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The Petsitter: Parts 1-7

Ashley’s New Gig

I almost jumped when my phone rang.

Maybe that sounds silly. Maybe that’s what phones are supposed to do. But not for me, or for any of my friends. Two calls anymore? Mostly just telemarketers and robots trying to trick you into buying something you don’t want. We text. We send voice memos, videos, and reels. We don’t call.

So at first, I almost didn’t answer it. If it’s anyone important, they will send a text, I thought to myself. Then I remember the advert I had placed.

Times had been hard lately. I guess that’s true of everyone, but it was definitely true for me. Just another Gen Z cliché, in a way, I suppose. Graduating out of school with a degree and then getting a job that had nothing at all to do with that degree, just because I needed to pay exorbitant rent on a not-great apartment with a roommate. Most of my friends were in the same boat, but that didn’t make it any easier to take.

And then I lost my job.

Cutbacks, they said. Nothing personal. Just another victim of economic trouble that had really nothing to do with me, but I was going to be the one catching the fallout. The shit always runs downhill, I suppose. But it left me in a delicate position, to say the least.

Along with sending out what felt like a thousand applications, I tried a few other ways of making money. Some of those online survey things that generate pennies, and a short-lived YouTube channel in an attempt to be an influencer. All that got me was DMs from greasy guys I wouldn’t have given the time of day to.

I don’t want to sound conceited, but male attention isn’t something I’ve ever struggled to get. I’m in my early 20s, after all; there’s no girl I know who struggles to get guys to notice her. The struggle is getting the right kind of guys. And I’m not going to lie; I’m not unaware of some of the ways that women monetize their looks online to make money. As the days and the weeks went by without me getting any leads in my job search, I found myself thinking more and more about those avenues.

But as I looked at my phone ringing, sitting on the sofa beside me, I suddenly remembered. I had posted on a few social media sites and online classifieds, and even some old-school flyers in a local coffee shop, advertising my services as a dog walker. There hadn’t been much interest; talk about and oversaturated marketplace. But I’ve always loved animals. We always had dogs growing up, and I missed my dogs from back home. Pets weren’t allowed in my apartment, and besides, I was really in no financial position to take care of an animal. I could barely take care of myself. Honestly, this idea seemed less like a way to make money and more just something fun I could do to fill my time now that I no longer had a job to go to.

“Hello?”

“Hi,” said a voice as I picked up the phone. A woman’s voice. “I saw your ad about a petsitting service.”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to mentally shift gears from whatever ADHD doomscrolling K-hole I had been lost in. “Yeah, that’s me. How can I help you?”

Amazing how you shift back into customer service voice, never really losing it. The woman on the other end of the phone sounded older, and kind of professional and put together, if that makes sense. She had a nice voice, with a sort of melodic quality to it that made you want to listen. She spoke calmly, confidently, with that way older women sometimes have of sounding like they always know exactly what’s going on. Talking with her, I felt really conscious of my own vocal inflections, my tendency to make everything sound like a question.

“I have a pet who needs looking after while I go on a trip. Normally I’d take him with me, but it’s not that kind of trip. I need someone flexible and responsible who can keep an eye on him. And you need to be reliable, of course. And discrete.”

“Oh yeah, of course,” I hurriedly said, part of my brain picking up just on that last word she said without my consciousness putting too much effort into decoding what she might mean. I was just happy to be doing something, anything. Long days of sitting around the apartment were getting me depressed, making me feel useless, worthless. Being unemployed, I had quickly found, is absolutely nothing like having time off work. You can’t enjoy yourself when you don’t know where your next paycheck is coming from. You can’t relax when all you do is worry about paying bills. I had set my hourly rate low, knowing just how much competition there was in this field, so it wasn’t like this woman’s offer was going to change the grim financial trajectory I was on. But it was something. And for me at that moment, anything was better than nothing.

“Can we meet to talk about it? How about tomorrow? I don’t mean to rush you, but my trip is coming up quite soon, and I’d like to get this pinned down.”

“Yeah, of course,” I said. After all, it wasn’t like I had a busy schedule I had to navigate.

She mentioned a coffee shop I knew, not far from my apartment. We arranged to meet there in the middle of the day tomorrow. And even though it wasn’t anything close to a job, even though it was just a small time gig that I knew wasn’t going to do all that much for me, I felt excited just to know I had something, anything, going on.

Of course, I had no idea what I was in for.

I got to the café first. That was something my mom had always taught me when it came to job interviews and things like that. Get there early. I cringed at the price of the coffee I ordered as I tapped my phone against the terminal, but I couldn’t exactly sit there empty-handed. I tried to sip it slowly, wanting there to be lots left before this woman arrived.

And when she stepped through the door, I knew it was her straightaway. I’d never met her before in my life, but the moment I saw her, I knew. Somehow, the way she looked and the way she carried herself were a perfect match for that voice I had heard over the phone, so that I couldn’t doubt that this was the woman I was waiting for.

She recognized me, too. She had found me online, and so she had seen my profile picture, and that was enough to point me out to her from across the room. She smiled as she walked toward me, but it was what I would call a professional smile. Meant, perhaps, to make her look less severe than to communicate any real warmth.

Not that she looked severe. In fact, she was prettier than I had expected. I’d say she was probably about in her mid-30s, and very well put together. She had blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders in soft waves, a style women of her age often seem to go for, and as she got closer, I could see that her eyes were such a pale blue, they looked almost gray. She had kept skin, smooth and clear with barely a hint of any lines, but she didn’t look like she’d had any work done, either.

She was wearing a gray skirt suit cut to fit her perfectly, making her look like an absolute boss bitch as she walked through the café on slender high heels that I would have been reluctant to attempt wearing myself, and certainly not at work. If I had a job. The whole impression confirmed what I heard in her voice on the phone, a poised and confident woman in the prime of her life and probably at the peak of her career, with everything in her life running smoothly, just the way she wanted it. The opposite of me, in so many ways.

Looking at her, I felt a twinge of something that wasn’t exactly jealousy, but was along those lines. Envy, I suppose. I didn’t want to be her, exactly. I only want to be myself. But there are times when it dawns on me that everyone else seems to have everything figured out, and then there’s me, stumbling and flailing from one crisis to another without getting closer to goals I don’t even recognize.

Still smiling, she sat down in the chair opposite me. She held out her hand, and I took it.

“Hi. I’m Nicola.”

“I’m Ashley,” I said, shaking her hand. She effortlessly caught the eye of a server as she sat, ordering a simple coffee in a friendly but clear tone. I’ll admit it; I was already impressed by her. Just from the way she carried herself, the way she looked, the way she behaved. She seemed like the confident, in-control woman that we all partially want to be, but few of us pull it off this well.

“So,” Nicola said, as her coffee promptly arrived and she turned her attention on me, “how long have you been doing this?”

For a moment, I thought about – well, maybe not lying, exactly. But being a little careful with the truth. But I had the feeling this woman would see right through me. Besides, I didn’t want to start this new gig off with a lie. Maybe I was too inexperienced for her, but after all, it wasn’t like I was trying to work at her company or anything. It’s walking a dog; how complicated can it be?

“I just started, as a kind of side hustle,” I said. “But I grew up with dogs. We always had dogs. I miss having them since I went to college.”

“What did you study?”

“Psychology.”

“Oh, interesting. You work in that field?”

“Not currently, no.”

I took a sip of my coffee. I didn’t know why, but under those gray eyes, I felt like there was no point hiding anything. I wanted this gig, but at the end of the day, it was only going to make my financial demise little slower. It was never going to undo it. If I couldn’t make money, I could at least keep my integrity.

“It’s a hard field to break unless you go the full Masters or even PhD route,” I said. “And I don’t think I can afford that.”

Nicola nodded slowly.

“It’s tough for new grads,” she said. “I studied business, but my first jobs were in places like this. It took a while before I could even start climbing the ladder. It takes time. I’m sure you’ll get there.”

“Thanks,” I said, forcing a smile onto my face.

Easy for her to say. And easy for me to accept that weak reassurance, rather than get into my fears and doubts about whether that was even what I wanted. And it was interesting, but interesting enough to build a career and a life around? That seemed to be what was required of me.

That’s how it feels, when you’re young. People tell you have the whole world open to you, but at the same time, all they seem to want to do is get you to niche down into one little channel and stay there forever. What if you want it all? What if you want everything? What if you want to taste and sample all of life, unwilling to choose how you’ll spend the next sixty or eighty years until you’ve at least gotten familiar with what’s on offer? That was how I felt, but I knew it wasn’t a conversation to have with a stranger. So I just smiled and sipped my coffee again. And a moment later, Nicola’s lips parted, a thoughtful look on her pretty face as she spoke to me again.

“So, psychology,” she said, the faintest wrinkles appearing on her smooth forehead as she furrowed her brow. “That’s good, actually. You can’t be too squeamish then. You’ll be familiar with divergent behavior, and hopefully not too judgmental.”

“I guess,” I said uncertainly. “I’m not sure how it helps with dog walking, though.”

Nicola laughed, a quiet, controlled burst of laughter in the busy atmosphere of the café.

“No, I suppose not,” she said. “I must say, it seems like you’re being very honest with me, so I suppose I should be honest with you. There’s no point in us discussing things further if we’re not compatible. So I should tell you, this is not an ordinary petsitting job.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I want a significant time commitment from you. It can work around your current schedule at your job, but I want you to spend a lot of time each day working for me. Don’t worry, you’ll be compensated accordingly.”

“Does your dog have special needs or something?”

“You could say that,” Nicola said with a smile. “You’re very pretty, you know.”

The unexpected comment derailed me completely. I felt a rush of blood to my face, an unexpected embarrassment coming over me.

“Uh, thanks?” I said. Nicola’s eyes flickered over my face.

“Don’t worry, I’m not hitting on you,” she said firmly. “You’re not my type. Men are my weakness, unfortunately.”

“Unfortunately?”

“Well, I’m sure you know what I mean. They can be a lot of work sometimes.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled.

“Especially certain types of men. Take my husband, for example.”

She lifted her eyes from the table in front of her to meet mine, and again, I was struck by the unique shade of them, the pale glow surrounding the dark pupil.

“I love him. But he’s the kind of man who needs a lot of work. A lot of attention. Which is where you come in.”

“What?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I had a real feeling of trepidation now about what Nicola might say next. Honestly, I had been relieved when a woman was the first person to approach me about the dog walking service. I had heard too many horror stories about men and the things they do. But now, I had this horrible sense that things were heading down some bizarre direction. Nicola was right, in her way. I knew about the strange depths of the human psyche from my studies, and I knew that sometimes, the most normal-seeming people have the strangest, darkest secrets. At least we had met in a public place.

“I can pay you $1000 a week,” Nicola said, staring right into my eyes. “But for that, I expect you to take care of my pet for multiple hours each day. You’ll make sure he eats, gets exercise, and doesn’t do anything he shouldn’t. You’ll be spending a lot of time at my home. You’re free to use the TV, the Internet, whatever food and drink is in the house. You can stay over if you want, or go home. It’s up to you. You can’t have anyone else over.”

“No. I wouldn’t,” I said, still blinking in confusion.

“We don’t have a dog. My husband is my pet. In case you haven’t guessed that yet.”

Nicola delivered the words rapidly, almost as if she was worried she wouldn’t get them out if she didn’t make herself do it quickly. But nothing else about her seem to suggest nervousness. Maybe only a slight challenge in her eyes, almost as if she was daring me to say something disapproving.

I didn’t. No one wants to seem judgmental. Still, what she was saying sounded crazy to me.

Look, I’m not naïve. Even if I hadn’t studied psychology in school, I grew up with the Internet. I know about kinks, about fetishes, about paraphilias. I don’t have to share them myself to tolerate them. My attitude has always been that as long as everything is consensual, it’s really none of anyone’s business. And I have a few friends that have done some wild stuff in the past. Not me, but that doesn’t mean I’m against it. It’s just not something I had ever felt drawn to myself, and none of my previous boyfriend expressed an interest.

I looked at Nicola in a new light as she sat across the table from me. So poised, so carefully put together. Honestly, it wasn’t hard to picture her as a dominatrix. She had the confidence, that swagger, that edge. I almost caught myself thinking I should have known it earlier.

“Like a kinky thing?”

“Yes,” Nicola said, with a gentle smile. “Like a kinky thing. It’s all safe and consensual. I’m not asking you to get involved with him in any kind of sex play. I don’t want that. He’s my husband, and I love him. But sometimes, he needs to be put on a leash or kept in a cage and reminded who’s in charge.”

I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing at that. The idea of it was just so wild, so completely crazy to be discussing this in such a normal location. Somehow, that juxtaposition made it all seem even stranger.

“Well, laughter’s not bad,” Nicola said. “At least you’re not screaming and running for the door.”

Honestly, I was little surprised by that myself. Part of me felt as though my answer should just be a flat no, to shake my head and walk away from this bizarre situation. I was relieved that Nicola wasn’t hiring me to have sex with her husband, but I wasn’t foolish enough to think that there wasn’t some element of sexual excitement in this, for her and her husband. I would be part of the kinky game they played, and there was no way around that. Even if all I did was swing by her house a few times to check on her clearly submissive husband, I would be playing a role in their little drama.

A thousand dollars, though? That’s enough to make anyone think twice. And in my dire financial straits, it was even more tempting that it would ordinarily have been. That was enough to keep the wolf from the door for a while, enough to pay for my month’s rent and then some. This wasn’t a job, but it would pay like one, for as long as I had it.

“How long you going away for?”

“Two weeks,” Nicola answered promptly.

Two weeks. $2000. Handled carefully, that could keep me going for another couple of months without having to ask my parents for help.

Crazy that I was even considering this. Crazy that this woman had approached me out of the blue with this insane request. But wouldn’t I be crazy not to do it? It wasn’t as if I was in a position where I could afford to refuse any opportunity, even if it came with some strange caveats.

“What would I have to do, exactly?”

A smile spread slowly across her pretty face.

“Keep an eye on him. Your interaction could be quite minimal, or it could be more. That’s up to you.”

Nicola took another sip of her coffee. She seemed more comfortable now, more in her element. Not that she had ever really been rattled; she was too poised for that. But now, it seemed like she was starting to think I might actually agree to this. And it was weird, but it was as if I could only understand my own thoughts based on watching her reactions to them. Or like my brain didn’t want to admit that I was giving this serious consideration. $2000. Wasn’t that too good to turn down?

“Look, if you like, I can give you some more time to think about this,” Nicola said. “I understand it’s an unusual request, and if you’re not comfortable with it, that’s fine. If it’s a no, then it’s a no. My only request would be that you decide in the next couple of days, because I need to find someone.”

“But he’s a grown man, isn’t he? Surely he’d be okay by himself.”

Nicola smiled again.

“Well, yes, technically,” she admitted. “But there’s no fun in that, is there?”

This time, she only played with her coffee cup, not picking it up to drink. Those stunning eyes found mine again from the other side of the table.

“No pressure,” she said. “But if you’re open to this, you could come and meet him.”

That’s how I found myself in her car.

Maybe it was crazy. Maybe it was stupid. But there was something about her that made me believe her. Her story was just too bizarre, too strange, not to be true. If this was her way of luring people to a second location to rob them or do who knew what to them, she was going about it in the worst possible way. Her cover story was almost designed to push people away, not entice them.

I trusted her. I believed her. And I went with her to her house, enticed by that completely unreasonable two thousand dollar offer, and maybe a bit of normal human curiosity too.

Because after all, I studied psychology because it interested me. Because the strange labyrinths of people’s desires and innermost thoughts are endlessly fascinating. Part of me couldn’t let this go. It was too crazy, too interesting, too weird to ignore.

Nicola’s car was nice, though nothing particularly fancy. It seemed fairly new, at least. And as she drove me away from the café, I saw that she didn’t live too far from me. She could probably have walked to the coffee shop if she wanted to, but maybe not in those high heels. We weren’t in the car more than five minutes before she pulled up the long driveway of a house.

It was no mansion. But at the same time, it was no slum either. I could tell straightaway that she and her pet husband were doing well for themselves. I remembered reading a study in class once that stated something similar, that people who are into BDSM and power exchange are often quite successful in their regular, non-kinky lives. There’s a correlation between those kind of kinks and high intelligence, which might explain it. In a way, I suppose I was approaching it like a piece of psychological research, because somehow, that made it easier to wrap my head around what was happening.

Nicola stepped out of the car, and I followed her. With every step we took toward the house, I got a little more nervous. But I told myself I couldn’t back out now. Nicola opened the front door and stepped inside, and I followed after her, not really knowing what to expect but interested to find out what lay ahead.

