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Emily’s Pleasure

I lay for a little while in the bed next to Emily. I could feel my juices cooling on my skin, could feel them soaking into the sheet beneath us. It was Nicola’s bed, but somehow, I got the feeling she wouldn’t care. She had proven herself to be more open-minded than perhaps anyone I had ever met. Besides, she had to know what it was like when passion swept us away, when desire gets the better of you. Her whole relationship with her husband seemed based on a similar principle.

And again, I thought of Alex in his cage down in the basement, shut off from all of this. Just as Emily had reminded me. It was true that in all the excitement and passion of what we had just done, I had almost forgotten about Alex. But now, the knowledge that we had a naked man caged in the basement came flooding back to me, and it added another delicious thrill to everything I was feeling. It was already unbelievably sexy to have been seduced by my roommate, to have been given multiple orgasms by her fingers and her mouth, with both of us dressed up like we were. But to think that there was a man downstairs who had begged to be allowed to watch our sex, only to be denied, made everything even more addictively thrilling.

And that thought seemed to pull me out of my post-orgasmic reverie. I turned to look at Emily, and she smiled at me, her eyes still burning. I knew I had been selfish. The sex we had just had had been all about her pleasing me. I wasn’t sure how to go about reciprocating, though I knew I could probably figure it out if I tried. But while I hovered in indecision, Emily seemed to have already made up her mind about what should happen next.

“You know what? After that, I’m feeling generous. Maybe we should let him watch.”

I smiled wordlessly at her for a minute. By now, I knew I shouldn’t be too surprised at any wild idea she came up with. We were both pushing things to a level neither of us had gone to before, and probably had never even thought of before. But it was all going so well. And I was still in the grip of those powerful post-sex emotions, ready to give anything to this woman who had made me scream and howl, who had inducted me so dramatically into this whole new world of sexual pleasure that I had never even thought about before. Who was I to say no? Especially to something that sounded like so much fun.

“Yeah, it could be fun,” I said. And Emily’s grin deepened as she pushed herself upright on the bed with some difficulty, the tight corset she still wore inhibiting her movements and making her boobs bounce higher on her chest. The boobs I had just been licking and kissing for the first time in my life, the incredible cleavage I had buried my face in during that moment of pure sexual pleasure. Everything about Emily seemed to scream of sex, and every idea she came up with seemed like genius to me in the state of pure unadulterated desire I was in.

“I hope he heard us,” Emily said with a grin as she stood at the side of the mattress, offering me a hand to help me up. I took it, letting her pull me to my feet. My cheeks burned at her words, though I didn’t know why. Alex had made me cum himself before; there was no reason to be coy in front of my new pet. Still, it was strange to think about someone listening in to my sex, hearing my orgasms without being involved. But when that someone was a naked and horny man locked up in a cage in the basement, it added such an amazing rush to the way I was feeling, my pussy aching with desire even in the afterglow of the orgasms Emily had given me.

As I stood, I adjusted my dress, pulling it down to cover myself. But I didn’t put my soaked panties back on. Without knowing exactly what Emily had in mind, I had a feeling there was lots more sexy fun to come, and I wanted to be ready for it.

She led the way out of the bedroom, down the stairs, through the living room, toward the basement. I was happy to trot along behind her, to watch that tight ass in those skintight shorts shine in the light as her hips swayed from side to side with every step she took. Was I attracted to her now? I had no idea. My appreciation of female beauty in the past had always been purely aesthetic, without any real desire on my part. But after what she had done to me, things felt a lot less clear than they used to be. And in the end, I supposed it didn’t matter. So what if I wanted Emily? Anyone would; she’s gorgeous. And after the orgasms she had just given me, I’d have to be crazy not to want more.

The heels of her borrowed boots thumped on the steps as she climbed down into the basement, and my own shoes echoed the sound. There was Alex, of course, right where we had left him, on his hands and knees, locked up in a cage barely big enough to fit him. He stared at us both with that familiar desperation as we walked into the room, his eyes moving from Emily to me and back again. I never got tired of being looked at like that. No matter what Emily had just done to me up in the bedroom, I could never see that look in his eyes and not feel another thrill of desire racing through me.

“How are we doing down here?”

“Not great, Mistress Emily.”

Emily laughed at Alex’s response, and so did I. After all, it was all part of the game. Our pet was supposed to suffer, in all those special ways we knew that deep down, he liked. His cock was throbbing desperately between his legs, just as I knew it would be, and I no longer even tried to pretend I wasn’t looking. Let him know. Let him know I was sizing him up like a piece of meat, that he couldn’t hide his shameful kinky desires from his new young mistresses.

“Well, that’s what you get for being such a pathetic loser, isn’t it?” Emily said, stepping closer to the cage.

She stood with her hands on her hips now, emphasizing that outrageous hourglass figure, and her poise and confidence were a sight to behold. She had taken to this new role so easily, as if it matched up with some hidden dark side of her own, and maybe it did. I still remembered what she had said when I first told her about this arrangement I had with Nicola, how she had supported what I was doing and how she had encouraged me to go even further. These kinky games of domination and submission went something I had ever thought about myself, until this opportunity came along. But maybe for Emily, this addictive power was scratching an old itch.

“But don’t worry. Maybe if you’re good boy, you might get to watch us fuck. Are you going to be a good boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

I laughed out loud at the desperate eagerness in Alex’s voice, the expression on his face as he nodded his head up and down. And Emily laughed too, delighted by yet another reminder of our incredible power over him. He was completely ours, and we all knew it, and even an offer of something that we knew would be its own special form of torture for him was enough to make him bow to our will even more.

Emily smiled as she turned to me.

“Cuffs and a leash?”

“Cuffs and a leash,” I nodded in agreement, already striding toward the far wall of the dungeon when Nicola kept her toys.

I picked up a pair of handcuffs and a leash along with the key to the lock on Alex’s cage, then I strode back across the room, handing Emily the cuffs while keeping the leash myself and crouching down to unlock the door.

As I swung the door wide, Alex crawled out. He looked like a beaten dog, staring at us both and yet barely able to meet our eyes in his shameful state of arousal. But we both knew that was all part of it. His reluctance to do what we said and his total inability to resist us was all part of the crazy cocktail of his submission, and by now, I was confident that Emily enjoyed it just as much as I did.

“Stand up,” Emily said, and as she spoke, she kicked at Alex. Not hard, but enough for her heavy boot to make contact with his ass. I laughed again as he rose to his feet, his cock sticking straight out in front of him now that he stood naked in our presence.

“Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

Emily barked out her orders like a cop with a dangerous suspect, and Alex was just as quick to comply as any scared criminal would be. He turned toward the cage, placing his arms behind his back, and Emily stepped forward with the cuffs in her hands, grabbing his wrists.

“Bend over,” she barked, using one of her hands to push on his back between his shoulder blades. Obedient as ever, Alex bent forward over the cage, and Emily cuffed his hands behind him. Then, she smacked his ass, the sharp sound ringing out in the basement.

“Spread those legs, slut.”

Again, Alex did as he was told. I could see his ribs through his skin as he breathed, shifting his weight until he was standing just the way Emily wanted. Holding the small chain between his cuffs with one hand, she leaned forward herself, revealing even more of her incredible cleavage, as she reached with her free hand between Alex’s legs.

He groaned as she wrapped her hand around his cock. She stroked him slowly, and he squirmed, shifting his weight from foot to foot and moaning again. As if the pleasure she was giving him was almost too intense to bear. As if he could barely believe what just her hand was doing to him.

“Horny little loser, aren’t you?” she said mockingly. “Did it get you all turned on, thinking about me and Ashley having amazing sex in your bed?”

“Oh my God, yes, Mistress Emily.”

There was no point in Alex trying to hide it from us. We all knew the truth only too well.

“Did you hear us?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” Alex said through gritted teeth.

“Oh yeah?” Emily said, flashing a smile at me for moment. “How did it sound?”

“Amazing, Mistress Emily. It sounded like you were having the most amazing sex up there.”

Alex’s voice cracked as he spoke, and for a moment, despite what we were there to do, I almost felt sorry for him. But I reminded myself that this was the point of the game. This was what we were there for. To tease and torment this male slave, to exert our sexual power over him and turn him on without giving him any kind of release. That was what his wife was paying me so handsomely for. And that was what, in his strange submissive way, Alex wanted more than anything else.

“Are you jealous that I get to have sex with her and you don’t?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

I was glad that Alex couldn’t see the way my cheeks burned at Emily’s words. It wasn’t very dominatrix-like. But after all, it was all true. That was exactly what had happened, and with the way my pussy ached with desire, I couldn’t forget that it was something I wanted to happen again. And now, with this submissive man completely at our mercy as usual, I knew we could take things even further we had before. And I knew that Emily was just the kind of girl to do exactly that.

“I bet. I bet you wish you could make her scream like I just did, make her cum like I just did, don’t you, loser?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Releasing her hold on his cock, Emily held her right hand in front of Alex’s face, while her left grabbed a fistful of his short hair.

“Smell it.”

Obediently, Alex sniffed Emily’s extended fingers.

“Can you smell Ashley’s beautiful pussy on my fingers?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

“Oh, he sounds like he’s about to cry,” I laughed, stepping forward to the naked man bent over the cage and the dominant mistress looming over him.

“He should,” Emily said, glancing at me for just a second before turning her attention back to her captive slave. “He’s never going to get pussy like that. Are you, slave?”

“No, Mistress Emily,” Alex said miserably while Emily pulled on his hair a little bit more.

“Want to taste it? Beg for it.”

I burst out laughing as Alex began to speak.

“Please, Mistress Emily,” he stammered, “please let me taste Mistress Ashley’s amazing pussy.”

And something about seeing that abject submission worked to bring my own sadistic side out even more. Stepping closer to him, I slapped his ass just like Emily had, enjoying the feel of the hard muscle and the loud crack my hand made against his skin, leaving a red impact mark where I struck him.

“You’re so pathetic,” I said.

“Yes, Mistress Ashley, I know,” Alex babbled, making us both laugh again.

“Lick it clean.”

Emily held her hand in front of Alex’s face, and he stuck out his tongue, running it over her skin while she smiled triumphantly at me over his bent back. He ran his tongue over her hand, and I had no idea whether he could actually taste the residue of my orgasm, but I knew that in the end, it didn’t matter. The point was that he was doing it, performing this humiliating task just as he would be forced to perform many others, never knowing it would earn him the release he so desperately craved.

“Open your mouth.”

Emily’s corseted breasts swelled against Alex’s back as she rested her body weight on top of him. As Alex opened his mouth, she slid her fingers inside, the fingers that had been inside me, that had coaxed that incredible orgasm out of me.

“Suck,” she ordered, and I gasped at her cruel creativity as Alex pathetically closed his lips around her fingers.

“That’s right, suck it like the little cocksucker you are. Suck it the way you wish any woman would suck your cock, but never will.”

I covered my mouth with both hands, shocked, even after everything we had done, at what my roommate was saying. But Emily seemed completely caught up in her dominant persona now, surrendering herself completely to her darker side, and after all, I knew how that felt. That was always when the craziest stuff happened, when the normal rules of how to treat a person melted away, and all you were left with to guide you was what felt right.

I had had plenty of that feeling myself in these games with Alex. And as shocked as I was, as much as part of me felt a little bit sorry for our pathetic male slave, more than anything else, I was excited to see my friend in the grip of the same passion I knew so well.

Alex did it, of course. It wasn’t as if the poor guy had any choice. And he kept his eyes on beautiful Emily as he did it, looking up at her as if he could hardly believe she was standing over him, as if he never wanted to look anywhere else.

When she was satisfied, Emily snatched her fingers away. They shone with Alex’s saliva as she wiped them on his back, then used her grip on his hair with her other hand to pull him upright.

“Leash him,” she said to me.

I was the one who was being paid to be Alex’s petsitter. I was the one who had got her into this wild situation in the first place. But I didn’t mind taking orders from her. Not now. In some ways, it seemed almost natural. She was such a gifted dominatrix, so sexy and desirable in the flush of her power, that it just seemed right.

Besides, it wasn’t like she was telling me to do anything I didn’t want to do.

I stepped toward Alex, feeling his eyes on me as I clipped the leash to the ring on his collar. I gave it a little tug. I always loved having him on a leash. Nothing made me feel more powerful, more in control, or better reinforced his position as a lowly pet. He seemed to feel that way too. It wasn’t like he had any resistance left in him, but being on the end of a leash seemed to put him into even more of a submissive mind state that he already was.

