as well try and get a reward for it, too. 
 
    And so Chris dropped to the floor. As he crawled on hands and knees around his desk, I heard Sarah gasp as she watched him. Chris kept his head down. Soon, he was at my feet, gazing up at me with a look of undisguised lust on his face. That lust, I knew, was what would carry him through. That lust would make even the most outrageous acts tolerable if it meant he got to fuck me. Dominating a man isn't easy, I thought to myself as Chris humbly awaited my next command. But it isn't complicated, either. Keep him horny, and he'll do what you say. 
 
    The leather of my tall boots creaked as I crossed my legs, teasing my helpless boss. 
 
    “You know what to do,” I smirked down at him, letting him feel the full force of my dominant sexual power. “Kiss them.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris barely hesitated. After all, worshiping my footwear had become a familiar task for him, although never quite like this. Still, he quickly lowered his head toward my feet, and I grinned to myself as I felt his tongue against my foot through the leather. 
 
    "Why do you make him do that?" Sarah wasn't looking at me as she spoke. Instead, she was frowning down at her ex-husband, witnessing the spectacle going on in front of her. And even though Chris was no longer looking at her, I knew he could feel her scrutiny. I could only imagine the humiliation and disgrace that had to be flowing through him as he did as he was told. I squeezed my thighs together as a wave of pleasure swelled inside me. 
 
    “Because I can,” I grinned up at Sarah. “Because it’s humiliating. Because worshiping me like a goddess is the quickest way to remind him of his duties. Plus, it’s fun being worshiped. Every woman should know what that feels like.” 
 
    Sarah chuckled, her eyes still on her former husband. And as Chris groveled at my feet, another bright idea surged inside my mind. 
 
    "Now crawl over to her, Chris," I ordered, my voice soft as though I were giving instructions to a beloved pet. Which, after all, wasn't so far from the truth. "Go kiss Sarah's feet too. After all, beautiful women like us deserve to be worshiped." 
 
    While Sarah howled with laughter, Chris gazed up at me from the floor with an unreadable expression on his face. I knew the intense stare of desire. I was getting increasingly familiar with Chris's looks of shame and surprise and weary resignation, too. He wanted me too badly to argue with me. But I knew I was pushing his limits. Still, that was exactly what I wanted. And as I waited, I slowly raised my eyebrows, wordlessly questioning his resolve. To my delight, Chris gave in. I saw his shoulders rise and fall as he took a deep breath and let it out in a silent sigh. Then, his cock swaying between his legs, he crawled across the floor of his office to where Sarah stood. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Sarah gasped as her ex-husband crawled toward her. Chris kept his head down, as though he couldn’t bear to look up at her at that moment. And I sat back in my chair, enjoying the show. Enjoying the feeling of complete control that filled me as Chris began to kiss Sarah’s shoes. She looked even taller than ever as she stood above him, unable to believe what was happening as she watched him debase himself. And as my own feelings of power grew, my cruelty grew alongside it. It was a feedback loop I was used to, the way bossing Chris around invariably seemed to make me want to do it more. And the more I did it, I knew, the more he wanted it, too. 
 
    “Feels nice, doesn’t it?” I smiled at Sarah. 
 
    "It feels… weird," Sarah said, smiling back at me as she craned her neck to watch Chris groveling at her feet. But the look on her face told me she wasn't hating it. It might feel strange — in fact, I knew it did. It can't help but feel strange to have a naked man groveling at your feet, even when it's not the first time. But I had faith that she would see its appeal too. That she would be as intoxicated by the power Chris's desire gave her as I was. 
 
    Slowly, Sarah stepped back toward the other chair on my side of the desk. Tentatively, Chris followed. Sarah sat down, bending her long body into the seat, her pencil skirt tightening around her legs. Chris looked at me, and I gently nodded. Crawling toward her again, he continued his submissive worship of her shoes. 
 
    "All those years I never did this with you," Sarah said as she watched her ex-husband perform. "Was this what you wanted, you little pervert?" She giggled as she spoke, her hands running over her thighs as excitement flowed through her. And listening to her made excitement flow through me too. Sarah might not be the natural dominatrix Chris had wanted her to be, but she certainly looked the part. As I watched her gently mocking and humiliating him, I felt the vicarious thrill of watching. And all the while, my own desire roared inside me. 
 
    "Keep worshiping her," I said. "I'll be back in a minute." Chris lifted his head from Sarah's shoes for just a moment to look at me quizzically. But as always, he did as he was told. As I rose from my seat, he turned his attention back to her feet, kissing her while she watched me in silence. 
 
    Stepping out of the door of Chris's office, I headed toward my own desk. My footsteps were hurried, the heels of my boots thumping on the floor. Excitement had me in its grip just as much as it did Chris, and I didn't want to waste a moment. Reaching my own desk, I pulled open a drawer and found a roll of tape. It was hardly designed for the task I had in mind, but I told myself it would have to do. Picking it up, I headed back to the office to find this once-married couple right where I had left them. Sarah sitting in a chair in front of the desk, looking both regal and disbelieving, while Chris humbly groveled at her feet. 
 
    Wasting no time, I walked toward them. At my order, Chris lifted his head from Sarah’s feet. He sat back on his knees without a word of protest as I pulled his hands behind his back. The tape crackled as I wrapped it around his wrists over and over again, binding them together. Like always, Chris didn’t resist. I could feel the strength in his arms even as I bound them, and it gave me another rush of pleasure that he was letting me take control once again. 
 
    “Does he ever try to fight you?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “Never,” I answered with a smile. “He wants me too badly for that. Still, I like tying him up. Reminds him that I can do whatever I like to him, and he can’t resist me. Reminds me, too.” 
 
    Chris winced as I suddenly seized him by the hair. Bending over him, I stared deep into his eyes, seeing all the desperate need that shone in them as he looked back at me. 
 
    "Watching you grovel at your ex-wife's feet really turned me on," I said, speaking slowly but clearly to make sure he understood every word. "So now, you need to make me cum." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." I almost laughed aloud at the enthusiasm of his words. From the look on Chris's face, it seemed like there was nothing he wanted more. Meanwhile, I had to dare myself to go ahead with this. After all, it wasn't just Chris's boundaries that were being pushed. I had never done anything like this before. I had never even imagined it. But as I'd found so often recently, in the red heat of the moment, the most outrageous ideas can suddenly seem desirable. My need for pleasure was strong enough that I could push aside the voice in my head that pleaded for caution, that reminded me that Sarah was practically a stranger, that I knew next to nothing about this woman, and that she had some financial power over both Chris and I. The whole point of these games was to forget all that. To become someone else for a while. To become the kind of powerful woman who takes what she wants and doesn't care what anybody else thinks about her. 
 
    And yet I could feel Sarah's eyes on me as I stepped away from Chris and reached for the zipper of my boots. I could feel Chris watching me, too, as I bent at the waist and pulled the zippers down. Kicking off my boots, I reached for the waistband of my pants. I tried to keep my focus solely on Chris now, my mind only on the drama playing out between us as I had so many times before. But it's not like I could simply forget that Sarah was in the room. That my boss's ex-wife was watching us, studying my every move as she waited to see what happened next. Not that it was hard to guess. 
 
    Slowly, I slid my pants down over my hips, and my panties went with them. Just like that, I was naked in front of another woman. At least, naked from the waist down. As I pulled my pants and underwear off completely, stepping out of them before tossing them to the floor, I felt a delicious kinky thrill at the thought of what I was doing. The sex life I shared with Chris was already wild enough, but having his ex-wife watch it made everything so much more intense. I could feel them both watching me as I bent to the floor and picked up my boots, sliding them back on and pulling up the zippers. After all, I knew what Chris liked. And it made me feel more dominant to be wearing them. It excited me.  
 
    Already, I could feel her spreading wetness between my legs as desire hummed inside me. My anxieties and nervousness steadily evaporated under the maddening beat of my heart that told me to keep going, to keep pushing, to experience this new chapter in our relationship and worry about the consequences later. 
 
    "Get over here, bitch boy." A burst of laughter escaped Sarah's lips before she could put a hand to her mouth to stop it. Meanwhile, I stepped back toward Chris's desk. Perching myself on its edge, I spread my legs, letting them both see my pussy. And Chris didn't hesitate. His cock swayed ludicrously in front of him as he hurried across the office floor on his knees, hindered by his hands tied behind his back. Sarah watched too, her striking green-brown eyes glowing as though lit by some inner fire as she studied the scene in front of her.  
 
    As Chris lowered his head between my thighs, I sighed in pleasure at the feel of his tongue sliding over my wet sex. My arousal was no act. This was exactly what I needed. And as the pleasure inside me swelled and soared with every lick, I gave myself over to it. I relished it fully, not trying to hold anything back as moans began to rise from my throat. For a while, I closed my eyes, focusing only on the sensations of pleasure Chris was giving me. For a while, it was almost possible to forget there was anyone else there. 
 
    Until I opened my eyes again. And saw Sarah watching me, her face lit up with desire and fascination, her lips slightly parted as she watched. As I looked at her, she looked at me. And I noticed the way her hands moved over her legs, tugging at her skirt. Sliding it upward as she reached underneath it. Her movements were frantic and distracted, so she didn't even realize what she was doing. But another thrill of pleasure raced through me to see how badly watching us was turning this woman on. Right there in Chris's office, Sarah reached up under her skirt and began to touch herself, forgetting everything else in the potent rush of pleasure. 
 
    And of course, her desire added to mine. Shedding what few inhibitions I had left, I threw back my head and howled at the ceiling. Lifting my legs, I draped them over Chris's shoulders, the heels of my leather boots scraping against his back as I pulled him closer to myself. I didn't care. All that mattered was pleasure. 
 
    Feeling my mounting desire, Chris sped up. Soon I was shrieking and yelling as he licked me to orgasm, my pussy spasming against his mouth as it had done so many times before. After all, my boss had had plenty of practice at this task, and as always, he set about it with enthusiasm. In no time, I was moaning and panting and writhing in pleasure, feeling a powerful orgasm surging inside me. 
 
    With a loud cry, I came in Chris's mouth. I heard him gulp and gasp as he swallowed, tasting my pleasure ravenously in a way that only made it grow. The bright burst of bliss made me close my eyes again, forgetting everything for a moment. It was only when I opened them again that I remembered that Sarah was watching. 
 
    Sarah was watching, and her face shone with lust. Her hand was buried between her thighs, stroking and rubbing, and her whole body rocked to the desperate rhythm of pleasure. Coming down from my own climax, with Chris still between my legs, I saw her gasp. I saw the breath catch in her throat. I saw a spasm of pleasure similar to my own race through her beautiful body, and I grinned at the sight. I had never imagined, when I first met this impressive woman, that I would end up seeing her cum. That she would succumb to pleasure just by watching me use her ex-husband, the two of us giving in to the same wild impulse that I took such delight in denying to Chris. It was a giddy thrill to know what we were doing to her, to see that she was so turned on she couldn't help herself. Once again, our kinky games had given us an experience I knew none of us were ever going to forget. And now, that included Sarah. 
 
    Gently, I pushed Chris's head away. His job done for now, he looked up at me from his knees, hopeful but not daring to expect anything. He knew his pleasure was in my hands, and that begging would get him nowhere. All he could do was wait. 
 
    And meanwhile, Sarah stood. I watched her rise, her skirt tightening against her long legs as she stepped forward. Pleasure had made her movements clumsy, and her cheeks glowed pink with orgasm in the same way I knew mine must as she approached. She seemed to be in the grip of some force greater than herself, caught up in a moment she could barely understand and couldn't possibly resist. I smiled in recognition of the feeling I knew well. 
 
    “That was so fucking hot,” Sarah said. Ignoring Chris completely, she stood in front of me. Her beautiful eyes traveled over my face, looking at my lips, my eyes, my hair. I couldn’t even begin to guess what was going through the other woman’s mind, and why she was looking at me that way. But I didn’t question it. Caught up in my own wild desire, I was willing to wait and see what happened. 
 
    And then she kissed me. Leaning forward with a tiny growl, as though she had tried and failed to resist the wild impulse inside her, Sarah put her lips on mine. Shocked, I just sat there, letting her kiss me while Chris watched us both from his knees. 
 
    When Sarah finally lifted her lips from mine, she seemed slightly breathless. Again, her eyes did that strange dance over my face, as though studying my reaction. And honestly, I had no idea how to react. I'd never been kissed by a girl before. Admittedly, Sarah had chosen her moment well. I was so alive with sexual bliss that I was open to just about anything. And it's not as though I hated the experience. I was more surprised than anything. 
 
    "You're so sexy," Sarah said, pausing for a moment before adding, "Miss Madison." And excitement raced through me as she spoke those words. All at once, strange new possibilities bloomed in my mind. On the floor beneath us, Chris watched, as unable to believe what was happening between me and his ex-wife as I was. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said uncertainly. Sarah was still smiling at me, still wildly excited by what she had seen even after the orgasm she had given herself. 
 
    "I've always wondered what it would be like," she said in a soft voice while her beautiful eyes continued their strange dance over my face. "You know, to submit to someone. To be used." And now there was no doubt. I couldn't keep the smile from my face at the confirmation of what I had only dimly guessed. Sarah wanted me. This beautiful, powerful, successful woman was so turned on by what she had seen that she wanted me to do it to her. And even though I had never had any interest in women, even though I had never even imagined playing with another girl, in my satisfied but still aroused state, the possibilities seemed to shine in front of me in a way I couldn't ignore. Once again, I felt myself daring myself into it. Pushing aside the voice that pleaded for caution and focusing instead on the wild possibilities for pleasure Sarah's words presented.  
 
    It was unbelievable. But really, it was only the latest in a long chain of unbelievable events that had happened to me. And every one of them had brought me more joy than I would ever have thought possible. If my relationship with Chris had taught me anything, it was to give in to these impulses. To see where they lead. To not be afraid of the consequences. 
 
    “You want me to dominate you, too?” I asked quietly. Sarah paused before answering. In the silence, Chris gasped quietly. But my attention was all on his ex-wife, waiting to hear what she said next. And she smiled, her perfect teeth biting her lower lip and her eyes shining with wild desire, I already knew what the answer was. 
 
    "I'd like to try it," Sarah said. And we grinned at one another, our mutual pleasure feeding off itself as I stared in surprise and excitement at this woman. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, as though I had done this kind of thing before. As though it didn’t surprise me at all, even as disbelief boiled inside my brain. “Let’s try it. I can get on board with both of you serving me. You can start by getting on your knees next to your ex-husband.” 
 