“He’s down in the basement,” Nicola said. As she spoke, she led the way through her house, and I followed, catching only glimpses of what the place was like. A big, fancy looking, well-equipped kitchen. A high-ceilinged living room. Everything was spotless, flawlessly maintained, almost as if nobody lived here at all. Nicola’s house, I could see, was as well put together and as carefully maintained as everything else about her. Slowly but surely, I was building a sense of who this woman was, what made her tick. It was just as fascinating as I had thought it would be.

Past the kitchen, she pushed open the door that led downstairs and turned on the lights. I hesitated at the top of the stairs.

“Is this the part where you serial kill me?”

Nicola laughed.

“Trust me, he’s probably going to be more afraid of you that you are of him. At least, he probably should be,” Nicola said with a smile, and I smiled back. She headed down the stairs, and, determined to see things through, I followed her.

The basement was more plain than the rest of the house, but it was finished, with bare white walls and gray carpet making it look almost like a second living room, if it hadn’t been for what was inside. My wide eyes darted around the room, taking in this new environment, seeing the shelves and racks on the wall that held an impressive collection of implements of restraint and torture. But I didn’t look at them for long. What caught my eye most was the substantial steel cage close to the center of the floor, and the man locked inside it.

He was on all fours, the cage not large enough to allow him to stand or even sit comfortably. He was naked. His hands stuck through the bars at one end of the cage, a pair of steel handcuffs locked around the wrists to immobilize him further. I had made a deal with myself to not be too surprised, to act like an adult no matter what I found in Nicola’s home. And it wasn’t like the discovery of her husband surprised me, really. She had been clear about the kind of relationship the two of them had. Still, actually seeing it in real life still took my breath away.

Nicola, on the other hand, was in her element. She strode across the carpeted floor, her high heels almost silent, until she was standing close to the cage, where her husband’s hands stuck through the bars.

“Kiss,” she ordered, and placed the pointed toe of one shoe through the bars. I watched, trying not to burst out laughing, as the man leaned forward and pressed his lips against his wife’s black patent leather high heel.

“Good boy,” Nicola said, and I heard now the full power of that melodic voice of hers, the fullest expression yet of her poise and confidence. You have to really believe in yourself to act like that, I thought, to dominate a man and make him do what you say. But she made it all seem effortless. And not just effortless, but somehow natural, too. Smiling, she turned toward me.

“This is Ashley,” Nicola said. And without being told to, I stepped forward, tentatively moving closer to the cage. The man inside stared up at me, a look of embarrassment on his face. Quickly, I looked away from his cock. He was rock hard, completely turned on by this embarrassing situation, and I didn’t try to hide the smile on my face it gave me to know that. She had been telling the truth, wild as it was. This was what he wanted.

“She’s thinking about being your petsitter while I’m away. What do you say to that, loser?”

“Please,” the man groaned from inside the cage. “Please, I’ll be good.”

“Yes, I expect you will,” Nicola answered. And the man groaned as she lifted one foot, pressing one thin high heel into the back of his hand. He didn’t try to get away. Not that he could if he wanted to.

“But my new friend here is going to make sure of that.”


The First Session

What do you wear to watch a complete stranger being sexually dominated?

That wasn’t a question I had ever asked myself before. And it’s not one they usually write about on fashion blogs, either. But that was the question I found myself facing a few days later as I went through my closet, disappointed as usual by everything that was there.

“These are a bit dominatrix-y,” Emily said, stooping low and picking up a pair of black leather boots from the bottom of my closet. I hadn’t worn them in a long time, and you could see the dust on the leather that would need a cleaning. She had a point, though. It wasn’t like I had a lot of dominatrix gear, but a pair of knee-high boots with a heel were at least heading in the right direction.

But then, what to wear with them?

“I don’t know, Em,” I said to my roommate with a sigh. “Maybe this is a bad idea.”

“Bad idea? I think it’s awesome. I’d be happy to do it, especially for what she’s going to pay you. In fact, if you don’t want to do it, give her my number. For that kind of money, I’d walk her naughty little husband down the street on a leash if she wanted me to.”

I laughed at that, and so did Emily. But somehow, I didn’t doubt that she meant what she said. Maybe she was right. Maybe I was being too squeamish, looking a gift horse in the mouth or however that expression goes. I was being offered a lot of money, and Nicola had been adamant that she wasn’t hiring me to have sex with her husband. This wasn’t like that at all. Instead, I was just supposed to go there and boss him around a little. Keep him in the habit of serving a woman. What exactly I did with him, Nicola had said, was largely up to me. No sex seemed to be the only rule, and I was more than fine with that. And perhaps I ought to be nervous at the thought of being stuck alone in a house with a strange man, but after seeing him locked in his cage naked that first day, I didn’t feel like I had anything to worry about as far as Alex was concerned.

In fact, that was part of what I was doing tonight. Nicola wanted me to be more at ease around her husband, to have a better idea of what I could expect when she hired me to look in on him while she was on her trip. And that was how I found myself pulled into this kinky relationship that I was in no way ready for, that I had not seen coming at all.

If only I could find something to wear.

“What’s she going to be wearing?”

“No idea. She didn’t say. But she’s very… Put together. She was wearing a suit when we met, and it looked expensive.”

Emily nodded thoughtfully as she carried my boots over to my bed and set them down on the floor. As if she had decided already that that was what I would be wearing. I couldn’t find it in me to object. It was as if all the craziness of the past few days, this unexpected turn my life had taken, had robbed me of the ability to make choices anymore. Or maybe I was saving that for later, when I would be in charge.

I had thought about it a lot. In fact, newly unemployed, I had plenty of time to think, and I thought about little else. What would I do with her husband? One sleepless night, I had gone on a deep dive down into blogs and articles about submissive men and the women who dominate them, and it had given me a little insight and a little inspiration. It’s not that crazy, I know. These days, BDSM barely shocks anyone. It’s one of the most common kinks there is, and I knew I’d be hard-pressed to find a woman who hasn’t given it some thought at one time or another. Though usually, most of them picture themselves being on the submissive side of that equation.

Still, in a way, Emily was right. It might be fun. There wasn’t going to be any sex, but that didn’t mean it couldn’t be exciting all the same. BDSM with training wheels, I had thought to myself at one point. There was no possibility of sex, and every possibility that once my assignment was done, I would never see these people again. That gave me a kind of freedom to explore.

But explore what? I was doing this for the money, I reminded myself, and for no other reason. It was a strange way to pay the rent, but it wasn’t like I was swamped by other options. Like Emily said, it would be easier and less degrading than most of the job options out there for me.

“Oooo, how about this?”

Emily darted past me, reaching into my closet, and I knew exactly what was in her mind. It had an asymmetrical hem and an asymmetrical window on the chest to show off quite a lot of boob, the kind of dress I must have been abnormally horny when I was shopping to have bought in the first place. I had worn it exactly once, as I remembered, and unsurprisingly, it got me plenty of attention. But that wasn’t really the phase of my life I was going through now, and I couldn’t imagine showing up to Nicola’s elegant house looking like I was going out to a club.

“No,” I said firmly, and Emily pulled a disappointed face as she set the dress back on the hanger.

“Don’t you want to drive him crazy?”

“Not particularly, no,” I said. A slight smile put the corners of Emily’s lips as she looked at me. As if she didn’t believe me for a moment.

Meanwhile, I was looking for something a little more modest. Though not, if I’m going to be honest, too modest, either. No matter what Emily might say, I had no interest in teasing this total stranger with a slutty outfit. But somehow, going there in a T-shirt and jeans didn’t seem like the right idea either.

Black seemed like a safe choice. I could feel Emily’s eyes watching me as I went through my clothes, building and outfit around the boots she had picked out. Black yoga pants would be nice and comfortable and allow me plenty of freedom of movement. To go with them, I chose a black top that hung off my shoulders, and paired it with a wide black leather belt to dress things up a little bit. I had no idea what Nicola would be wearing, but the little I knew about her so far made me feel like she would look impressive, and while I had no intention of outshining her, I wanted to at least keep up.

Emily cast a critical eye over my choices as I set them down on the bed.

“Not bad,” she said grudgingly. “Doesn’t exactly scream dominatrix, but it doesn’t exactly not say it, either.”

“Uh, thanks, I think,” I said, making my roommate laugh again.

“You’re welcome,” she said. “Just wait. I think you’re going to be a natural at this.”

“Oh yeah? Why would that be? I’ve never done anything like this before. It’s really not my thing.”

“Yeah, but you’re bossy,” Emily giggled. “And you’re gorgeous. You know you could have men falling at your feet if you wanted to.”

I smiled, and shook my head. Not lately, I didn’t. I had been single for a while since my last boyfriend turned out to be a scumbag, and I liked it that way. Plus, in my new nearly desperate financial situation, I felt like I needed to focus on straightening my life out, not looking for someone else to drag into the chaos. This new development had completely blindsided me, and it was probably just as well that it was only temporary. Once the two weeks was over, I could get back to figuring out what exactly I was going to do with my life. The only difference was, I would be $2000 richer.

I picked up the boots and carry them toward the kitchen, and Emily followed me. She had her hair tied back behind her head in a messy bun, wearing pajamas as she loafed around the house. She had no big plans for the night, and from my position, that was a good thing. I didn’t expect anything to go wrong; I trusted Nicola. But it didn’t hurt to know that someone was only a phone call away.

While Emily sat on the sofa in our living room, I stood at the kitchen sink and ran a damp cloth over the smooth leather of the boots. Once clean, it shone dully, and I found myself wondering why I didn’t wear them more often. No opportunity to, I supposed. And not likely to get one, either, given the way my finances were lately.

Setting the boots down, I headed to the bathroom to do my hair and makeup, grateful now for the privacy. Emily was fun, and I was grateful for her support. From the very first moment I had told her what I was doing, when this wild opportunity that had landed in my lap, she had encouraged me to go for it. Maybe I needed that. Still, it was nice to spend some preparation time alone with my own thoughts.

I braided my hair, more to give my hands something to do than for any other reason. Maybe it helped, in a way. Making me feel like some kind of warrior woman ready to take on the world, when in reality, I felt like nothing of the sort. I didn’t go crazy with the makeup, either. Just a little foundation, a bit of mascara, a muted lip. I didn’t want to look like the Mistress of the Night, no matter what my roommate might recommend.

That didn’t stop her turning her head to wolf whistle as I stepped out of the bathroom.

“Lucky little slave boy, getting to serve a mistress like you.”

“Stop it,” I said, as Emily laughed again. But there was no denying the little extra spring in my step as I headed toward the bedroom to get dressed.

I checked my outfit in the mirror one last time before leaving. Asking myself what message it was sending. Emily had pretty much nailed it. I didn’t look like a dominatrix. It was an outfit I could wear just about anywhere if I wanted to. But in the context I was wearing it tonight, it was obvious that I was going for an edgier, more powerful look.

Too much? Too late to change now, I told myself. I had to be at Nicola’s house soon, and the last thing I wanted to do was keep her waiting. For what she was paying, I felt like she could easily have had a girl far more experienced and knowledgeable in these matters to take care of her husband while she was away. I didn’t know why she had chosen me, and I felt like at any moment, she might ask herself the same question. I didn’t want that. As nervous as I was about what was going to happen, I wanted this job. I needed it.

“Go get him, Mistress,” Emily said as I moved down the hallway of our apartment toward the front door, the heels of my boots clunking loudly on the floor. I shook my head, pulling my braid nervously forward over my shoulder, grabbing a small bag and slipping my phone into it as I headed out of the door.

I booked a rideshare on my way to the front door of the apartment, and it showed up just a few minutes later. I could have walked to Nicola’s house from mine, but I didn’t feel like it. Even though I knew my outfit was perfectly modest, I felt strangely exposed. As if even strangers on the street would guess that I was off to do something kinkier than I had ever done before. I knew it didn’t make any sense, but I couldn’t shake that strange feeling, so the privacy of a car seemed like a good idea. Besides, Nicola had already told me she would pay for it.

The driver dropped me off outside her house, and I walked up the driveway. Even as I stood in front of the front door, it felt like I might bolt. As if I would lose my nerve at any moment and back out of this absolutely bizarre idea.

But somehow, I didn’t. From inside the house, I heard the sound of Nicola’s high heels getting closer and closer, and it felt like once that door opened, there would be no turning back. But maybe I had already long ago passed the point of no return, without knowing it. Maybe all this was just a way of telling myself that I could back out if I wanted to, but knowing I never would. Just another way of talking myself into it, of getting myself to do what I knew I had to.

Maybe it was good that I had to.

People use the word stunning way too much. But there was no better word to describe the way Nicole looked as she opened the door in front of me. And it wasn’t like I had had any doubt about her credibility as a dominatrix, but if I had, it would’ve vanished in that moment. She absolutely looked the part. I had been wondering what she would wear for the occasion like this, but now I could see just how much she meant it.

She was wrapped in shiny black latex. She was wearing a strapless dress with a kind of built-in corset that hugged her upper body and pushed her boobs high on her chest, her long blonde hair cascading down from a center parting. Her makeup was anything but subtle, her beautiful gray eyes made even more striking by staring out of the world from deep wells of shadow. Her lips, naturally big and full anyway, dominated her face now with their bright red shade, drawing my attention to her mouth and offering a pop of color against the stark shining black of her outfit. The dress ended a few inches above her knees, and below them, she was wearing black knee-high boots. But they were nothing like mine. Hers were decorated with buckles and straps, with a towering heel that made her several inches taller than me.

Standing in front of me, framed by the open doorway, she looked almost intimidating. But deeply, deeply sexy too. Just like her, I’ve never been into girls, but there was no denying the way that skintight dress made her look, the way it accentuated every curve of her body, making her shine like a beacon of pure sexuality. I felt again that feeling of envy I had had when I first saw her, but multiplied and intensified now. It wasn’t that I wanted to be dressed up like that, I told myself. After all, I wouldn’t know where to even start with an outfit like that. But the power she seemed to exude, the raw sex appeal that seemed to rise off her like a heat haze, was something I found myself unexpectedly drawn to. What must it feel like, to be so sexy and powerful? What must it be like to be her, a woman with a man she loved willing to literally be her slave?

My stomach did a little flip of excitement as I reflected that, tonight, I was about to find out.

The smile that spread across Nicola’s face at the sight of me reassured me a little.

“You made it,” she said. “Come in.”

And as she stepped aside, I walked through the door she held open, looking her up and down, unable to take my eyes away.

“You look… Wow.”

“Thank you,” Nicola said. “It’s amazing how the right outfit can make you feel more… Comfortable in the role. I mean, I never thought I’d describe an outfit like this as comfortable, but there we are. It’s like… Acting, in a way. Inhabiting a role. The right makeup, the right clothing; it all helps to get you in the right mindset, and that’s really important if you’re going to do this right.”

“I guess I didn’t realize there was so much to it.”

Nicola closed the door behind me.

“You look lovely too,” she said as she looked me up and down. “He’s going to really enjoy this, I’m sure.”

I didn’t reply to that. In a way, that was what I was afraid of. Not that he would enjoy it per se, but that I was already trying to make sure that happened. I shouldn’t care about his enjoyment, I told myself. I was there for the money, nothing more.

I could hear Nicola’s dress creaking with every step she took as she walked through the house, and I caught the same glimpses I had my first visit. Just a regular suburban house, nice and clean and well-maintained, but nothing to give you a hint of what went on inside. Not until the basement, anyway.

And that was exactly where she led me. I followed her down the stairs, the sound of our two sets of high-heeled boots clattering back off the walls as we descended. She had to move carefully in her supertight outfit, but she managed it well. How often did she wear things like this? It wouldn’t surprise me if she had quite the collection of kinky outfits, together with all the sex toys she used to keep her submissive husband in line.

There in the basement, Alex waited.

Unlike our first meeting, he wasn’t in the cage. Instead, he kneeled on the floor in front of it, his hands behind his back. He wasn’t naked this time, either. Perhaps in deference to my own sensibilities, he was wearing a pair of black boxer briefs, but they didn’t do much to hide the obvious bulge of an erection in his underwear. I saw him raise his eyes to look at me, then quickly looked back down at the floor in front of him again. Like he wanted to look at me, and at his gorgeous wife, but he didn’t dare.

He wasn’t a bad looking man. Like his wife, he was probably in his mid-30s, or maybe pushing a little closer to 40. He had thick, dark hair, and warm brown eyes. His body was lean, with visible muscle tone, his abdominal muscles standing out through the skin above the two diagonal lines that slanted down under the waistband of his shorts. I wouldn’t expect anything else from a woman like Nicola. She was too beautiful to be married to an unattractive guy, that was for sure.