Once I had him leashed, Emily smiled and reached down toward his cock again. She gave him a few quick pumps with her shining hand, making him moan, and making him moan even more in despair when she took her hand away again. Giving him nothing. Keeping him on edge, completely overcome with desire he could do nothing about, and giving him no hope for release.

Of course it was cruel. It was supposed to be. But it was undeniably sexy too. Watching her, I felt the same thing I had felt the first time I watched Nicola take control. I wanted to be like that. So sexy, so in charge, not caring at all about what he wanted, or at least not seeming to. Even though I knew that was exactly what I had been doing. Even though I knew I had proven myself to be a talented dominatrix in my own way. I could only hope I had the same confidence and swagger these other women did when they took control of our submissive pet.

Again, Emily led the way up the basement stairs toward the rest of the house. My eyes traveled over the curves of her body as I watched her climb above me, her round ass shining in the tiny shorts she wore. Alex followed along behind me, the leash slack between us, knowing his only choice was to go with us, wherever we decided to take him. I didn’t need to turn around and check to see that his eyes were on me and on her, studying both our bodies, driving himself crazy with more irresistible desire and more total frustration.

Emily led us through the main floor of the house, toward the stairs. We followed her up, heading inevitably toward the bedroom. I led Alex to the foot of the bed, and Emily smiled evilly at him, her hands on her hips again.

“On your knees, loser.”

Of course, Alex didn’t hesitate. Without a word of complaint, he dropped to his knees on the floor at the foot of the bed. Smiling, I tied off his leash to the footboard, keeping him in place. Our tethered pet, forced to do whatever we wanted, or to not do whatever we decided he didn’t deserve.

Those nervous butterflies were back in my stomach as I turned to look at Emily. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I knew what she had suggested we make Alex watch. And my pussy clenched again at the thought of what might happen, the memory of how this woman had made me feel, showing me a kind of pleasure I had never imagined before. If we were headed for another round of that, I had no complaints whatsoever.

But part of me wanted to reassert my own dominance. It was fun to surrender control to my roommate, to not be in charge for once. But now that Alex was watching, I felt the need to remind him who was his true pet sitter, who was his temporary mistress while his wife was away. Plus, with that jealousy I was feeling over what a natural Emily seemed to be, I felt an urge to show her what I could do, too.

“Wait here,” I said, talking to Emily now. She grinned at me but said nothing, her breasts rising and falling steadily in the tight confines of that sexy corset. I stepped past her, heading toward Nicola’s walk-in closet. I knew a woman like her was bound to have a few fun items up here, along with her sexy outfits. The bulk of her toy collection with kept in the basement dungeon, but when we went through her clothes, I had seen that she kept some toys up here too. And I soon found what I was looking for.

As I stepped back into the bedroom, I saw the grin on Emily’s face spread wider when she noticed what I had in my hands. A big heavy toy with a big round head, filling my hand almost like a weapon as I approached her. Standing close to her, I ran my free hand over the inward curve of her narrow waist, over the latex fabric that covered her hip, and she beamed at me, not moving, just enjoying my touch.

I glanced toward Alex. He watched, as if silently urging us on, even though we all knew that he wasn’t going to get any of what I was offering. Instead, it was all for Emily. After what she had done to me earlier, the way she had made me feel, I didn’t doubt that she deserved it.

My free hand found the zipper of her latex shorts, and I pulled it carefully down. The black latex gripped her tightly, and she had to wiggle her way out of the shorts, pushing them down over the fishnet stockings that covered her legs. I remembered that there was a gap in the crotch of the stockings when she put them on, so as she let the shorts fall to the floor and stepped out of them, her pussy was completely exposed.

The toy clicked and buzzed as I turned it on. I placed one hand on Emily’s shoulder, and she sat down at the foot of the bed, facing our prisoner. Without a moment of hesitation, without so much as a glimmer of shame, she spread her legs in front of this near-stranger, her pussy completely exposed, practically framed by the gap in the fishnet stockings.

I kneeled on the floor beside her spread legs, close to Alex. And he watched my every movement as I held the toy against Emily’s swollen pussy.

Almost immediately, she let out a moan. I could feel the powerful vibrations of the wand in my hand, and I imagined all too well what they must be doing to my roommate’s most sensitive area. Emily closed her eyes for a moment as she leaned back, supporting herself with her arms, her breasts rising and falling more rapidly as she gasped for air. And the toy kept buzzing between her legs, the round head now shining with the juices of her pleasure.

It felt good to be making her feel so good. It felt like the least I could do after what she had done to me. But also, I cared see what it was doing to Alex. As I pleasured my friend with the toy, I glanced over at him, and the look of desperation on his face made my own pussy drip with excitement. But for now, I knew I needed to be the giver of pleasure, not the receiver, just to taunt him with what we could have but what he was doomed to be denied.

And Emily really did look beautiful. She was a sight to behold, sitting there on the foot of the bed with her legs spread, her torso still tightly wrapped in the corset that pushed her breasts high on her chest, her mouth open, her eyes closed, her voice raised in pure pleasure. She had told me I looked beautiful when I came, and I had taken that as a compliment, as just bedroom talk. But now, I was seeing for myself just what an exquisite sight it was to see my friend lose control in the flood of ecstasy. And knowing exactly what it was doing to Alex only made it even more exciting.

The toy kept up its insistent buzzing, and I moved it up and down Emily’s pussy. She gripped the bed sheets she sat on, her hands forming two clenched fists as if her body was struggling to contain the wild pleasure I was giving her. And as she moaned and groaned, as the juices poured freely out of her, I watched my friend cum.

Emily howled her bliss at the ceiling as the toy did its job, and a hot gush of clear fluid spurted out of her spasming lips. I watched it darken the sheet underneath her, draining out of her as if someone had turned on a tap, and I gazed in amazement at something I had never imagined seeing, my roommate squirting her juices in the full throes of orgasm.

As Emily’s climax slowly faded, I turned the toy off. She opened her eyes, still panting wordlessly, still gripping the stained bed sheets underneath her as her breasts strained against the red corset she wore. And seized by excitement and the thrill of cruelty, I set the toy down on the bed and got off my knees, standing over poor helpless Alex as he watched the wild display.

I reached down and grabbed his leash, close to where it connected to the collar he wore. And I used that grip to pull him upright, onto his feet, pulling him down toward the bed, down toward Emily. I kept pulling, making him bend over the way my friend had made him bend over in the basement, forcing his head down. Emily laughed in a voice that still echoed her orgasmic pleasure as I forced his head down between her spread thighs.

“Smell it, loser,” I snarled, remembering her words in the basement as I pushed his face down into the sheets. “Smell Emily’s cum, and mine. Smell how much we turn each other on, how amazing the sex we have is.”

And of course, Alex did. He had no choice. I heard him breathe heavily through his nose, inhaling the smell of our multiple orgasms that had soaked into the sheets that belonged to him and his wife.

“Looks like you found a use for him,” Emily laughed.

“Yeah, it does. Go on, slave. Start licking up our cum. And when you’re done, maybe you’ll get to watch us make some more.”


Falling Deeper

Completely disgraced, Alex licked the bedsheets. I kept his face pinned against the fabric, listening to the soft sound of his tongue moving on the sheet. He licked and sucked at the dark patch of cum Emily had left on his bed, mixed with the ones I had left earlier, the whole room smelling of sex.

And as I held him there, watching him do his latest humiliating task, I could feel my own excitement growing, my pussy spasming once again with pure excitement at what was happening. What I was making happen. Emily might well be a natural dominatrix, just like Nicola was, but I felt like I wasn’t doing a bad job myself of keeping this poor submissive man in line. And the way his cock was throbbing reinforced the idea that I was giving him what he wanted deep down, the frustration and humiliation he so desperately craved.

If only my college studies had been like this, I thought to myself with a smile. Because in some ways, it felt like I had learned more about psychology and sexuality in these sessions of playing with Alex than I had in years of academic study.

My own juices were running down my legs as Alex went about his disgraceful task. And Emily sat on the bed right in front of him, her legs spread, her pussy just inches from his face, with a look of delight on her pretty features. Her boots shone in the light, her breasts heaved in her tight corset, and her pussy leaked more of her fluids onto the sheet even as Alex slurped it all up. She looked so excited, so happy to be here, and after all, so was I. It was amazing, the things we had done. And it still wasn’t over yet. Alex, it was clear, would do whatever we said, no matter how disgraceful or humiliating it might be. The only limit was our own imaginations.

And I was desperate to cum. Not as desperate as my helpless male slave, perhaps, who had been teased for so long, it seemed he was no longer capable of thinking about anything except the sex he couldn’t have with us. But from where I stood, it felt like just as much of a pressing need. The only difference between us was that I could do something about it.

But while I wondered how to take things to the next level, Emily seemed to come to an idea of her own. Her black boot shone in the light as she lifted one leg, placing her foot on Alex’s shoulder. The buckles on her boots gleamed as she pushed him away, his face shining with her cum as she straightened her leg. Swinging her leg over the leash that held him to the bed, she stood up. She didn’t look as steady in her crazy high heels as she had before I took the toy to her, and that gave me another little flush of happiness to know what I had done to her.

“Down,” Emily snapped, pointing to the floor as she bossed Alex around. “Lie down on your back.”

“I love it when you’re bossy,” I said, and Emily turned her face toward me, a smile spreading across her painted lips again. It was intoxicating, the difference between the way she spoke to him and the way she spoke to me. Then again, I knew the same was true of me, too. It was part of the fun, part of the thrill, treating him so badly and being nice to one another at the same time. Anything to reinforce his inferiority. Anything to remind him how little he mattered compared to us.

“Well, that’s how these little bitches need to be treated,” Emily said with a shrug that made her breasts bounce even more in the corset.

Then she turned toward Alex, who was now lying down on his back at the foot of the bed. She loomed over him, and I stood beside her, looking down at him too. He turned his head from her to me and back again, gazing up at us as we stood above him like two sexy goddesses. As usual, as always, I could see how turned on he was in his agonized face, and it only made me want to treat him even more harshly.

Alex grunted as I placed one foot on his chest, pressing the high heel of the black patent leather pumps I wore into his skin. Emily smiled as she glanced at me, then did the same, pressing her own foot down on his stomach. Together, we jabbed our heels into him, leaving little red marks while he squirmed and groaned underneath us. But he wouldn’t complain. We knew that. He wouldn’t dare. He knew that in the end, it wouldn’t do him any good anyway.

“Look how hard his cock is,” Emily said, shaking her head in disbelief. “He wants us so badly. But I don’t remember giving him permission to get hard in our presence. Did you?”

“Now you mention it, no, I didn’t.”

“No one is going to use that worthless cock for anything, so I don’t see why you should be hard,” Emily went on, looking down at Alex as she spoke and continuing to jab his stomach with her heel.

“I… Can’t help it, Mistress Emily,” Alex said uncertainly. “You’re both just too beautiful, too sexy.”

“I know we are. But that doesn’t give you permission to lose control of yourself, does it? I think this cock needs to be punished for having naughty ideas about fucking us.”

Emily moved her foot lower, and Alex grunted as she trapped his manhood beneath the sole of her boots. Then, she moved her foot a little and started jabbing at his cock with her high heel. Alex grunted and groaned and squirmed even more, and Emily giggled as she continued pressing his cock back against his stomach, pinning it under her high heel.

“What did you want to do with this thing, anyway?” Emily asked, continuing to jab at Alex’s manhood.

“I… I wanted to… to have sex with you, Mistress,” Alex groaned through gritted teeth, trying to resist the pain my friend was inflicting.

“Yeah? You imagined that, did you? That’s very naughty, you know. Even in your fantasies, we’re way out of your league.”

“I know, Mistress Emily,” Alex grunted while we both continued to torture him with our high heels.

“Did you imagine that sticking that dick inside us? Did you imagine us enjoying it?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily. I imagined making you both cum over and over again.”

Emily bit her lip as she looked mischievously at me, and I didn’t try to keep myself from bursting out laughing. What he was saying was so pathetic, but we both knew it was the truth. The poor guy simply couldn’t help himself, and it was exactly that desire for us that made him so weak, that made him our slave. Still, hearing it spelled out like that was still a thrill, even if I never expected the answer to be any different than it was.

“I want details. How did you have us?”

“You… were riding on top, Mistress Emily,” Alex said.

He looked so uncomfortable there on the floor, and for more than one reason. I was still jabbing at his chest with my own high heel while Emily went on jabbing his cock, and he looked so ashamed of being forced to admit his fantasies about us. Which of course was the whole point.

“Yeah? You want to see me riding a nice big cock cowgirl style, don’t you?”