    Again, Sarah hesitated. For a brief moment, I thought she would refuse. That she would lose her nerve and pull back from the statement she had just made, frightened by the intensity that went with it. I wouldn't blame her if she did. 
 
    But again, Sarah surprised me. Still smiling, she took a step back. Bending her long legs, she sank down to kneel on the floor in front of me, next to Chris. Now both of them were looking up at me with obvious desire, eager to be used in any way I saw fit. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," Sarah said, and another rush of power tore through me. Hearing my title in a woman's voice was somehow even more deeply erotic than it was when Chris used it. And the sense of limitless power that went with it was almost enough to make me cum again right there and then on my boss's desk. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    10. Becoming Miss Madison 
 
      
 
    "Ooo, what do you think of this?" 
 
    Chris leaned forward as I held my phone out toward him. Smiling, I sat on the sofa beside him. Chris's apartment always had a kind of sterile feel to it. As though no one really lived there. I knew that he did, of course. But the place was as ruthlessly clean as a show home, and just as blandly decorated. Not that it wasn't well furnished. It was much better than my own place. Chris' sofa alone probably cost six months of my rent, and everything in his apartment was top-of-the-line. But there was no personality to any of it. No pictures on the wall. Nothing that said anything about the man who lived there. I got the sense that Chris had probably just paid a company to set his apartment up for him and had changed nothing since. After all, he didn't care much about appearances. The reality was, Chris didn't spend much time at home. The bulk of his waking hours were spent in the office, pushing his company forward. It was only when we started seeing each other that he began to take more time off for himself. His apartment, comfortable and luxurious as it was, still reflected that Spartan lifestyle. 
 
    "That's… that's pretty hot," Chris said as he saw what I was showing him. I smiled as I turned my phone back to myself. I was shopping for sexy outfits. And I had some big plans. After all, Chris was more than happy to pay for everything. He wanted me to look good. And I had long ago learned that looking sexy was a huge part of feeling sexy. It was a lot easier to dominate Chris when I felt like a mistress. When I could put on a costume and play a role. Plus, it teased him more. The more badly Chris wanted me, the more willing he was to do as I told him.  
 
    With a shiver of desire, I wondered if the same would prove to be true of his ex-wife. The fact is, I was nervous. In honesty, I was always a little bit nervous when I thought about how a scene might go. But this was far beyond the usual nerves. This was another level, a whole new dimension to this kinky lifestyle I had stumbled into. I had only just gotten comfortable with dominating my boss, and now his ex-wife wanted the same treatment.  
 
    As always, I had been doing plenty of research, reading blogs and articles to get ideas for what to do with this woman that I barely knew. But I knew from my experiences with Chris that no matter how well I tried to prepare, everything changes when you're in the moment. Still, I wanted to give our next session the best possible chance of success. I couldn't say why, but it mattered a lot to me that this new development work. For all of us. 
 
    "It's going to drive you so crazy playing with both of us," I said, setting my phone aside. Looking at outfits, thinking about how it was all going to go down, had me feeling frisky. Chris smiled, seeming to recognize the gleam in my eyes as I turned to him. "You're going to have to be a good boy and do as you're told," I went on, running my fingers through his hair as I spoke. "You'll have to do what Sarah says, too." 
 
    "Really?" Chris said, the smile still showing on his face. He reached out to me, and it was all I could do not to tremble as he ran his hand over my thigh while I sat on the couch beside him. Sexual tension crackled in the air between us, our bodies responding to each other's touch as our minds fed us powerful hormones of lust and desire. 
 
    "Of course," I smiled. "I mean, she wants to submit to me. But I think it's hot when she dominates you. Besides, you're a man. That makes you automatically subordinate to any woman." 
 
    "Is that right?" Chris said. His hand slid higher up my thigh, reaching into the warmth between my legs. I smiled as I felt his fingers move over my crotch. Dominating him turned me on so much, far more than I would ever have believed it could. But sometimes, it's nice to be a little more ordinary. To not put in the kind of effort it takes to put these scenes together. After all, now I had both him and his ex-wife to deal with. Our play sessions were only going to become more elaborate. And part of being the dominant partner is taking on the responsibility for everybody's pleasure. As I was learning, it can be exhausting. But I didn't doubt that it would be worth it. 
 
    “Yep,” I said. “That’s rule number one. Women come first. Imagine what it will be like submitting to her while I dominate her.” 
 
    "That's so fucking hot," Chris breathed. The couch creaked underneath him as he leaned toward me, his hand still firmly between my legs while the other gripped the back of the sofa for support. He kissed me, and I smiled as his mouth traveled over my skin, down my neck, heading inexorably toward my breasts. The couch creaked again as I lay back, and Chris moved with me, climbing on top of me as he began to rub me through my jeans. 
 
    "Yeah, it is," I giggled. "Honestly, I can't wait. I'm going to drive you both crazy. And you're both going to do what I tell you if you want to cum. Isn't that right?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." I laughed again as Chris spoke, his voice muffled as his lips moved against my skin. He was already gathering up the bottom of my T-shirt, pulling it up over my head. I let him. I raised my arms and let him pull my T-shirt off, smiling as he began to kiss my breasts. Plunging his face into the cleavage my bra gave me, kissing and licking and fondling my boobs while my nipples hardened and my pussy spasmed. 
 
    "No wonder your marriage didn't work out," I said. As I spoke, I reached downward and began to unfasten Chris's pants. My hand found the hard bulge of his cock, and he moaned as I stroked it, fondling it through his underwear. "You're both a couple of submissive bitches who need a powerful woman like Miss Madison to boss you around. Luckily, you've got that now. I hope you're grateful for everything I do for you." 
 
    “Of course, Miss Madison.” Chris’s voice cracked as he spoke, his desire obvious as his cock throbbed in his hand. I knew I could make him say anything now. He was already so worked up that he was willing to admit anything. But there will be plenty of time for that later. For now, I wanted him as badly as he wanted me, and for once, I didn’t feel like being the dominatrix of his dreams. 
 
    Chris unbuttoned my jeans, and I wiggled my way out of them as he pulled them down. My panties came next, my pussy already damp at the thought of what was about to happen. I helped him push down his own underwear, and his cock sprang out, as hard and ready as I knew it would be. Chris's face was still buried in my cleavage, still kissing and licking as he guided himself inside. I moaned at the feel of his erection sliding between my wet lips, pushing them apart and filling me with his manhood. And as he began to slide his cock in and out of my trembling sex, I closed my eyes and moaned with pleasure. Sometimes, all a girl wants is a good hard fuck on the sofa. And that's exactly what Chris was giving me. But all the while, as he thrust his cock in and out of me, bringing me fresh pleasure with every thirst, I found myself thinking about Sarah more than I thought about him. 
 
      
 
    I should have been tired. 
 
    After all, I had barely slept the night before. In my own apartment, staring at the dark ceiling above me, my mind boiling with a million different thoughts. Doubts and fears plagued me the way they always did, but they were no match for the wild excitement I felt. And everything was ready, or as ready as it would ever be. The items I had ordered online had all arrived and were sitting in boxes in my apartment. I had them shipped to me, not trusting Chris not to open them and take a look when I wasn't around. 
 
    And the day finally arrived. The day Chris and Sarah and I had agreed to spend together. The day I was going to dominate them both completely. 
 
    Our first dalliance at the office had been brief. Sarah got down on her knees and addressed me as Miss Madison, and a wave of sadistic delight had flowed through me. But I wasn't ready. It was all too new. I needed time to prepare. And so we had arranged to meet up at Chris's place where we could really indulge ourselves in this new dynamic.  
 
    Lately, it was all I could think about. The possibilities Sarah's submission to me presented were too thrilling to ignore. And even though I should've been tired after my sleepless night, I wasn't.  
 
    I was buoyed up by sexual energy, the excitement of what was going to happen keeping me bubbling over and able to ignore my fatigue as I got up early and got dressed. 
 
    There was no point putting on anything fancy. After all, that was what my online shopping was for. I pulled on a T-shirt and jeans and a pair of sneakers, then grabbed my makeup bag. Gathering up my unopened parcels, I headed out of the door of my apartment bright and early. To Chris's place. 
 
    “Are you nervous?” It was almost the first thing I asked him, as soon as he had let me in and kissed me and taken the parcels from me to put them down on the floor. 
 
    "Yes," Chris said honestly. I giggled. 
 
    "Me too, a little," I admitted. "But this is going to be fun. You can help me get ready while we wait for Sarah. Maybe that will keep your mind off it." Chris nodded, and I smiled devilishly. I knew it would do the opposite. I knew what I had in those parcels, and I could guess the effect it would have on my submissive boss. That was the point. And Chris had to know what he was in for as I pointed at the parcels on the floor. 
 
    “Take those to the bedroom and open them,” I ordered, slipping into my dominatrix persona with a mental effort. “Lay it all out on the bed for me. I’m going to get ready.” 
 
    “Okay,” Chris said. Bending, he started to gather up the parcels. My makeup bag in my hand, I stepped past him on my way to the bathroom. There was no need to force him to call me Miss Madison, not yet. I knew I would be hearing my title plenty from him and from Sarah soon enough. 
 
    In Chris's immaculate bathroom, I tried my best to keep my hands steady as I began to make myself up. This was no time for subtlety. I wanted to look like a goddess, like a dominant Amazon who took no shit from anyone. The kind of woman who took what she wanted. Younger than both Chris and his ex-wife, it felt strange to know I had this power over them. But looking the part always helped.  
 
    And soon, I was pleased with my work. My eyes glittered like shards of ice between thick lashes and a coat of smoky powder. My lips were a deep dark red, like cherries at their ripest. I left my blonde hair loose, letting it fall around my shoulders, knowing how it would contrast with the outfit I had in mind. My face complete, I stepped out of the bathroom and walked toward the bedroom where Chris waited, bubbling with excitement. 
 
    "You look good," Chris said, as soon as I stepped through the door. I couldn't help but smile at the compliment. I was still wearing casual clothes, and my heavily made-up face contrasted with the dressed-down look. I'd soon fix that. As I cast my eyes over the bed, I saw that Chris had opened all of the packages and laid out the garments inside just as I had told him to. I wondered what he thought about them. But I wasn't about to ask. 
 
    “I know I do,” I said, once again the icy dominatrix. “And is that how you address me?” 
 
    “Sorry, Miss Madison,” Chris mumbled. I almost moaned with pleasure at how easily he gave into me. But this was no time to be forgiving. 
 
    "And why are you wearing clothes?" I demanded. "From now on, you go naked. You haven't earned the right to be dressed in my presence. Strip. Now." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." There was a faint hint of a smile in Chris's voice as he began to undress. Standing in the doorway of his large bedroom, I watched. It didn't take long for him to shrug his way out of his own T-shirt and jeans, and as he tossed them to the floor of the bedroom, I could see his cock harden visibly. Already, he was excited. Good. It was something I could use. 
 
    "Now you're going to help get me ready," I said firmly. "You're going to help me get dressed up all sexy so that I can dominate you and your ex-wife. Think you can handle that?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris was openly grinning now, not even trying to hide his desire for me and for the scene I had concocted. His cock swayed, hardening by the second as he moved toward the bed. 
 
    "Start with those," I ordered, pointing to the garment that shone on top of the bedclothes. Carefully, Chris picked it up. It was a pair of pants, made of glossy black latex. I did my research and ordered the small, anticipating that they would stretch and cling to my body in a way calculated to drive my lover wild. But as Chris stepped toward me with the pants in his hands, I scowled at him. 
 
    “Not yet, slave,” I snapped. “You have to undress me first.” 
 
    "Of course, Miss Madison." Setting the latex pants back down on the bed, Chris stepped toward me. He was such a smart guy, but when his lust took over, he tended to become forgetful in his eagerness for pleasure. Not that I was complaining. If anything, it helped me. It helped to reinforce the difference in status between us, helped to justify the way I ordered him around as though he were intellectually inferior to me. We both knew he wasn't. That was part of the game. 
 
    And as Chris began to help me undress, I barely lifted a finger to help him. I let him lift my T-shirt over my head and pull down my pants, crouching at my feet to slide them off completely. He took off my underwear too, his hands trembling visibly with the force of his desire. He wasn’t the only one. It took every ounce of self-control I had not to jump on top of him right there and then. The deep pressure of desire had been building in me for hours already, and I didn’t know how I could possibly resist. But at the same time, I knew I had to. I had to be strong. Denying him and myself was how I would stay in control. It was how I got the power to order him around and make him do whatever I wanted. And hopefully, the same thing would work with Sarah. 
 
    "Okay. Now I need lube." I pointed over at the bed where Chris had unpacked a small bottle. He knew better than to question why. Rising to his feet again, he moved toward the bed and picked up the bottle. Without a word, I pointed to the floor at my feet. Instantly, Chris kneeled. I smiled at how well trained I had him. We were both naked, but still, there was no doubt about who was in charge. 
 
    “You have to oil up my legs so I can get those pants on,” I explained. “So get to work.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Willingly, Chris opened the bottle of lubrication and squirted some onto his hands. Starting at my ankles, he began to rub the viscous liquid over my skin, rising steadily higher. As my legs began to shine and glisten under his hands, I felt another wave of desire spread through me. His touch was driving me crazy. And from the way his cock surged and throbbed as he kneeled at my feet, I wasn't the only one. He crept ever higher, and soon, his gentle hands were between my thighs. My pussy twitched in front of his face as he lubricated my inner thighs, my hips, my ass. I could see his desire in every line of his body, the wild pressure of lust that had him shivering with need at my feet. 
 
    "Enough," I said at last, while my own body shrieked for release. "Now you can put those pants on me." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Tearing himself away, Chris stood and picked up the clothing I had ordered. Kneeling at my feet again, he held out the pants for me to step into, the latex stretching as he held it. Carefully, I slid one foot inside, then the other. And Chris began the tricky process of pulling the pants up my legs. 
 