“Have a seat,” Nicola said. I looked around the room, and only saw one place to sit. An ornate throne up against one wall of the basement, looking like something designed for a queen, which I supposed it was. Feeling painfully self-conscious, I walked across the room and sat down on the throne, seeing Alex glancing at me again as I sat. But that didn’t last long. Nicola stepped toward her husband, and his attention was all on her, gazing at the floor at her feet as she stood in front of him looking every inch the dominatrix she was.

“We have a little audience today, husband,” Nicola said, her voice dripping with scorn and derision and amusement all at the same time. Straightaway, I could see what she meant about it being like acting. She was playing a role, but at the same time, I found myself wondering how much of it was an act. She inhabited it so fully, so completely, that it seemed as if this was something that came from deep inside her, rather than just something she was doing for his benefit.

If it was an act, it was a good one.

“So I want you to be on your best behavior,” she continued. “And I want you to be on your best behavior while I’m away, too. While Ashley is looking after you. Any command from her is a command from me. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Nicole smiled down at her kneeling husband, and I crossed my legs as I sat in the chair. It was so bizarre, so weird, this little ritual they were playing out. Nothing I hadn’t seen before in movies and TV, but somehow seeing it in real life was different. And knowing that this was two people who wanted this, rather than actors being paid to perform a role, made it far more exciting. There was genuine sexual tension in the air; I couldn’t fail to notice that. Alex wanted his beautiful wife so badly, and although she was firmly in control, every word she spoke and movement she made seeming to convey her superiority and almost disdain for this man kneeling at her feet, I didn’t doubt that she wanted him, too.

And really, what woman wouldn’t want a handsome man kneeling at her feet, ready to worship her? The appeal of it wasn’t lost on me. You didn’t have to be kinky to appreciate the possibilities it presented, or see what an ego boost would be to be wanted so badly that a man would give up his freedom for you.

“Good boy,” Nicola said, and she tapped one foot the floor.

Picking up on the wordless instruction, Alex bowed at the waist and began kissing her boot.

Nicola turned to me, the brightest smile I had yet seen on her face, those striking gray eyes glowing like polished steel now. Her teeth showed between her red lips, her whole face lit up with excitement, and now I could see what I had already suspected. She loved this too. It turned her on to be this shining goddess, to be this powerful dominatrix, and no matter what I might try to pretend, I could see why. It was almost like she was showing off, proud of the power and control she had. Maybe I would’ve felt the same way in her position.

Maybe, I thought with a tiny little thrill of excitement, I was about to find that out.

Nicola stepped away from her groveling husband, and he turned his head to watch her go as she walked past him, past the cage, toward the wall of implements on the other side of the room. I watched the light shining off the tight dress that strained around her thighs with every step she took, wondering what it would be like to be dressed up like that. She took a riding crop down off the wall. Holding it in one hand and gently tapping the other, she walked back across the basement toward Alex. He watched her come, looking understandably nervous, and she moved slowly, as if she was basking in his fear and uncertainty.

“But there’s always room to be a better boy, isn’t there?”

Nicola spoke loudly, and even though she was saying what she said for her husband’s benefit, I also got the sense that she was thinking of me, too. She wanted me to hear every word, to hear the way she talked to her husband. As if she wanted to teach me. And I couldn’t turn my eyes away. I was fascinated by what I was seeing and hearing, and the thrill of it all only seemed to grow more intense as I watched this wild drama play out between them.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s right. Face on the floor. Look at her. Look at this pretty girl who’s going to put you in your place while I’m gone.”

Obediently, Alex leaned forward. He turned his face toward me, pressing his cheek against the carpet of the basement floor. Nicola placed one foot on his neck, not putting any weight down on him, but using it to hold him in place, as if he was going to try and squirm away. But of course, he didn’t. He just looked at me, and there was a look of such burning desire in his eyes, such wild excitement, that it made me nervous. Secretly, I squeezed my thighs together, trying not to let any of my thoughts show on my face. Trying not to show how exciting I found this all, how unexpectedly thrilling it all was.

Meanwhile, Nicola was using the tip of her riding crop to push her husband’s underwear down over his backside. When she had done that, she raised the riding crop, bringing it down with a menacing slash through the air. It cracked with a loud slap noise against Alex’s muscular ass, and he grunted quietly under her boot.

“If he gets out of line, feel free to punish him however you see fit,” Nicola said, whipping her husband again. “Or you can just tell me about it, and I’ll deal with him when I come home.”

“Okay,” I giggled. I couldn’t hide it anymore. I knew that my face was shining with excitement and amusement, but that was the way I felt. And clearly, I wasn’t the only one. I could feel the excitement growing in the room, the tension rising with every passing second.

Nicola whipped her husband again, and again. His grunts soon turned to moans, and he started to squirm under her boot, but he wasn’t going anywhere. And he wasn’t being punished for anything in particular, as far as I could see. He had done exactly what his wife wanted, and yet she was torturing him anyway. That was the kind of power she had, the kind of power she was offering to give me as her proxy, and even though I could hardly even imagine what I would do with it, I could no longer deny how much it was exciting me.

To be in charge, to be a dominant mistress, to have a man who had no choice but to obey me. Watching Nicola dominate Alex was one of the wildest things I had evident, and feeling those burning brown eyes locked on me let me know that even as a spectator, I was now part of this.

I couldn’t help it. It wasn’t so much amusement as excitement that made me burst out laughing. And over in the center of the room, the latex goddess who was teaching me how to be a boss bitch, just like her, smiled in delight.


Learning From A Goddess

It wasn’t like in movies and TV. That was the only place I had seen dominatrixes in action before, and this was different. Usually, that kind of thing is mostly played for laughs. Or if not that, then it’s made to look almost like abuse, like a weak and helpless man getting bullied by some cruel and vicious woman.

This wasn’t that. This was two people who badly wanted one another, but also wanted this. To be in control or to surrender it, to have all the power or none of it. And just as Nicola had said, there was an aspect of theater to it as well. Not that it was fake. In fact, it was far more real than any representation of kinky sex I had ever seen in the media. But it was enhanced somehow, life turned up to 11.

I had only just met her, but I didn’t find it hard to imagine that this dominant role came fairly naturally to Nicola. She was such an impressive woman, it made a kind of sense. To me, it seemed less like she was playing a false role, and more like she was just playing up to certain aspects of her character. After all, I knew that both of them had a normal life outside this basement dungeon. They were real people, not characters in a dirty movie. And this, I guessed, was their release from the stresses and strains of that ordinary life. A way to play in the shadows that made the light seem even brighter.

It was fascinating, from a psychological perspective. I could feel my unused analytical skills firing themselves up again, confronted by this new experience. In that sense, it was almost like fieldwork for the degree I had already earned, almost like a research project.

But it was a lot more exciting than that. And as I sat there on the ridiculous throne, passively watching while a woman I had just met sexually dominated her husband right in front of me, I considered the possibility that I was using academics to hide behind.

Was I building a wall between myself and the experience, by analyzing it instead of experiencing it? And if so, why? Wherever there’s avoidance, there’s fear. What about this display in front of me could possibly make me afraid?

What it might reveal about me, of course. Whenever we are afraid of something, my classes had taught me, the first place to look is inward.

I watched Nicola whip Alex. I watched him grovel at her feet, watched his tongue slide over her boots as she stood above him like a cruel and beautiful goddess, and I tried to pay attention to how it made me feel. What was I experiencing as I sat there, knowing I was basically a passive audience but knowing also that just by observing this, I was changing the nature of what I observed?

Well, it was fascinating. And at times, although they played the game very seriously, it was kind of funny. Though again, I suspected that a lot of the laughter I tried to suppress had more to do with shock than genuine amusement.

And watching the two of them going at it, playing out this wild psychosexual drama in front of me, I had to admit that there was something deeply sexy about it, too.

Nicola looked amazing, of course. I was deeply envious of her body, so beautifully displayed in that tight clinging dress that I could hardly even imagine wearing. I was more jealous still of her air of power, the easy way she gave orders, always knowing they would be obeyed. Not like I’ve ever lusted for power over anyone; I’m not the evil queen in a fairytale. Still, watching her work, you couldn’t help but wonder what her experience was like and how must it feel to have someone so devoted to you, they’ll do whatever you say. Someone who will grovel and kneel on the floor at your feet, basically worshiping the ground you walk on. That, I was finally forced to admit to myself, was more than merely psychologically interesting.

So where did that leave me? I had two weeks ahead of me with this man I didn’t know, but I was getting insight into what made him tick. And I was never going to do to him what his wife did. I didn’t think I could, even if I wanted to. But what Nicola gave me that day down there in the basement was a crash course in her husband’s darkest desires, his most humiliating and desperate needs. It’s strange, I reflected; I know nothing about this guy except the stuff that probably no one but his wife does. The dungeon, I was learning, forces a strange kind of intimacy on you, a weird kinship of whips and chains.

“You have to keep him in his place.”

Nicola interrupted her torture of Alex with little interjections like that, opinions and advice and guidance about what was going on. Strands of her blonde hair clung to her cheeks as she turned her face toward me, and for all her tone of being totally in control, I could tell just how turned on she was by all this.

And I nodded, as if it was obvious. As if I had already figured out a lot of this stuff, when in fact, it was all almost completely new. Going along with it seemed like the best choice. All the while, my hamster brain feverishly took in everything, this wild experience burning itself onto my synapses and leaving me with as many questions as answers.

Before too long, Nicola’s gleaming boots were shining even more brightly with her husband’s saliva, and he was gazing up at her with an expression I could only see as adoration. She had a triumphant smirk on her face as she looked across the room at me. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. I could see the question shining out from every line of her body, every latex-wrapped curve of it that enticed her husband so much and made me jealous of the way she looked.

When had any man ever looked at me like that? Probably never. I had loved a few, and been loved in return once or twice. But I had never been worshiped. That was what Nicola had. Beyond all the games, beyond the playacting and the drama, it was all that in that look. How her husband felt about her, and about this, and how she felt about him and about herself, all laid out in front of me. There was no need, for me at least, to ask why they did this, why they played this kinky game. Why two people who so obviously loved each other also took such pleasure in such cruelty between them. I knew why. Because that cruelty, in the end, was just a deeper expression of that same love.

Nicola looked me up and down. If anything, her eyes were blazing even more now, her total excitement even more visible. Her breasts rose and fell in the top of the low-cut dress as she breathed rapidly, the tight corset top of the dress embracing her incredible figure and giving her that sex goddess look that understandably made her husband want to kneel at her feet.

For one shuddering moment, I had the weird thought of wondering what would happen if she had ordered me to do the same, there and then. She was so bossy, so demanding, but she played her part so well that you couldn’t help but take it for reality. As if it was the natural order of things, as if she had a right to boss people around. As if she was born to be in charge. Which came first, I found myself wondering; had her husband’s desire for submission brought this dominant side out in her? Or had she always been this way, a woman who never questioned her own worth, who took what she wanted and demanded what she deserved? And which version of events did I want to be true? Because by now, there was no denying it. I was invested in this couple and the dynamic between them. I was practically obsessed.

“Now is the part when we would usually have sex,” Nicola said breathlessly. And I did my best to keep my face calm, acting as if all of this was perfectly normal. The kind of thing I heard every day, instead of something wild and unbelievable and shocking.

“Oh, okay,” I said, trying to sound as easy-going and cool as I could. Somehow, their kinkiness made me want that, made me want to be as Bohemian and free as they were. “I can just leave.”

A bold grin spread across Nicola’s face at my words. I could see the mischief in her eyes, the bright blaze of excitement. The fire of lust. This was no disaffected professional dominatrix going through the motions. This was a woman who wanted to be nowhere but here, to be doing nothing more than this. That, I knew, beyond the latex wrapping, beyond her incredible figure, was what made Nicola as sexy of a dominatrix as she was.

“You don’t have to,” she said slowly.

Her voice was practically a low purr of pleasure as she spoke, and there was that sexy wickedness in her voice again. I sat open-mouthed on her ridiculous throne, clueless as to what to make of all this. But of course, Nicola knew exactly how to take charge of the situation. She didn’t wait for a response from me. She just started doing her thing.

Her unbelievably tight skirt squealed in protest as she pulled it up those sexy thighs. From his knees on the floor, her husband watched, his mouth open, his eyes wide, like he didn’t want to miss a thing. I didn’t know how long the two of them had been married, but I couldn’t miss the fact that Alex was looking at Nicola as if he had never before seen anything so beautiful, as if his whole life depended on getting what he wanted from her. I’ve never been married, but I’ve met enough married couples to know that’s not often the case. Nothing about their relationship seemed routine or taken for granted. Married or not, everything with them seemed like a fresh adventure, and maybe that was another reason I had to be envious of her. Maybe Nicola was really onto something here, had really cracked the code of a happy relationship. Just give your man a good solid beating now and again, and he’ll love you forever like it’s the first day you met.

Nicola pulled up her skirt. There was no shame, no self-consciousness about what she was doing as she exposed herself in front of me, a woman she hardly knew. And as she pulled her dress high over her hips, up toward her waist, I could see she wore nothing underneath it. I supposed that made sense, in its own wildly kinky way. Both she and her submissive husband probably knew exactly where all this was going.

Turning, Nicola sat down on top of the cage Alex had been locked in the first time I came around. Her well-polished boots gleamed again as she slowly spread her legs, grinning down at her husband. From where I sat a little off to the side, I couldn’t see her pussy. But her husband could.

She pointed down toward it, not even needing to say anything. I almost gasped as I watched Alex shuffle toward her on his knees, ready and eager to give her exactly what she wanted. I had had boyfriends who said they ‘didn’t do that’. I had had boyfriends who did, but grudgingly and halfheartedly, hoping only for a reward in return. I had never had a man crawl to me on his knees with his eyes shining, his face lit up with excitement, as desperate to give me pleasure as if that pleasure was his own.

But that was what Nicola had. Another reason to envy her.

Alex shuffled toward her, and Nicola watched him come, so secure in her authority over him that she never seemed  to even question it. He crawled forward, positioning himself on his knees between her legs, and I remembered how she had hired me as a petsitter, how she referred to him that way sometimes, and it sent a little shiver of something through me.

Arousal? Was that it? Was this turning me on? That was the unspoken question I didn’t particularly want to face, but it had been nagging at me the whole time. And now that things had taken this even more sexual turn, the question became even more stark for me.

It was sexy. There was no denying that. Sexy in a way that had nothing to do with the staged scenarios of film and TV. Sexy in a way that only comes from two people who genuinely want each other, who truly love each other, who channel their desire into a game wilder than any I had ever played. The sexual tension in the air was unignorable, irresistible. And I might not want to admit it, that I was feeling it in my core too. Yes, they were turning me on. There was no point denying it anymore. I couldn’t deny the evidence of my own body, of my own heart, as I watched the sexy spectacle. As unbelievable as it seemed, as crazy as it might be, I was excited. And the thought that I had two weeks with this submissive man under my control excited me in a way I couldn’t put into words and yet couldn’t help but feel.

Alex let out a tiny little moan as his mouth made contact with his wife’s pussy. Nicola’s thigh blocked my view, but I didn’t need to see every detail to know exactly what was going on. I could hear the moist sound of his tongue moving over her sex, and I could see the way her eyelids fluttered, the way her breasts rose and fell in the tight confines of that shining latex corset dress. She breathed out slowly, as if releasing some of the tension that had been building up since the moment we stepped into the dungeon, or even before. Probably since the moment she shimmied her way into that seductive outfit, or from the moment she had her husband undress in her basement dungeon.

I was witnessing something deeply private, deeply intimate. And both of them had their attention on each other, as if I wasn’t even there. But somehow, I knew better than to believe that. Even if they only focused on each other, I knew that having me there was part of the thrill. That was why Nicola had suggested I stay, why she had just started doing what she was doing without waiting for any response from me. Why she was content to let me watch what should have been this most intimate of moments between the two of them.

And as he ate her out, her moans steadily rose into the air. She closed her eyes, leaning back and supporting herself partly with her arms as he pleasured her. I could hear the tempo change, could hear him licking her ever more enthusiastically, ever more frantically. And if I wanted to, all I had to do was look down to see the obvious bulge of his erection, to see just how hot he was, how much it turned him on to be the submissive slave of this incredible woman.

My own live sex show, happening right in front of me in this suburban home, the last place you would ever expect to see such a thing. Somehow, that made it even more exciting, even kinkier.

Nicola let out a long moan of bliss. The light shone on her high heels and on her latex dress as an orgasm tore through her. I watched her holding onto Alex’s head as if she might be swept away otherwise, as if his body was the only thing she had to cling onto to keep her anchored to the world that was giving her pleasure so intense, it seemed like it might destroy her.