“Yes, please, Mistress Emily.”

Again, we both laughed loudly at that.

“And what about Ashley?” Emily demanded, with another jab at his shaft. “What did you imagine doing with her?”

“I imagined… bending her over and taking her doggy style.”

“Naughty boy,” Emily said, shaking her head and giving him another jab that made him moan in pain. “But I guess we shouldn’t expect anything else from a pathetic pet like you. I mean, you’re like a little puppy, so no wonder you want to do it like a dog. That’s not going to happen though.”

“I know, Mistress Emily.”

And maybe it was my imagination, but the groan he let out seemed to come from an even deeper, more painful place than the noises Emily drew out of him when she tortured his manhood.

“Lucky for you, though, I do like being on top.”

Finally, Emily lifted her high heel away from his cock. She stepped over him where he lay on the floor, and I saw him looking up between her long legs, as if hypnotized by the sight of her dripping pussy far above him. But she didn’t stay far above him for long. Emily bent her knees, squatting to the floor, finally kneeling on the bedroom floor with her knees either side of his head. Her pussy hovered above his face, but as he lifted his head toward it, willing and eager to eat her out, cruel Emily placed her hand on his forehead and pushed him back down to the floor.

“I didn’t say you can do that, did I? Silly boy. Pussy is for girls.”

Emily looked up at me with a smile, and for a moment, it was like I could read her mind. Her position at the foot of the bed gave me the idea she probably wanted me to have, and after all, we both knew it was exactly what I wanted too.

Stepping carefully over Alex’s head, I sat down at the foot of the bed, right where Emily had been while I pleasured her with the toy. And Emily smiled at me as I spread my legs, pulling up the tiny skirt of Nicola’s sexy black leather dress to expose my pussy to my friend again.

“Watch and learn,” Emily said, tearing her eyes away from between my legs to stare down at Alex instead. “Watch what we can do for each other, and see how much better we are pleasing each other than you could ever be.”

Emily leaned forward, the vast swell of her cleavage in the corset almost completely hiding Alex’s face from my view. She lowered her head between my thighs, sliding over me she did, just as eager to please me again as I was to feel those incredible sensations, and as she ran her tongue and lips over my dripping pussy, I let out a long moan. I held nothing back, knowing that the more vocal I was, the more obvious my pleasure, the more excited everyone in that room was going to be. I felt like the center of attention, the main attraction, getting pleasure from this beautiful woman while a man who wanted me more than words can express could only watch and listen and dream of what he couldn’t have.

Emily licked and kissed my pussy, her talented mouth almost immediately sending me into orbit. I moaned and groaned, knowing those noises would only encourage everyone, making Nicola’s bedroom ring to the sound of pure sexual pleasure. And Emily only got more enthusiastic by the minute, plunging that talented tongue between my lips, coaxing more hot juices out of me to soak once again into the bedsheet beneath me.

It was unbelievable. Everything about it was beyond belief. Only that morning, I had still thought of Emily as just my friend and my roommate, and had never had a truly sexual thought about another woman. Now here I was, getting my pussy eaten to orgasm again by a sexy girl in lingerie. I couldn’t believe I was allowing it, and I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying it. But the multiple layers of what we were doing, the pleasure and frustration, the domination and desire, all worked together to make everything so unbelievably sexy. Ultimately, the pure desire was the only answer I needed to any question I might have had. It felt good. In fact, it felt far better than good. And that was all the justification I needed to carry on playing this crazy game.

Emily licked and kissed my pussy, her hands on my shaking thighs, and soon, I felt another orgasm blooming inside me. I couldn’t remember the last time anyone had made me cum this much or this hard, and my confusing thoughts about Emily were only getting more powerful every time she did this to me. My whole body trembled with passion and pleasure as her tongue slid in and out of me, as her nose and lips brushed my swollen clitoris, as she made my every nerve dance to her tune. I howled and screamed, I moaned and groaned, and the hot juices poured out of me into my roommate’s mouth as she ate me out again, sending me to heaven and back with her mouth and grinning up at me the whole time as she watched me cum.

Emily sat back, her bare ass on Alex’s chest as she waited for me to recover. I was almost sobbing with pleasure as I looked down at her, my whole body feeling lit up by this excitement. Even though I felt like I couldn’t take any more pleasure for the moment, the game was far from over. We were still embroiled in it, still in our roles, this dark drama still sweeping us all along with it.

“Oh my God, that was amazing, Emily,” I said, knowing that Alex was listening to my every word. “You lick pussy so much better than he does.”

“Of course I do,” Emily said, still sitting on chest like he was a piece of furniture. “He’s basically just useless in every way.”

“Maybe he just needs more practice. Pet, you know what to do. Get to work and make Mistress Emily cum. And you better do it quickly. The longer it takes, the more tempted I am to punish you.”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley,” Alex mumbled. And Emily giggled, but she played along.

She rose up on her knees again, shuffling forward so that her pussy was directly over Alex’s face. He raised his head from the floor, and I saw her eyelids flutter as he began to worship her sex.

I stood up. My legs felt like rubber, but I forced myself to stand, circling around until I was next to Alex with Emily sitting on his face. Already, she was letting out sexy little moans of excitement and pleasure, gripping his hair with one hand and rocking her hips back-and-forth on his face. I could hear the wet sound of his mouth servicing her pussy, could see her face turning red with excitement, and it all helped to keep me so turned on, so excited by everything that was happening. Sex had gotten so complicated in the last few days, especially today, with Emily doing her thing. But I welcomed those complications if this was how it felt, with all three of us so wildly turned on, never wanting this kinky game to stop.

My mind buzzed, and so did my blood, my whole body lit up with excitement as I contemplated a new idea. Alex was trapped under Emily’s body, reduced to nothing more than a toy to serve female pleasure. And there was his cock, still rockhard after Emily’s work with her high heel, bruised but stubbornly erect, just as desperate for us as ever. As I looked at it, I felt a kind of yawning ache low down in the pit of my stomach, and not for the first time, I found myself regretting the harsh rules that determined I couldn’t have sex with him. How much fun would it be, I thought to myself, to climb on top of him there and then ride his cock while Emily rode his face, making all his dreams come true?

But I didn’t do it.

Still, I’m not made of stone.

I crouched down beside them, enjoying the desperate moan that escaped his busy lips as I wrapped my hand around the shaft and slowly stroked him, just the way Emily sometimes did. And she laughed as she turned her smiling face over her shoulder to see what I was doing. As she turned around to face the bed again, I let go of his cock and stood up.

My legs shook a little as I walked across the bedroom, heading back toward Nicola’s walk-in closet. It had provided so much already, and in the grip of a new idea, I knew it could give us more. I felt a little guilty as I started opening drawers, going through her things, but the excitement I felt outweighed all of that.

I soon found what I was looking for. Grabbing a bright red lacy thong, I stepped out into the bedroom and walked over to the two people having sex right in front of me.

Emily watched me coming, that same grin on her pretty face. Alex, trapped underneath her, had no idea what I was doing. He was busy trying to please his mistress, desperately trying to make her cum to prove he had at least some use for us. And I kneeled on the floor beside him, pulling his wife’s underwear up his legs. As I pulled them up his body, I stuffed his balls inside, and he even raised his hips off the floor a little so that I could pull them up further. The string of the thong sank between the cheeks of his ass, and the elasticated waistband pinned his cock against his stomach, and he looked utterly ridiculous as he lay there underneath Emily, wearing feminine underwear, nothing more than a pathetic toy for us to play with.

Emily laughed too as she looked over her shoulder and saw what he was wearing. I stepped out of the room, hurrying downstairs to get my phone. Carrying it back to the bedroom, I took some photos of Emily sitting on his face with Alex wearing his wife’s panties.

A moment later, Emily came. I watched her whole body tighten, watched her arch her back in the creaking corset, her full weight on Alex’s face as she gave in to pure pleasure. He gasped and gulped underneath her as the fluids of her ecstasy poured out of her, coating his face in her mess. Then she climbed off him, gasping and struggling on the floor as she dismounted, leaving him staring up at the ceiling with his face shining with her pleasure.

I stood over him. Emily climbed up onto the bed, flopping down onto the mattress, trying to recover. And I stood on one foot, holding the other above Alex’s cum-covered face, almost experimentally. Without a word, his eyes locked on mine, he stuck out his tongue and started to lick the sole of the shoe I wore. And I smiled down at him triumphantly, knowing exactly what I had done, what I had reduced him to, and what I could do with him if I wanted to.

“Get up.”

I bossed him around just like Emily had, and just like he did for her, he followed my every command. Awkwardly, he rolled over to get his knees underneath him, his cuffed hands no help as he squirmed on the floor. Finally, he was able to stand, and when he did, I grabbed the leash close to his collar again and pulled him down to the bed just as I had before. I bent him over the headboard, then gripped the back of his neck, and with Emily watching, I started to spank this grown man, slapping his ass as hard as I could with my free hand.

“You naughty little loser,” I said between slaps as he grunted underneath me. “How dare you imagine having sex with goddesses like us? And look how long you took to make Mistress Emily cum. Pathetic.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress Ashley,” Alex murmured into the sheets while Emily howled with laughter. “I’ll do better next time, I promise.”

“I hope so,” I said, continuing my slapping. “It’s the greatest privilege of your life being allowed to make a woman cum, and you should be honored that we choose to use you that way.”

“I am, Mistress Ashley,” he moaned, squirming from my spanking as his ass began to redden.

“How did Emily’s cum taste, loser?”

“Amazing, Mistress Ashley,” Alex said, giving us what he knew was the only acceptable answer he could give. “Thank you for letting me taste you.”

“Oh my God,” Emily groaned, shaking her head. And I smiled at my friend as I finally stopped spanking Alex.

“Did you enjoy watching us have sex?”

“Oh my God, yes, Mistress. It was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

“Good. That means you probably want to watch us together again, doesn’t it?”

“Oh, yes, please, Mistress Ashley.”

The desperation in his voice was almost touching, and the pure sincerity told me he meant every word he said. It was like he really was addicted to us, like he really did worship us. He just wanted us so badly. Watching us have the sex he was denied was torture, but it was a blissful torture that he was addicted to, exactly the kind of torture he wanted to suffer.

Fine by me.

“Okay, well, you’ll need to earn that privilege. You’ll need to be a very good boy and do everything we say. Are you ready to do that, pet?”

I smacked his ass again, one more time. But I already knew the answer. And it wasn’t physical pain that was going to make him completely ours, that was going to make him bow and scrape and grovel and do everything we told him, no matter how disgraceful and humiliating it might be. It was that, the promise of getting to watch us together, getting to see us have sex and occasionally, just occasionally, getting to go down on us too. That was all the leverage we needed to keep this man as our humble slave.

“Yes, please, Mistress Ashley.”

There wasn’t much else he could say. But I knew he meant every word.

“Keep an eye on him,” I said to Emily.

“No problem.”

I turned and headed out of the bedroom, heading downstairs all the way to the basement to get the key to Alex’s handcuffs. When I returned to the bedroom, I saw he was still bent over the bed where I left him. The only thing that had changed was that Emily was resting her feet on his back, her shining boots crossed at the ankle as she sat back on the bed, a happy little smile on her pretty face, those incredible boobs rising and falling again with every breath she took.

Stepping toward him, I unlocked the handcuffs that held his wrists to his back. Emily lifted her legs off him, and he stood up slowly, looking at me, then at her. I didn’t seriously think he would resist. Not after everything we had done to him. It felt like we had truly broken his will, like we had made him completely subservient to us now, and that he wouldn’t dare to try and resist. Still, there was a tension in the air as I wondered if I had got that right.

Alex didn’t move as I unclipped the leash from his collar. I let it hang from the footboard where it was tied as I stood in front of him. I looked him in the eyes, almost as tall as he was in the high heels I had borrowed from his wife’s collection.

“Undress us.”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

Straightaway, Alex reached for the laces of the corset dress I wore. His hands trembled, and I could feel his excitement as he peeled his wife’s tiny little leather dress off me. It didn’t take a genius to know exactly what was going through his head. We had told him again and again we weren’t going to have sex with him, but I had learned that hope never fades in the heart of a horny man. And as he removed his wife’s dress and I stood in front of him naked, as I sat on the bed and raised one third, pointing my toes at him until he slid the high heel off my foot, I was happy to tease him with the possibility of something I knew I wasn’t going to give him.

He set the high heels down on the floor, next to the leather dress. I looked at him again, holding his gaze for just a few seconds.