    The latex stretched and squeaked as it slid over my lubricated legs, inch by inch. I could feel its unbelievable tightness as it conformed to my body, gripping me everywhere. Slowly, Chris pulled the pants higher and higher, the material growing tighter over my thighs and ass. I watched him carefully as he dressed me, his eyes on my pussy until it was finally covered by the material. It must be driving him crazy to deny himself the site of what he most wanted, and I grinned at the thought. That was part of the fun. When he was finally done, the skintight pants sat around my waist, a long zipper covering my pussy. The material was so tight that I felt no less naked than I had been before I put them on. But as I turned my head to look over my shoulder in a mirror, I could see the way the pants gripped my ass. Even I had to admit, I looked good. 
 
    “Now the boots,” I ordered, pointing toward the bed. “The tall ones. Hurry up.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris jumped up and went back to the bed to pick up the boots. Glossy patent leather that matched the luster of the pants I wore, they had a wicked heel that looked like a weapon and long laces that ran all the way up the boots from the top of the foot to mid-thigh. There was no mistaking them for anything but fetish gear as Chris carried them over to me and kneeled on the floor again. I raised one foot and let him slide the boot slowly up my leg. Then he did the other. I stood above him like a queen, my hands on my hips as he carefully laced the boots and pulled the shining leather tight around me. The high heels made me loom over him even more, my breasts rising and falling as I breathed, my nipples tight and hard with desire. With every second that past, I was looking and feeling more like the dominant goddess he wanted me to be. 
 
    “How badly do you want me right now?” I asked, when Chris was close to finishing with my laces. 
 
    "So badly, Miss Madison." He looked up at me as he spoke, his blue eyes shining like an August sky as he stared at me towering over him. Another thrill of pleasure raced through me at his words. 
 
    "Do you want to just pull that zipper down and bury your face in my beautiful pussy, slave boy?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison,” Chris panted, made breathless by wild desire. “Please, Miss Madison.” 
 
    "No," I said curtly, grinning with pleasure at being so cruel. "You haven't earned pussy privileges yet. You need to finish getting me dressed. Go get that corset that's on the bed." 
 
    For a moment, Chris hesitated. I love the way he looked at me, his desperate desire so clear on his handsome face. Inside the latex pants I wore, I could already feel my pussy responding, getting damp inside the skintight fabric. But I didn't seriously think he would disobey. After all, I had made him do far worse.  
 
    And just as I thought, Chris did as he was told. Rising to his feet, he moved back toward the bed and picked up the black satin corset I had ordered online. He fumbled with it, frowning down at the unfamiliar garment as he carried it toward me. 
 
    “Get behind me,” I said softly. “You have to wrap it around me and close the front, then do up the laces. Pull them tight from the middle. I’ll tell you when to stop.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris did as he was told. My confidence was all for show, but he didn't seem to see that. I had never won a corset before in my life. But they seemed very much de rigueur for the role I was performing. And I couldn't deny how sexy some of the women I saw online had looked in them. 
 
    Chris wrapped the corset around me from behind. Carefully, he fitted its cups to my boobs. I could feel his rigid cock pressing against my ass from behind, through the latex pants I wore, and I smiled to myself. With some difficulty, he managed to get the corset closed in front and then began pulling on the laces. I breathed slowly as the garment tightened, pushing my stomach in. The feeling of breathlessness was new to me, but I couldn't help but admire the way it pushed my boobs up and out, giving me incredible cleavage as I looked down at myself. 
 
    “Okay, that’s enough,” I said. “Tie the laces.” 
 
    While Chris went about his task, I ran my hands over my stomach. I could barely believe how tiny my waist was. The corset was restrictive, but being laced into it by my submissive boy toy felt fantastic. And when he had finished tying the laces, I turned. Chris looked me up and down, his eyes wide with disbelief at the vision that stood in front of him. Gently but firmly, I pushed him aside. I wanted to see myself in his bedroom mirror. And as I posed in front of it, I couldn't help admiring the woman that stood in front of me. I looked like somebody else completely. Like the dominant woman I pretended to be. That was Miss Madison, standing there in the mirror in her all-black fetish gear that contrasted sharply with the long hair that sat in gentle waves on her bare shoulders. I knew Chris wanted me. I wanted myself. And it felt fantastic to look so good while my naked slave fawned over me. 
 
    “Nice,” I said. “Look at these tits. I bet you just want to stick your face in my cleavage right now, don’t you?’ 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris's voice was hoarse with desire as he looked at me. His eyes kept traveling up and down my body, as though he couldn't believe what he was seeing. As though he couldn't tear himself away. It was exactly the reaction I had wanted. And as his cock throbbed visibly in the air at the sight of me, I felt my own lust growing by the minute. 
 
    "Do it, then," I said. "You may worship my boobs until I tell you to stop." 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Madison.” I tried not to giggle as Chris hurried forward. He sounded genuinely grateful for this tiny privilege. I sighed happily as I felt his lips on my skin, the faint bristle on his shaved cheeks tickling my breasts as he buried himself in them. His hands were on my hips, his fingertips pressing against the tight latex, as he hungrily kissed and licked my cleavage. Invisible to him, my nipples swelled inside the corset that contained them, my breasts threatening to engulf him with every breath I took. 
 
    A girl can only take so much. Finally, with a sigh, I reached up and placed one hand on the top of Chris's head. Pushing down firmly, he got the message. Slowly, he sank to his knees, gazing up at me from the floor as I stood above him. My hand was still on the top of his head while the other reached for the zipper of my pants. Slowly, teasingly, I drew the zipper down. The tight pants parted to expose my pussy, and Chris stared at it, his mouth open, an expression of pure desire on his face. 
 
    "Well, what are you waiting for?" I said with a sneer. "It's not going to lick itself. Get in there and make your mistress come before your wife gets here." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." At once, Chris lurched forward on his knees. I closed my eyes, shivering with pleasure as I felt him run his tongue over my wet lips. Standing over him and enjoying his eager worship, I felt every inch the goddess he thought I was. And our day of kinky pleasure had only just begun. 
 
    

  

 
   
    11. She Dominates Them Both 
 
      
 
    The buzzer rang. 
 
    I lifted my head at the sound, and Chris lifted his too. For a moment, our eyes caught each other in midflight. I felt a slow smile spreading across my face, but Chris didn't smile back. His nervousness was clear on his face as he looked at me, as though hoping to find some kind of guidance. Well, I planned to give him plenty of that. 
 
    Pushing his head roughly away, I stepped back. My body was tingling with pleasure, my pussy vibrating with desire. But that could wait. Carefully, I zipped up my tight latex pants and turned toward the door. 
 
    "Hi," I said, speaking into the intercom near the front door of Chris's apartment as I held down the button. 
 
    “Hi,” a voice said from the other end. “It’s Sarah.” 
 
    "Come on up." Pressing another button on the intercom, I heard the buzz that told me the door had opened. I waited with a growing sense of excitement. I imagined Sarah stepping into the immaculate lobby of Chris's building. I imagined her waiting for the elevator with the same butterflies fluttering in her stomach that were fluttering in mine. I imagined her slow ride through the tower, each second bringing her closer to me. And all the while, Chris sat in the bedroom where I had left him, waiting helplessly with the taste of my pussy in his mouth. It's not easy being in charge all the time. But it sure is fun. And even though Sarah seemed to be taking forever to reach me, I did my best to patiently wait. It would all be worth it in the end. 
 
    Finally, there was a knock on the door. A timid sort of knock, almost as though she wasn't sure she wanted to be heard. Letting a broad smile show on my face, I pulled open the door to see her standing there. 
 
    The high heels of my boots negated the height difference between us. I was able to look Sarah directly in the eye for once. She was plainly dressed, in jeans and a shirt. I had told her she didn't have to wear anything special, that I would take care of her outfit. And at the sight of her, I felt a dull growl of lust inside me. I had had plenty of time to reflect on what exactly I wanted from this woman. Although I could see that she was attractive, it wasn't that I was actually attracted to her per se. I like guys. But it was what Sarah represented that really turned me on. The possibilities for kinky games that her presence in Chris's apartment awakened. The fact that this turned her on, and that I was doing something to her no one else ever had. All of that was deeply thrilling. All of that turned me on, and every time I thought of her, it was that which got my blood flowing and my heart beating. Seeing her standing there on Chris's doorstep, I felt my excitement growing by the second as I contemplated what lay ahead for all three of us. 
 
    "Hi," Sarah said. Her eyes dropped as she spoke, falling from my face to take in my body. I let her look. I let her look at me in my dominatrix outfit, every inch Miss Madison as I stood in front of her. But after all, we couldn't stay like that all day. 
 
    "Come in," I said, pushing the door of the apartment wider as I stepped aside. As if it was my place, and not my boss's. As though I had taken even that from Chris. After all, I told myself with another flutter of desire, when you own a man, you own what he owns, too. There was that bright burst of desire again. 
 
    Sarah stepped into the apartment, and I closed the door behind her. Her eyes were still traveling over my body, taking it in as I moved. It felt so hot to be looked at that way, to know that this woman wanted me. Wanted what only I could give her. Her need reached out to me in the same way as Chris's did. I felt myself at the center point of two burning desires. As I walked further into the apartment, I heard Sarah's footsteps on the floor, following me. She was quiet, subdued. Waiting to see what I had in mind for her. I had known I would have to take charge from the get-go, to push these two into doing what we all knew they wanted to do. Fine by me. 
 
    Sarah followed me into the bedroom. As we entered, I saw Chris's eyes move from me to her, and a delightful expression of shame flash across his face. He was still kneeling where I had left him, as though he didn't dare move without my permission. And I was delighted to see that his cock was still rockhard, still desperate for the release only I could give him. It was exactly how I wanted him and it was exactly how I wanted his ex-wife to see him, too, completely at my mercy. Reduced to my sexual plaything. I wanted Sarah to see just how easily I controlled him, just how easily I made him mine. How I did to him what she had never been brave enough to do. When I had first met her, Sarah had seemed so poised and powerful and in control. It was such a wild thrill to see this other side to her. 
 
    "Stay," I said firmly to Chris as I stepped past him. Then I turned my attention to Sarah. I stepped toward her, the heel of my boot thumping on the bedroom floor and the tight latex of my pants creaking. I reached out to her and felt something like an electric charge in my fingertips as they touched her arm. Sarah was practically trembling. Stepping closer, I kissed her. After only a moment's hesitation, she kissed me back. As her lips trembled against mine, I could feel every ounce of her desperate desire. I could feel how badly she wanted this, how desperately she needed to give in to the powerful feelings that were flowing through her. It was almost too easy. 
 
    While we kissed, I reached for the buttons on the front of her shirt. Sarah didn't resist. In fact, she helped. As I opened her shirt, she shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and onto the floor behind her. The fastener of her bra came apart in my hand, and I slid that down over her arms too, our lips still locked together in their hungry embrace. Next, I reached for the front of her pants. It was a new experience for me, too. I had never undressed a woman before. And that, too, made me feel like the sexy dominant goddess I wanted to be. I was crossing all kinds of boundaries, doing things I had never imagined myself doing. It felt incredible. 
 
    Shifting her weight from one foot to the other, Sarah kicked off her shoes. I pulled her pants down, and she wiggled her way out of them. Then I pulled down her panties too. As I finally lifted my lips from hers, Sarah stepped out of the remains of her clothing, her bright eyes gazing at me in a kind of disbelief.  
 
    I had no idea if she had been with a woman before. I hadn't. But I was more than ready to pursue this new development wherever it went. My body was alive with pleasure and the promise of sex, and ideas that might have seemed outrageous at other times now made perfect sense to me. After all, we were all there for one reason only. We all wanted sex. And now I had two naked slaves to play with, I felt more powerful than I ever had before. 
 
    “Time to dress you up,” I grinned at Sarah.” If you’re going to be my slut, you need to look the part. What do you say?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Sarah's voice was quiet and slightly hoarse as she spoke. Just as I always did with Chris, I felt a charge at her first use of my title. As though those three magic words open the door to the vibrant darkness that lay behind. As though by saying them, she summoned this side of my personality. I was seized by a spasm of cruelty, a sadistic desire to make this woman into every bit as much of a personal sex toy as her ex-husband was. Absolutely thrilled with how everything was going, I turned toward the bed where the rest of the clothes I had ordered online lay. 
 
    “Here,” I said as I lifted another corset from the bed. “Come over here and let me dress you.” 
 
    Meekly, Sarah stepped forward. I saw the way her beautiful green-brown eyes moved over the clothing spread out across the mattress. She had to see at once what I had planned for her. But she didn't resist. I stepped behind her and wrapped the corset around her body as Chris had done for me. Hers was smaller than mine, cut to expose her breasts as it hugged her stomach. It was a vibrant shade of red, and made of some high-gloss material that shone in the light as I tightened it around her. I pulled savagely on the laces, and heard Sarah grunt. Her tall body swayed in front of me. But she didn't say anything. And mercilessly, I kept tightening the garment around her, shrinking her waist and giving her an exaggerated hourglass figure that made her normally slender frame even more wildly appealing.  
 
    From the floor, Chris watched in silence. This was much for him as it was for me. To tease and torment him with the sight of us, two women I knew he wanted but couldn't have. At least, not until I decided otherwise. 
 
    Once the corset was as tight as I wanted it, I tied the laces behind Sarah's back. I wasn't trying to make her comfortable. I was trying to make her look hot. And I had succeeded at that. Her corset was tied far more tightly than mine, her waist even more unbelievably narrow. The glossy fabric shone as it gripped her body, her breasts hanging exposed above it, the nipples hard and prominent. Already, I wanted her. Me, who had never before felt that way about any woman. But Sarah looked so meek and submissive and ready to be used, I could hardly resist. Still, I knew I had to hold out at least a little bit longer. And the reward would most definitely be worth it. I had all day to play with my two little toys, I had no doubt that they would do just about anything to keep me happy. There was no rush. 
 
    So instead, I reached back over the bed for some other things I had ordered. Sarah watched wide-eyed as I picked up a pair of black leather cuffs. Buckles and steel rings shone against the dark material as I reached out for her hands. And she gave them to me. Timid but trusting, Sarah held out her hands as I fastened the cuffs around both her wrists. They weren't joined together yet. For now, I was happy to let her have her arms free. But it was clear to her as I knew it must be to Chris that I could revoke that privilege anytime I saw fit. On the bed, there were plenty of chains and restraints that I could use to anchor the cuffs together or to anything else I wished to tether this woman to. Another kinky thrill raced through me at the thought of all the things I could do to her. 
 