I barely realized I was gripping my own thighs as I watched, squeezing them together, my pussy aching with a kind of wild lust I hadn’t experienced in a very long time. Maybe not ever. This incredible scene that was unfolding in front of me was almost unbearably hot, almost more than I could handle myself, and I hadn’t been prepared for that. I had been treating this like a psychological experiment, like an interesting show, but now I was caught up in it, even if I wasn’t directly involved. Even just as an audience, I was part of their sex now, and it was an unbelievably sexy experience to lose myself in this game.

Nicola’s panting slowly subsided. She pushed her husband’s head away from herself, gently, more as a signal to stop than anything else. He licked his lips as he gazed up at her, still with that look of adoration on his face, still with that cock throbbing desperately inside his boxer shorts, showing us all how turned on he was.

Nicola smiled down at him. And then, for a moment, she turned her face toward me. I felt almost embarrassed to see her like that, her face flushed with pleasure, her skin glowing with orgasm. But she didn’t seem to have the least bit of self-consciousness about it. She seemed pleased with herself, proud of what she had done, without even the slightest hint of regret or doubt in her mind.

And she wasn’t done yet.

Raising a foot, she placed her high-heeled boot on her husband’s shoulder and pushed him away. As he shuffled backward on his knees, she slid off the cage, balancing herself on those wicked high heels with legs that still trembled from the orgasm she had so recently had. But she seemed to regain her normal composure as she strode across the dungeon, toward the rack of toys. I watched her go, just like her husband did, her beautiful body and her dominant attitude making her the center of all attention, the sum of all desires. Together, we watched her pick up two sets of handcuffs and bring them back across the basement toward where Alex still kneeled. There was no doubt who they were going to be used on.

She stood over him, still naked from the waist down, the juices of her orgasm shining on her thighs. In a soft voice, she directed him where she wanted him to go, and without a word of argument, he did. He lay down on his back on the floor in front of the cage, raising his arms above his head, just the way Nicola wanted him to. And she stood above him, a set of steel cuffs in each hand, one booted foot on his chest as if pinning him down. As if he was trying to go anywhere other than where he already was.

Again, she turned her smiling face to me. I could almost see that she had a new idea, that something was bubbling in her brain. Raising one hand, she held a set of handcuffs out toward me, letting them dangle on their chain.

“Want to help me with this?”

I paused for a moment. It was a wild request, but of course, it was supposed to be. That was what made it exciting. And I already knew I was implicated, knew I was already involved. Just being there was enough for that.

So why not try it out?

I got to my feet. The smile that spread across Nicola’s face as she saw my reaction was delicious. And so was the priceless expression on Alex’s face, lying on his back on the floor and turning his head to look at me with wide eyes as I approached. Now, I was glad that Emily had made me wear these boots. I was glad I had dressed in the stark black outfit, and if anything, I found myself wishing I had gone with something even sexier. When I set out to the suburban house that day, I had had no intention of teasing another woman’s husband, making him want me. But now? Now, desire and denial seem to be in the air, and I wanted nothing more than to be part of it.

I stepped toward the kinky couple, standing on the other side of Alex’s supine body. Still with that smile on her face, his wife handed me the handcuffs. Her tight latex dress creaked as she crouched down on the floor next to the cage, and with my heart beating rapidly in my chest, I did the same.

“Raise your hands, honey,” she said in a soft voice, her words no less of a command for that. And that was exactly how Alex took them, lifting his arms above his head so that his hands were close to the bars of the cage. I watched closely as Nicole opened the unlocked cuff and put it around his wrist, the steel teeth clicking as she locked it down tight. Then she clipped the other end to one of the bars of the cage.

I felt both of them turn to look at me now. His skin was warm under my hand as I locked the other cuff around his other wrist, my fumbling fingers doing their best to imitate Nicole’s practiced movements. I had never tied anyone up before, but as the cuff clicked into place around the bars, immobilizing him, I felt a surge of power and delight.

Nicole stood up. I did too, both of us standing over the helpless man. Lying between us, he looked from her to me and back again, turning his head this way and that. Like he couldn’t take his eyes away. And I knew he wanted me. Maybe not as much as he wanted his wife, not with that wild intensity, but the desire was still there, shining in his eyes. And it made me feel incredible. It made me feel powerful and sexy, in my own way. Not on par with the latex dominatrix standing next to me, maybe. But it still gave me an unfamiliar thrill of excitement to be in charge like this, to have even the slightest taste of the power his desire gave to her.

Nicola didn’t speak. Instead, she took a step, moving down his body toward his feet. When she reached his hips, she stepped over him, straddling him. I stepped back, seeing what was coming, and she smiled at me, raking her long blonde hair back from her face with one hand. Her pussy was completely exposed and on display, and she didn’t care. And behind her, Alex couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Intoxicated by her body, by her bare ass showing from under the pulled-up latex dress, he was completely ready, completely desperate for his wife’s touch.

Bending her knees, Nicola sat down on top of him. She straddled him, facing his feet, reaching for the black boxer shorts that covered him. She pulled them down, and his cock sprang out, hard and ready for her, just as I knew it would be. I covered my open mouth with both hands, still struggling to believe that I was here and that this was really happening, that I was seeing the hard cock of a man I didn’t even know, throbbing desperately in the basement light with the pure passion and desire of being dominated like this.

Nicola wrapped her hand around his shaft, squeezing gently. I had him let out another soft moan, his lust at a fever pitch as his wife teased him. She moved his cock with her hand, sliding the bulbous head up and down the wet lips of her dripping pussy, and both of them moaned, swept up again in that desperate desire.

Then, she spread her knees further apart on the carpet. She lowered herself down on top of him, and the head of his cock spread her shining swollen lips apart as she took him deep inside her. She let out a long moan of pleasure, her boobs shivering and shuddering in the top of her dress, the latex shining so arrestingly in the light.

I watched. I couldn’t drag my eyes away. I had never seen anything like this, not in real life, and I’ve never been someone who watches a lot of pornography. But this was different. This was real. And even though I was just being a voyeur, just watching with those mirror neurons crackling in my brain, it still felt like the most exciting experience of my life.

Nicola rocked up and down on top of her captive husband, her body bouncing more frantically and more rapidly as her pleasure took hold. And he moaned and squirmed underneath her, unable to even reach out and touch that vision of pure dominant sex appeal in front of him. She used him like a toy, like an object, and it thrilled me so much to think of it that way, to watch it happening. Inside my tight pants, I could feel the dampness of my panties, my pussy aching even more for a release I knew I couldn’t have. Not just yet, anyway.

And so I watched, every detail of the scene burning itself onto my memory. I watched as Nicola bounced up and down on top of Alex, as she scaled the wild heights of orgasm and screamed her bliss at the ceiling. I watched her cum, right in front of me, on her knees on the floor with her husband chained up underneath her.

“Now,” she gasped, her eyes still closed as she turned her head over one shoulder to address Alex. “Now you can cum, slave.”

I had never seen a man cum on command. I had never imagined such a thing was possible. But Alex let out a long and desperate moan, his own eyes closing at last as he pumped his cum deep inside his wife. I heard her gasp with pleasure at the feeling, the two of them joined physically in that moment just like they were emotionally. And as wild and sexy and kinky as it was, there was something strangely beautiful about it, too.

Nicola finally opened her eyes, blazing blue, still straddling her captive husband. She looked up at me, and for the first time, I thought I detected a hint of bashfulness in her expression. But only a hint. It was almost drowned out by the obvious pleasure shining from every pore of her pretty face.

“I’m not expecting you to do that, obviously,” she said with a laugh. “All you have to do is keep my little pet here in line.”


Her First Night In Charge

“That’s unbelievable!”

It was. Emily was absolutely right about that. If I hadn’t been there myself, maybe I would’ve struggled to believe it too.

Not that we didn’t know things like that went on. We’re not stupid. It wasn’t so much the idea that there was a kinky couple out there somewhere enjoying bondage and domination. It was more the fact that I had been part of it, an audience to this incredible spectacle. That I had gone along with this, allowed myself to become involved, when I had never in my life thought I would do anything like that.

Clearly, neither did Emily. She sat crosslegged on my bed, her face wearing an expression of total shock that echoed my own incredulity. The more time that passed since the events at Nicola’s house, the harder it became even for me to believe they had really happened. My memories felt more like fantasies. But not mine. That was the crucial thing. This stuff, the latex and the leather, the whips and the cuffs, had never been my kind of thing. I guess I could always see the appeal from a psychological perspective, but that’s not the same as wanting it. Certainly not the same as needing it, the way Alex clearly did. And, I suspected, in her own way, so did Nicola.

I tried not to tell Emily. Even though Nicola didn’t seem to have even the slightest trace of shame about what she and her husband did. After all, she had told me all about it on the very first day we met. But I felt a responsibility to be discreet that conflicted with my desperate need to unburden myself about everything that had happened.

In the end, it was that impulse that won. After all, I had to tell her where I was going, for safety’s sake. By now, I trusted Alex. He seemed about his harmless as they come. But you can’t be too careful. For the first time, I was going to be alone with him, at his house, without Nicola to keep him in line.

Instead, that was my job.

“I know. It was pretty wild.”

Again, I was going through my closet, trying to choose something to wear. There was that voice in my head that pleaded caution; there always was. But now, there was a different voice, saying something else. A voice that reminded me of the way Alex had looked at me down in that basement dungeon, the way it had felt to stand above him, to tie him to a cage for his wife to use. Desire was everything. Nicola had taught me that. The sexy outfits she wore were all part of her control, the lever she used to make him obedient. He wanted her so badly, he would do anything, and that was the unspoken magic behind that bond, and it was also what turned me on the most about the whole enterprise.

But I wasn’t going to have sex with him. I was as firm on that as Nicola was. She might be willing to let me watch them fuck, but she was in no sense okay with the idea of me and Alex doing anything like that. Maybe that kept it clean, in a way. After all, I’m not a whore. I wouldn’t take any amount of money to fuck her husband, even if she had asked. But bossing him around a bit? That I could do. And I knew almost instinctively that the sexier I looked, the easier it would be to control him.

“Sounds it. They are crazy kinky.”

“They are. I can’t even keep up. That’s kind of what worries me about this, in a way. Maybe I won’t be enough for him.”

“Don’t be silly,” Emily smirked. “I’m sure you have an inner Mistress you can channel if you want to. She already showed you how. Just be a total bitch and act like you hate him.”

I frowned as I went through my clothes. There was that black dress, the one Emily had first suggested I wear to go and watch him be dominated, and I had flatly turned down. Too sexy, to provocative. It might send the wrong message. Except now, I knew that wasn’t the case. I had seen firsthand how readily Alex obeyed Nicola, how he almost literally worshiped the ground she walked on. This wasn’t a guy who was going to try and cheat on his wife. This was a guy who lived in fear of the woman he loved and craved the humiliation and pain she was more than willing to dish out.

“It’s not really like that,” I said. “She doesn’t hate him. She bosses them around, but it’s almost in a gentle way, if that makes sense. Honestly, I think they really love each other. You can tell.”

“I’ve been doing things all wrong,” Emily said, shaking her head in disbelief. “I’ve been being nice to guys I like. Turns out we need to treat them like pathetic slaves and dress up in latex. This woman’s a genius.”

I chuckled a little under my breath at that. After all, it wasn’t like the same thought hadn’t crossed my mind several times since I met Nicola. She had a good thing going on, there was no doubt about that. Then again, it wasn’t like she didn’t earn it, in her own way. How many women would be willing to play those games that Alex craved? How many were even capable of it? I didn’t even know if I was myself, even as I went through my closet looking for something to wear for my first session alone with him. I guessed we would soon find out.

“Makes you wonder, doesn’t it? But I think it very much depends on the guy. I think he’s more into this than she is. Some people need that. To give up control. I mean, haven’t you ever thought about it?”

Emily’s cheek bulged as she placed her tongue thoughtfully in the side of her mouth.

“I mean, yeah, it’s pretty hot,” she said. “The alpha male fantasy, and all that. It just seems different when it’s a woman in charge.”

“Yeah, but that’s not right, is it?” I said, turning toward her. “Why should it be? Isn’t that just societal programming telling us that there’s something kinky about a woman owning her sexual power? It’s like… I don’t really know how to explain it. What they’re doing is an act, in a way. Like a drama. But it’s real, too. Like, they really mean it. He’s not actually her slave or her pet, of course. He’s a grown man with a job in the real world and a nice house and all of that. But behind closed doors, he just surrenders to her femininity. It’s pretty amazing. You might be right. Maybe she really is onto something.”

“Well it’s your turn now, Ash,” Emily smiled at me. “So what’s the outfit tonight?”

Turning toward the closet again, I scowled at my clothes. I had never shopped for outfits to wear while dominating a man, and who would ever have expected that that would be a gap I would notice in my collection? Now I found myself torn between those conflicting desires again, wanting to look sexy for a man I absolutely was not going to have sex with, and wanting to be able to leave the house without people thinking I was for rent.

“Gotta be the boots again, right?”

Emily was right about that, I mentally conceded. They were just regular high-heeled boots, but they were the closest I came to anything like the crazy outfits Nicola had in her closet. They would give a slightly dominant edge to anything I wore, and it didn’t feel like I could do without them. Taking them from the closet, I set them down beside my bed where Emily sat, watching my every move and enjoying the whole show.

“Then what?”

My roommate didn’t say anything. Instead, she just sat there with her legs crossed, her eyes shining, that slight smile on her face as she looked at me. In her own way, she seemed more sure of what I should do than I did. As she sat there, something about her reminded me, just a little, of Nicola. They didn’t look alike, but maybe it was the confidence, the surety that they had. Everything I didn’t. But I knew I was going to have to find a way to fake it. And as Nicola had advised me, looking the part is one of the best ways to help you become the mistress you want to be.

I knew what she was thinking. I was thinking the same thing. And I didn’t even need to turn around to know she was smiling as I pulled the little black dress out of the closet, still on its hanger, and held it out in front of me. I tried to picture myself wearing it, remembering the one and only time I had before. Constantly pulling it down, constantly adjusting the stretchy fabric around my body. I had felt so self-conscious.

But that didn’t mean it didn’t feel hot.

And now, I knew, things were different. I wouldn’t be out on the town, but behind closed doors. With a man I didn’t know. A handsome but submissive man who was married to a beautiful woman who was paying me handsomely to play with him.

My head was spinning. It was all so confusing. I had no experience to guide me, having to feel my way through an entirely new situation. And yes, that made it exciting, but it made me nervous, too.

“Yeeeesssss,” Emily growled slowly from the bed, and I smiled at her.

“Probably doesn’t even fit me anymore.”

“Only one way to find out.”

I sighed a little as I slid the dress off its hanger. Emily shifted on the bed, but she didn’t even pretend to be leaving. I didn’t ask her to. We had changed in front of each other enough times not to be weird about it, and besides, after what I had seen at Nicola’s house lately, standing in my underwear in front of my roommate seemed impossibly tame. I pulled off my T-shirt and pajama pants and stood in front of her, holding the dress in my hands.

“Not with that bra though, right? Give the poor guy something to look at, since he’s not going to get to be with you.”

I smiled again at Emily’s words, feeling a red flush rising to my cheeks at her words. Because I knew she was right. If I intended to tease him, to make him want me and make him easy to control, I might as well go all the way.

“Wait here. I have the perfect one for this.”

Springing suddenly into motion, Emily bounced off my mattress toward the edge of my bed and hurried toward her own room. I waited, that same nervousness fluttering in my stomach, only rising by the minute as the time to go and see Alex got closer. Part of me wanted to call the soul off, to hit the brakes and put a stop to this craziness, but another part of me knew I wasn’t going to do that. I had had a bunch of new experiences lately, but no matter how wild things got, I couldn’t bring myself to regret any of them. I was learning a lot, and it excited me to be exploring like this, and deep down, I knew that an opportunity like this would probably never come my way again.

An opportunity for what, I didn’t bother to question.

Emily soon reappeared with a bra in her hand. Black and lacy and underwired. She handed it to me and took up her seat on the edge of the bed, happy to watch. Happy to be part of what was happening here, even in a small way. Just as I had been a part of what Nicola had done to her submissive husband last time I was at their house.

I slipped off my bra, letting it fall carelessly to the bedroom floor. I put Emily’s bra on, fitting it to me. We were around the same size, and it was comfortable enough. But I could see straightaway that it was a provocative push-up bra that gave me what seemed like acres of cleavage. Of course, given the way Emily was talking, given what I had in mind for that night, that didn’t surprise me. But as I looked down at my prominent boobs, I felt even more nervous about what lay ahead.