“Now Mistress Emily.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Emily giggled as our submissive male slave kneeled on the floor beside the bed. He unzipped her tall boots and slid them off her legs, setting them down on the floor beside her. Then carefully, almost reverently, he began to pull down the fishnet stockings.

When that was done, Emily rolled over, lying down on her stomach on the bed. Alex stood up, bending over her to unlace the laces of the red corset. It took him a while, but clearly, he had done this before, and Emily sighed with relief as the tight garment finally relinquished its grip on her. She sat up, and Alex undid the clasps at the front and removed it completely, and she lay down on the bed beside me. Both of us totally naked, with his burning eyes locked on us both.

“Clean that stuff, and put it away,” I ordered. And as I spoke, I wrapped my arms around Emily’s naked body, feeling the warmth and softness of her skin as she embraced me back.

“Yeah, and when you’re done with that, make us both a sandwich,” Emily ordered, and I laughed at her dominant tone. After all, he had no choice but to obey.

Together, we watched him move around the room, collecting the clothing we had worn and returning it to its place in his wife’s closet. And while he did that, Emily turned her pretty face to me. She kissed my lips, more tenderly now than she had earlier, but still with the same pure passion. And I kissed her back, my head swimming, my heart full with this new development. I had no idea where things were going, had no real idea how I felt about her anymore. But there was no denying that no one had done to me in bed what she had done, and that made me feel close to this naked woman as she lay beside me, our arms wrapped around one another.

Alex, of course, couldn’t take his eyes off us as we lay in bed together. But we kissed like he wasn’t even there, snuggling up against each other and basking in the powerful emotions of the day. Not for the first time, I reflected that whatever happened next, nothing was ever going to be the same for us again.


Making Their Pet Watch

“What’s all that?”

Emily smiled at me as she shut the door of our apartment behind her, a pile of cardboard boxes at her feet.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “You’ll see.”

Already, after our last adventure with Alex, I had learned something that in hindsight was obvious, but had not occurred to me until that point. Getting sexually involved with your roommate means that the two of you are instantly living together. It’s like jumping a whole stage in a relationship. And more and more, that was how I was coming to feel about what was going on between us.

Things were different between me and Emily now, and I suppose that was inevitable. How could they not be, after what had happened?

I still didn’t know where I stood. I was still confused by all of it, still sure that I was somehow straight even after what I had done. But I was attracted to Emily now. I couldn’t deny it. I always knew she was a pretty girl, but now that prettiness had an effect on me it never used to. Now, instead of admiring it dispassionately, I was drawn to it.

And I couldn’t get the memories of what had happened between us out of my mind. Though speaking honestly, I didn’t particularly want to. They tugged at me all the time, whether she was there or not, sometimes keeping me up at night as I replayed what had been the wildest and most satisfying sex of my life.

That was something I had never seen coming. I had never imagined that it would be a woman who gave me the best orgasms I ever had, and certainly not my friend and roommate. What had happened had happened, and there was no changing that. And what had happened had given me all these complex feelings that were difficult to understand, let alone navigate. But sometimes, if only to reassure myself, I decided that really, it was all quite simple. We were having fun. We were having amazing sex. No one was getting hurt who didn’t want to be. In my better, calmer, more rational moments, that seemed like all I needed to think about.

But we still hadn’t really talked about what had happened, her and me. Once we were finally finished playing with Alex, after lots more teasing for him and lots more pleasure for us, we had left him alone in that big empty house without his wife. We hadn’t let him cum, at least not in our presence. But this time, we hadn’t left him tied up or caged either. I imagined that Alex would be thinking of us and what we had shown him while he jerked himself off, giving himself the release we had made him crave, yet still knowing it couldn’t compare to the real thing. It couldn’t possibly compare to the sex I had had with my roommate, the wild orgasms Emily had coaxed and teased out of my body, and just because that was a sentence I never expected to hear myself think didn’t change the reality of it one little bit.

And now, everything seemed loaded with new significance. Every word, every look that passed between us carried its echo of what we had done, whether we meant to or not. We might not have talked about it, might not have fully done the work of coming to terms with what had happened. But it wasn’t like we could pretend it wasn’t real.

Emily carried her new packages toward her room, a happy little smile on her pretty face. And that smile, along with her teasing little comments, left me in no doubt. She was preparing for something, and I could only imagine it was something sexy. And that, of course, sent another shockwave of desire and excitement through me as I sat on the sofa in our shared apartment. As hard as it was to know what was going on with us lately, as impossible as it was to put into words the way I felt these days, I could never even try to deny how much it turned me on.

Her packages put away, Emily emerged from her bedroom. My phone in my hand, I watched her walk across the living room and sit down on the sofa beside me. Maybe I was imagining the new spring in her step, the new swagger in her walk, but I doubted it. What we had done lingered in her memory just like it did in mine, fueling this ever-present excitement that hovered between us all the time now, a ghost we couldn’t lay to rest. Even if we had wanted to.

“Are we going to see our pet later?”

Emily smiled as she asked the question, and I couldn’t keep myself from smiling as I answered it.

“I don’t see why not. Why? What do you have planned?”

Emily just smiled that mischievous smile again.

“You’ll see,” she said.

*****

Together, we took a rideshare to Alex’s house. We didn’t tell him we were coming; intuitively, both of us seemed to understand that surprise was all part of the game. As if he had no right to know our comings and goings. We would show up whenever we wanted to, whenever we felt like, and he had better be ready to serve us at a moment’s notice.

It didn’t even occur to me until we were already in the car that since he wasn’t physically restrained, he might not even be at home. He might’ve gone out somewhere. The more I played with him, the easier it became to objectify him completely, to forget that he was a real person with a real life instead of just a kind of living sex toy for me and, now, my friend, or whatever Emily was to me now. But no matter how real this game between us had come to feel, it wasn’t the only reality in life.

But in the end, I didn’t need to worry. As we let ourselves through the front door of his house, I could hear him coming toward the door to greet us. He had to know it was us. His wife still wasn’t due back for a long time, and who else would so audaciously wander into his home as if it was their own?

What he couldn’t know was who it would be coming through the doorway toward him, whether was me or Emily or both of us. But as he came around the corner and saw us both standing there, with Emily carrying some of her mysterious packages in her arms, his face lit up. We all knew what was on his mind. We all knew exactly what he wanted. And we all knew that in some sense, at least, he was going to get it.

“Hi, loser,” Emily said, not even trying to keep the laughter out of her voice. And I laughed along with her. Even Alex smiled.

I had noticed before that he started these sessions with a lot more confidence and self-possession than he ended them with. When he was fully clothed, before things really started, he was just a normal person, not our submissive sex pet, and when that happened, I got a glimpse of the man beneath. Another reminder that he was a real person, not just our sex slave. But after all, we weren’t there to enjoy his sparkling personality. We were there to make him submit.

“Hi, Mistress Emily.”

“At least you haven’t forgotten your manners,” I said. Again, I felt that urge within me that was almost competitive, an urge to prove that I could keep up with Emily and Nicola and be just as sexy and dominant as they were. I might be in competition with them, but it was Alex I took it out on. Of course, being who he was, he was absolutely fine with that.

“Although it looks to me like you’re wearing way too many clothes,” I said as I looked him up and down with what I intended to be an expression of disdain and scorn. “I don’t remember saying you could be dressed in our presence.”

The smile didn’t leave Alex’s face. Right there in the hallway, he reached for his clothing, starting to undress in front of us. I did my best not to smile at Emily as he obeyed my command, trying to act the way I knew a dominatrix should, as if this was all a foregone conclusion. As if I knew he would have to obey. And Emily stood beside me, both of us dressed in our street clothes, watching the show as this man disrobed in front of us.

“Haha, he’s already getting hard!”

Emily wasn’t wrong. As Alex pushed down his pants and his underwear, we could see his cock, already thickening with excitement, already rising just from being in our presence.

When he was completely naked, Emily hefted the boxes she held under her arm.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go upstairs.”

In command as always, she didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she stepped forward, her packages under one arm, her other hand reaching out toward Alex. She took hold of his cock in midstride, not even slowing down as she headed for the stairs. And he had no choice but to shuffle after her, led along by his manhood as if it was a short leash, in her hand and under her control.

It was sexy. There was no denying that. Seeing her take him in hand, watching her take total control from the minute she walked through the front door of his home, made her seem powerful and dominant and in charge, and those were all things I was finding myself attracted to in her.

Emily led Alex up the stairs, and I followed along behind them, my excitement growing with every step we climbed. I didn’t know what my beautiful roommate had in mind, but I knew the general gist. We were going to her control of him, going to toy with him and tease him and drive the point of madness all over again. And he was going to absolutely love every minute of it.

Emily led Alex to the bedroom. Guiding him toward the foot of the bed, she let go of his cock. Then she set her packages down on the mattress and started to tear them open. Seized by curiosity, I stood beside her, watching as she reached into the cardboard boxes and started pulling items out.

Nicola already had more than enough restraints to keep her husband in line, but it seemed Emily wanted some of her own, because the first thing she pulled out was two pairs of steel handcuffs. She handed one to me, and nodded toward Alex, and I smiled as I took her meaning. I stepped toward him, circling around him while Emily stood on his other side. He looked from her to me and back again, the smile finally gone from his face, looking more nervous now as we both reached out toward his arms.

But he didn’t try to resist. He let us lock the handcuffs around his wrists, then stretch out his arms toward the footboard of the bed. Following Emily’s lead, I chained his hand to the bed frame, making him our prisoner once again.

“That’s better. Right where you belong.”

As she spoke, Emily stepped closer to Alex, and he kept his hungry eyes on her as she reached out and took hold of his cock again. She stroked it a few times, teasing him easily to full hardness, but by now, I suspected he knew she wasn’t going to give him what he wanted. Just as he started to groan in pleasure, she took her hand away. Then she turned toward me with a smile of delight on her face. She raised her hand and crooked a finger, beckoning me toward her.

Circling around Alex, I moved toward her. And when I got close, she reached out toward me, placing her hands on my hips and pulling me toward her. I smiled as she pressed her lips against mine, kissing me for the first time since we had had sex in this very room.

Was it all a show for Alex? I didn’t really know. I knew that that was at least part of it, though. That teasing him and turning him on was a big part of why Emily did these things with me. Still, that didn’t feel like the whole story. We would never have gone this far if we didn’t enjoy it too. And as my roommate kissed me again, as I felt that same excitement rising inside me as I had the last time we played like this, I knew there was more to this than just showing Alex what he couldn’t have.

But there was no denying that that was a huge part of the fun, too.

Emily’s hands moved over my body. And mine moved over hers. And I feel that sexual tension growing between us, that rising excitement that swept us both up like a wave and pushed us on toward the most incredible pleasure. Her busy hands plucked at my clothes, and soon, she was undressing me. I did the same, peeling off her T-shirt, pushing her jeans down the floor so that she could step out of them. Soon, with our lips still locked together, we were entangled, our bodies pressed against one another, our excitement rising by the second.

And of course, Alex watched it all. I didn’t need to look at him to feel his eyes on us, taking in every teasing, frustrating detail. His cock rock hard, his arms bound to the bed frame, unable to touch us or touch himself or do anything about the show that was taking place in front of him.

Emily pulled off my shirt and caressed my breasts, and my nipples hardened to her touch, pressing against the fabric of my bra. Soon, she reached around behind my back and unfastened the clasp of that, sliding it down my arms to free my boobs. And I did the same with hers, the soft flesh of our breasts pressed together as we embraced, her tongue sliding into my mouth the whole time, my lips moving against hers.

Arousal was flowing through me in great waves, and whether we were putting on a show or not, I knew the same was true for her. You couldn’t fake kisses like that. You couldn’t fake the hunger I could feel in every movement of her body against mine, the increasing frantic feeling we both had of needing sex with each other right at that moment, as if we would die without it.

Emily slipped her fingers under the waistband of my panties and pulled them down. I smiled as she did it, knowing what came next. Or at least, thinking that I did. But my roommate loved to surprise me. And she stepped away from me, that sexy smile I was coming to know so well on her face as she moved toward the bed, naked now except for her own panties, a visible patch of dampness at the front of the fabric.

She reached into one of her boxes, and I bit my lip in excitement, eager to find out what she had in there. But nothing we had done up to that point prepared me for what I saw, and I gasped as she pulled out a big dildo, an obscene fake cock mounted on some kind of harness.

I’m not naïve. My racing mind quickly put together what Emily had planned as she stood in front of me, grinning and holding the toy by its shaft. I watched as she pulled her panties down, letting them fall to the floor and stepping out of them.