    Still, we weren't done yet. Next, I picked up a pair of boots from the bed and handed them to Sarah. She looked them over. Not as tall as the ones I wore, they were still knee-high, with a slender heel that screamed of sex. I watched as Sarah bent awkwardly, the movement constrained by the tight corset she wore, as she pulled them on. The high heels made her much taller than me again, but there was no doubt about who was in charge. Between the top of her boots and the bottom of her corset, she was completely naked, her pussy exposed beneath its brown triangle of pubic hair. Likewise, her breasts were naked above the corset. She was dressed and yet undressed, somehow more naked than she had been before I put the garments on her. Just as I had planned, she looked like a slut. And judging by the red glow in her cheeks, I guessed that she felt like one too. 
 
    Meanwhile, Chris's eyes were practically on stalks. As I gazed over at him, I saw his head turning from me to Sarah and back again, as though he couldn't quite bring himself to believe what he saw. I grinned. It was exactly what I had been looking for. To tease him with what he couldn't have, to flaunt our bodies in front of him and keep his desire burning bright inside his chest. It was working. 
 
    “She looks hot, your ex-wife, doesn’t she?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris nodded as he spoke, the strain of desire evident in his voice. As I looked at Sarah, I saw her lips twitch faintly in the beginnings of a smile. This was exactly what the two of them hadn't been able to do together until I came along. All the pent-up desire in the room made the air feel close as I stood beside the bed, drunk with my own power. 
 
    "Then you should show her how badly you want her," I said. "Crawl over here on your hands and knees and grovel at her feet. Worship her." 
 
    Beside me, Sarah gasped faintly. But Chris just looked at me with a hungry expression on his face. Without a word, he did as he was told. Placing his hands on the floor, he began to crawl across the bedroom. His rigid cock swayed and twitched beneath him as he approached, and I savored every moment of his humiliation as he crawled toward his ex-wife. In her high heels, Sarah looked down at him from a great height as he reached her feet. For a moment, he glanced up at her, and she looked down at him. Now she was smiling clearly, her face lit up with a wild delight. Chris couldn't meet the look in her eyes. Instead, he lowered his face to the floor. I laughed out loud, letting him hear my amusement as he humbly kissed the toe of her boot. 
 
    "Good boy," I gently mocked. "You know your place, don't you? Lick them. Kiss them. That's it. Disgrace yourself for our amusement." While Chris did what I said, I turned my face up to look at Sarah. "I told him he has to be submissive to you," I explained. "He'll do whatever you say unless I tell him otherwise. That's how it should be. After all, you have a pussy, and that makes you superior to him." As I spoke, I lifted one foot from the floor and swung it in Chris's direction. Not hard. The point wasn't to hurt him. It was to remind him of his lowly position. The toe of my boot prodded his bunched thigh, and he grunted as he carried on worshiping Sarah's boots. Meanwhile, she stood above him, beaming with delight as she felt his tongue moving on her feet through the leather. It was a feeling I knew well. I knew exactly the sense of power and sexiness that would be flowing through her as Chris degraded himself. I knew how easy it is to feel like a goddess when a horny man is willing to worship you. But I had other ideas for Sarah too. And for Chris. 
 
    "Stroke your cock for us," I ordered. "Stroke yourself like a horny little pet while you lick her boots. But don't you dare cum." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris's voice was a low croak of desire as he reached under himself and took his manhood in hand. Sarah laughed, clapping her hands together with delight. And my tight pants creaked as I stepped past him, picking up some more items from the bed. While Chris pathetically stroked himself and groveled at Sarah's feet, I attached some restraints I'd bought to his headboard. Once that was done, I circled back around the bed toward the two of them again. I sat down on the mattress, watching for a while. Chris made a truly pathetic sight, his face flushed with pleasure as he manipulated his cock, still lapping at his ex-wife's boots while he did it. I knew how much it turned him on to be humiliated like this, and I knew he must be already close to orgasm. But I didn't want to spoil the fun yet. I wanted some attention of my own. 
 
    Lifting my feet from the floor, I placed one on Chris's bent back. I held out the other in front of his face. He got the message immediately. Raising his face from Sarah's boots, he turned his attention to mine, and I giggled as I felt his tongue slide over the toe. I could hear his breathing coming in short ragged gasps, his whole body a tight ball of desire where he crouched on the floor. 
 
    "Stop stroking," I suddenly ordered. "Hands on the floor." Chris growled, but he did as he was told. Trembling now, he put both hands on the floor at Sarah's feet. I tilted my head to see underneath him, to watch his cock jumping and twitching on the very edge of pleasure. Slowly, I moved the foot he had been kissing underneath him. He groaned loudly as I gently ran the toe along the underside of his shaft, watching it throb in desperate desire. 
 
    “Were you about to cum?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison.” Chris’s head hung from his shoulders as he spoke, his voice seeming to come from some hollow place deep inside his chest. 
 
    "Well, we can't have that, can we?" I teased as I again ran my glossy leather boots up and down his manhood. "You haven't deserved that yet. Get up. Go lie on the bed." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Chris rose to his feet. His face was bright red with embarrassment, his shoulders slumped. Sarah watched his every move, her eyes glowing with delight while she said nothing. She watched him step away from her and circle around the bed, lying down on the mattress behind me. 
 
    "Sarah, why don't you go tie him down?" I said, smiling sweetly up at the other woman as though my request was the most normal thing in the world. "I want to have some fun, and I don't trust your husband not to lose control of himself. It'll be a lot better if he can't use his hands." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Sarah was smiling as she stepped away from me. Swiveling on the spot, I turned to watch as she circled around the bed, following Chris. He looked up at her, his chest rising and falling, his eyes traveling up and down her body as though he couldn't keep himself from admiring her. I couldn't blame him for that. Sarah looked great, a beautiful sex doll ready for pleasure as she bent over him. Her breasts hung from her chest, dangling temptingly in front of his face as she looked at me uncertainly. 
 
    "Go ahead," I said encouragingly. "Lock both cuffs around his wrists. He won't stop you. Will you, Chris?" 
 
    “No, Miss Madison.” 
 
    "See? I have your husband very well trained. Besides, this is what he always wanted you to do. To take control of him like the little pervert he is. So now's the time. Tie him up and we can get on with some fun." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Sarah almost seemed to enjoy saying the words. Tentatively, she took Chris's hand in hers. As though she still didn't quite believe he was going to let her do this. As though she was still waiting for him to fight back. But I knew he wouldn't. And he didn't. He just stared up at her, breathing hard, as she raised his hand above his head and locked a cuff around it. The same long cuffs I'd already attached to the headboard. Bending further over his body, Sarah did the same with his other arm. Just like that, Chris was locked to the headboard, his arms immobilized. His cock stood out from his body, throbbing and raging in the empty air as he looked from Sarah to me and back again. 
 
    "There. Easy, wasn't it? Just think. If you've been able to do this when you were married, I might not even be here. And that would be a shame, wouldn't it? Since you both want me so bad." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." The two of them answered in chorus, and my heart leaped at the sound. Inside the tight latex pants, I squeezed my thighs together as my pussy spasmed. I really could do whatever I wanted with them. They would thank me for it. As I rose to my feet, I felt their eyes upon me, watching my every move as I turned and climbed onto the bed.  
 
    "Now, one of you submissive sluts needs to make me cum," I said as I crawled toward Chris. I could feel the way my boobs jiggled and bounced in the tight corset that confined them, and I relished the thought that my body was driving both of them crazy. Reaching Chris, I rose up on my knees, placing one hand on his moving chest. "Which one of you should it be?" 
 
    "Me, please, Miss Madison!" Chris spoke first. I burst out laughing at the pleading note in his voice. His chest vibrated under my hand as he begged to give me pleasure, to serve as my submissive sex toy. But his former wife wasn't far behind. She was begging too, and I laughed out loud as they both babbled in their desperation to give me pleasure. There was no way not to feel like a goddess at that moment as I kneeled on the bed, deciding who to reward and who to tease. 
 
    "I think we should play a little game," I said, my voice cutting through their desperate pleas and silencing them both. As I spoke, I ran my hands over my body, enjoying the feel of my tiny waist inside the corset and the slickness of the latex pants below it. Reaching between my legs, I found the zipper and began to slowly pull it. Both Sarah and Chris's eyes were drawn as if by magic between my legs, both of them with expressions of deep hunger on their faces as I slowly exposed the pussy they both so badly wanted. Savoring the moment, I pulled the zipper open, feeling the wetness of my sex in the bedroom air. On my knees, I moved closer to Chris. 
 
    "I'm going to sit on your husband's face," I said slowly, looking deep into Sarah's striking eyes as I spoke. "And he's going to eat my pussy like his life depends on it, the way he always does. Do you know what you're going to be doing in the meantime?" 
 
    "No, Miss Madison." Sarah spoke the words almost mechanically, her lips seeming to move by themselves without the need for orders from her brain. She was in the same submissive state I so often had Chris in, where all thoughts of anything but me seemed to depart. The thought that I filled both of their heads with my presence was electrifying as I gloated in my power. 
 
    “You’re going to try and make your husband cum,” I said. “I don’t care how you do it. That’s up to you. I’m sure you still remember what he likes. But here’s the twist.” 
 
    Turning on the bed, I lifted my leg over Chris's prone body. Straddling his face, I faced his feet, looking at Sarah. My pussy hovered above him, and at once, Chris raised his head toward me. I felt his lips passionately kiss my inner thigh as his tongue snaked out toward my sex, and I giggled in pleasure. But I reached down between my legs and took hold of his throat. 
 
    "Not yet," I said sternly, staring down at the swell of my cleavage. I couldn't see his face, buried as it was between my thighs. But I felt him lower his head back down to the pillow. 
 
    "If he makes me cum first, he gets to fuck me, and you have to watch. If you make him cum first, then you get to fuck me instead. How does that sound, sluts?" 
 
    "That sounds amazing, Miss Madison," Sarah breathed. Underneath me, I felt Chris's warm breath on my sensitive skin as he agreed. 
 
    “I thought it might,” I said. “Okay. Start now. Get to work, both of you.” 
 
    With that, I lowered my pussy down onto Chris's eager face. At the same time, Sarah sprang forward. Her breasts hung heavily above her tight corset, bouncing as she climbed onto the mattress with us. Sweeping back her dark hair from her face, I gasped in a mixture of pleasure and delight as she lowered her mouth down to her ex-husband's surging cock. Beneath me, I heard Chris groan in desperation as she wrapped her lips around it. Sitting on his face and watching the show, I felt like an absolute queen. There was nothing I couldn't do with them. 
 
    

  

 
   
    12. Using Them Both 
 
      
 
    Chris groaned. I could feel his desperate desire as he squirmed and writhed beneath me. After all, he had no time to waste. I cried out loud as I felt his tongue inside me, forcing its way between my dripping lips and bringing wild pleasure with it. Leaning forward, I grabbed both his nipples, making him groan as I squeezed them. But he never stopped. His tongue slid over and into my pussy, his face grinding against me as he ate me out, desperate to make me cum. Desperate for the tantalizing reward I offered him. 
 
    But so was Sarah. Further down the bed, she crouched on top of her former husband, her bare breasts sitting on his thighs as she sucked his cock. I could feel Chris's desperate moans and groans more than I could hear them. He had already been so worked up by everything that had happened, ready to cum just from the touch of my boot against his cock. I could only imagine what he was feeling as his ex-wife blew him for the first time in who knew how long. 
 
    The competition wasn't fair. But part of the joy of being a dominant goddess is that you don't have to worry about being fair. In my adventures with Chris, I had learned that the crueler and more capricious I was, the more he wanted me. And I had no doubt Sarah felt much the same way. 
 
    Waves of pleasure raced through me as Chris desperately kissed and licked and sucked my pussy. A large part of me wanted to give in to that wild pleasure, to allow myself to cum and pour my hot juices all over his captive face. After all, the events of the day so far had turned me on just as they had turned him on. I just really wanted to cum. 
 
    But as Sarah's cheeks hollowed and Chris's body responded, I knew what was going to happen. And I cried out in wild pleasure as Sarah sucked an orgasm right out of him. I felt him trembling and bucking wildly underneath me, trying to fight his body's inevitable reaction. But his cock swelled between Sarah's lips, and I saw her close her eyes as he came in her mouth. 
 
    "Swallow it," I commanded in a voice that dripped with sadistic pleasure. And Sarah did exactly as I said. I heard Chris groan underneath me as she sucked a load of his cum out of his balls and swallowed it on my command, her throat swelling as she gulped it down. When she finally raised her face from his crotch, she was gasping for air. Chris's cock shone with her saliva, still fat with pleasure even as it slowly sank toward his thigh. 
 
    "Good girl," I cooed, and Sarah wiped her mouth as she smiled shyly at me. She looked completely embarrassed by what she had done, but the fire of lust still burned in her gorgeous eyes, and I knew it would be enough to carry her through. Enough to burn away the shame and embarrassment so that she could serve me in exactly the way I wanted. "When was the last time you sucked his cock like that?" 
 
    "I don't even remember, Miss Madison." I laughed at her response. Then, I raised myself up on my knees, reaching down between my legs to take hold of Chris's throat again. 
 
    "Looks like you lose, pussy boy," I growled. "That doesn't mean you're off the hook. Hurry up and finish me off so I can fuck your wife." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," came the hollow reply. His words were muffled as I lowered my dripping pussy back onto his face. From her position straddling Chris's legs, Sarah watched. And having her there added an exhibitionist thrill to my rising moans and groans as I sat on Chris's face. He licked me with no less enthusiasm than he had when he was still trying to win the contest. I held nothing back. My breasts swelled and strained against the tight corset that confined them, my body shuddering as my pleasure grew. 
 
    Slowly, Sarah began to move toward me. Still straddling her ex-husband's body, she climbed over him, toward me. As she sat on his chest, she reached out to run her hands over my body. Over the tight latex pants that shone on my hips. Over the corset that made my breasts swell and bounce on my chest. Leaning forward, Sarah kissed me and I kissed her back, tasting Chris's orgasm in her mouth. Desire soared inside me, and I felt like the sexiest creature on earth as I made out with Sarah while sitting on her ex-husband's face. 
 
    At last, my orgasm came. I moaned into Sarah's mouth as a burst of pleasure tore through me, making me lightheaded as I trembled and gasped. Beneath me, Chris slurped up my hot juices just the way I like, drinking them down while they poured over his trapped face. With a powerful shudder, I finally relaxed, the bright tension of bliss slowly fading. 
 