“Perfect,” Emily said. “Let’s see it all together.”

It was almost like I needed her there. Like I needed someone to take charge, to help me make decisions. I knew what lay ahead. I had this strange urge to be the dominatrix I knew Alex craved, to be the sexy sitter for her submissive male pet that Nicola wanted me to be. But even from the little I had glimpsed of that lifestyle, I knew it wasn’t going to be easy. Being in charge never is. I would have to make all the decisions, call all the shots. Having Emily around to give me ideas helped me to delay that moment of responsibility, help me to make fewer decisions now so that I can make more later.

It was easier, ultimately, to just go along with what she said.

I struggled into the dress, pulling the elastic fabric over my body. It did still fit, just about. After all, it was always supposed to be revealing. It clung to my curves, and I thought again of the latex number Nicola had worn the last time I had seen her, and again, I found myself fantasizing about looking like that. Being like that. I knew I was about to get a taste of it myself, and the excitement kept growing along with that thought.

I smoothed the dress over my hips, then turned toward watching Emily. She smiled as she looked me up and down, nodding her approval.

“You look sexy as hell.”

“Thanks,” I said.

Plucking a little at the dress, trying to make sure it sat right, I stepped across my small room and sat down on the bed next to her. The dress slid even higher on my thighs, I felt almost as if my boobs were going to pop out of the low neckline as I leaned forward and grabbed the leather boots that stood up next to the bed.

“Here. Let me.”

Emily spoke softly now, and the knowing smirk had gone from her face. Confused, almost in a daze, I handed her my shoes. I turned on the mattress, putting my legs in her lap, and she slid the boots onto my feet, one after the other.

We had been roommates for years, and friends even longer. We were intimate, in our way. It’s inevitable when you live together. Still, this felt like something more. Some new step I didn’t understand. I didn’t say a word, just watching her as she put my shoes on. And then the grin returned to her face as she looked at me.

“Are you going to make him lick your boots clean?”

Again, I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. I giggled as I spoke.

“I don’t know about that.”

“You should. You absolutely should. Make him kiss them. Make him worship you the way he worships his sexy wife.”

I still had my feet in Emily’s lap, and as she spoke, she leaned forward. I felt her lips against my foot through the leather of the boot as she pressed them against me, and I shrieked in surprise. Raising her face again, she smiled at me.

“Oh please, Mistress, please let me suck on your massive titties!”

I covered my open mouth with my hands as I dissolved in laughter. What she was saying was so ridiculous, and it was meant to be. But there was something behind the joke, I knew. Some bedrock reality that we both acknowledged but could hardly believe.

“You know he’s going to beg you.”

“You think so?”

“Of course he is,” Emily scoffed. “They all get a little bit that way, when they really want you. And with a guy like him? Forget about it. He’s going to be absolutely desperate, and you’re going to have to deal with that.”

“Yeah, well. He’s not getting what he wants from me.”

“He’s getting some of what he wants. To be bossed around and teased by a pretty young thing. I bet he’s so turned on just at the thought of it. He’s probably jerking off about it right now.”

“Emily!”

But my outrage was at least partly feigned. I hadn’t thought of it in such crude terms before myself, but it’s not like I was going into this with my eyes closed, either. The truth was, Alex was a grown man. He didn’t need anyone looking in on him, especially not me, a good fifteen years or more younger than he was. His wife had hired me because this would humiliate him, and that turned them both on. And when I asked myself how this man must feel about me, all I had to do was think of the way his face looked when he saw me, when he was made to acknowledge my presence, and when I crouched over him, helping his wife chain him to the cage, ready for use. Yes, he was attracted to me. I might not want to admit that to Emily, but there was no point in lying to myself.

“You shouldn’t let him.”

“What?”

“Jerk off. That should be your rule. Don’t let him cum.”

“You’re crazy! I can’t stop him doing that.”

“No, but even just telling him that is going to drive him nuts. He’ll do it the minute you’re out the door, I’m sure, but still. You should make that a rule. Take control of his sex life completely.”

“Where are you getting this stuff from? She should’ve hired you, not me.”

“Yeah, she should,” Emily smiled. “If I’d known advertising for pet sitting could lead to this, I might have done it myself, a long time ago.”

“Are you…into this?”

Emily shrugged.

“It’s not my number one choice, but I don’t hate it, either,” she said. “Like you say, there’s something sexy about it. I’m not going to say I’d exactly hate the idea of having a little slave boy ready to do whatever I said.”

We both laughed at that, and I swung my boots out of her lap, setting my feet on the floor. It was good to hear, in a way. Like it normalized what was about to happen. People do things like this all the time, I knew. Normal, average people; people you wouldn’t look at twice, like Nicola and Alex. Behind the closed doors of suburbia, there’s a whole world of unbelievable deviance, and I couldn’t believe how thrilling it was to discover it.

“It is… Different than I thought it would be,” I said, rising to my feet and plucking at my dress. “I didn’t think it would be this…”

“Hot?”

Emily grinned again. I considered her words, unwilling to agree but unable to ignore the logic.

“I guess so.”

Emily laughed again as I move toward my dresser, picking up my phone. I ordered a car, then slipped the phone into the bag I had chosen for the night. Nicola had reiterated her offer to pay for my rides, and I was planning to take her up on that. It’s a lot easier to dress and look sexy if you don’t have to walk the streets like that.

“You know what time you’ll be back?”

“I’ll keep you posted,” I said. “Not too late. I think I’ll probably run out of ideas of things to do after an hour or two anyway.”

“Yeah? Let me know if you do. I have plenty.”

Emily’s smile looked evil now, and I laughed as I stepped out of my bedroom, heading toward the door. I was glad the hallways of our apartment building were empty as I went downstairs. I could feel the driver’s eyes on me in the mirror as he took me to my destination, but I did my best to ignore it, clutching my phone in my hand and counting down the few miles between here and there. Alex, I knew, would be waiting.

Stepping out of the car, I hurried up the long driveway toward Nicola’s house. I had the keys in my bag, and I took them out, opening the door. My boot heels clicked loudly on the wooden floors of the house as I stepped inside, my heart practically in my throat, pounding rapidly with nervousness. I must be crazy to be doing this, I thought to myself. As exciting as all the preparation was, as fun as it was to talk about it with my friend, it was very different now that I was here. Without even Nicola to legitimize things. Now, it was just me and him, and I had no idea what I was going to do with Nicola’s pet.

“Hello?”

My voice echoed a little in the hallway of the house. It sounded lost and timid, exactly the opposite of how I wanted to act, how I wanted to come across. I forced myself to stand a little taller in my boots as I heard an answering voice from deep in the house.

“Hi,” I heard Alex call.

His footsteps were far quieter as he came down the stairs in his socks. As he saw me, he paused halfway down the stairs, just for a second. Then, reaching the ground floor, he stepped toward me, a smile spreading across his face.

I stood as tall as I could in the high heels, looking at him. I had worn my hair loose today, and done my makeup only a little more ostentatiously than last time. I was still torn about the impression I wanted to give him, after all. But the dress and the boots sent an unmistakable message, and as he looked me up and down and smiled, I felt my heart fluttering again. He really was a good-looking man. And seeing him like this, you would never guess what little kinks and fetishes hid behind that boyish smile. He seemed perfectly competent now, perfectly in control of himself and his appetites. So different from every other time I had seen him.

“You look amazing,” he said. “Thanks for coming.”

“No problem,” I said, and then immediately questioned whether that was the right response. Doesn’t a Mistress just do what she wants, without the need for the social niceties the rest of us follow? Already, I was floundering. But I couldn’t just turn and run.

“Come in,” he said. “Do you want anything to drink? I think we could both stand to loosen up a little.”

I smiled in spite of myself.

“Yeah,” I said, and heard again the echo of my boot heels as I followed him through the house. He led me to their beautiful kitchen, holding up a bottle of wine from a rack with a questioning expression on his face. I nodded, and he uncorked it, pouring two glasses and handing me one.

We stood on either side of the kitchen island, and I ran my hand over the marble top as I sipped the wine. He was dressed casually, in a plain T-shirt and sweatpants, while there I was, looking like I was going out for the night. Maybe Emily had guided me into the wrong decision, but I couldn’t be sure of that yet. Alex sipped his wine too, his eyes drifting away from mine for only a moment before they snapped back to my face again. Maybe Emily wasn’t so wrong after all. He wanted to look at me. I was sure of that.

“It’s funny. We haven’t even really talked before.”

“What do you want to talk about?”

“Limits.”

His brown eyes flashed as he looked at me. Still feeling nervous, I tried to meet his stare, not giving him an inch. Nicola never seemed nervous or unsure of herself, and I was determined to match that same energy.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I know my wife has given you some rules. I’m totally faithful to her.”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, forcing a smile onto lips made even redder by the wine. “I’m not a whore.”

“You’re not a Mistress, either,” Alex said in a deep voice. “Not yet.”

I froze, wineglass in my hand, halfway up to my lips to take another drink. For an awful moment, I wondered if this had all been her idea, and he wasn’t nearly as into it as I had thought. Maybe he didn’t want this to happen. Maybe he wasn’t going to be the submissive slave I thought he was. Maybe I should just get out of here. I needed the money desperately, but I didn’t want to get into some situation that was beyond me. The kinky games interested me as far as they were enjoyable, but I wasn’t there to get into some kind of dispute between the two of them.

“But your wife put me in charge of you,” I managed to say.

Alex looked at me for moment, saying nothing. He took another drink of his own wine, then set the glass down on the kitchen counter in front of him.

“That’s true,” he said. And now his eyes dropped to the countertop, no longer looking at me, and it felt like a tiny little triumph. As if everything he had said was a kind of test, and I had passed, just with that little bit of firmness, that unwillingness to give up.

“And you always do everything she says, don’t you?”

“I have to.”

He raised his eyes from the countertop to look at me again as he spoke. I let a smile spread across my lips, taking another sip of wine, leaving him hanging, waiting on my answer.

This wasn’t coming naturally to me, not in any way. But already, I could feel myself relaxing into it, just a little. Just try to be like Nicola, I thought to myself. Try to be like Emily, even. Try to be like the women on TV and online, the little bit of research I had done before coming here to try and give me some ideas about how to handle myself and handle him at the same time.

“Good. That means you have to do as I say, too,” I said. “Or do you need a reminder of who is in charge here?”

“I might,” he grinned.


Nicola’s Pet

I took a deep breath. I knew it was the moment of truth, or a moment of truth, anyway. This was what everything had been leading to, and it hardly came as a surprise. But at the same time, it was somehow shocking to be here, in this position, so completely out of my depth, so completely alone.

I thought back to the way Nicola had behaved, those times I watched her dominate her husband. I thought back to some of the videos I had seen, some of the articles I had read. Come on, Ashley. I can do this. If I wanted to be the kind of strong, sexy woman who had men groveling at her feet, the way Nicola was, this was the first test I had to pass. My heart was beating hard in my chest as I looked at Alex, that slight smile still on his face. Of course he was excited. Of course he was enjoying this. He didn’t really know what I had in mind for him, anymore than I did myself. But I knew at least some of what he wanted. I knew what he got from his wife.

I knew I had to take charge, even if I didn’t feel like I knew how to do it. And part of me, at least, knew that really, in the end, the only way to get started was just jump right in.

“Take your shirt off.”

Alex blinked, slowly, once. As he looked at me, I took another sip of my wine. I remembered the way Nicola gave her orders, as if it never crossed her mind that she might be disobeyed. I tried to adopt the same manner, even though I couldn’t forget that our situations were entirely different. Nicola knew her orders would be obeyed, after all. I, on the other hand, had no such reassurance. What could help me was that this man loved to play these games. And I remembered what his face looked like when I watched her dominate him, remembered the way he had looked at me, and how it had made me feel. I tried to cling to that to bolster my confidence as I stood there in his beautiful kitchen, trying to be the dominatrix I definitely wasn’t.

He hesitated. And if he had refused, if he had argued, if he had put up a fight, I’m not sure what I would’ve done. Maybe I would have left it there. Maybe I would have decided that this kind of game wasn’t for me. Too wild, too strange, to be doing kinky stuff for a guy I didn’t even know and getting paid by his crazy wife to do it. Maybe the slightest resistance from Alex would have broken the spell I was under, bringing me back to the real world and reminding me how completely insane this all was.

But he didn’t do that.

Instead, he reached for the bottom of his T-shirt and pulled it slowly over his head. And I watched, trying to keep my face calm, instinctively guessing that it wouldn’t do me any good to show how delighted I was with what had just happened. For some reason, it felt like I had to stay calm, no matter what. But inside, I was a seething ball of excitement, feeling as if my brain was ready to explode from all the wild possibilities that were expanding now in front of me.

Alex had a good body. I knew that from before. But that wasn’t what excited me as I watched him drop his shirt to the floor. What excited me was that he had done it on my command, because I told him to. The thrill was real, and it was powerful, and apparently, so was I. My heart raced where I stood in the kitchen, still holding that glass of wine in my hand, the door to this wild new adventure swinging wide in front of me as if that simple act of a man taking off his shirt gave me all I needed to take control. And in a way, it did. It was a sign of things to come, proof that he accepted my authority that, let’s face it, I had done nothing to earn. Nothing except be female and be attractive to him. For Alex and for men like him, that was enough.

I tried not to smile, but I don’t think I hid it very well. And as he lifted his shirt over his head, Alex was still smiling too. With an unexpected little twist in my heart, I felt as if I wanted to wipe that smile off his face. After all, he didn’t smile when his wife bullied and dominated him. Why should he smile at me? This might be a game, the wildest and most thrilling I had ever played. But that didn’t mean it was a joke.

“Good boy,” I said impulsively, and the term sounded so ridiculous coming from me, I almost laughed out loud at myself. But Alex didn’t laugh. And that encouraged me a little. It occurred to me that I didn’t even need to take myself that seriously, as long as he did. If he believed in me as a sexy, dominant woman who was totally in charge, this could work.

Slowly, glass in hand, I stepped around the kitchen island, moving toward him. I held the glass in front of me almost like it was a weapon, a faint and ultimately futile barrier between me and him. Not that I was scared of him. I never had been, really. I took the usual precautions, making sure Emily was on standby, only a phone call away, but if I had believed I would need those precautions, I wouldn’t be here in the first place. Besides, you couldn’t see him licking his wife’s boots and still be scared of the guy. Whatever problems he might have, he seemed the opposite of dangerous.

It was more that I just wanted to preserve some kind of distance, even if it was merely psychological. That little gap between us mattered to me. Of course, I already knew that maintaining boundaries was going to be the key to this whole adventure. Maintaining my own rules and my own sense of self and not getting carried away was going to be crucial. I had reminded myself of that over and over before I even came to their house that night.

Alex kept watching me, his ribs showing under the skin of his chest as he breathed steadily. The first time, I felt the pressure that comes with having this kind of control. Knowing that whatever happened next was up to me. The awesome responsibility of determining how this game went, what direction it took, and where we would all end up when it was over. It would’ve been easy to be intimidated by that, to be freaked out. Maybe I was, a little bit. But my doubts and fears were tempered by the excitement I felt doing something new, doing something wild. Doing something I never would’ve done without Nicola and Alex, an experience I might never have had any other way.

I set my wine glass down on the marble top of the kitchen island. I looked him up and down, letting him know I was looking. Doing nothing to hide it. I wanted him to feel like I was evaluating him, sizing him up. Determining his worth. But the truth was, I already knew I was going to do this. And I knew he was ready. I let the smile on my face deepen, only a little, when I saw the obvious bulge in the front of his pants. It felt good to know he wanted me. It reminded me of the power I had over him.

I wasn’t going to have sex with him. We both knew that. But it was good to know he still wanted me.

“You know what? Take it all off.”

And now I definitely did smile as I spoke. It wasn’t due to some great desire to see his naked body that I gave the order, though. It was more because I wanted to give him an order, to get us both used to the idea that I was in charge now.

And he took it in stride, seeming to accept it as naturally as he accepted the fact of his wife having the control over him that she did. He reached for the front of his pants and pulled them down, the bulge of his erection showing even more prominently now in the front of his boxer shorts. His pants fell to the floor, and he stepped out of them, his breathing still steady but heavy as he stood in front of me.

But with every garment he shed, I felt as if my power was growing. My confidence swelled with every order I gave, and that he obeyed. And I felt the desire to push things further. If Nicola could do this, so could I. As impressive and commanding as she was, she was just a regular woman, I told myself. Why her, and not me?

“Those too.”