“Are you serious?” I said. Even though I couldn’t keep the smile off my face as I spoke.

Emily nodded.

“Absolutely,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about this nonstop since last time. I want to fuck you, Ashley. And I want our little pet here to watch.”

There was no way around it. What she was saying was unbelievably hot. I felt a flush of excitement rising to my cheeks as she spoke, a wave of real and genuine heat coming over me. What she was saying was just as outrageous as she intended it to be. But it was so sexy too. To be wanted like that, desired not only by poor submissive Alex, but also by this dominant goddess. It was a turn-on that sent a jolt through my naked body, making my pussy spasm as my juices began to flow again.

Still smiling at me, Emily started to feed the back end of the toy into her own body. I could see that there was a projection there, and she groaned just a little as she pushed it into her pussy, lubricated by her own free-flowing juices. Our excitement was like a mirror for each other, pushing us onward into uncharted territory, and as Emily stood in front of me with that crazy toy in her hand, I couldn’t deny that I wanted exactly what she did. I wanted her to fuck me.

And I definitely, definitely wanted Alex to watch.

The fake cock stuck out from her otherwise ultra-feminine body. As I looked at her with almost unbearable excitement, it felt like I was getting the best of both worlds. A gorgeous soft girly body to play with, combined with a tool I didn’t doubt could make me feel incredible pleasure.

But again, as much as that dominant attitude of hers turned me on, I wanted to hold onto my own sense of sexual power. I wanted to show both her and Alex that I could still take control. And so I placed my hands on Emily’s shoulders, forcibly turning her around so that she had her back to the bed. Then I pushed her down onto the mattress. She sat, the dildo rising up from between her sexy legs, my pussy already wet and ready for it.

I climbed onto the bed, climbing on top of my friend. I straddled her, sitting in her lap. I felt the fake cock pressing against my damp pussy, and I reached down and took it in my hand, stroking it as if it were real, as if she could feel it the way Alex could when she touched him so casually and possessively.

Emily grinned up at me, her eyes looking deep into mine. And I swept my hair back from my face as I turned my smile on Alex. Just as I had known it would be, his face was an absolute picture of frustration and desire, his eyes wide and his mouth open as he watched me sitting naked in my friend’s lap. And I held his eyes, still smiling what I hoped was a sexy little smile as I took Emily’s cock in my hand and guided it into my waiting pussy.

It felt amazing. Of course, I fully expected that it would. And of course, it wasn’t just the toy inside me. It was the whole kinky situation I was in, what we were doing and the way we were doing it. The fact that we were tormenting this desperate man by having sex in front of him, the idea that our pleasure caused him such pain, and that he was addicted to exactly that kind of pain.

I knew, the moment Emily’s big cock slid into my dripping pussy, it wasn’t going to take her long to make me cum. And I clenched my thighs, draping my arms around her shoulders as I moved up and down on top of her at the same time. I bent my face down toward hers, kissing her as I rode her cock. And she wrapped her arms around my waist, holding me close, those strange but delicious feelings of pleasure and intimacy rising inside both of us again.

At the bottom of the bed, Alex moaned. I laughed at the sound of his desperation, and so did Emily, both of us chuckling against each other’s lips. And it only spurred us on to do more. I rode up and down on top of her more aggressively now, and my laughter was soon replaced by groans of excitement, my pussy clenching around her cock, my juices shining on the silicone shaft.

I came just like that, moaning my wild pleasure into my roommate’s mouth, my juices flowing out over the toy buried inside me, shining on Emily’s thighs. I almost crushed her mouth against mine as my orgasm tore through me, leaving me breathless and gasping. And she was the same. The end of the dildo buried inside her had done its job, keeping her on fire with the same pleasure I felt. I hadn’t made her cum; not quite. But by the expression on her face, by the light in her eyes, I knew she had gotten close. And that only made my own excitement more pure and powerful as I sat in her lap, her toy still buried inside me, my body glowing with the climax I had just had.

Emily reached down, grabbing me by the hips, her cock still buried inside me. She rolled me over on the bed, and I squealed with excitement as she manhandled me, throwing me down on the mattress. She climbed on top of me, grinning wickedly, the fake cock in her hand shining with the juices of my orgasm.

“Wait,” I said as she climbed on top of me. She wasn’t the only one who could have sexy ideas. And the naughtiness of what I had in mind filled me with excitement, driving me on toward more desperate pleasure all the time.

I rolled over on the bed, climbing onto my hands and knees. Emily laughed as she saw what I had in mind, and I moved across the mattress so that I was at the foot of the bed, facing Alex. He stared at me as I smiled at him, and I knew he could see the excitement shining in my face, the unmistakable flush of orgasm glowing on my cheeks. An orgasm he couldn’t have. An orgasm he hadn’t given me. Naked as I was, I felt so powerful, so in control, so desirable. Just the way a dominatrix should.

“Get on your knees, loser,” I ordered, pointing to the floor as I spoke. And the note of dominance in my voice impressed me almost as much as it seemed to impress Emily.

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

It amused me how I had never told Alex to call me that. He had just started doing it spontaneously, once Emily had insisted that he address her like that. I didn’t stop him. After all, it sounded so good to me, so unbelievably sexy. I was a dominant mistress, and I was a petsitter for a submissive man, there to tease and humiliate him and remind him of his male inferiority. In that moment, on fire with pleasure, there was nothing I wanted more.

“Watch. Watch her fuck me with a real cock, not like the pathetic little thing you have between your legs.”

Behind me, Emily burst out laughing. I hardly knew where the words were coming from, only that they seemed right in the moment. And Alex kneeled in front of me, gazing up at me with a look of almost adoration on his face. As if, even after everything we had done, everything I had put him through, he couldn’t believe the things I was saying.

But that mood was on me, that feeling of total power I craved. I was so horny, so ready for what was coming. And I felt the weight of Emily’s body dent the mattress underneath me as she took up a position behind me, knowing exactly what to do.

Again, my roommate held me by my hips. I groaned as I felt the head of her fake cock pressing against the wet entrance of my sex. It would have felt good anyway, but with Alex helplessly watching, it felt like heaven. A heaven built on cruelty and denial, but that nastiness, that darkness, just made it better somehow.

Emily slid her fat cock inside me. She did it slowly, making me feel every inch of her as the thick toy spread the wet walls of my pussy apart. And I groaned from deep in my throat, gasping and moaning to let Alex know just how good she was making me feel.

My eyes rolled back in my head. My pussy clenched around the toy, my free-flowing juices easily lubricating our sex. Emily tightened her grip on my hips, her fingertips pressing into my skin as she fucked me harder. And soon, the bed was shaking to the force of her thrusts, Nicola’s bedroom ringing with the noise of my pleasure as I moaned and gasped and screamed in pure ecstasy.

Alex moaned too, though for completely different reasons. He was so frustrated, so desperately horny, his cock pointing up at me from where he kneeled at the foot of the bed, his arms outspread by the bondage he was in as if he wanted to reach out and embrace us both. But of course, he couldn’t. All he could do was watch as my roommate fucked me to yet another thunderous orgasm.

And as I crouched on my hands and knees, moaning and gasping with Emily behind me, I heard her cum, too. The powerful thrusts she was driving into my body had taken her over the edge, and her moans and shrieks of pleasure merged with mine. We had had amazing sex before, of course, but somehow, this managed to exceed even that. It felt so primal, so thrilling, and somehow so right, too. I felt so full of her, so bonded with her now, those confusing but intense feelings I had toward her only growing more powerful with every orgasm she gave me.

Emily sighed. I moaned in pleasure as she pulled that thick cock out of me. And as she sat back on the mattress, I crawled forward a little, even closer to Alex.

I looked him right in the eye. It felt almost like I could feel his shame and humiliation, his pure frustration, just by meeting his gaze. And I paused, just for a moment, holding onto that feeling, letting the excitement build.

“See that, loser?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

“Aren’t you a lucky little pet, getting to watch your mistresses fuck?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

But Alex didn’t sound like he felt lucky at all. He sounded completely miserable, so frustrated, so turned on, so unable to do anything about any of it. And I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing, and so did Emily, basking in our total control over our submissive male pet.


Date Night For The Girls

“What are you doing on Friday?”

I lifted my head at Emily’s question. I had been minding my business, sitting on the sofa, playing around on my phone.

Don’t take that as any form of innocence, though. At this point, I probably don’t need to tell you the kind of thoughts that were happening in my brain. Thoughts of kinky sex, of dominant power, of the crazy things we had said and done over the last few days. Where would it all lead? I had no idea. And of course, that was part of the thrill.

But there was no denying to myself that things had changed. In fact, everything had changed. No matter what else happened from this point forward, I couldn’t escape the feeling that I was embarking on a whole new chapter of life. That’s a feeling that will always be exciting.

So even though it was just a regular day of sitting around the house, or at least it looked like that from the outside, really, there was nothing normal about it. And these days, any time Emily and I were in the same room, there was a new tension in the air, the wild crackle of desire.

I still wasn’t 100% comfortable with the truth of that or the implications of what it might mean for my life going forward. But that didn’t change the reality. She turned me on, and being in her presence reminded me of all the things we had done, and it only made her sexier to me. From never having been attracted to a woman before, I was finding myself completely enchanted by my roommate, now that she had this dominant side to her. And this dominant side in me, too.

Was that what we were now? Two bisexual dominatrixes? It seemed that way. And I knew there were men out there who would lose their minds over that idea. In fact, there was one of them rattling around the house all by himself, ready and willing as always to submit to us completely.

Of course, that wasn’t exactly a thought that helped me calm down any.

So when I lifted my head at Emily’s words, my eyes caught hers, and I felt that little stab of excitement all over again. That illicit thrill that was all the more exciting for being slightly taboo, and certainly completely unexpected.

As far as I knew, Emily didn’t have any more experience of being with girls than I did. Though honestly, I hadn’t asked. And if she had any doubts or questions about what was happening between us, she didn’t show it. She acted like this was all completely normal. Often these days, I would surprise a certain look on her face, a gleeful little smile, and in those moments, I knew exactly what she was thinking. The same things I was thinking, the same images and memories and fantasies that kept my pussy wet throughout the day, that kept me in the state of almost constant arousal, that kept me barely able to even understand what was going on in my life anymore.

With everything that happened between us, I had no idea what to expect. I had no idea what might happen next, or what might be on Emily’s devious mind. But I felt that same excitement flowing through me as I answered her.

“I don’t know yet. Did you have something in mind?”

Emily grinned, and her eyes flickered over me. Not just my face, but my body as well, as if she was mentally undressing me. And of course, that idea sent another shivering thrill through me, knowing it was probably true. My friend, my roommate, was having dirty thoughts about me, and it made me have the same dirty thoughts about her. My pussy spasmed as if in memory of what she had done to me, how she had made me cum over and over again while our pathetic male pet watched the whole sexy display, unable to do a single thing about it. Unable to take what he wanted and enjoy even a fraction of the pleasure we were having.

“Yeah, I do. I want to take you to dinner.”

I didn’t know what I was expecting. I wasn’t expecting anything in particular, I supposed. But Emily’s words came as a surprise. Perhaps they would’ve been less surprising if she had suggested more kinky sex, more teasing and torture of our submissive male pet. What she was suggesting instead was so pedestrian, so seemingly ordinary, and in a weird way, it was almost kinkier than what I might’ve thought was coming.

“What, like on a date?”

“Yeah. A date, if you want to call it that. Sure. I mean, we’re already having great sex, so I feel like we may as well do the other stuff, too.”

I paused, but not for long. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. Anymore than I could keep wild ideas from galloping through my mind at breakneck speed, the memories and images of everything we had done seeming more like unreal fantasies. But I knew it was all true. I knew it was all real. As crazy as it might be, we really had done all of that. And Emily was right. We had had some great sex, and it had made me feel far closer to my friend than I ever had before. It seemed like we were stumbling into a romantic relationship, but was that such a bad thing? We were already close friends. We already lived together. We were already having sex. I could put whatever label I liked on it, but it wouldn’t change the reality that we were basically dating now anyway.

And what girl doesn’t like to be taken out from time to time?

“Okay,” I giggled.

“Awesome. Wear something sexy. Something I’ll enjoy peeling off you later.”

I felt my cheeks burning as Emily smiled at me. I knew she wasn’t joking. And I knew that I wanted exactly what she was offering me. More of that crazy sex, more of that unrivaled excitement. It seemed it took a submissive male pet and a really unusual job to open us up to each other like this, but in the end, I knew the details didn’t really matter. What mattered was the end result.