    Carefully, I swung my leg over Chris’s head and dismounted. I flopped down on the bed, slow to catch my breath thanks to the corset I was tightly laced into. As always, the two of them watching me closely. Sarah was sitting on Chris’s heaving chest, and his face was shining with my juices. And yet their attention was all on me. 
 
    "Oh my God," I said, groaning softly in disbelief at what we had done. "This is so fucking hot. Two horny little sluts just desperate to make Mistress cum. I own you both, don't I?" 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison,” Sarah said, grinning at me from where she sat on top of Chris. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison,” Chris echoed through lips that shone with the residue of my pleasure. 
 
    "Okay, Sarah," I said with a sigh. My breath was coming back to me, and with it, my desire that had never really gone away. Even in the afterglow of orgasm, I wanted more. Just looking at them, so horny and desperate to serve, was enough to get me going. Besides, a promise is a promise. And I had no intention of stopping there. "You can fuck me now. I brought some toys with me. They're in a bag by the side of the bed. Get one and make your mistress happy." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Sarah made no attempt to hide her eagerness. She practically bounced off the bed, springing off Chris's body and jumping to the floor. Her high heel boots thumped rapidly as she circled around the bed to the bag I had brought. I watched her bend her body over the bag, her boobs and her ass exposed by her kinky outfit as she rummaged through the toys. Producing a dildo, she climbed onto the bed beside me with the toy in her hand. I smiled as she bent down over me to kiss me again, her lips warm and wet against mine. Sarah seemed to really love kissing me. And I was getting more into it too. As much fun as it was to use them both like living sex toys, there's some magic in the contact of lips on lips that never fails to get my excitement surging. 
 
    I lay back on the bed, my long hair fanning out on the pillow beneath me. Lifting her lips from mine, Sarah positioned herself between my legs. I spread them, bending my knees until the heels of my boots pressed into the mattress. Smiling, Sarah kneeled and pressed the head of the dildo against my wet pussy.  
 
    I groaned, and my pleasure wasn't just for show. As conscious as I was of the man chained and helpless beside me, my cry of bliss was real. Sarah ran the toy up and down my trembling lips, and soon, I was writhing in pleasure and anticipation. After all, the woman knew exactly what she was doing.  I love men. I love having sex with them. But as soon as Sarah began to work on me with the toy, I saw how different it is with a woman. How well she knew her way around. While the toy slid up and down my lips, teasing me, her other hand caressed my clitoris. My corset creaked as I panted and gasped, my breasts heaving as I groaned in pleasure. Then, Sarah carefully slid the dildo into me. The wet sound of it penetrating me filled the room as she slid it in and out. 
 
    Pleasure exploded inside my skull. Lying back, I let her fuck me, giving in to bliss and enjoying being passive for once. My legs trembled, my heels catching in the doubtless expensive bedsheets. And beside me, Chris watched. Open-mouthed and helpless, his eyes locked on to me as though he couldn't look away. But I barely had the capacity to even think about him. As waves of pleasure rose through me, each more powerful than the last, I gave in to them. I moaned and groaned and let my screams of pleasure rise into the bedroom air. 
 
    My pussy spasmed, tightening around the toy as though I wanted to rip it out of Sarah's hand. My thighs trembled inside the shining latex that covered them. My whole body seemed to explode in an outrageous eruption of pleasure, my cries of bliss torn from my throat as I pressed my head back against the pillow. For a moment, everything went black. It was only as the pleasure slowly subsided that I realized I had closed my eyes. I opened them again to see Sarah looking at me, a predatory look of desire on her face. Some reward. To make her give me pleasure and have nothing of her own. 
 
    "Give me that." My tight corset made it difficult to sit up on the bed, and I had to prop myself up on my elbow as I rolled over onto my side. I held out the other hand to Sarah. She understood. I couldn't keep myself from moaning as she slid the toy out of me, lubricated by my copious juices. Inching closer toward me on her knees, she handed the toy to me. 
 
    Seized by a wave of sadistic creativity, I rolled up onto my knees. Chris stared up at me. After the show we had put on, he was hard again, his cock rising up from his body as though he hadn't just cum in his ex-wife's mouth. But for now, I didn't care about that. As I moved toward his head on my knees, I held the toy in front of me. I pressed its base against my body, holding it between my legs as though it were a part of me. The shining toy hovered in front of my boss's face. 
 
    “Lick it,” I ordered. “Lick my cum off this toy like a good little slut.” 
 
    Behind me, Sarah exploded with laughter. But Chris hesitated. His eyes darted from mine to hers and back again, his lips twitching as though there was something he wanted to say but couldn't bring himself to. I smiled down at him, overcome with the rush of domination. 
 
    "Do it," I ordered. "If you ever want your ex-wife to suck your cock like that again, you'd better suck mine. Hurry up." I felt the mattress move underneath me as Sarah crawled closer to get a better look. I heard her laugh again as I slapped the toy against Chris's cheek, moving my hips with it, pretending it was part of me. Chris's brow was furrowed in shame. But he had no choice. My threat was too powerful for him to resist. Slowly, gingerly, he extended his tongue and ran it over the toy. I howled in triumph, my laughter echoed by Sarah as we watched him debase himself further. 
 
    “That’s it, that’s it,” I growled. “Make it sexy. Lick it the way you wish I would lick your cock. Look me in the eyes while you do it. Like a slut should. Good. Now suck it. Suck it clean.” 
 
    As I spoke, I slid the toy between Chris's parted lips. He looked up at me with an expression of deep shame on his face as he closed his mouth around it. Rocking my hips back and forth, I slid the toy in and out of his inexperienced mouth, my pleasure rising all the while at the outrageous sight in front of me. The sense of power I had been feeling all day only seemed to grow and grow as I exploited my boss's desire for me. I was fucking his face, and his ex-wife was watching, and there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    "What a little whore," I sneered as I finally removed the toy from between his lips and set it down on the bed beside him. "Sarah, help me with him. I want to untie him from the bed and tie his hands behind his back." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." As usual, Sarah didn't hesitate. Bouncing off the bed, she circled around to stand on the far side. Together, we unlocked the cuffs around Chris's wrists. He lowered his arms to his side, but didn't try to fight us. He cooperated fully as I rolled him over onto his stomach, trapping his erect cock beneath him. Taking one of the cuffs off the headboard, I locked his hands in place behind him. 
 
    "That's better," I grinned as I kneeled beside him, running my hands through his hair affectionately. "Now I can make you do more stuff, but you still can't resist. Turn around. Lie down on the bed the other way." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." His movement hindered by his hands cuffed behind his back, Chris struggled to do as I said. I inched away from him, making some space so he could turn around. Finally, he lay back down on the bed, his head at the foot end this time. His hands were trapped underneath him, and his cock was as hard as ever. Reaching again for the dildo, I picked it up and crawled toward the foot of the bed. Swinging my leg off the mattress, I stood. 
 
    "Okay, Sarah," I said, pointing at her with the dildo I held. "Get on top of him. I want your pussy right above his face and your face toward his feet." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Sarah looked confused. But nonetheless, she did as she was told. I watched and Chris watched as she climbed onto the bed, positioning herself above her ex-husband just as I had said. Her knees were on either side of his head, and her bare pussy hovered above his face. The heels of her boots pointed back at me as I stood behind her. And Chris gazed up at me from between his wife's legs, underneath her ass with her wet pussy shining in front of him. 
 
    Lifting the dildo in my hand, I stood behind her. Placing my free hand in the small of her back, I guided the toy inside her. Sarah arched her back, letting out a long moan of pleasure as the toy filled her. It slid in easily, lubricated by her free-flowing juices from all the excitement she felt. I watched her hands grip the sheets on either side of Chris's body, her muscles tensing visibly as pleasure filled her. And my own pussy spasmed in sympathetic recognition of what she was feeling. 
 
    "You watched her fuck me," I said, staring down at Chris while he looked at me with a wild-eyed expression of helpless desire on his face. "Now you're going to watch me fuck her." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," Chris croaked. And I smiled in triumph as I slid the toy deep inside Sarah's hungry pussy. 
 
    Throwing back her head, she cried out in ecstasy. She wanted this badly. Her whole body seemed to vibrate as I slid the toy in and out of her, driving her toward what I already knew would be a powerful orgasm. The juices shone on her skin as they trickled down the inside of her shaking legs. Her bare breasts bounced above the tight corset as she writhed and gasped. 
 
    She gasped even louder as I abruptly slid the toy out of her body again. But not as loud as Chris gasped as I reached out with my free hand and grabbed him by the throat again. It was a feeling I was learning to enjoy, the wild beat of his pulse in my hand. 
 
    "Open your mouth, slut boy," I ordered. And Chris looked utterly defeated as he did as he was told. He opened his mouth, and I slid the toy between his lips, sliding it in and out just as I had with Sarah's pussy. She craned her neck to watch over her shoulder, and I heard a sob of pleasure mixed with laughter as she watched me debase my boss. 
 
    "That's it, taste it," I growled, while my own pussy spasmed in the open front of my latex pants. "Get every drop. This is all you are now. Our helpless dildo cleaner. I hope you enjoy the view." As I spoke, I pulled the toy out of his mouth, and Sarah shrieked in pleasure as I slid it back into his streaming pussy. 
 
    Just like that, I fucked them both. Alternating between Sarah's pussy and Chris's mouth, I fucked her in front of his face, then fucked his mouth for some variety. Two willing holes for me to conquer, two desperate organs longing for my touch. I felt like an absolute queen as Sarah moaned and gasped in pleasure and Chris growled in frustrated desire. Finally, as I plunged the toy inside her again, Sarah came. Her whole body spasmed, her legs wobbling with the force of bliss as her orgasm tore through her. A torrent of her fluids poured down her legs, dripping onto Chris's face while he lay helpless beneath her. 
 
    Slowly, I pulled the dildo out and set it aside. Sarah collapsed on top of Chris, panting desperately, struggling to regain her breath in the tight corset I had tied her into. Pleased with myself, I reached forward and slapped my hand against her ass, enjoying the way she moaned. Meanwhile, Chris stared up at me as though he had never seen me before. As though he'd never seen anything quite like me. I couldn't blame him for that. Even I hadn't known what I was capable of until that point. Having the two of them at my mercy had brought out some wild side of me, the snarling mistress I knew I could be taken to a whole other level of sadistic sexiness. 
 
    And she wasn’t satisfied yet. 
 
    "Come here." Setting the dildo aside, I climbed onto the bed. Sarah raised her head to look at me as I approached her. Taking her hands, I pulled them back behind her. She gasped as she rose up on her knees, and I locked the leather cuffs together. Then I pushed her down onto the mattress, giggling to myself at the way her breasts bounced. Reaching out, I took them in my hands, watching her tremble as I rubbed my thumbs over her swollen nipples, teasing her body while she squirmed helpless beneath me. 
 
    "It's been so great having you here," I murmured. "I never wanted to play with a girl before. But this has been awesome. Now, I need to get fucked. So you're going to watch me fuck your husband." 
 
    ”Yes, Miss Madison,” Sarah said breathlessly, pleasure vibrating in her voice as I continued to tease her tits. 
 
    “Good girl,” I laughed. Sarah gasped as I pulled my hands away and suddenly slapped one of her breasts, making it bounce above the corset she wore. Then I turned to Chris, who lay on the bed beside me, waiting for whatever came next. 
 
    "It's your lucky day, boss," I said. Throwing one leg over him, I straddled him, facing his feet. My latex-covered ass shone in front of him. I craned my neck to look at him over my shoulder. He groaned as I wrapped my hand around his cock, feeling the hot blood that pulsed through it, the wild desire I had kindled in him. "This cock belongs to me now, and I want to use it. So just lie there while I fuck you and thank your lucky stars that a woman like me ever wants to use you like this." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison. Thank you, Miss Madison!” 
 
    "That's right. You should be grateful." Turning to face his feet, I rose up on my knees and guided his cock inside me. With a moan, I settled down on top of it. The feel of his manhood inside me was exactly what I needed in that moment, and I shivered gratefully as he spread the wet walls of my pussy apart. Leaning forward, I gripped his thighs and began to move, sliding my pussy up and down his cock. His moans of pleasure merged with mine, our bodies joined at last after what felt like an eternity of teasing. 
 
    And at my side, Sarah struggled up onto her knees. She watched us, her stunning eyes taking in everything, the expression on her face unreadable she watched a sight she must have never imagined she would see. Again, I felt a wild sadistic impulse inside me as a new idea was born. 
 
    "Get over here, Sarah," I panted, my voice thick with pleasure as I spoke. "Get your head between his legs and suck on his balls while I fuck him." 
 
    "Oh God!" Chris moaned in disbelief behind me, his whole body tensed with unbelievable pleasure. And Sarah hesitated. She looked at me, and I look back at her, still moaning and gasping with pleasure as I rode her ex-husband's cock. Then, her will seem to shatter. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," she said quietly, her words almost inaudible through the duet of pleasure Chris and I were singing. My pussy spasmed with pleasure around his cock as I watched her shuffle forward. Chris cried out as she lowered her face down between his legs and began to lick his testicles. Right in front of her face, I rode her husband's cock, my juices pouring down onto his balls for her to lap up. 
 
    "Me too," I growled, barely able to speak as my orgasm rose inside me at the erotic sight. "Lick me while I fuck him." 
 
    At once, Sarah raised her mouth and ran her tongue over my trembling lips. I howled, and Chris cried out behind me as he felt her wet tongue on his shaft. Barely able to believe what was happening, I bounced up and down on top of him, snarling and crying out in pleasure while she ate our sex. 
 
    I gave a great tearing cry as I came. My pussy spasmed wildly around Chris's cock, against Sarah's mouth. A hot flood of my juices poured all over the other woman's face. And as I abandoned myself, I felt Chris do the same. He had been holding out, doing his best to please me while he had what I had no doubt was the kinkiest sex of his life. But his orgasm exploded inside me right on the heels of mine, the two of us coming together as we moaned and groaned in pure pleasure. 
 
    As my wild orgasm subsided, I fell. I flopped down on the mattress, my whole body shaking as though I were being electrocuted. Chris's cock slid out of me easily, and over the sound of my own blood roaring in my ears, I could hear him moaning and gasping, completely overcome by a physical bliss that never seemed to end. And while we writhed and moaned in shared pleasure, Sarah kneeled at Chris's side, her hands behind her back, her body exposed in her kinky outfit, completely helpless and ready to be used. 
 