As I spoke, I let my eyes drop, just for a minute, to Alex’s underwear. That bulge in the dark fabric was unignorable, the unspoken thing between us that was, let’s face it, key to all of this. And Alex drew a deep breath, seeming more nervous than ever as he heard my command.

He had been clear about his lines, and I appreciated that. He intended to be faithful to Nicola. Fine by me. I wasn’t looking to have sex with him. I guess my latest command made him think otherwise, because he paused before carrying it out. I smirked as I looked him up and down again.

“What? Afraid I won’t be impressed by what you’ve got under there?”

I had had a little bit about that. About mocking and degrading a man, especially when it came to his endowment, and the powerful psychological effect it can have. But it wasn’t like Alex crumbled at my words. Definitely he had his doubts. I could see that. But he also knew the rules of the game. And he wanted to obey. That was what I told myself, what I reminded myself of, whenever I had doubts about what we were doing. I had seen his face when his wife dominated him, seen the rapturous look of joy in his expression when he gave in to these darker impulses. This was something he wanted, and maybe something he needed. And maybe what he really needed was to not have a choice in it.

“Do I need to tell your wife that you’re not being sufficiently obedient?”

Honestly, I barely knew where the words came from. They seemed to rise out of me from some dark corner of my brain, inspired, perhaps, by all the things I had seen and read, the research I had attempted to take on this new demanding role. What mattered was that they worked. Alex drew another breath, even deeper than the ones that came before it, and let it out in a sigh.

Then, he reached for the waistband of his boxer shorts and began to pull them down.

It was hardly the first time I had watched a man undress. It was certainly the first time I had done it like this. Normally, I was the one doing the undressing. Or he was undressing me, or both. This was more of an exhibition, more of a show, like everything about this wild game. There was no getting away from that theatrical element, ever. Not that we wanted to.

His cock sprang out, already more than half-hard. I forced myself to look right at it, and hoped he couldn’t see the color that rose to my cheeks through the makeup I wore. A dominatrix, I felt, shouldn’t blush. But it was hard not to with a naked man I barely knew standing in front of me, clearly aroused. Somebody’s husband, no less. The fact that his wife wanted me here, was paying me handsomely to be here, only added to the wild thrill of it all.

I knew this turned him on, of course. I knew that Alex wanted me. But seeing him like this, naked in front of me and throbbing with desire, drove home exactly what it was that we were doing. As if that hard cock in front of me was an unignorable symbol of my power, that unforgettable demonstration of what I could do. What I could get away with. This was what I was being paid for. As crazy as that was to think about, it was simple enough to understand, in its own way. The idea that it might also be something I wanted was a lot harder to process.

But I had a job to do. That took precedence over everything. And in a way, it acted like a shield between me and the reality, helping me to stay focused, helping me to keep pushing forward through my own doubts and misgivings. I had a naked and visibly aroused man in front of me, and I wasn’t there to have sex with him. But I knew I had to do something.

“You want me, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

The reply came quickly. I raised my eyebrows a little in surprise. Not at the answer, but with how comfortable he seemed with admitting it.

“And how would your wife feel if she knew that?”

“She already knows,” Alex said.

He looked at me as he spoke, his features relatively calm, but I was sure I was right in suspecting he was suddenly having a harder time than he had before in meeting my eyes. Good. That kind of discomfort was exactly what I was trying to get from him.

“She does?”

As I spoke, I placed my hands on the kitchen island behind me. I jumped upward, using my hands to push myself up onto the surface. As I sat on the kitchen island in front of him, I crossed my legs, feeling my dress sliding higher on my thighs and exposing more of my body to his hungry stare. I resisted the urge to try and pull my dress down. Let him look at my legs, if it turned him on. If it made him even weaker for me than he already was, I could only see that as a good thing.

“Yes,” Alex said, and for all his seeming calm, I detected a note of strain in his voice. “That’s why she chose you. Part of it, anyway. She knew it would be even more embarrassing for me if I had to serve a pretty girl.”

I smiled. I wasn’t so naïve as to have my head turned by a backhanded compliment like that, but I’m not going to pretend it didn’t feel good, either. Especially given who the man was married to. Nicola was gorgeous, and I still envied her not just her beauty and her sex appeal, but more than anything, her confidence and power as well.

“You think I’m pretty?”

And as I spoke, I lifted my foot, straightening my top knee as I sat with my legs crossed. I almost laughed out loud as I watched Alex gulp nervously while the toe of my boot slid up his inner thigh. I nudged his balls, letting them rest on the leather of my boot, and I saw his hands twitch at his sides, as if he wanted to stop me from doing that. Or as if he wanted more of it. But he held himself back, well-trained by his goddess of a wife. And I felt a hot surge of excitement racing through me at the thought that not only could I tease this man to the brink of madness, but that I was supposed to. That was the whole reason I was there.

“Yes. Very pretty,” he said.

I noticed those terse sentences, the way his tongue licked his dry lips after he spoke. I squeezed my thighs together, feeling again that strange excitement I had felt down in the dungeon when I watched the two of them play. This kind of kinkiness had only ever interested me on a psychological level, not as a real sexual possibility. But now here I was, with the balls of a married stranger resting on my foot, his hard cock now pointing directly at me in an unspoken plea. How could any girl not feel at least a little excited by that?

“Flattery will get you nowhere. Now, the question is, what should I do with you?”

Alex gulped again. That slight smile was vanished from his face now. I had managed to wipe it away, just as I intended to, with nothing more than a few words and a glimpse of thigh. Maybe this was going to be easier than I thought. A guy this submissive, I was starting to find, almost brings it out of you. After all, someone has to take the lead. And in this situation, I knew that someone was going to be me.

I took my foot away from his groin. He sighed through his nostrils as I uncrossed my legs and pushed myself off the kitchen island, my high heels cracking loudly on the floor. Maybe he got a brief glimpse up my skirt as I moved, but as I tugged my clinging dress down again, I told myself that wasn’t such a bad thing. I wasn’t going to have sex with him, but there was no denying that the whiff of sex was in the air. There was genuine erotic tension between us now, and after all, I knew there was supposed to be. There had to be, to do what I planned that day.

“Let’s go downstairs.”

I stepped past him as I spoke, not waiting for a reply. It was his house, but I was acting as if it were mine, as if he were visiting me instead of the other way around. And he didn’t object. I let myself smile broadly, knowing he couldn’t see my face, as I led him out of the kitchen, toward the door to the basement. As I pushed it open and began climbing downstairs, I wondered if he was looking at my ass. I found myself hoping he was. I found myself putting a little extra sway into every step, shaking my hips from side to side to taunt him with the body he had just admitted he wanted.

Alex followed me down into the dungeon. The gray carpet muffled the sound of my high heels as I moved across the floor, him following along soundlessly on bare feet. I stepped past the cage and the throne I had sat in before, feeling a little thrill of recognition, a little vicarious excitement as my mind replayed the events of our previous meetings. But now, there was even more potential. It was just the two of us, alone, and everything was up to me.

At the side of the room, I stood in front of the rack of toys. Alex stood behind me, and I could hear him breathing. I could feel the nervousness pouring off him like heat from a furnace, and I surprised myself by how much I enjoyed it. It felt good to make him afraid, to make him uncertain in his own home. It felt like power.

I wanted more of it. And I felt like I knew how to get it.

There were several sets of handcuffs of various styles hanging on the wall in front of me. I chose an undecorated steel set, the kind of things the police might use. The kind I had used before, on him, at his wife’s urging, so that I knew how they worked. Lifting them off their peg, I held them in my hand as I turned to him, and I saw his eyes dart toward the restraints for a moment before returning to me. Again, I felt like he was fighting against the urge to look at my body, to look at my boobs pressed high on my chest by the push-up bra I had borrowed from Emily, or the way my scandalous dress gripped my hips and thighs and ass. He couldn’t help himself. Driven by urges he could not control, he was a prisoner of his own desires, much more than he was of me.

I was just the girl in the right place to harness those desires.

“Turn around. Put your hands behind your back.”

I spoke softly, knowing I didn’t need to raise my voice. Knowing Nicola’s husband would be hanging on every word I said. And I knew that he would see the intention behind my words straightaway. I wanted to tie him up, to make him even more helpless for whatever I decided to do with him, and I could see he was struggling with that. He wanted it, of course. This pretty girl who turned him on so much, offering to do to him what he loved to have done. But after all, I wasn’t his wife. It must be strange for him to be playing these games with someone new. I knew that was the point, the experience Nicola wanted to give him. He struggled against it, but in the end, he couldn’t pretend it wasn’t hot.

Another slight sigh escaped his trembling lips as he turned his back on me. He placed his hands behind his back, and I grinned as I held the handcuffs open. The steel ratchets clicked as I tightened them around his wrists, one after another. Then, once he was locked up, I stood close behind him, holding the short chain that anchored his wrists together. I ran my other hand over his shoulder, and he almost flinched at my touch. But I could feel the tremble of desire that resonated within him at the same time, that forbidden lust he had pouring out of him at my slightest touch.

Letting go of the chain, I put both hands on his shoulders and turned him around to face me. His eyes were shining now, and I recognized the look I saw in them. It was the same look I had seen that day when I watched Nicola dominate him, when she had made him look at me as I sat in the throne at the side of the room and witnessed his humiliation. It was like an altered state, like being in the grip of alcohol or drugs, his addiction taking him over and making itself visible in his expression. It sent another little tremor of excitement through me to see it, and to know that this time, I alone was the cause.

But it’s one thing to tie a man up who very much wants to be tied up in the first place. The real question comes after. What do you do with a horny man completely at your mercy? Especially when you have no intention of sleeping with him. I had tried to formulate a few ideas before I came over, trying to come into this bizarre situation with a kind of script to follow. But it all blew away the moment this became real, the moment I felt those eyes staring at me and the weight of his expectation and desire for me to be a gorgeous, sexy, dominant mistress, just like his wife was.

I was going to have to improvise.

Still, a few things stuck in my mind. Things I had seen Nicola do. Things I had read or seen done online. Things his wife had said, the way she had approached me to start this whole adventure. On the rack against the wall, I could see a black leather collar complete with a shining steel chain leash, and I knew what I was going to do.

Alex’s wide eyes watched me as I lifted the collar and leash down off the wall. I unbuckled the collar, making my movements slow and deliberate, taking my time. After all, this man was my prisoner. He wasn’t going anywhere.

Opening the collar out, I stepped toward him, reaching up toward his neck. His breathing seemed to grow even tighter in his chest as I wrapped the leather around him, turning it so I could refasten the buckles. He didn’t resist. Not that he could. Now that I had him in cuffs, I realized with a delicious little thrill, I could do virtually anything I wanted to. And what a silly man, to let himself get into this situation with a woman he didn’t even know. Now, he was the one in danger.

Of course, I wasn’t going to do anything really bad to him. But he didn’t know that. And that was part of the excitement, I knew, the helpless feeling he craved. That was something I could offer him that even his wife couldn’t, I realized. With Nicola, as wild as I knew she could be, they were traveling in familiar territory. They both loved each other, and had played these games who knew how many times before? Enough times to have spent what looked like a lot of money on equipment, that was for sure.

But me? I was an unknown quantity. As far as Alex knew, I was capable of anything. And that dark part of me enjoyed the hint of fear on his face as I wrapped the collar around his neck and held the leash in my hand.

“What does this say?”

As I straightened up the collar, I reached for the tiny metal disc hanging from the ring at the front, the one the leash was clipped on to. I read the words as Alex spoke them, his voice echoing in my ears.

“Nicola’s Pet,” Alex said, his voice completely flat, without any kind of intonation. I giggled as I replied.

“Awww, that’s sweet,” I said, letting the nametag fall back against the collar as I removed my hand. “But right now, you’re my pet, not hers. She hired me as a petsitter, after all. How does that make you feel?”

“Very embarrassed.”

I laughed again.

“I bet. It should.”

I tugged gently on the leash, looking him up and down. A naked man, hands tied behind his back, leashed like a dog and unable to go anywhere unless I led him. There was no denying what a thrill it was to feel this way, to have this power and control. There was no denying to myself that I wanted more.

“Come on then, pet. You’re going to give me a tour of your house.”


Training Her Pet

Before we left the basement, I turned toward the rack of toys on the wall again. I had never expected playing the mistress to come naturally to me, but I was surprising myself with how into this I was getting. Maybe it was just the fact of having Alex so helpless now, in cuffs and on the end of a leash, unable to resist me in any way. Maybe it was his cock, standing out hard and proud from his body, ready for action that we had both agreed wasn’t going to happen. He couldn’t stop himself wanting me. And the crueler I was to him, the more dominant and demanding and in control I was, the more desperate he became, and the more submissive he got.

And that was bringing something very interesting out in me, too.

So before we left the basement, I reached out and pulled a riding crop down off the wall. The same riding crop I had seen her use on him, making its striking slapping noise in the air of that same basement as she punished him for the crime of being male, for the crime of wanting her so badly. I had never been any kind of sadist. Beyond the occasional outburst in heavy traffic, I had never felt any kind of violent desire. The riding crop wasn’t about that, I told myself. More than anything else, it was about sending a message. About reminding him what I could do, if I wanted to. He couldn’t resist me. I could whip his ass anytime I felt like, and I wanted him to know that. I didn’t want him to forget that. Maybe I didn’t want to forget it, either.

Besides, it added to the look.

Leash in one hand, riding crop in the other, I stepped past Alex, striding away from the rack of toys, and as the chain grew taut between us, he followed behind me on his bare feet. I didn’t turn back to look at him, but I wanted to. I wanted to see that look on his face, that cringing shame, the submissiveness and capitulation of him giving into me, a woman he didn’t even know, because now he had no choice. It was okay, I told myself. I would be seeing plenty of that same desperate look in the future, now that the man was completely in my power.

I climbed the basement stairs with him following behind me. The skirt of my tight dress slid easily up my freshly shaved legs, and I wondered if he was looking. Trying to catch a peek up my dress at the pussy he wanted so desperately. Maybe if I turned around, I would catch him in the act. Maybe he would need punishment for that.

But I decided not to do it. Not yet. I was still nervous about going that far. But as I climbed the stairs with this naked and aroused man following behind me like a pathetic pet, I thought about how I must look. I thought about what Nicola would think if she could see me now, leading her husband around the house like the slave he was. I thought about what Emily would think. After everything she had said about how she would be better at this than I was, I wondered how she would react if she saw me now. Probably she would cheer me on. Probably she would suggest new depravities and excesses, carried away by the excitement of what was happening. If she did, I wouldn’t exactly blame her. I wasn’t doing such a great job of not getting carried away myself.

I led Alex up the basement stairs, and together, we passed through the kitchen where our two wineglasses sat almost empty on the island. The last trace of normality, in a way, before we had plunged into this kinky game. That kitchen felt like the gateway to a wild new world, the place where I had left my normal life behind and become someone else. Maybe that was the best way to think of this, I considered. Maybe I would play this role of the dominant mistress better if I no longer thought of myself as regular old Ashley, instead developing a persona the way it seemed that Nicola did. As I strode through the house with her naked husband at the end of my leash, slashing the riding crop through the air, it felt like I was growing in stature and authority with every step.

The living room was huge. I had glimpsed it before when I first came to the house, an immaculately clean and wide-open space with two plushy full-size sofas set at right angles to one another, facing a grand fireplace. The ceiling was huge, open all the way to the roof, with the upstairs of the house visible as a railed passageway from one side to the other. I stopped for a moment in the center of the room, looking around, and Alex stopped with me. After all, he had no choice.

“What do you do for a living?”

“I’m an accountant,” came the quick reply. I nodded.

“That makes sense. You’re obviously doing pretty well.”

“I guess.”

From the tone of his voice, my little captive didn’t seem to understand where this line of questioning was going. Frankly, neither did I. I was making things up as I went along, after all, and I had far less experience in these matters than he did. All I knew was that I had to take control, and maintain it. So I turned on him, making my eyes blaze as I stared him down. Again, I felt an inward quiver as I saw that look on his face, the pure excitement he got from being completely at my mercy.

“Well, it doesn’t matter now, does it? I’m broke and unemployed, but who’s the one in charge here?”

Alex gulped, his lips twitching nervously. I felt massively self-conscious acting like this, almost as if he would burst out laughing at any moment and tell me to stop being such a silly little girl. But he didn’t. Instead, he seemed to take it all completely seriously, more lost in the moment than I was.

Nicola had told me this was like acting, and that was what it felt like. But Alex wasn’t acting. I might not know the guy at all, but I knew that. I could see the sincerity on his face, the desperate desire that blazed in those intense brown eyes. It might be an act and a game for me, but for him, this was 100% real.