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” I said, laughing as I spoke, imitating Alex’s easy submission to a woman who was now, it seemed, my girlfriend.

Emily’s smile grew even deeper as I spoke.

When Friday came, I left the house early. Emily was still out, not yet home from work, and that was what I wanted. Honestly, the excitement and sexual tension between the two of us was so powerful these days that I almost didn’t trust myself around her. Had she been there, with the two of us knowing how much we wanted each other, I was willing to bet that we would’ve ended up on top of each other in a matter of minutes. And even though that was ultimately what I wanted, even though we were both totally honest about that being exactly where the night was headed, part of me craved the buildup. The seduction of it all, I knew, was part of the point. And I knew it was the same for Emily too. After all, why else would she ask me out on a date when we could just as easily have started having sex straightaway at home?

And I had a plan. Like I was in competition with my roommate and with Nicola to prove that I could be just as devious a dominatrix as they could. And Alex was the unfortunate recipient of all that dominant energy. Lucky for him, then, that we all knew how much he loved it.

I left the house early, a bag packed with makeup and toiletries and several outfit options. And I took a car to Alex’s house, arriving unannounced like I always did, hoping he would be home.

He was. As I stepped through the door, he came to greet me, the way he always did, and as always, I saw that excitement in his eyes that matched my own. I knew he had a life outside of our kinky games, that he was a real person with a job and responsibilities and responsibilities, but often, it didn’t feel like that. It felt like he was always at this house, just waiting for us to come and play with him, ready to drop whatever he was doing at a moment’s notice and kneel at our feet.

“Hi, loser,” I said, pulling my bag into the hallway with me as I closed the door behind me.

“Hi, Mistress Ashley.”

“Get naked. Now.”

I snapped my fingers as I spoke, and the smile never shifted from Alex’s face as he began to pull at his clothes. In seconds, he was naked in front of me, his cock hanging down between his legs but steadily thickening and ripening just at the sight of me. I felt another flush of excitement as I looked at it, the obvious sign of his passion, the force that kept him in our power, compelled to do whatever we said, even though he knew I was never going to have sex with him. Just serving us was the closest he ever got.

“Come.”

Leaving his clothes in a pile in the entryway, I headed toward the stairs. And of course, he followed, his excitement rising along with his thickening cock.

As we reached the bottom of the stairs, a new idea came to me, and I almost berated myself for not thinking of it before. Why should a mistress have to carry her own bags?

“Take that.”

And of course, Alex did, wordlessly picking up my bag at the foot of the stairs as I continued to climb ahead of him. I knew he was looking at me, could feel his eyes roaming over my body. I wasn’t wearing anything too provocative, either, but I knew that for him, it didn’t matter. He had wanted me from the first moment he laid eyes on me, and it seemed like that desire only grew over time. The more crazy, kinky stuff we did with him, the more excited he got just to be in our presence.

And even though I had had so much fun introducing Emily to my borrowed little pet, it was nice to be alone with him again. Nice to know it was only me he was looking at, only my commands he was following. Being alone in a big house with a naked, horny man, yet knowing that everything that happened from this point forward was completely up to me, and only me.

I led him up the stairs, down the hallway, toward his own bedroom. The scene of so much wild pleasure in the past few days, the scene of things I knew I would never forget. I had him set the bag on the bed, and I opened it, pulling out my things. Then, I turned to face the naked man in front of me, the tension between us absolutely unmistakable as I began to reach for my own clothes.

I undressed in front of Alex. His eyes moved over my body, a reaction was both completely predictable and still somehow incredibly exciting. I tried to keep my breathing slow as I stood in front of him completely naked. Even though he had seen that many times, and much more, it still had that charge of excitement about it, that unbelievable thrill.

But that was just the beginning.

Leaning toward the bed, I grabbed the bag of toiletries I had packed.

“Come with me.”

Completely naked, I turned and walked across the bedroom, heading toward the en suite bathroom. I didn’t need to turn and look to know that he was following me. I smiled, invisibly to him, at the thought of him hurrying after me with his cock rockhard, pointing toward me as if to identify what it desired.

Alex watched as I climbed into the shower of his en suite bathroom, turning on the water and letting it cascade over my body. As I swept my wet hair back from my face, I smiled at him. The water felt good, but not nearly as good as his eyes on me, his seeming addiction to the way I looked fueling my confidence as I displayed my body in front of him.

“Come in here.”

Alex actually gulped before stepping into the shower with me. I could see the strain on his face, and it was absolutely delicious. He wasn’t the only one battling temptation. By now, I was so turned on that once again, I found myself questioning whether it would really be that bad to give him what he so clearly wanted.

But by now, I knew from experience that the waiting was all part of the game.

I had brought a razor with me, and I handed it to him without a word. He got the message. Right there in his own shower, he dropped to his knees and started shaving my legs. And I stood above him, his face so close to my pussy with warm water running over my skin, almost trembling with excitement at the thought of just how truly in control I was. He had no chance, no power to resist me, seemingly no ability to do anything other than what he was told. And by now, that was nothing new, but it still gave me a wild energy to think about it, to experience it all over again for myself.

I washed myself while he shaved my legs, heedless of the soapy water dripping down on him. And when I was done in the shower, I stepped past his kneeling form and went to the mirror to apply my makeup.

Rising from his knees and stepping out of the shower, Alex watched me as he toweled himself off, his cock as rockhard as ever. But I ignored him for now, letting him watch me apply my makeup, letting him just stand there, awaiting further instructions.

Finally, I turned to him.

“I have a hot date tonight. You’re going to help me look my best.”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

His response was immediate, drilled into him by now. It made me want to squeal with joy, how well we had him trained. I stepped past him, out of the bathroom, back into the bedroom and toward the bed where the clothes I had brought still lay in my suitcase.

I took them out one by one, casting a critical eye over all of them. My excitement was just as potent as ever as I wracked my brain for what I would look best in. What Emily would like. She had been plenty clear that she wanted me to look good, and so did I. I wanted to turn her on. And the best way I could think do that, or certainly the most fun way, was to turn on my poor male pet first.

Alex watched as I wiggled my way into my underwear. A black lace thong and push-up bra set, underwear designed to look good on its own and enhance my natural assets. Putting lingerie on was part of the process of getting excited for my date, helping me to feel like the desirable woman Emily wanted me to be.

“Kneel,” I ordered, carelessly pointing to the floor beside the bed. And of course, Alex did as he was told. He dropped to his knees on the floor, gazing up at me like I was some kind of goddess he was desperate to worship. Meanwhile, I ignored him for the time being, focusing my attention instead on what I was going to wear. But the feeling of him watching me occupied my brain all the same, never letting me forget that he was there, wanting me desperately, craving the body I was showing him so much of as I stood over him in his own bedroom.

“Emily wants something sexy to peel off me later,” I said, still not looking directly at him. “You can help me find something suitable.”

And I picked up a pair of leather pants I had never had the courage to wear before.

Alex’s eyes were, of course, locked onto me as he watched me slide the pants on. They were tight; they were meant to be. And they hugged the curves of my hips and my thighs and my butt just the way they were meant to as I stood over him, shifting my weight to let him see me from every possible angle.

They were definitely sexy, no denying that. I had thought of combining them with a black tank top, and I pulled that down over my head, rolling it down over my body, Alex watching the way my breasts pressed against the dark fabric with my cleavage showing in the neckline. I turned to him, raising my eyebrows in an unspoken question.

“So sexy, Mistress Ashley.”

Truthfully, it wasn’t like he could say much else. Still, I smiled as I heard him speak, not just at the words he chose, but the way he said them. It was like I could hear all that desperation in his voice, could hear how hungry he was for my body as he looked me over in my outfit, and even though he had seen me completely naked just moments before, he was still looking at me as if he had never seen anything so beautiful in his life.

“Yeah? You like that one?”

“You look amazing.”

Even coming from him, it still felt nice to hear. Stepping past him, I headed toward Nicola’s walking closet to check myself out in the mirror. The leather pants creaked as I shifted from foot to foot, checking out my appearance, watching the light shine on the curves of my body. Alex wasn’t exactly an unbiased source, but I could see straightaway that he was right. The outfit was as provocative as I knew it would be, the tight pants clinging to my body and showing off my form. But I wasn’t ready to commit yet. Stepping out of the closet and heading back toward the bed, I stripped off my new outfit and tossed it down on the mattress.

Next was something else I had never worn before, a maroon dress with a scooped neckline. The skirt was quite long, kneelength in fact, but the dress was designed to stretch itself around my body, made of elasticated fabric that I knew would conform to my every curve. Another outfit that I might once have lacked the courage to wear. But now, inspired by the desire both Alex and Emily felt for me, I could feel my confidence growing.

In bra and panties again, I pulled the stretching fabric over my body. It was already tight before I made Alex zip the dress up. As he touched me, I could feel his hands trembling, his desire for me manifesting itself as this seemingly uncontrollable shaking. It only made me feel even more amazing. And I didn’t comment as I felt his hard cock press once or twice against my ass. I knew all of it would only serve to make him even more desperate for me, and that was exactly what I wanted.

Turning to face him, I struck a pose, feeling the tightness of the dress around me with every move I made. Reaching into my bag, I pulled out a pair of stiletto heels and handed them to him. I smiled at him, not saying a word. Not needing to. He knew his task.

He sank back to his knees on the floor again, and I placed one hand on the top of his head for balance as I lifted a foot. He slid my high heel on, and I switched feet so that he could do the other. Even taller now, I loomed over him even more, running my fingers through his hair as I grinned down at him.

“I think I know what you’re going to say to this one.”

“But it’s true, Mistress Ashley. You look so sexy right now, it’s not even fair.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at his words. Because the tone of his voice left me in no doubt that he meant them. He was being 100% sincere, just that desperate for me and my body, teased to the point of madness by what I was wearing.

“It’s not supposed to be fair, loser,” I said with a grin. “This is how we keep you under control. Kiss.”

I pointed down toward my feet as I spoke, and Alex looked at me with an almost angry expression on his face, but he did as he was told. Still kneeling, he bowed almost to the ground and pressed his lips to the toes of my shoes, one after another. And I grinned more broadly at this show of submission, another in a long line of defeats for him and victories for me.

Leaving him kneeling, I stepped past him and headed back toward the mirror. From the moment I saw my reflection in it, I knew the dress was the right choice. The leather pants were sexy, and gave me that dominatrix vibe, but the dress was incredible. Seeing it now had me wondering why I didn’t wear it more often. And a shiver ran through me at the thought of Emily peeling this garment off me like she had said she would. What a thrill that would be.

I strode back into the bedroom, swaying in my high heels, the dress tightening around me with every step. There was Alex, on his knees by the bed right where I had left him, staring at me open-mouthed, as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. With my head down, my makeup on, my dress looking flawless, I was feeling incredibly excited for the night that lay ahead. And knowing Emily wasn’t the only one who wanted me, but was the only one who would be getting to have me, made it even more delicious than it already would have been.

Walking back toward Alex, I stood over him. Reaching down, I grabbed a fistful of his hair again and tilted his head toward me. He was already looking at me, of course. As if he had no choice, as if he couldn’t possibly look anywhere else. Still, in that moment, I wanted his full attention, and I knew exactly how to get it.

“Good boy,” I said. “Where’s your credit card?”

Alex blinked, just once, as he looked at me.

“My credit card?”

“You don’t expect women like us to pay for ourselves, do you? I’ve never been on a date with a woman before, so I was wondering who should pay. And then it came to me. My little pet. I want you thinking of us out there, having a great time with your money, while you stay here all alone. Now, go get your card.”

Alex hesitated. I breathed slowly, even that slight motion making my dress feel even tighter. In that moment, I wasn’t at all sure if he would do as I said. Maybe I had pushed him too far. And that thought was as thrilling as any I had had as I stood over my little pet, waiting to see how he handled my latest command.

But then, without saying a word, he stood. I watched his cock swaying laughably between his legs as he headed downstairs. While I waited, I went to take another look in the mirror, looking at my dress to make sure it sat properly on my body. But I looked great. I knew it. At the risk of sounding conceited, I was thrilled with my appearance. And if you can’t be confident when you’re dominating someone, when can you?

Alex soon returned, just as naked as he had been previously. Again, his cock swayed from side to side with every step as he walked toward me. I grinned as I saw his credit card in his hand, and took it from him without even a word of thanks.

“You’re going to be thinking about me all night, aren’t you?” I said as I ran my hands over the curves of my body so teasingly displayed in that tight dress again.

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

“Of course you are. And we’re going to have so much fun on our dates, knowing you’re back here wanting us both, and knowing you can’t have us.”