    Finally, my wild ecstasy subsided, at least a little. I turned toward Sarah and saw her looking at me with an undisguised expression of lust on her face. One more wild idea occurred to me, and I was far too tired and too horny to resist. 
 
    "Get over here, bitch," I snarled as I spread my legs again. "Clean up my pussy from the mess your husband made." 
 
    "Holy shit," Chris moaned next to me. Sarah said nothing. She looked at me, and I could see the color rising to her already flushed face, the raw heat of embarrassment crackling like a fire inside her. It was no match for desire. My sessions with Chris had taught me that. Finally, unable to meet my gaze, she dropped her eyes to the bed in front of her. To the wet mess between my legs where Chris's cum filled my trembling pussy. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," she said. And it took every ounce of self-control I had not to scream in triumph as she shuffled forward on her knees. Awkwardly, she bowed down in front of me, her breasts brushing against the bed as she lowered her face between my legs. I felt her tongue slide over my sensitive lips, licking up the moisture that shone there while I luxuriated in the blissful feeling of total control. And as her tongue slid inside me, scooping out the hot load Chris had left there, I sighed and lay my head back on the bed, closing my eyes for a moment to fully savor the novel feeling of being completely served like this. 
 
    I had no way of knowing what the future held for us three, and in that moment, I didn't care. All that mattered was pleasure. As I relaxed my body and let my boss's ex-wife eat me out, all I felt was an overwhelming sense of total bliss. 
 
    

  

 
    
  
   
    13. The Morning After The Night Before 
 
      
 
    I was the first of us to wake up. 
 
    At least, I think I was. As I returned to consciousness, I could hear the steady breathing of Chris next to me. And on the other side of him lay Sarah, his ex-wife. My first thought on waking up was a sexual one. I press my thighs together under the blanket, remembering what we had done. It was hard to believe. Even in sleep, I realized, I had been processing it in my own way. Strange dreams hovered just on the edge of recall, vague and opaque and yet clear enough to know that they were all about sex. Lately, everything was.  
 
    I'll be honest. Lying there in Chris's bed in the morning, the three of us making the bed seems small with our bodies, I was impressed with myself. Impressed that I had been able to put all this together, to maintain a dominant persona and control two people who were much older than me. Two people who used to be married. Not for the first time, I got the powerful sense of being an imposter. I didn't know what I was doing. I had no idea. Everything I knew about dominating Chris I had learned from articles and videos online.  
 
    And maybe I had a natural flair for this. My boss certainly seemed to think so. I definitely enjoyed it, more than I ever thought I would. But it still seemed crazy to me that I had just had a threesome, and it had been unbelievably kinky. As the events of the night replayed themselves in my mind, I felt arousal growing inside me once again. As though my new reality had outstripped my ability to fantasize. The things we had done together were almost beyond imagining. I didn't know where the ideas came from. I mean, sure, I did my research. But in the heat of the moment, a strange spirit seems to come over me and take charge. I had never imagined I would have a sex life anything like this. But now that I did, I wanted more of it. 
 
    I rolled over in bed. Chris lay beside me, his eyes closed. His chest rose and fell steadily as he breathed. He looked so peaceful when he was asleep. So different from the anguished expression I so often saw on his face these days. The anguish I gave him as I made him into my sexual plaything. Just thinking about it was making me horny. Just looking at him lying there, my handsome boss that I had wanted almost from the minute I met but never imagined I would have liked this.  
 
    A great swell of tenderness for him rose my heart as I watched him sleep for a while. He was a complicated man, this employer of mine. But I felt like I was starting to understand things. People like Chris and Sarah were in charge at work all day, giving orders and making decisions on behalf of people like me. It must get tiring. Who wouldn't want a break from that now and again? And that was what I offered them. Both of them, I thought to myself with a suppressed giggle of delight. They had both submitted to me now. And even though I had never had any particular desire to be with a woman, let alone to dominate one, there was no denying the way it made me feel.  
 
    After all, Sarah was the kind of woman I always admired. Beautiful and confident and in control. She was a boss bitch in the workplace, and she moved through a man's world like she owned it. And yet, last night, she had been my submissive little sex kitten. If anything, I thought, her need to submit might be even greater than Chris's. Back when they had been married, she had never been able to dominate her man. She was more interested in giving up control than in acquiring more of it. Luckily for them, I was more than happy to take charge. 
 
    And the more I thought about it, the more sense it all seemed to make. Sure, the sex we were having was unconventional. The relationship I found myself in with my boss and now with the representative of a major shareholder in the company was unusual, to say the least. If I thought about it too hard, it was easy to get nervous. To wonder how all this might play out. So I tried not to think about it. After all, I wasn't risking much. I like my job, but it's not like I intended to do it forever. If things went south, if they went really wrong, the job was the only thing I would lose. I could live with that. What worried me infinitely more with the possibility of losing what I had with Chris.  
 
    Our relationship was still relatively new. But I already knew its value. I already knew it was something I wanted to hold onto. Already, I knew this experience with them would stay with me. That there would be no going back from this. No matter what the future held, I was never going to forget being the dominant mistress these two craved so badly. And again, arousal roared within me at that thought. 
 
    My hand crept under the blanket. Chris was still sleeping, and I knew I should wait for him to wake up. But remembering the events of the night before was making me desperately horny. And what's the point of being in charge if you can't get what you want? 
 
    My smile grew wider as I touched Chris's body. Maybe his dreams had been just as exciting as mine. Because under the blanket, he was already hard. I wrapped my hands around his erection, and heard his breathing change in response to my touch. Delighted by my own naughtiness, I began to slowly stroke his cock. A soft moan rose from his lips. I was getting to him. 
 
    Carefully, I moved closer to him on the bed. I wanted him to wake up. I wanted to have sex with him, and I needed him conscious for that. But having him lying there asleep in my grip was darkly thrilling in its own way. Another expression of the wild sexual power I had over him. I was playing with his body, and he didn't even know it. Like his cock was just a toy for me to use. 
 
    Slowly, I climbed on top of him. Chris’s brow creased as he frowned in his sleep. Then, at once, his eyes opened. I saw his pupils shrink in the sunlight as he woke up to find me on top of him, my hand wrapped around his throbbing cock. 
 
    "Good morning, slave," I giggled, drawing out the words as I taunted him. For just a moment, Chris looked confused. After all, he had only just woken up. Perhaps he was wondering if this was real, or part of whatever dream he had been having. But my hand wrapped around his manhood left no room for doubt. 
 
    "Good morning," Chris said, his voice hoarse and slurred with sleep. But as always, I was several steps ahead of him. Even as he spoke, I pressed my free hand against his mouth, watching him frown in more confusion as he wondered what I was up to. 
 
    "Don't say anything," I said, my voice little more than a whisper as I maneuvered myself on top of him. "You're not here to talk. Your mistress is horny, and so I'm going to use this cock to get off. Don't talk. Don't move. And don't you dare cum until I say you can." 
 
    Slowly, Chris nodded. Above my hand covering his mouth, his eyes shone with growing excitement. Once again, I could barely believe what I was getting away with. That he was letting me treat him like this. We both knew what he wanted. He needed me to be this bitch, this selfish and demanding dominatrix. When it felt so good, I was happy to oblige. 
 
    Lifting my hand from his mouth, I straddled him. Sitting up, I placed my free hand on his chest for balance. Carefully, I guided his cock inside me. Chris pressed his lips together, trying not to moan, and I chuckled to myself as I felt his manhood filling me. Beside him, Sarah was still asleep, her gorgeous eyes closed and her pretty face partially obscured by her long brown hair. As I looked at her, I felt another spasm of desire roaring through me. This beautiful woman was mine, too. Just like the sexy submissive man underneath me. 
 
    Slowly, I began to bounce up and down on Chris's cock. He held my hips, gazing up at me with a look of pure lust on his face. It only excited me more. Pleasure rose inside me with every thrust, filling my body with ecstasy. Soon, I was moaning rhythmically, surrendering to bliss.  
 
    \And from my vantage point on top of my boss, I looked around the room at the wreckage of the previous night. Sexy clothing and kinky sex toys were strewn all around Chris's bedroom, testament to the wild things we had done. I cried out with desire at the reminder of our wild three-way, the crazy impulses we had each indulged with one another. Sitting on top of Chris's cock, I felt like a queen on her throne, surveying the realm she ruled with unquestioned authority. In the boardroom, Chris and Sarah both outranked me. Older than me, more experienced than me, smarter than me when it came to business. But in the bedroom, they had no chance. In the bedroom, they were all mine. 
 
    Throwing back my head, I cried out as I let bliss roll through me. And beside us, Sarah opened her eyes. The first thing she saw was me smiling at her, my face no doubt shining with pleasure, my body moving up and down as I rode on top of her ex-husband. A look of pure astonishment passed over her pretty face as she took in the scene, her eyes moving over both me and Chris as she slowly understood what was happening. 
 
    “Good morning, slut,” I said, with the same pleasure in the words I had felt when I woke Chris up. 
 
    Sarah's mouth dropped open. She seemed stricken speechless by what she saw, the unexpected sight of me having sex with my boss right in front of her. She moved, the blanket falling away from her bare shoulders as she turned in the bed. For a moment, I thought she was going to get up. That this was a step too far, or that she regretted our actions of the previous night. But she didn't. She shifted in the bed, but didn't get up. And once again, I felt my inner dominatrix growling as pleasure swelled inside me. 
 
    "That's right, stay there," I ordered, my voice dripping with the pleasure of sex now. "You just lie there and watch me fuck your husband like a good little slut." 
 
    I could hardly believe what I was saying. And from the look on Sarah's face, neither could she. In my own way, I knew what she was feeling. Sometimes, these games got so out of hand that it was hard to believe they had even happened in the cold light of day. But they had. And I didn't regret a thing. Sarah could look as shocked and astonished as she liked, but I got the inarguable feeling that she didn't, either.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison.” The words fell from her lips as though they didn’t require the intervention of her brain, as though submission to me was already becoming natural for her. And I let out a long moan of pleasure at that thought. Underneath me, Chris groaned as he felt my pussy spasm around him.  
 
    "Don't you dare cum," I said, turning my attention back to the man lying underneath me. "You're here for my pleasure, remember? I own this cock now. It doesn't cum until I say so. Got it?" 
 
    Seized by my dominant impulses, I leaned forward, gripping my boss's throat in my hand as I stared deep into his eyes. I felt him gulp, felt a wicked smile spreading over my own face as his inner resistance wilted. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." 
 
    “Say it louder so your slut wife can hear who owns you.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison!” 
 
    "That's fucking right." I was riding high now, drunk with the power I had over these two. On the bed beside us, I heard Sarah groan. Her pretty face was a picture of sexual frustration, her desire obvious as she watched me fuck Chris. Exactly what I wanted. 
 
    "You can touch yourself while you watch me fuck him," I said, enjoying the sight of Sarah's eyes growing wide again in shock and surprise. "Go on. You know you want to. Let me see your fingers in that slick pussy. But the same thing applies to you. No orgasm until I give permission." 
 
    Sarah said nothing. She just lay there looking at me in astonishment. For a moment, I wondered if she would disobey. If perhaps her nervousness would get the better of her. But slowly, she pulled away the blanket that covered herself. I cackled in wild triumph as I saw her naked body exposed for my viewing pleasure. It was almost as though she was in a trance, as though her body was doing its thing without interference from her brain. My own pussy spasmed and trembled around Chris's cock as I watched Sarah spread her long legs and reach a hand down between her thighs toward the slit of her  
 
    pussy. 
 
    "Oh my God, you two are so pathetic," I groaned, letting them hear the ecstasy in my voice. "This is too easy. You bitches will just do whatever your mistress says, won't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," Sarah said. As Chris's voice echoed hers just a beat behind, I turned my blazing eyes on him. 
 
    "Shut up, slave," I snapped. "I didn't give you permission to speak." To my own surprise, I actually felt real anger. As though his disobedience was an actual affront to my authority, instead of just a momentary lapse. And just as seemed to be happening with Sarah, my body responded all by itself, without any interference from my conscious mind. To my own abiding shock, I slapped Chris's bristly cheek with my hand. 
 
    Beside us, Sarah groaned in pleasure. Her fingers were buried deep in her pussy now, sliding in and out as she manipulated herself. As Chris stared up at me in astonishment, I grinned down at him. Watching me mistreat her husband clearly excited Sarah. And that only encouraged me to do it again. 
 
    I slapped Chris again. Not hard, but hard enough to make my point. This time, he growled. It was such an unbelievably sexy sound, like the noise of a caged lion that you know could rip you apart if it were free. Except the cage that contained my boss was his desire for me and his desire to submit. Knowing how hooked he was on the strange games was the thing that excited me most. 
 
    Throwing back my head, I shrieked in pleasure. Beside me, Sarah's moans were getting louder and more frequent, the tension of bliss showing in every line of her body. But for now, I didn't care about that. All I cared about was my own selfish pleasure and forcing these two to witness it. Forcing them to be a part of it without allowing them the release they both so desperately craved. 
 
    I let my orgasm wash over me, filling me up with bliss. And I let them know it. I let my cries of ecstasy ring out in the crackling air of the bedroom, allowing myself to fully enjoy every moment of the pleasure I was feeling. A pleasure that was only made more powerful by the fact it was completely selfish. 
 
    I had never suspected how good it could feel to be watched. But feeling their eyes on me, studying every moment of my orgasm as though trying to memorize it heightened my pleasure to an outrageous peak. I howled and gasped and came, my pussy spasming wildly around Chris's rigid cock. Then, as my climax passed, I settled down on top of him. Panting, I placed both hands on his heaving chest for balance. Completely satisfied, I smiled down at my captive . Satisfied even more by the fact that his cock was still rockhard inside me. 
 
    "That's better," I said with a sigh. "Your mistress deserves an orgasm in the morning to start her day off right. Don't you think, sluts?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," Sarah replied. Her voice quavered with pleasure, her fingers still sliding in and out of her moist sex. She seemed on the brink of orgasm herself, and Chris groaned as my pussy spasmed again while I watched her. She had done as I commanded. She still hadn't come. But with every passing minute, it seemed to be a greater struggle for her. And that, I thought with a sly smile, was exactly where I wanted her. Horny and needy and ready to do whatever I said, no matter how humiliating or depraved it might be. If Sarah had had any reluctance to continue playing these games, if she had awoken with any second thoughts at all about what we were doing, they had been completely conquered. Now, she was just a beautiful needy creature desperate to be allowed to cum. Just like her former husband. 
 