Alex didn’t say anything. Not right away. And even though I was just playing a role, I felt a stab of real irritation at his lack of a response. Almost as if I faked it at first, and then came to really feel it. They say fake it till you make it, and I was feeling the unexpected truth of those words as I grew more and more into this dominatrix persona. Act a certain way, and it’s hard not to become at least a little bit that way. Already I was finding that as I pulled sharply on Alex’s leash.

“Answer me,” I demanded. And I tried to channel all the menace and threat that I could into my words, to make him fear me as much as he clearly wanted me.

“You are,” he said.

He almost croaked the words, as if they cost him tremendous effort to get out from between his trembling lips. And I had to make an effort not to yell with happiness, overtaken by that surge of wild power I once again felt. I had made him give in. I had made him surrender just a little more of his dignity, of his control, and I felt almost drunk with power as I took it from him so easily. A tight dress, a pair of high heels, some makeup, and some handcuffs. That was all it took to make this man into my slave. I almost trembled in my boots at the thought of it, the pure thrill of my ever-increasing control. It felt like my blood was glowing, like my heart was on fire with irresistible joy.

And, dangerously for Alex, I wanted more.

“That’s right,” I said, snarling a little as I spoke. “That’s absolutely right. And you better not forget it. Get down on your knees.”

I pulled again on the leash to emphasize my command. Alex looked at me, the first hint of annoyance showing on his face, maybe. But he wouldn’t dare express it. And in a way, that only made my triumph sweeter as he sank down to kneel on the floor in front of me. He looked so helpless, so desperate, gazing up at me from his knees. Again, I felt that wild surge of power to know that I could get away with seemingly anything, to know that he couldn’t stop me from doing whatever I wanted.

I just needed to figure out what that was.

Lifting the riding crop, I pressed it against his chest, the leather flap at the end sliding over his skin. He kept his eyes on me, that same look of mingled fear and desire on his face. He wanted me so badly, it was almost comical, and I didn’t try to keep myself from smiling as I looked down at him. I just hoped it was a smile of power, of menace, a smile that reminded him that he was completely at my mercy. I was intoxicated by this power now, completely caught up in it, craving more even as I explored this new adventure.

Still holding the leash, I circled around behind him. Alex turned his head to watch me over his shoulder, but I knew he couldn’t see much of me as I stood directly behind him. He probably couldn’t see the way my dress slid up my thighs, the brief flash of the panties I wore, as I pressed my foot against his back, the heel of my boot pressing into the skin between his shoulder blades.

“Down,” I snarled, straightening my leg at the same time, pushing him forward.

Obediently, Alex bent at the waist, lowering his face to the floor. Shifting my position, I circled around to stand beside him, one foot on his neck, pinning him to the ground. Not pressing down too hard, but just letting the weight of my leg rest on him as he kneeled with his face on the floor, turned to one side, facing the empty sofa.

“You said you needed a reminder of who is in charge here,” I said, pulling partially on the leash while keeping his neck pinned down at the same time. “Do you remember now, loser?”

I barely knew where the words were coming from, and certainly didn’t expect the insult to pop out of my mouth. But it did, and I went with it. Why not? I had heard his wife call him similar things, and she loved him. I didn’t. To me, he was just a loser, just a slave, just a pet on the end of a leash to be teased and toyed with, to be used and abused. That was what I was there for. That was what Nicola was paying me for. More and more, that was exactly what I was determined to do.

Still holding Alex’s leash, I took my foot off his neck. I stepped closer to his rear end, and I heard him gasp as he felt my foot on his ass. He groaned as I pressed down, the sharp heel of my boot leaving a little indent in his skin, and I bit my lower lip, suppressing my own groan of pleasure. I had never thought it would feel so good to hurt someone deliberately. But he wanted this. That was obvious. His whole body was aching for this, trembling as he kneeled on the floor, face down, ass up, yielding to me completely. It brought out the worst in me. Or the best, depending on your point of view.

I raised the riding crop high in the air. It made a whistling noise as I brought it down, the leather flap cracking loudly against his ass just as it had in the basement when I watched his wife with him. Alex jumped at the impact, then let out a shivering little moan that mingled pain and pleasure so intensely that I felt a little breathless myself. But I forced myself to raise my weapon again, to bring it slashing down through the air all over again, to crack this time against the other cheek of his ass.

The riding crop left red marks wherever I struck him. And as he grunted and groaned and moaned and writhed, but didn’t complain, didn’t beg for mercy, I felt myself getting ever more carried away. I had never imagined anything like this, never in my wildest dreams imagined myself in such a position. But now here I was, whipping a naked man who grunted and groaned on his knees on the floor underneath me, leashed and collared, loving every minute of this degradation and punishment. It made me feel so powerful. And I couldn’t ignore it anymore.

It was making me wet.

Under that tiny skirt that sat high on my thighs, I could feel my panties dampening, could feel my pussy responding to what I was doing. It wasn’t so much him, although he was undoubtedly an attractive man. Instead, it was the situation we found ourselves in, the wild excitement of what we would doing. I couldn’t resist it, couldn’t ignore it. Couldn’t pretend it wasn’t turning me on.

I struck him again and again, losing count of the blows. At least seven or eight, I thought. I was breathless when I finally lowered the whip, looking at the angry red marks I had left on his ass. And he had his face turned to the floor, shivering and moaning on the end of my leash, his balls dangling vulnerably between his thighs. As I stepped slightly to one side, I could see that his cock was still rockhard, leaking from the tip with the juices of his excitement, and it encouraged me. Even if I had hurt him, this was what he wanted. This was what turned him on.

My breasts rose and fell in the low-cut front of the dress, supported by Emily’s borrowed bra. I felt so sexy and powerful, like nothing could stop me. Like anything was allowed. Like I really was the mistress she wanted me to be, completely in charge, my authority and my sex appeal beyond question.

I thought of the woman who had brought me into this, who was paying me so handsomely for something so unexpectedly fun. Seized by a sudden idea, I told myself to go with it. Not to overthink things, for once. To simply be in the moment and go where my ideas took me.

“Stay,” I ordered sternly. And I bent my knees slightly, lowering the chain leash down onto the floor, still holding the riding crop. Alex didn’t move. Only his sides swelled outward and contracted again as he breathed, breathless from his desperate desire. Breathless from what I was doing to him, how badly I was making him want me.

I stepped away from him. Back in the kitchen, on the island next to the to abandoned wineglasses, I had left my bag. And in it, I had my phone. Pulling it out, I hurried back to the living room, finding Alex still kneeling exactly where I had left him, leash coiled on the floor beside him. He didn’t even dare to raise his head as he heard me enter the room, my high heels clicking on the floor. But of course, he knew I was there. It was only when my camera clicked that I saw his breathing change.

“Stay,” I warned again. Then, gripped by a new idea, I looked around the room. I set up my phone on the arm of one of the sofas, propping it up with the cushion. I put the camera on a timer, then hurried across the room to strike a pose. I sat on the other sofa, raising my feet, resting them on Alex’s whipped ass. The camera clicked, capturing the image of me lying back on the sofa, using him as a beaten footstool.

Jumping off the couch, I trotted over to the camera and picked it up, delighted with what I saw. I felt my cheeks burning as I looked at the image in front of me, but it wasn’t shame I felt. In fact, it was almost the opposite. Like I was proud of what I was doing, of what I had become. After all, why shouldn’t I be? This wasn’t easy, and I had no experience to guide me, or next to none. But somehow, I was figuring it out. Somehow, I was giving this guy what he wanted, what he desperately needed, and at the same time, I was discovering my own unexpected pleasure in the whole situation.

Holding my phone, I stepped across the living room and set it down on the coffee table. Then, I stooped and picked up the chain leash from the floor, tugging gently on it again. As Alex raised his head, I stepped past him, standing in front of the coffee table. Again, I felt my dress sliding up my thighs as I lifted one foot, placing it on the edge of the table.

“Now, loser, crawl over here and apologize to me. Kiss my foot to show me you know your place.”

As I spoke, I tapped the tip of the riding crop against my raised foot, the leather of the whip gently striking the leather of the boot. I couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of my mouth, but it felt like I was channeling something, on some wild and dangerous high unlike anything I had experienced before.

Alex, of course, had no way to know about my doubts and misgivings. All he could see was the outside, and I felt like I was doing a pretty good job of playing exactly the mistress he wanted. He shuffled forward on his knees, his glowing eyes fixed on me, and I almost burst out laughing as he bent forward, lowering his face to my boot.

Setting the riding crop down on the coffee table, I instead picked up my phone. And I captured several pictures of him as he debased himself, his lips on the leather of my boot, kissing desperately with the wild desire he felt showing through, along with his shame. I switched to video as he started apologizing.

“Please, I’m sorry,” he babbled, punctuating the words with more hungry kisses of my foot. “You’re in charge. I’m sorry for not admitting that earlier.”

“Call me Mistress,” I said, trying not to laugh as I remembered what Emily had said before I left the house, how she had kissed those same boots and mocked this man she had never met. But there was no denying the wild tension in the air, the high vibration of sex that seemed ready to  ignite between us.

“Yes… Mistress Ashley,” he mumbled, emphasizing the words with another kiss on the toe of my boot. And the feel of his lips and tongue through the leather and the feel of the words that seemed to hang in the air, reinforcing my unbelievable position, almost made me lightheaded with pure excitement. Whoever knew it would feel so good to be so mean? Well, Nicole, I guess, and all the other women like her who had long ago discovered what I was only just finding out. That power is sexy, and there’s no power like the power you get from having a desperate man submit to you and grovel at your feet.

“That’s better. That’s what you call me from now on. Got it, loser?”

I pulled sharply on the leash to emphasize my command as I spoke, so that Alex almost had to fight against me to kiss my toes again. And he did. He pressed those trembling lips against my foot over and over, as if he really was sorry for his admittedly extremely minor crime. But I knew it wasn’t that. Instead, it was desperation that fueled his actions. And desperation for what? For sex. That was the truth. The poor man was desperate to have sex with me, so desperate that he would do anything, no matter how degrading or demeaning. And yet we both knew that no matter what he did, it wasn’t going to happen.

Paradox that it was, it made me so wet to know that, to think that I had the power to give him what he craved, but wasn’t going to do it. I never thought it would be such a rush.

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

The words made me wetter than ever as they dropped from his desperate lips.

“I’m going to send these photos to your wife so she knows what we’ve been up to. So she knows how easy it was for me to make you submit to me completely. Then again, I’m guessing she already knows what a pathetic loser you are, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

Alex kissed my foot again, as if he was a broken man with no more will left in him to resist. Like he would just say anything I wanted him to, go along with any kind of humiliation and depravity, his desire for me and his desire to escape another whipping combining to make him completely helpless. I no longer had any doubts or questions about why Nicola did this. It must be so exciting to have a full-time slave boy in her clutches, the husband she loved ready to drop to his knees at a moment’s notice and submit to her completely. Some women have all the luck.

With Alex groveling at my feet, I tapped my phone screen a few times, heading to the messenger app. Ignoring him for the moment, I sent the photos and video I had taken to Nicola. She had encouraged me to stay in contact, and I knew that whatever she was doing, she would get a kick out of knowing what we were up to. Besides, and perhaps more importantly, it all helped to humiliate Alex even further.

“Get up,” I ordered, pulling on the leash. And Alex lifted his head from my foot, then slowly rose to his feet. The look of desire on his face was unmistakable, some mute expectation showing as he looked at me, wondering what came next.

With nowhere else to put my phone, I tucked it into Emily’s provocative push-up bra. Then I picked up the riding crop again, switching it menacingly through the air.

“Come with me,” I said, as if the submissive man on the end of the leash I still held had any choice in the matter. And I led him across his own living room, toward the stairs of his house with him following along behind me like a dog, like the pet his wife said he was, that she had hired me to look after.

I was certainly doing that now.

As I climbed the stairs, I was more conscious than ever that Alex could probably see quite far up my dress. And the thought excited me. My panties might be too dark to show it, but my wetness was undeniable. I could feel it between my thighs with every step I took, my pussy aching with desperate desire of my own. I’m not going to fuck this guy, I told myself as I climbed the stairs ahead of him with him following meekly behind me. Definitely not. But in my heart, I knew that the fact I had to say to myself over and over again like that said everything about how I really felt.

Without knowing where I was going, without really knowing what I was intending, I led Alex down the open hallway that ran up above the tall living room. I looked in the open doors of the upstairs rooms, quickly finding what had to be the master bedroom. As I stepped inside, I felt again that envy of Nicola that I was getting so familiar with. Their bedroom was huge, dominated by a massive king-size bed in the middle, with a small sofa next to the big bay window. And an ensuite bathroom, and a walk-in closet that was a good portion of the size of my entire bedroom.

Seized by curiosity, I pushed aside the closet door. Alex had no choice but to follow me as I led him inside, casting my eye over his wife’s clothes. She had lots of them, both walls lined with shelves that groaned under the weight of clothing hanging from them. But it wasn’t her business suits or summer dresses that caught my eye, that drew me toward them as if pulled by some mysterious gravity. It was the other stuff, gleaming darkly in the bright light. The black leather and latex, the shiny high heels, the tall boots. The fetish wear, the considerable collection this woman had amassed, outfits designed to tease and tantalize her desperate husband and increase her sexual power over him.

I ran my fingers over the exotic fabrics. Another thing I had never been all that interested in, and yet felt like now, I was finally getting it. Nicola made this kind of clothing look amazing, of course, but I had seen the effect it had on Alex. And I was only now finally ready to admit that maybe that was what I was most jealous of. Not so much the way that she looked, but the power she wielded thanks to those looks. And now I had her husband on the end of a leash, as desperate for me as he was for her, the taste of that power was more intoxicating than I had ever imagined it would be.

“What size is she? Your wife?”

“I… I’m not sure, Mistress Ashley.”

I smiled without looking at Alex, amused by how he was remembering his manners. I reached out, lifting an outfit off the rack in front of me. It shone in the light, looking both seductive and menacing, just the way Nicola did when she wore things like this. But it wasn’t Nicola’s enviable curves I was thinking of now.

“She can’t be far off my size, I don’t think,” I said, as Alex stood there gawking at me helplessly. “I guess there’s only one way to find out.”


Teasing The Pet

I could feel Alex’s watchful eyes on me as I went through some of his wife’s clothes. But he didn’t try to stop me. He didn’t even say a word. He just watched with that same passivity, that same wordless tension he seemed to always have.

I smiled as I wondered if he was picturing what I would look like, dressed up like his dominatrix wife. Because I was. Already, my mind was racing ahead to what might happen next, and in some way that’s not easy to explain, standing there in front of her clothes felt like another gateway. In some weird sense, it reminded me of playing dress-up as a kid. As if this, what Nicola represented and what she was offering me, was in some way the next stage of life. You start off a girl and become a woman, and maybe after that, you become a dominatrix. Silly, I know, and I knew it even at the time. But that didn’t change how it felt. Like I was coming into my sexual power, becoming something that I might never have in any other way, but something that in some ways felt natural and right. Like it was destiny.

Alex watched, and I pulled a few items off the shelves, draping them over one arm. Still holding his leash with the other hand, I led him back out of the closet, and he meekly followed me back into the bedroom. His bedroom, in his house, and yet I was the one calling the shots. I moved toward the bed, and he had no choice but to follow, led along like the pet his wife insisted he was, not even dreaming, as far as I could see, of resisting me.

I put the clothes down. It felt like the shine off the garments could probably be seen from space, and that once I put them on, I would be even more the center of attention than I was, if that was possible. Like I was standing there in the bright burning circle of Alex’s desire as if under a spotlight, and even though I had never been someone who craves massive amounts of attention, it was thrilling to feel like such a star.

I thought to myself for a moment, planning my next move. Then, I pulled on Alex’s leash, guiding him closer to the foot of the bed. I wrapped the leash around the top of the footboard, tying it to itself in a quick knot. It wasn’t like it needed to hold against a lot of pressure; it wasn’t like he was going to try to go anywhere. He just stood there, his brown eyes burning as he looked at me, silent and nervous and unbelievably turned on by little old me.

Of course, trying on these outfits meant taking my clothes off in front of him.

I hesitated at that, but honestly, not for very long. I could have left the room to change, could have gone back into Nicola’s gigantic walk-in closet or into the en suite bathroom. I could vanish, then reemerge, dressed to kill like the dominant woman I knew he badly wanted me to be. But all this power must’ve been going to my head, because that wasn’t what I wanted. As much as I knew that would tease him, I also knew there were other ways to do that. Better ways, maybe. And that’s what I was most interested in as I stood there in front of this man I barely knew, my heart beating rapidly in my chest, my excitement making even the craziest ideas seem like good ones.