With that, I stepped away from him. Leaving my bag on his bed, I headed for the door. Reaching it, I turned to look back at him, fixing him with a smile while he stared at me with that same look of desperation and something like astonishment on his face.

“You should be happy. You know you love it when we girls get satisfied.”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley, I do, but…”

“But what? Are you jealous? You wish it was you taking me out on a date, and not her?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

“Aww, poor pet. You know you don’t get to do that. Besides, you’re married. You shouldn’t be thinking like that about other women.”

“I know, Mistress Ashley, but I can’t help it.”

“I know you can’t,” I said softly. “But try to keep your hands off yourself while we’re out on a date, okay? You never know. Maybe we might feel like having some fun with you later tonight.”

I couldn’t help laughing as I spoke, just from the look on his face. He looked so excited at what I was saying, as if even that weak promise was enough to fill his heart with hope. And, still chuckling, I turned out of the room, swaying my way down the hall in my high heels and tight dress, feeling as sexy as I ever had as I headed toward my date with Emily.


After Their Date

I couldn’t remember the last time I was so excited to go on a date. For lots of reasons. And one of them, unquestionably, was because of Alex’s involvement. He looked totally forlorn as I headed out of his house, distraught at seeing me go. Desperately wanting me to stay and play, even knowing as he did by now that the sex was absolutely off the table.

And that made me feel great. As always, teasing and denying him made me feel powerful and sexy in exactly the way you want to when you’re heading out on a date.

And of course, this was a date unlike any other I had ever been on.

Emily was my friend, my roommate, long before I had ever considered anything romantic with her. But she had also given me some of the best sex of my life. Of course, Alex had been part of that too, in his own way. Just having him there, watching, made everything that much more exciting.

And now things were shifting to another new phase. I could feel it. Having had sex with Emily had been enough on its own, but somehow, the idea of going on an actual date with her seemed just as transgressive, if in a different way.

I took a cab to the restaurant, paying for it with Alex’s credit card. Just as I hoped it would, that also gave me a little thrill, using his money to do something I knew was teasing him even more. Of course, for me, it was a matter of practicality, too. Nicola hadn’t paid me yet for my pet sitting services, and my bank balance was looking pretty bleak.

I barely thought about that. That was another of the gifts this situation had given me. Ever since I met Nicola and Alex, this game was almost all I thought of, not my job prospects. Just sex and pleasure and cruelty and desire. Far better things to think about, as far as I was concerned, than the worries that would otherwise be weighing on my mind.

When I got to the restaurant, Emily was already there. As I made my way through the tables, I feel heads turning, could feel eyes on me in my scandalously tight dress, and I blushed a little. I felt like I was getting good at acting the demanding dominatrix with Alex, but that didn’t change who I fundamentally was. I’ve never been much of an exhibitionist, and had never really felt the confidence I pretended to when I was playing with Alex. That was changing lately though. Being desired by him and by Emily was making me feel sexier than I ever had before, and if that was going to keep expressing itself in my clothing choices, I suppose I would have to get used to this kind of attention.

But the only attention I really wanted was from Emily. And I got that.

She smiled as she saw me, a broad grin spreading across her pretty face. As I walked toward her table, I kept my eyes on her, barely able to believe that this was my roommate that I was now apparently dating.

Emily looked fantastic, just as I knew she would. Her short blonde hair framed her face perfectly, her blue eyes shining, accentuated by heavy eye makeup. Her blue dress brought out the color of her eyes even more, and looking at the top half of her body that showed above the table she sat at, I could see that it appeared to be almost as tight and revealing as mine was. I could see she had put a lot of effort to her appearance, wanting to look sexy for our date. And I could see straightaway that it had worked.

Never before sexually attracted to women, I was appreciating Emily’s appearance now on a whole different level. No longer just judging the aesthetics of it, but admiring the way she looked with genuine hunger. Seeing her sitting there, I remembered what she had said about me wearing something she would want to peel off me later, and again, I blushed as I took a seat at the table just across her.

Sex was already in the air between us; how could it not be? We both knew exactly where this date was leading, and that anticipation seemed to inform everything. The promise of sex vibrated like music through the air that we shared, and already, that promise had me almost breathless with excitement.

As I sat down across the table from her, Emily didn’t say anything straightaway. Instead, she smiled at me, her eyes traveling over my body in a way that only fueled my already powerful excitement. I knew what she was thinking about. I was thinking the exact same thing. I was thinking about the incredible sex the two of us had had together, remembering just how good it felt to be in bed with her. And at the same time, I was looking forward to the night ahead, wondering how far we would take things this time.

“You look amazing,” Emily said at last.

“Thank you. So do you. I had a little help getting ready.”

I almost blurted the words out like a kind of confession. And of course, Emily seemed to get my meaning right away. Her smile only grew as she looked at me, and there was a look on her face of something like respect. As if I had managed to impress her with my kinkiness.

“Oh yeah? Our little pet?”

Hearing those words was enough to add to the thrill I felt. Because it was true. Alex was our pet, a living toy the two of us now seem to share. It was an amazing feeling to have this secret with her, to be sitting there in a restaurant, in public, with no one around us knowing what kind of craziness lay in our past and certainly our future, too. That, I could already see, was part of the genius of what Emily had suggested, this date that I had not anticipated but was now massively excited by. It was almost like publicly flaunting what we were doing and what we had become, but in a totally safe way. Only she and I knew the truth we shared. Only me and Emily knew the twists and turns the relationship between us was taking.

And Alex, of course, all alone at his house, doubtless thinking of me, of us. There it was again, that thrill of wicked excitement. The crazy kick of power I got from knowing I was completely in charge, and that I was making this man miserable in the very specific, very specialized, very sexy way he wanted to be.

“Yeah. I made him shave my legs.”

Emily burst out laughing at that, the sound bubbling out of her unexpectedly before she put her hand to her mouth to try and stifle her laughter. Of course, people were already looking at us anyway. Let them look, I told myself. In the end, the two of us didn’t get dressed up like this to not get attention.

“I bet that drove him crazy,” Emily said with a smile, lowering her voice as she spoke and looking around the restaurant conspiratorially. I tried to resist the urge to do the same thing.

“I hope so,” I said, watching her giggle again. “I hope he’s thinking about us right now, wondering what we're doing, wishing he was with us. He looked so jealous when I told him we were going out together. You should have seen his face.”

“I can imagine,” Emily murmured. And as she spoke, her eyes shone with undisguised malice, a look that was simultaneously evil and sexy. Just what, I was ready to admit to myself, I wanted from her.

I lay Alex’s credit card on the table. Emily’s blue eyes dropped toward it, widening slightly as she saw it.

“I told him he’s paying for this, too,” I said. Again, I felt this urge to impress my friend with my dominance, to show her I could control this man just as well and just as easily as she did, or as Nicola did. And it seemed to work. Emily’s face showed a kind of admiration for me as she raised her eyes toward me again.

“Oh, that’s awesome,” she said, slowly shaking her head as if she couldn’t quite believe what she was hearing. “This is going to be a really fun night.”

And as the server arrived, Emily immediately ordered an expensive bottle of wine, and I laughed along with her as she did it, both of us already half intoxicated with the thrill of knowing that whatever happened that night, the two of us were firmly in control. Whatever else happened, we both knew we were probably going to end up having great sex with each other.

*****

We were laughing again as we burst through the door of Alex’s house. After a great meal and way too much wine, we were in unbelievably high spirits. Everything seemed funny. Everything seemed like a thrill. And the reality of the lives we now lived, the fact that the two of us were now dating in a same-sex relationship while we collaborated to torment a submissive man who was married to someone else, seemed even more unbelievable after a few drinks than it did in the cold light of day.

It was Emily’s idea. At some point over dinner, as the hour grew later and the unspoken implication of what was coming next loomed ever larger in our minds, she had leaned toward me with a sly smile on her face and suggested going back to Alex’s place instead of ours.

But it wasn’t like I argued against it. To me, it seemed like a wonderful idea. And part of me thought that maybe we should be thinking about our relationship on its own terms, instead of how it related to the submissive man we were playing with, how it turned him on and tormented him. But it was completely outweighed by the part of me that just craved more pleasure, more kinky fun, and that knew we could have that with him.

I still wasn’t sure how much of our relationship was really about passion between the two of us and how much was about turning Alex on, but at that moment, I didn’t really care. Why couldn’t it be both? It could be whatever we wanted it to be. We were young and sexy and completely in charge of a submissive man, and it felt like we could do anything we wanted. In those circumstances, why not take things further? Why not take everything as far as it could possibly go?

That was the kind of mood we were in as we stumbled into Alex’s house, already on a high from everything the night promised.

“Pet! Where are you?”

Emily roared the words as she stepped into the hallway, and my laughter only increased. Not for the first time, I was struck by the fact that this was his house, but we treated him like he was a lowly servant when we were in it.

And he responded. Of course he did. He responded just the way we wanted him to, just the way we hoped he would.

He came down from upstairs. He seemed surprised to see us, but that expression of surprise soon changed to one of obvious desire. His eyes did their predictable dance over us, over my body and Emily’s, both of us flaunting what we had in our tight little dresses and our high heels. He looked stunned, and it was a look I had seen on his face before, but it was never got tired of seeing. I never got tired of being wanted by him, just as I never got tired of Emily wanting me, either. As if our desire only needed itself to feed on. As if, for the three of us, things could only ever get more intense, more incredible, more thrilling all the time.

And as Alex stood there at the foot of the stairs, his head turning as he looked from me to Emily and back again as if he couldn’t decide which of us he wanted more, my friend stalked toward him. The sound of her high heels echoed on the floor of his home as she approached, her blue dress tighter around her body, exposing every curve to those hungry, watching eyes.

Emily circled around Alex, her glowing blue eyes on him, and he turned his head to keep her in his vision. She looked so small, so feminine next to him, and yet so completely in control. It was such a sexy juxtaposition, just watching her and anticipating what she might do next was enough to make me wetter as I stood there in my own revealing dress, waiting for whatever happened.

Alex was wearing a T-shirt and sweatpants, and once she was standing behind him, Emily grabbed the collar of his shirt. Roughly, she pulled it over his head, and he lifted his arms to let her lift it off him and drop it to the floor. The skirt of her dress pulled tighter around her thighs as she stepped around in front, roughly pulling down his pants and his boxer shorts in one movement.

I couldn’t help it. I laughed as I watched her manhandle him, raising a hand to my face that was able to stop my giggles. Emily pulled Alex’s clothes off in a few quick movements, and then she stood in front of him with her hands on his shoulders, pushing him down to the floor.

“On your knees, where you belong,” she ordered brusquely.

And of course, Alex did as she said. Totally bewitched by her wild sex appeal, he sank to his knees, a position he was getting more used to being in when we were around. And as always, I could see his cock starting to harden, turned on by this rough treatment.

But Emily wasn’t done. To my surprise, and to that of Alex, she stood over him, raised her hand, and slapped him across the face. Hard. I almost jumped at the sudden sound, and Alex gazed up at his mistress in astonishment. We had treated him badly before, of course, but this was the first time she had been this violent.

But Alex didn’t protest. She had taken him by surprise, but he didn’t lift a finger to resist her. His cheek was red from the blow, and Emily smiled down at him as she grabbed a fistful of his hair, tipping his head back and standing close to him so she could stare down at him.

“We had an amazing date,” she said. “Did you think about us while we were gone?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Alex answered without questioning, and Emily turned to me as she laughed at his response. Of course, we already knew the answer. But that wasn’t the point of asking the question.

“Yeah? What did you think about? Did you think about fucking us? Or did you think about us fucking each other?”

“Both, Mistress Emily.”

“What an honest boy. You’d never lie to your mistresses, would you?”

“No, Mistress Emily.”

Maybe that was true, and maybe it wasn’t. What I didn’t doubt was that Alex was going to say whatever he felt we wanted to hear. Not because he thought it would get him laid; he knew by now it wouldn’t. But just because he had no choice but to obey us, and because he was once again under our spell.

“Good. Now tell me the truth. Did you jerk off while we were gone?”

“No, Mistress Emily.”

“Liar.”

“I swear, Mistress Emily! I wanted to. I was so turned on, thinking about the two of you dressed all sexy on a date together. But I didn’t do it.”

“Why not?”

“I’m… Not sure. I just… didn’t.”

Emily, still holding Alex by the hair, turned her face toward me again. I saw her silently mouth a ‘Wow’, and again, I tried to suppress my laughter at the wild situation unfolding in front of me. Meanwhile, she turned back to him.