    "Stop," I suddenly ordered. Sarah looked up at me, groaning with desire and frustration. Those gorgeous green-brown eyes of hers were glowing with the intensity of her passion, and I almost felt sorry for her, that she had such a cruel mistress to serve. Then again, I knew that that was what she liked about me, and about this. That my sadistic tendencies were exactly what this beautiful woman needed. 
 
    "I said stop, slut," I snarled, scowling angrily at her now. But this time, my anger wasn't real. In fact, I was thrilled with what was happening. Delighted with how everything was going. Sarah needed me to be the demanding dominatrix, and so that was exactly what I would be. And slowly, reluctantly, her fingers slid out of her trembling pussy. A feeling of power flowed through me as I watched her obey me even in sexual extremity. As badly as she wanted to cum — and I could see how badly she wanted that in every line of her body and in the pained expression on her pretty face — she needed to submit to me even more.  
 
    Dominating these two had a way of making me feel like an absolute goddess. And the more divine I felt, the more comfortable I got with ordering them around. 
 
    Sarah was practically mewling with desperation as she watched me climb off her husband. Chris was the same way. He lay shaking in the center of the bed, his cock rising above his body, looking almost angry as it throbbed in the empty air. We had only just woken up, the three of us, and already, I was delighted with what I had reduced him to. Sexual tension crackled in my boss's bedroom, and I held the key to it all. They were both looking at me, silently pleading with their eyes for the release they so desperately craved. As though any kind of sexual pleasure without me was unthinkable to them. 
 
    "God, you two are something else," I said with a sigh as I rolled over to my side of the bed. "Some marriage that must've been. I don't know which of you is more of a submissive slut. You're so lucky I came along to take control of you both, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison," Sarah whimpered. "Please, Miss Madison. Please may I cum, please?" 
 
    I laughed out loud at the desperation in her voice. Sarah was wide open now, holding nothing back. Desperately needy and completely in my control. Unfortunately for her, I was feeling extra sadistic with all this power in my hands. 
 
    "No you may not, slut," I said, and both Sarah and Chris groaned in frustrated desire at this display of my authority. "I'll tell you what you can do instead. You can get over here and clean my cum off your husband's cock with your slut mouth. Get it nice and clean for mistress. Go on, be a good girl. Get to work." 
 
    There was another pause. For what felt like a long moment, both Sarah and Chris still gazed at me, that same expression of shock and longing on their faces. Then, Sarah turned her gorgeous eyes toward Chris. He looked back at her.  
 
    For another moment, they simply looked at each other, as though in wordless communication. And I didn't say a word as I waited. Honestly, this was all thrilling to me. And if the two of them decided they had had enough, if they dared to disobey me, I wondered what I would do. Perhaps that would be the end of our kinky games. I hoped not. But in the end, it was only fun because we all wanted to play. 
 
    Once again, their desires got the better of them. Sarah turned her eyes away from Chris as though ashamed, but she did what I demanded. Her long hair hung down like a curtain around her face as she crawled across the bed toward him. And Chris just lay there, watching his ex-wife approaching, hardly able to believe what was happening. As Sarah wrapped her hand around her ex-husband's cock, I laughed out loud at their easy compliance. 
 
    "That's it," I grinned. "Lick it first. Lick all my juices off and tell me how good they taste." Sarah raised her eyes to me. There was a fire burning deep inside them, a wild green flame that almost made me tremble. But again, she did as she was told. Sticking out her pink tongue, she ran it over Chris's cock from base to tip, scooping up the juices of my pussy that shone there. 
 
    “Well?” I knew better than to let her off the hook. I knew from past experience with Chris that sometimes, you need to keep the pressure on. That your dominance can’t falter for a second. 
 
    “It tastes good, Miss Madison,” Sarah said quietly, while Chris groaned underneath her. 
 
    "That's what I thought," I said. "You love the taste of my pussy, don't you? I've turned you into a needy little lesbian slut, haven't I?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." 
 
    These little speeches were just for me. Watching Sarah, I could see they turned her on just as much as they did me. And Chris, too. He was panting and gasping as he lay still on the bed, gripping the sheets in his hands as though that could somehow help him control his wild arousal. He was ready to explode. And I savored the sense of power that came from knowing whether he did or not was entirely up to me. 
 
    "Give your husband a taste too," I said, sitting up on the edge of the bed to get the best view possible of their shared humiliation. "Kiss him. I want him to taste your morning breath and my pussy and his own cock on his wife's tongue." 
 
    "Oh my God," Chris groaned, the words torn from him involuntarily. But I knew better than to let that go unpunished. 
 
    "I still didn't give you permission to speak, bitch," I snarled. "Sarah, slap him." 
 
    This time, my female slave didn't hesitate. I thought I even detected the faint trace of a smile on her lips as she raised her free hand. Rising up on the bed, she slapped Chris's cheek.  
 
    "Harder," I ordered. And Sarah did as I said. Her eyes seemed to blaze with excitement as she struck him again. And Chris just lay there, taking it, gritting his teeth through the pain he knew he had to accept. I filed away the look of delight in Sarah's eyes as she hit Chris for possible later use. Anything that excited these two, I knew, was something I could use. 
 
    “Now kiss him,” I ordered. Leaning forward, Sarah did as I said. Her kiss was deep and surprisingly passionate, her jaw working as her lips engulfed his. Chris, on the other hand, seemed reluctant. But as the kiss went on, he too began to put some effort into it. 
 
    “Enough,” I said. “Back to cleaning. Put his whole cock in your mouth, slut.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." 
 
    There was no reluctance in Sarah's voice now. Horny as she was, she was happy to do what I said. Just like she had been the night before when she became such a sweet submissive to my will. The thrill of power raced through me as I watched her lower her mouth onto her husband's cock. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, and Chris writhed and moaned, his eyes closing as feelings of pleasure overcame him. 
 
    "Okay, slave," I said at last, delighting all the while in my boyfriend's torment. "You can cum now. And you, slut. Make sure you swallow his load like a good girl." 
 
    Immediately, Chris let out a great roar. I watched his hands grip the sheets again, and Sarah gagged as his cock exploded in her mouth. Cum ran down her chin as she tried to swallow, and my pussy clenched on empty air as I watched my boss fire load after load into his ex-wife's mouth.  
 
    It was sexier than I would ever have imagined. I had never felt any great desire to watch people fuck, and rarely even watched porn until I began doing research for ways to dominate my boss. But somehow, watching the two of them together was pressing all my buttons. Probably just because I knew they were doing it because I ordered them to. 
 
    "Well done, slut," I said, raising my voice to be heard as Sarah lifted her head from Chris's dripping cock and gasped for air. "That was fucking hot. Now you've got me all turned on again. We're going to have to do something about that, aren't we?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Sarah's beautiful eyes were shining as she spoke to me, her excitement obvious in her voice as well as the expression of her face. And I smiled back at her, knowing the total control I had. Whatever I wanted, I felt sure, these two would do it. 
 
    "Good. Now, I guess there's only one question. Which one of you is going to cook me breakfast, and which one is going to eat my pussy?" 
 
    God, it feels so fucking good to be in charge. 
 
    

  

 
      
  
   
    14. Training Sarah 
 
      
 
    Sex can make the strangest things seem normal. Well, maybe not normal. But at least understandable. When the blood is up, when desire is roaring inside you, it's easy to find yourself doing things you never imagined doing.  
 
    In many ways, the hardest part is what comes after. The return to the real world. Once you glimpse those heights, you can never forget it. And you're never the same around the people who went there with you. But there's more to life than kinky sex, even if I often wish there wasn't. Even a demanding dominatrix and her two kinky sex slaves have to sometimes do normal stuff. 
 
    So I felt a little awkward as we sat around Chris's massive dining table. I had made him cook us breakfast while his ex-wife pleasured me orally, and I had made sure my boss was able to hear every moan and gasp of pleasure from the bedroom we were in. Sarah had licked my pussy with enthusiasm, her own desire translating directly into my pleasure. And by the time breakfast was ready, I had had another selfish orgasm from Sarah's willing mouth. 
 
    But as we ate breakfast together, the blood cooled. Famished by our activities, we all ate in silence for a while. And I felt as though I could almost hear the gears turning in the heads of both Sarah and Chris. Just like they were in mine. After all, the three of us had plunged together into this new way of life. And even though I was the prime mover and architect of it all, I really had no idea what I was doing. I was still learning to dominate Chris, and now I had Sarah under my thumb too. It was all fantastically exciting. But when I stopped to think about it, outside of the throes of passion that helped me ignore it, it made me nervous. 
 
    Still, no one could accuse me of not doing my research. I knew about aftercare. I knew from the articles and blogs that I read that these kind of games can take people to unexpected places. That it can open them up like nothing else. And as the dominant partner in whatever this relationship was, I knew it was on me to make sure everyone was happy. The fantasy of the game we played made it seem as though the only thing that mattered was my pleasure and what I wanted. But in reality, nothing could be further from the truth. I'm not a total bitch, I just play one in bed. And in the office, for that matter. But this crazy game we were playing was only exciting to me because it was exciting to them too. Because they wanted this. That's how it all worked. 
 
    "So how is everyone doing?" I asked awkwardly, pushing aside my plate. Chris raised his eyes to look at me, and after a moment, so did Sarah. It was a strange feeling, given the age difference between us. These two were much older than me and in positions of authority over me at work. In the heat of the moment, that made dominating them even hotter. But outside of that context, it made me feel quite awkward about trying to be the leader. 
 
    "Good, Miss Madison," Sarah said quietly. 
 
    "You don't have to call me that now," I said, turning to her. "We're outside of that now. Let's press pause for a minute and check in. I'm not your mistress now. I just want to make sure everyone's happy with where things are going." 
 
    "Well – I am." Sarah smiled shyly as she spoke, and I smiled back. Seeing her enthusiasm was a load off my mind. "I mean, I can't believe we're doing this," she went on. "It's so fucking naughty. So wrong. But that's what makes it so exciting, isn't it?" 
 
    "I think so," I said. "What about you, Chris? How do you like serving both me and your sexy ex?" 
 
    Chris paused before answering. It reminded me of the way he was at work, so careful and measured. So different from the way he was behind closed doors, when he became my eager sex slave. Under the table, I felt a faint tingling in my pussy. After all, it was partly that juxtaposition, the competent and successful boss transformed into the groveling submissive, that turned me on so much. 
 
    "Honestly? I can't believe we're doing this. I never in a million years thought we'd ever do anything together again. But in a way, this was what I wanted back when we were married. Sarah, you know I think you're beautiful. And you still turn me on a lot. So yeah, I'm happy with the way things are going. I mean, it's not always easy. You make it pretty difficult to look at myself in the mirror sometimes." 
 
    Chris turned to me as he said those words, and I saw a slight smile on his face. I smiled back. 
 
    "That's a mistress's job," I shrugged. "To put you in touch with the parts of yourself you don't want to admit to. That's what makes this all so powerful. I mean, it's not like when I took this job, I envisioned turning my boss and his ex-wife into my sex slaves. But here we are. And if everyone's happy with how it's going, then I'm happy too." 
 
    "Well, I don't want to stop," Sarah said. The way she raised her eyes shyly toward me as she spoke made strange desire growl inside me. I had never been that into women. But I was into this one. If only because she was such a willing little slut for me. That tingling between my legs was growing by the second. 
 
    "I knew I wasn't cut out to dominate anybody," Sarah went on. "But I never realized how good it could feel to submit. I mean, I've had some guys do some stuff to me before, but nothing like this."  
 
    A faint but adorable blush rose to Sarah's cheeks as she spoke. For all her confidence and poise at work, she could be so surprisingly shy sometimes. Another facet that made her so attractive to me. "I like giving in. But I kind of like being in charge when you tell me to. It's like the best of both worlds."  
 
    Again, I smiled encouragingly at Sarah. The way she was opening up to me was unexpected, but welcome. In order to dominate these two, I knew I had to be able to see at least a little inside their heads. The more Sarah let me see of herself, the more effectively we could both get what we wanted. 
 
    "Well, you both know the rules," I said, looking from Sarah to Chris and back again and feeling their eyes on me. "You both belong to me. But there's a hierarchy. As an inferior male, Chris has to be submissive to any woman. You or me." 
 
    A grin spread across Sarah's face as I spoke. She turned her glowing eyes toward Chris, and he glanced in her direction. He looked nervous. Probably he sensed that something was coming. Probably he could see that my excitement was growing, now that I had checked in and made sure everyone was still comfortable with what we were doing. 
 
    “I like the sound of that,” Sarah said. 
 
    “Me too,” Chris mumbled. 
 
    “Well then, maybe we should play another game,” I said. “Chris, get these dishes cleared away while Sarah and I get ready. Then I want you to report to us and be ready to do as you’re told. Now, what do you say?” 
 
    I raised my eyebrows as I spoke. I could feel Sarah's eyes on me, and from the corner of my own eye saw the bright grin on her face. She was practically bouncing up and down in her chair with excitement at the thought of our games beginning again. But I kept my eyes on my boss, staring right at him. He looked back at me, and I could see the hunger in his stare. I could see the light that he couldn't conceal, the smile spreading across his own face at the prospect of what I had in store. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison,” he said. 
 
    As Chris rose to his feet and began to gather up the breakfast plates, I turned to Sarah. The smile on her face matched my own as my brain kicked into gear, pondering what to do next. Sometimes, I think the hardest part of being a dominant mistress is always having to be the one to come up with new ideas. But luckily, the hornier I got, the easier it became to be creative. And sitting there at the breakfast table, knowing I had the full consent of my partners to continue dominating and humiliating them, was turning me on a lot. 
 
    “Let’s go get you dressed,” I said, rising from the table myself. “After all, a good slut should always look nice for her mistress.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Sarah beamed as she spoke, savoring the words as she addressed me by my self-appointed title. Chris might be a natural submissive, but Sarah seemed to take even more joy in giving in to me. Or maybe she was just more willing to show it. Either way, it helped to inflame my desire as she followed me toward the bedroom. 
 