I held Alex’s eyes as I reached for the hem of my dress. He tried to maintain eye contact with me, but without much success, I’m pleased to report. As I peeled off that tight dress, the elasticated fabric clinging to my body, I felt his eyes doing a predictable little dance, taking in my every curve as I stripped down to my underwear. And it thrilled me. After all, this was a man who was married to an absolute goddess in the form of Nicola, a woman just about any other woman would want to look like. It wasn’t like he was a stranger to female beauty. And yet he stared at me as I took off my dress like I was the most beautiful creature in the world, as if he had never seen anything quite like me. And it felt good.

I could feel my ego growing by the second, and I knew that was what I needed. To have that swaggering self-confidence that Nicola did, to act as though – maybe even really believe – that I had the right to be in charge. To boss him around and dominate him just because he desired me so badly. Like I was a prize to be won, and the best he could possibly hope for was to earn my favor.

My breasts rose and fell in Emily’s bra as I stood in front of him, breathing steadily. I was extra glad she had lent it to me now, with my boobs held high on my chest, drawing his eyes toward my cleavage no matter how hard he tried to look me in the eye. We all have our doubts and our insecurities about our bodies. I certainly did, standing there in front of him as I was. But reminding myself just how desperately he wanted me helped. Honestly, with him looking at me the way he was, it was easier than I would ever have imagined to think of myself as the gorgeous goddess I wanted to be, as the mistress I knew he wanted me to be.

I let him take it all in just for a moment, standing in front of him with my hands by my sides, resisting the urge to cover up. Letting him look.

Then, I turned toward the outfits I had decided to borrow from his wife.

The first one was a black leather dress. On the hangar, it looked no bigger than the sexy little number I had worn to Alex’s house, and the leather gave it an undeniably dominant edge that I knew my little pet would appreciate. It shone in the light as I lifted it up, and I imagined Alex thinking about the times his wife had worn this in the past, and whatever sexy adventures they had got up to then. I was grateful to Nicola for this opportunity, and impressed by her trust in me. But part of me loved the idea that once I put this on, Alex would always have the memory of whatever I did as part of his reality going forward. Like I was claiming some small part of Nicola’s power, in a way. And after all, she was the one who had given it to me.

The leather was cool against my skin as I pulled it on. The dress was revealing, both tight and skimpy, but I knew that was the whole point. Nicola didn’t wear things like this because they were practical. She wore them because it made her slave husband desire her even more than he already did, because it made him even weaker for her than he already was. That was exactly the effect I was looking for too as I pulled the dress up over my body, depriving Alex of the sight of my skin that he had just been drooling over, but also enhancing the dominant edge I knew he loved.

As it turned out, Nicola and I were the same size, near enough. I was delighted to see the dress fit me like a glove, tight like it was supposed to be, but big enough to actually put on. The skirt ended well up on my thighs, showing off at least as much of my legs as my own dress had. And I had kept my boots on, glad again that Emily had talked me into wearing them. The neckline of the dress plunged low on my torso, held together by strings that I pulled tight, pressing my boobs even closer together than Emily’s bra already did. Of course, Alex watched the whole thing, completely hypnotized as always by the way I looked and what I was doing.

Once I was dressed, I smoothed the leather over my body, feeling it gradually warming up, feeling it straining around my curves. I shifted my weight where I stood in front of Alex, watching the light shine on my body. His jaw hung slightly open, his eyes burning with that same feverish intensity as they looked at me, and I placed one hand on my hip, posing a little for him, flaunting that body he wanted so badly.

“What do you think?”

“You look amazing, Mistress Ashley.”

The words came easily to him, speaking quickly without the slightest hesitation. But I believed him. Frankly, the look on his face was more eloquent than any words he could possibly say. The intensity of the desire in his expression was all I needed to see, and it filled me with confidence as I stood there in front of him, this naked and desperate man completely at my mercy, wanting me more with each moment that passed and just as unable to have me as ever.

And that same excitement was vibrating inside me, too. There was no point denying it and no way to ignore it. I knew I couldn’t act on it. That was outside the rules of this game. But as I stood posing in front of this helpless man with his visible erection prompted by nothing but looking at me in his wife’s clothing, I felt as if I had never been more turned on in my life. All I could do was enjoy it.

“Yeah? You want me right now, don’t you?”

“Of course, Mistress Ashley.”

Again, he said it without hesitation, without doubt. I shook my head slowly, smiling as I did.

“You’re married.”

“Yes, Mistress. I know. And I love my wife. But you’re so sexy, and you look amazing in that dress.”

“Is that so? Maybe you should be down on your knees again, then.”

He didn’t hesitate. At once, he dropped to the floor, kneeling at my feet all over again, and again I felt the surge of power that came with this show of submission. Standing above him made me feel like a goddess. Stepping forward, I ran my fingers through his hair, and he groaned as he gazed up at me, even more turned on by this tiny display of physical affection.

“See? You’re learning to be a good little pet, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

There was real desperation in his voice as he spoke, and part of me found myself wondering how Nicola managed to deal with temptation when she played like this with him. I guess she didn’t. He was her husband, and she could do whatever she wanted with him. I was the one who had to refrain from sex, even though it was vibrating in the air between us. Even though I knew it was all that was on either of our minds. There we were, the two of us together, both wildly turned on, and the one thing we couldn’t do was exactly what we both wanted the most. It was so wild, so much fun, and with sex off the table for us, I wondered how exactly it would come to an end. How long could we maintain this tension, this wild excitement, without relief? I didn’t know, but I felt like we were about to find out.

“What a good boy,” I said mockingly. And I grabbed a fistful of his short dark hair as I did, shaking his head a little this way and that. I wasn’t used to the sense of aggression I could feel building inside me, having never felt that tied to sex before. But that’s what I was feeling now. A strange aggression that, like seemingly everything else, only fueled my desire, making it even more potent. Even more unignorable.

And then, Alex surprised me. My hands still in his hair, he leaned forward and kissed my thigh, just under the hem of the short skirt of Nicola’s leather dress.

I gasped in surprise, even as I smiled at his boldness, his lack of restraint. As if it had all gotten too much for him, becoming impossible for him to hold himself back. I knew the feeling. And I hoped he didn’t feel me tremble at the touch of his lips against my skin, the closeness of his head to my body. I was still holding him gently by the hair as he sat back on his knees, looking up at me uncertainly.

“Who said you could do that?”

I was struggling to keep up with how events kept changing, struggling to maintain my act of being in control, but I knew I had to play it all the way. The whole game depended on that. Luckily, Alex played along. Or didn’t play, maybe. To him, now, this was starting to seem completely serious. For all his smiles and jokes when I first walked in the door, the whole atmosphere had changed. Now, he was completely in, completely sold on this dynamic we were building between us. To him, it seemed like it was completely real, and I suppose it was, really. I could tell myself I was acting, and I was, but this wasn’t for any audience but the two of us. When your act becomes indistinguishable from reality, is it still even an act? Or is it just another of the masks we all wear, the various personas we adopt around different people in different situations, all of them reflections of who we really are without being the whole story?

“I… No one, Mistress Ashley.”

“That’s right. Naughty boy.”

Again, I pulled playfully on his hair, and he looked up at me uncertainly. Of course, he didn’t know what to expect from me, whether punishment or reward. Let’s face it, most probably punishment. As Nicola’s husband, it wasn’t in my power to give him the reward I knew he wanted more than anything in that moment.

“Just couldn’t resist, huh? But I know you want to do more than just kiss my leg, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

Alex’s voice was almost a growl as he spoke, those glowing eyes staring up at me with a kind of animal aggression. I was totally in charge, fully in control of the situation, but I still felt a thrill of nervousness just from the way he was looking at me. He would devour me given the chance, I felt. And there was something so sexy about that.

I let go of his hair. I stepped to the side, perching myself on the footboard of the bed he was chained to. I sat with my thighs together, the tiny skirt sliding even higher up my legs, almost exposing me where I sat. Of course, he had already seen me in just my underwear, so it wasn’t like it mattered. But it was more of the dance, more of the tease, and he fell for it. I saw his eyes drifting up my legs, under that skirt, visibly desperate for what I wasn’t quite going to let him have.

“Yeah? What do you want to do? Tell me.”

For the first time in what felt like a while, Alex hesitated. He looked at me nervously, as if I had dragged him out from some hiding place he had felt safe in. I knew the kind of thoughts he was having, of course. I was having the same ones myself. But I wasn’t the one on the spot, on my knees, on a leash, helpless and horny and completely in the control of someone else. Reaching for the chain leash where it was tied around the bed, I ran my hands over the links, making it sway a little between us.

“I want… To lick you.”

I didn’t even try to keep a grin from spreading across my face.

“You do? You really are a naughty boy. What do you think your wife would say to that?”

“I don’t know, Mistress Ashley. She’d probably punish me for it.”

“She should. A married man shouldn’t be having thoughts like that about his petsitter, should he? Let’s see what she thinks.”

When I first led Alex into the bedroom, I had set my phone and the riding crop down on the bed before heading to the walk-in closet. Now, all I had to do was lean a little across the mattress to reach my phone, and as I swept it up, Alex’s eyes went wide with fear and shame.

“Please, Mistress Ashley, don’t do that,” he said. And I laughed a little as I looked down at him, my phone in both hands.

“Wow, you’re really scared of her. Scared of your wife. Such a whipped little bitch, aren’t you?”

Alex lowered his eyes to the floor at my words, just for a moment. And I felt the thrill of humiliating him just a little more, just like he wanted. As always, his cock was rock hard, as if it would never go down, and the meaner I was to him, the more true that became.

“Y-yes, Mistress Ashley.”

My phone in my hands, I considered the desperate naked man kneeling at my feet.

“I’m going to take a photo.”

I wasn’t asking permission, and Alex knew that. He stayed where he was, gazing up at me, staring right at me as I took the photo of him on his knees. My leather boots creaked as I lifted one foot from the floor, pointing the toes.

“Kiss.”

Obediently, he shuffled forward and pressed his lips against the leather of my footwear once again. I took another photo, one with him groveling at my feet, smiling at the thought that my camera roll was filling up with these X-rated little snaps.

“Maybe if you lick my boots clean for me and grovel like the loser you are, I’ll consider not telling your wife what a bad boy you’ve been.”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley. I’m sorry, Mistress Ashley.”

And Alex began licking kissing my boots with desperate passion. This grown man, this successful, handsome man with his beautiful wife, showering my feet with kisses and begging me for mercy. It was such a thrill. And even though it wasn’t the first time I had made him do this, it still felt like it. It still had the thrill of the new, the pure excitement of doing something so transgressive. It still made me feel unbelievably powerful, unassailably in charge, like I could get away with anything. And I knew I probably could.

I ignored him for a while, giving him no indication that I could feel his tongue sliding over the leather of my boots, could feel his lips on my feet. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face, but I didn’t respond as he groveled and worshiped. Instead, I typed out a message to his wife, accompanying it with a few of the photos I had taken. Even as he begged me not to tell her what he had done, I did it, then waited for a response.

It didn’t take long. Whatever Nicola was doing on her trip, she was clearly able to find the time to respond to me. She sent a laughing face emoji in response to her husband’s humiliating photos, then a few text messages that made my heart race even more than it already was.

“Please, Ashley,” Alex murmured, his lips close to my knees now, but not daring to go above. Not daring to again touch the bare skin that he so desperately craved. Inspired by his wife’s words, I set the phone aside and rose to my feet.

“I want to try something else.”

I was just telling him. Not asking for permission or advice. And I started to undo the laces of the leather dress, started to peel it off my body while he watched with that same wild hunger, that same shameful lust. Again, I stripped down to my underwear in front of him, setting the tiny leather dress aside and reaching instead for the other outfit that lay on the bed. A black latex catsuit, dull and dark and looking tiny where it lay on the bed.

I picked it up, looking uncertainly at the fabric. I had never worn anything like this. Alex seemed to see my uncertainty, clearing his throat before speaking from where he kneeled at the foot of the bed.

“You need lube, Mistress Ashley,” he said. “There’s some in the bathroom.”

“Good boy,” I said with a smile as I put the catsuit down. That I stepped across the huge bedroom, heading for the en-suite bathroom. Going through the drawers, I found a bottle of lubricant and brought it back out into the bedroom where my helpless little pet waited.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, I took my boots off. My skin shone as I applied the lubricant. As I ran a hand over my boobs, I had to laugh at the look on his face.

“Jealous? Are you wishing you were my little lube boy right now?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley,” Alex said, again without the slightest hesitation, and I laughed again.

“Well that’s just too bad. You don’t get to touch me. Maybe if you had been a better boy, but you weren’t, were you?”

“No, Mistress Ashley.”

I could say anything, and he would agree. Completely in my power, as if he had no mind of his own. The wet sound of me smearing lubricant over my skin was the only noise in the bedroom for a little while, and once my body was shining from neck to ankle, I turned my attention to the suit.

I lubricated that too, then stood to put it on. It was quite a process, with the now shining latex slipping from my hands as I tried to get it to conform to the curves of my body. The outfit was so tight that there was a point when I thought I might have to give up, that there was no way it was going to fit. But my strange desires pushed me onward. I knew it was going to be a sexy outfit, and in that moment, I felt like I wanted to be sexy more than I ever had before. And there was Alex, watching it all, watching me transform myself into this latex goddess in his wife’s clothes, that same look of desperate desire that I had been seeing all night on his face.

The catsuit covered my entire body except for my hands, my face, and a frankly insane amount of cleavage. The front was cut in a deep V that showed off the crazy cleavage Emily’s bra gave me, my boobs shining with the lube I had applied to them, making them even more noticeable. Heading back to the bathroom, I washed the excess lubricant off my hands, and when I returned, I saw that just as expected, Alex couldn’t keep his eyes off me. Tossing my hair back from my face, I sat down on the bed again, sliding my boots back on. Somehow, it didn’t seem like it would be quite the same to be barefoot.

And with every move I made, I could feel the outfit growing even tighter around me. The latex warmed up from my body heat, but it clung to me like a second skin, and it seemed to magnify even the slightest touch I made on my body. Straightaway, I could see why Nicola wore things like this. It turned her husband on, of course, made him weak for her, as obedient as she could want. But there were other benefits, too. As I rose to my feet again, I felt like an absolute goddess, sexier than I ever had before. And Alex was looking at me as if that was undoubtedly true.

“You’re such a naughty boy,” I said, shaking my head so that my dark hair trailed across the shining latex. “Look at you. Rock hard, dreaming of having me. What was it you said? You wanted to lick me?”

“Yes, Mistress, Ashley.”

“Yeah, that definitely deserves punishment. Let’s see what I can do to you next.”

I strode across the bedroom, feeling again how the latex outfit conformed to every curve of my body with every move I made. I stepped inside Nicola’s closet, looking again at that special area where she kept all her naughty outfits. Most of her toys, I guessed, were kept down in the dungeon when she did most of her playing, but clearly, the two of them sometimes took the action up here as well. And as I went through her possessions, I found something I could use, and an evil smile spread across my face as I picked them up.

Gloves. Shiny black latex gloves that exactly matched the catsuit I was wearing. Except they had claws. Big steel hooks on the end of each fingertip that made me look like Catwoman as I pulled them on. Standing in front of the mirror in the clothes closet, I flexed my hands and shifted my weight from one foot to the other, and the sight of myself in that outfit sent an unbelievable shockwave of desire and excitement through me.

I looked amazing. Turning my back on the mirror, I looked back over my shoulder and couldn’t believe how great my ass looked, how the skintight latex pulled everything in, made everything tight and toned and utterly seductive.

There was even more confidence in my stride as I walked back outside.

“Up.”

I crooked a finger at Alex as I spoke, beckoning him to his feet. And he rose, his cock bobbing in front of him as he moved, the chain leash growing tighter against the footboard he was tied to. He saw my claws, of course. He recognized them; after all, his wife must’ve used them on him in the past. My hands hung heavy at my sides as I walked slowly toward him.

Alex gasped as I raised one hand, tracing the tip of a single claw against his skin. Slowly, I drew it down, my touch light, barely leaving a mark. He trembled as he gazed at my face, unable to believe his luck, both good and bad. And I laughed at the power I had over him, a new ability to hurt this man that I didn’t even know making me feel that same intoxicating power I had been sampling all night.

I’m just a normal girl. But now, I had become this wild, untamable, beautiful creature, and it was all I wanted to be. And the best way to enjoy it, I knew, was with this humble male slave in my evil clutches.
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