    Our sexy outfits from the night before still lay scattered around the bed from when we had finally carelessly removed them and gone to sleep. I gathered up Sarah's corset and boots. Meanwhile, she undressed. She had only pulled on a T-shirt and a of Chris's boxer shorts to have breakfast. I smiled as I watched her wordlessly shed them, not even waiting for my command. She stood naked before me, much taller than me, older than me, and yet completely submissive to me. 
 
    "Turn around," I ordered. 
 
    Sarah pivoted, turning her back on me. As I stepped close behind her, she lifted her arms, running her fingers through her hair as she pulled it over one shoulder. I wrapped the corset around her body, sliding the metal fasteners into place before tightening the laces. I could hear her breathing getting shallow as the corset forced her waist inward, giving a more hourglass shape to her slender figure.  
 
    As I tugged on the laces, I could feel my own desire growing. Sarah's bare ass was pressed against my body, and as the corset got tighter, it seemed to emphasize the round shape of her backside. Tying off the laces, I couldn't help myself from grabbing a fistful of that ass. And as Sarah moaned, I spanked it, making her gasp at the sharp slap that reverberated in Chris's bedroom. 
 
    “Put your boots on, slut,” I ordered. “I’m not doing that for you.” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Sarah turned, her eyes not meeting mine as she crouched on the floor and picked up her long patent leather boots. The tightness of the corset made it difficult for her to move freely, but that was partly the point. I enjoyed watching her struggle for my amusement. Carefully, she sat on the bed, bending forward as far as the corset would allow. Her bare breasts hung from her chest as she slid one leg into the long leather boot and pulled it up. She looked beautiful, in an intensely slutty way. And as submissive as she had already been, she seemed to become even more so once she was dressed up to my specifications. The kinky outfit seemed to make her even more willing to do what I said. At the same time, it seemed to make it even more difficult for this beautiful submissive woman to look me in the eyes. 
 
    While Sarah continued to struggle with her boots, I walked over to my closet. My own sexy outfit lay on the floor, but I decided not to put it on. As incredible as I felt in those latex pants and boots and corset, they were a struggle to get on. Still, I wanted to look good. I knew how visual Chris was, and the more he wanted me, the more easy it would be to make him submit.  
 
    So I pored through my clothing looking for something suitable. Finally, I settled on a red leather pencil skirt that hugged my thighs tightly, adding a restriction that was by no means unwelcome in the bedroom. I slid on a pair of strappy high heels to make my legs look longer and add a seductive sway to my walk. Then I chose a black push-up bra that would give me a cleavage that I knew Chris would struggle to ignore. That was enough. 
 
    Turning to the bed, I saw that Sarah was ready. Almost ready. Finding the leather cuffs on the floor of the bedroom, I carried them toward her. Meekly, Sarah held out her arms. I buckled a cuff around each wrist, but didn't lock them together. Maybe I would want to use them later. Maybe I wouldn't. But it's always better to be prepared. 
 
    By the time we were both dressed, Chris appeared in the bedroom doorway. His eyes darted from me to Sarah and back again, drinking in the sight of our bodies displayed by our sexy outfits. I let him look for a while, knowing that his lust would be building by the second. But then, it was time to take control. 
 
    "Take that robe off," I ordered, talking about the dressing robe Chris had worn to breakfast. "And that cock better be rockhard underneath there." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." At once, Chris unfastened the robe and shrugged his way out of it. The boxers he wore underneath were already tented with his erection, and I smiled as I ordered him to take them off too. In no time at all, he stood naked before us, his arousal obvious as his throbbing cock stood out in front of his body. My boss was insatiable. It was his sex drive the gave me the power I had over him, and I always loved to see him horny and excited. Almost as much as I loved denying him. 
 
    "Down on your knees where you belong, bitch boy," I snarled. "Don't you realize you're in the presence of two superior women?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." At once, Chris dropped to the floor. Beside me, I heard Sarah chuckle under her breath. She had seen my control over her ex-husband before, of course. But she never seem to get bored of it. For that matter, neither did I. I still felt the same thrill, the same rush of power when he gave into me. When his desire forced him to my knees at my feet. 
 
    “Then show it,” I snarled. “Crawl over here like a dog and worship our feet. Show us you know where you belong.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison.” 
 
    Without hesitation, Chris did as he was told. I didn't try to keep from laughing as I watched him crawl across the floor, his hard cock swaying from side to side. He approached me first. Bending his elbows, he lowered his face to the floor. I giggled again as I felt his lips against the skin of my foot, kissing my toes passionately. I stood above him with my feet as far apart as the tight skirt would allow, my hands on my hips, enjoying his act of worship. It never failed to put me back in the right mindset to be the mistress he needed. 
 
    "Now hers," I said after a while. "I want her to get used to having a man groveling at her feet. Just because she's my slut doesn't mean she's not superior to you in every way, does it?"  
 
    "No, Miss Madison." 
 
    As he spoke, Chris shifted on the floor. Sarah was standing right beside me, and it only took a split second for Chris to position himself at her feet. Sarah turned her head to smile at me as she felt her ex-husband kissing her feet through the glossy leather of her boots, and I smiled back. We were both wearing high heels, and so Sarah was still much taller than me. But that height only made her seem to tower over my boss more, making the whole situation seem somehow even more erotic. 
 
    "Lick them," I ordered. "Lick my slut's boots and tell her how you don't deserve a woman like her, let alone me." 
 
    Sarah gasped. But Chris was already conquered. At once, he began sliding his tongue over the leather of her boots. I sat down on the edge of the bed, enjoying the show as my boss debased himself. 
 
    "I don't deserve a woman like you, Sarah," Chris mumbled between licks. "You're so beautiful. I'm sorry I wasn't a better husband, but I never deserved you. And I definitely don't deserve Miss Madison." 
 
    "Good boy," I said encouragingly. Inside the tight leather skirt, my pussy was getting wetter by the second. But I knew my pleasure would have to be delayed at least for a little while. Though probably not as delayed as his would be. Towering above him in her sexy outfit, Sarah really did look like a goddess. I wondered if I looked half as good when Chris was groveling at my feet like this. I hoped so. 
 
    "I don't think he should have his hands free anymore," I said, looking up at Sarah. She turned to me. "Horny boys like him can't be trusted. Go ahead and cuff his hands. There's a pair of cuffs right here." Leaning over the bed, I picked up a pair of handcuffs that had been discarded during the previous night's activities. Stepping away from her groveling husband, Sarah took them from my hands. Those beautiful eyes of hers was shining with excitement, and though she still looked uncertain, she didn't argue. 
 
    “Behind his back. That’s right. He’s more helpless that way. Chris, put your hands behind your back and let your ex tie you up.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison.” 
 
    Predictably, Chris did as he was told. Crouching awkwardly behind him, Madison wrapped the cuffs around his wrists and locked them together. For all her uncertainty, I could see the faint shiver that passed through her body as she handcuffed her ex-husband. It gave me hope. 
 
    “Go to my closet and fetch a couple of belts,” I ordered. “There’s a thick black one and a small red one. Those will do.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison.” Rising to her feet, Sarah did as I said. I watched her tall boots shining as she strode toward the closet, her body swaying with every step she took. Meanwhile, Chris’s burning eyes were fixed on me. They traveled up and down my body, from my face to my breasts to the skirt wrapped around my hips to my feet that he had just been kissing. He couldn’t have looked more desperately needy if he tried. His cock stood out in front of him, pointing at me like a wand, bouncing gently as it throbbed with the red blood of desire. It made me feel every inch the goddess he seemed to think I was. But for now, I had other ideas for him. 
 
    "Put the red one around his neck," I ordered Sarah as she returned with the belts in her hands. "That will have to do until we get him a proper leash." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Madison." Turning her back on me for a moment, Sarah made a loop out of the red belt and lowered it over Chris's head. It grew tighter around his neck as she pulled on the end of it. Turning toward me, Sarah held out the end of the belt. But I simply smiled and shook my head. 
 
    "He's yours for now," I said, and Chris gulped as he stared at me with wide eyes. "I'm giving him to you. I want him to learn that he should serve every woman, not just me. I want him to understand how having a cock makes him inferior to anyone with a pussy. And you know what I want you to do to him right now?" 
 
    "No, Miss Madison." Sarah's voice was quiet and small as she spoke, little more than a whisper. Her body was practically trembling as she stood in front of me in her high heels, her eyes lit up with delight. The puckered nipples of her bare breasts left me in no doubt about the state of her arousal, any more than the faint sheen of moisture on the swollen lips of her pussy did. She looked incredible. And she was clearly thrilled with what was going on, even if it made her nervous. Maybe she had never understood how to dominate her husband back when they were married. But now, she had me to teach her. 
 
    “I want you to punish him for his failures as a husband and as a man,” I said slowly, enunciating each word clearly so that there would be no doubt about what I wanted. “Fold that other belt in half. Then bend him over the bed and beat his ass. That’s what all men deserve, after all. To be beaten and used by their female superiors.” 
 
    Sarah laughed out loud. It wasn't so much the laughter of amusement as it was of total shock. Whatever she had been expecting, it wasn't this. But desire was raging inside me, and I knew what I wanted. For once, I wanted to be the one watching. I wanted to see from the outside how it looked when Chris submitted to me. When I used his body for my own selfish pleasure. And the fact these two used to be married only added an extra delicious sparkle to the whole arrangement. 
 
    “I – I don’t know if I can, Miss Madison.” 
 
    “Of course you can. It’s easy.” My leather skirt creaked as I stood from the mattress. Stepping forward, I took hold of the red belt that served as a leash around Chris’s neck. 
 
    "On your feet, slave," I ordered as I pulled on the leash. Jolted out of his fearful suspense, Chris rose unsteadily to his feet. I didn't give him a moment. Tugging on the leash, I pulled him toward the bed. Once he reached its edge, I used the leash to pull his head down, my free hand gripping the back of his neck and pressing his face onto the bed. 
 
    "Spread your legs," I growled. "And keep that ass in the air. Your ex-wife is going to beat you now, and you're going to take it like a man. Or as close as you can get, anyway." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Madison,” Chris mumbled, his words obscured. Still holding him by the back of the neck, I turned to his ex-wife. 
 
    “Go ahead,” I said. “Get that ass of his nice and red and teach him what happens to a man who can’t properly satisfy a woman.” 
 
    Sarah still hesitated. But as I waited, she finally stepped forward. Folding the belt in her hand, she tested its weight. Then, to my delight, she raised her arm. Chris grunted as she struck him across the ass. 
 
    "You call that a whipping? Hit him improperly. Make it hurt. If you can't whip him the way he deserves, I'll have to do it myself. If I have to do it myself, I might end up taking the belt to your ass, too." 
 
    That did the trick. Sarah's eyes went wide with shock, but she raised her arm again. She struck harder this time, and Chris yelped as the belt left an angry red stripe across his ass. I felt his body jump, and I kept my hand on the back of his neck, pressing him down onto the mattress to keep him in place. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    The belt fell again, and again. Chris writhed in pain on the mattress, but Sarah slowly found a rhythm. And I watched in delight, my pussy streaming between my thighs as she seemed to get into it. Her breasts rose and fell as she panted from the exertion, but she didn't stop. Soon, the belt was hissing in the air, and Chris was trembling and shaking on the bed as I held him down. 
 
    "What do you say, slave?" I growled in his ear. "Are you sorry for failing your wife as a husband and as a man?" 
 
    "Yes!" Chris cried out, his body shaking under the assault of the belt. "I'm sorry, Sarah! I'm sorry I wasn't enough of a man for you!" 
 
    "Enough," I said, nodding at Sarah. Panting, she lowered the belt, a strange expression on her face. I couldn't help thinking as I looked at her that something new had gotten into her, some wild taste of the dominance I enjoyed so much. At least, I hoped so. 
 
    “I think he’s learned his lesson,” I said, releasing my grip on Chris’s neck. Picking up the end of the belt that was around his neck, I ordered him to his knees. Chris sank to the floor gratefully, his body trembling with shame and pain. Slowly, I handed the end of the leash to Sarah. 
 
    "Now for the best part," I said with a smile. "After I've punished him, I like to make him pleasure me. Pain for men and orgasms for girls. That's the way it should be. Go ahead and use him. Anyway you want. Just don't let him cum." 
 
    Sarah's eyes were shining. Her cheeks were flushed with effort and desire. Her breasts trembled and shook as she panted, struggling to recover her breath in the tight corset I had tied her into. Holding the end of the red belt, she let the other drop to the floor. Still, she said nothing. She didn't make a move. She looked from me to Chris and back again, as though she hadn't understood my words. But I knew she did. I was just waiting for her desire to get the better of her. After all, as I looked at her, I could see how turned on this it made her.  
 
    Maybe she had never imagined she might get sexual pleasure from torturing a man, but it was obvious that she did. Just like I did. And Chris waited, kneeling between us, completely overcome and ready to submit to whatever either of us wanted. 
 
    Finally, Sarah moved. Stepping toward the bed, she turned and sat down on its edge. Chris gazed up at her as she spread her legs, her wicked black boots shining in the light and her pussy completely exposed.  
 
    "Get over here, slave," Sarah said in a voice that trembled with nervousness despite her dominant words. And I almost shrieked with laughter as I watched her tug on the leash. At once, Chris stumbled forward on his knees, crawling toward her as quickly as he could. And without a moment's hesitation, he lowered his face between those long legs, eagerly licking his ex-wife's pussy while she grabbed the back of his head with her free hand. 
 
    Sarah moaned in pleasure. She threw back her head, her long brown hair cascading down her back as she closed her eyes. Chris's eyes burned as he stared up at her while he ate her out, just the way I had taught him. And my own body trembled with while desire as I watched this kinky display. Sarah looked absolutely beautiful, and Chris was the submissive oral slave of any dominatrix's dreams. As I watch the two of them, I allowed myself to feel another bright burst of pleasure at what I had accomplished. For a woman who hadn't known how to dominate Chris when he was her husband, Sarah seem to be learning quickly. And that was exactly what I wanted. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter at kattfordwrites.wixsite.com! 
 
    [image: The Lioness] 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Katt Ford

/ : % )ﬂi’iifg}/
‘W e ')?OX S






cover1-6.jpeg
Katt Ford

‘ / ‘ {c }nrmy/
W X¥B0SS






images/00001.jpeg





cover14.jpeg
|
1\

T raijp?ing
Sarah






cover13.jpeg





cover7-12.jpeg