“Well, you probably should have. Because you know you’re not getting any from us. Me, on the other hand… Well, I’ve been looking at that sexy bitch over there across the restaurant table all night, and I’m hungry for dessert. You want to watch us have sex again, loser?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

“You want to jerk your pathetic cock while you do it?”

“Oh, yes, Mistress Emily.”

The sheer desperation and desire in Alex’s voice as he spoke was amazing. As always, he was completely ours once again, to do whatever we wanted with, and Emily already seemed to have her own ideas of what should happen. For now, at least, I was more than willing to go along for the ride.

“Do it, then. Do it right here in front of us.”

I tried not to gasp at what my friend said. After all, given the relationship between the three of us, it was in keeping with what we had been doing. But it was still shocking to hear her talk that way. Over dinner, she had been so flirty, so much fun, laughing and giggling right along with me, both of us caught up in the excitement of what we were doing. Now, her tone had changed completely, every inch the powerful dominatrix as she bossed our helpless pet around. I knew all about those tonal shifts myself, but seeing it happen in front of me was still intoxicating somehow.

Alex hesitated, but not for long. Slowly, still gazing up at Emily, he reached down between his legs. I watched, biting my lip, as he took his cock in his hand and began to stroke.

He was already well on his way to hardness, and as he touched himself, his excitement visibly grew. Soon, he was fully erect, his hand moving faster as he stroked himself.

Emily released her grip on his hair and stepped away from him. Her high heels echoed on the floor once again as she walked over to me and stood beside me, folding her arms and looking down at him. For a while, that was all that happened. Both of us standing in front of him and him staring at us, his eyes traveling over both our bodies in our tight dresses.

It didn’t take a genius to know what he was thinking about as he pulled on his cock, and butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I watched a guy masturbate for the first time in my life. It wasn’t something I had ever particularly thought of doing, but I had to admit that Emily had a point, as usual. Watching him on his knees, rubbing himself and staring up at us, was more thrilling than I might ever have thought it would be.

But Emily wasn’t content to leave it there.

As Alex’s excitement grew, as moans and groans of pleasure started to rise from his throat, she glanced toward me for a moment. Then, she turned back to him. Her blue eyes seemed to glow as she looked him up and down, and her expression looked more like scorn than the wild desire that showed on his face. He stared at her, moaning openly, and she looked down at him, her lips parting before she spoke, her words echoing in the hallway of Alex’s beautiful home as she gave her next command.

“Stop.”

Alex groaned, his hand squeezing his cock as he stared at her. He had been getting close. Naked and exposed as he was, there was absolutely no way for him to hide that, no way for us to miss it. And Emily had done her best to time her instruction for maximum frustration. It worked. Alex was staring at us in disbelief, especially at Emily, knowing that she was clearly in charge at the moment. Fine by me. Fine by both of us, I supposed, even if right now, Alex was suffering visibly from the intense frustration of not being allowed to finish himself off.

“Take your hand off it.”

Emily stepped forward as she spoke, her high heels again echoing in the space. Looking up at her, Alex did what he was told, reluctantly releasing his grip on his cock that was visibly throbbing now, swollen with veins and right on the edge of pleasure. It seemed like Emily had timed things perfectly, keeping him aroused and frustrated without giving him the orgasm he visibly craved.

Standing beside him, she raised a foot. She chuckled mischievously as she ran the toe of her gleaming high heel along the bottom of his swollen cock, making him groan again.

“Look at all that pre-cum,” she giggled as she continued to tease him with her foot. “You really want it bad, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, yes, Mistress Emily,” Alex groaned in pure desperation.

“Well, that’s too bad. You should have cum while we were out on our date, because no one’s going to let you do it now. In fact, I think it’s about time we tied you up, isn’t it?”

Alex’s only response was another desperate groan. But Emily looked at me, her teeth showing in a broad smile, and I knew what to do. Now it was my high heels echoing on the floor of the hallway as I walked past them both, heading through the living room and toward the stairs to the basement. I climbed carefully down the steps, my movements inhibited by my tall shoes and my tight dress, but it all added to the feeling of pure sexiness I had in that moment, the feeling of total desirability.

Over on the rack of toys, I grabbed a pair of handcuffs. Then, after thinking for a second, I picked up the black leather collar too. It still had the tag on it that I had made, the one that declared him my pet instead of his wife’s. Attaching a chain leash to it, I carried it and the handcuffs back up the basement stairs, back to where Emily and Alex were waiting.

He was still kneeling on the floor at her feet, looking up at her like she was the sexiest goddess he had ever seen in his life. And she was once again holding a fistful of his hair, looking down at him. I wished I could take a photo of that image as my brain automatically stored it. Emily looked so sexy when she was in charge, and she could hardly look more in charge than this. It made my heart beat faster in my chest, made my stomach vibrate with excitement at the thought that I got to have this woman, and this man, who desired her so desperately, didn’t.

Emily turned her head to smile at me as I entered the hallway with the toys. Moving behind Alex, I turned the key in the handcuffs to open them.

“Hands behind your back,” I ordered. And Alex, practiced now at this particular act, did exactly as he was told.

The elasticated fabric of my dress pulled tight around my ass as I crouched down on the floor behind him, locking his wrists together with the handcuffs. Then, rising to my feet again, I wrapped the collar around his neck and buckled it in place. With our pet secured, I stood to one side, holding the leash, feeling the surge of power I always felt at times like this, when he was once again totally at our mercy.

Emily released her grip on his hair and took a step back. She stood with her hands on her hips now, looking him up and down with that same familiar look of scorn and disdain on her face. She raised the toe of one shoe from the floor, balancing it on its slender heel as she looked down at it.

“You made a mess on my shoes.”

He had. It was true. And it wasn’t like he had had any choice, but I knew it wasn’t like the two of us had to be fair to him in any way, either. The black patent leather of Emily’s shoe shone with Alex’s pre-cum, the desperate juices she had teased out of his throbbing cock as she stood above him, not letting him cum. That cock was still throbbing now, of course, and we all knew that the meaner we were to him, the more cruel and dominant and in control we were, the more fun this would be for all of us.

“Sorry, Mistress Emily.”

Alex spoke tentatively, unsure what he should say, what his Mistress wanted to hear. And Emily just shook her head, the ends of her blonde hair swaying around her jawline as she moved.

“Sorry? Sorry is not going to cut it. You’re going to have to clean up your mess.”

Alex seemed to freeze on the spot. Standing next to him, I could see the muscles of his arms tighten, but I knew he couldn’t get out of the handcuffs. I pulled on the leash, just lightly, just reminding him I was there. And for a moment, all three of us waited in silence, this kinky sexual drama playing out between us with almost unbearable intensity.

Emily broke the silence by tapping her foot on the floor.

“What are you waiting for? Get over here. Ash, bring him here.”

Smiling, I stepped forward. The leash grew tight between me and Alex, and I gave it another little yank until he started to shuffle forward on his knees. As I walked toward Emily, I couldn’t stop smiling, and neither could she as she watched me lead our horny captive toward her to perform his latest humiliating duty.

I led Alex to kneel at Emily’s feet. He still seemed hesitant, and so I pulled the leash tight again. Bending forward, I grabbed the back of his neck and pushed him down toward the floor while Emily laughed.

“Do it, loser,” I growled, raising my voice a little so that I could be heard over Emily’s giggles. “You made the mess, now clean it up. Or do we need to whip you first?”

Emily laughed even louder at that, but my words had the desired effect. Alex bent at the waist, shamefully lowering his face to the floor. And as we stood over him, both Emily and I watched as he ran his tongue over the gleaming leather of her shoe, cringingly licking up his own fluids from the leather.

Over our male slave, Emily looked at me, her eyes shining, her cheeks flushed. Both of us had been so turned on all night, and this was only making us even more excited. And we both knew where it was headed. Once again, things seem to have taken on their own gravity, pulling us along with them.

And both me and my roommate, friend, girlfriend, whatever she was, were more than ready for it.


Watching Them

“You’ll just do anything we say, won’t you, loser?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

When he spoke, Alex sounded like a broken man. I guess that’s what he was. He was always submissive; it wasn’t like we had taught him anything new. But I was starting to think that we must have taken it further than he had ever gone with his wife, and that thought pleased the sadistic part of me that seemed to be getting more and more powerful all the time. There was that desire in me to always push things further, to test boundaries and go beyond anything any of us had experienced, and Alex and his ready submission seemed to bring that out of me just like it did for Emily.

She grinned at me again, thrilled with her own power. As she should be, really. I guess she had always been kinkier and more open-minded than me, but I had a feeling that even for her, this was new territory too. And it was so exciting to explore it together, to travel with each other down a road neither of us had walked, and I, at least, had never imagined.

“Then let’s go upstairs. This date has me so turned on, and you and me have some business to attend to.”

Emily was talking to me now, and her words sent desire crawling through my body. Of course, I knew exactly what she was talking about. As if I could see what she was thinking. It all raced through my mind at once, memories and fantasies merging together so that past and present seemed like the same thing. As if everything disappeared but sex, leaving only desire behind.

I tugged on the chain attached to the collar around Alex’s neck. And he got the message, rising slowly to his feet. His face, as usual, was a picture of desire and denial, desperation for what he couldn’t have. At once exciting and pitiful. But as usual, my desire and my rising sadism pushed thoughts of mercy away. Besides, it was easy, really. I knew that whatever his face might say, deep down, this man didn’t want to us to be merciful.

Sure, he wanted us, and that faint hope of getting what he wanted kept him obedient to us, even though we had been more than clear that it wasn’t going to happen. But sometimes, lately, I found myself wondering if Alex even really wanted what he thought he did. If we actually gave it to him, if we actually let him have sex with either or both of us, would it truly be what he wanted? Or would he miss the delicious desire we were fueling in him? Could any sex, at this point, live up to the sheer force of how badly he wanted it? It was almost like we had gone beyond sex, in some weird way. Like wanting and not having had become the whole point of the game, the key to his fulfillment.

His. But not mine. Because I knew I was going to get exactly what I wanted.

Emily walked ahead of us, her tight dress straining around every curve of her body as she led us toward the stairs and started to climb. And I followed, my eyes on that luscious body, my heart racing in my chest all over again at the thought of what was coming. Alex followed along behind me, and I didn’t turn around to look at him. I didn’t feel like I needed to. Now, I could imagine that look on his face all too clearly. Like it was burned indelibly onto my brain. That look of hope and frustration, that look that seemed to say that all rational thought had fled this man’s mind, leaving him unable to process any thought that wasn’t about us and how badly he craved us.

All part of the dance.

Emily led us toward the bedroom, our excitement growing with every step. And while she took up a position beside the bed, I led Alex to what was quickly becoming his usual spot, at the foot of the bed he and his wife shared.

“Kneel,” I ordered, pointing to the floor, feeling so sexy and so dominant as I did it, my breath tight in my chest like I could barely breathe. And of course, he did it. As always, he had no choice. His unquenchable and unrelieved desire meant he had to do what we wanted. Because for him, even getting a glimpse of us, teasing as it was, was better than nothing.

With Alex kneeling in his usual position, I tied the leash off to the footboard of the bed. Meanwhile, Emily slid the bag she had brought on our date off her shoulder and put it down on the bed. She reached inside, and when I saw what she took out of it, I couldn’t help but grin.

Her dildo. Her big, thick, strap-on dildo had been in her bag that whole time, while we were looking pretty on our date. I almost wished she had told me; it would’ve been such a thrill to know something so transgressive. But then, of course, that would have denied me the pleasure of the surprise I was now getting.

I laughed when I saw it, more out of surprise than anything else, and Emily grinned as she set it down on the bed in front of her.

“I told you what I was going to do, didn’t I?”

“Yes. Yes, you did,” I said, laughing with one of my closest friends like it was old times. But of course, it wasn’t. This was the new order, the new wild world in which we lived, and even though some things might seem like they had always been, in truth, everything was different. Everything felt new and exciting and alive, even the most mundane experiences transformed into something wild and kinky and passionate by this new relationship I found myself in. I had always loved Emily, as a friend. But when you love someone, and they also give you the best orgasms of your life, how do you not feel like you’ve discovered something profound?

But I knew this wasn’t the time or place for thoughts like that. Even though it was exactly these experiences that made me feel about Emily the way that I did, that made everything feel so pure and powerful. We were there to have sex. And my kinky friend had come prepared, and we all knew, all three of us, what was going to happen next.

“Come here.”

Emily’s voice was soft, seductive, dripping with desire. And so was I, almost literally, as I walked across the bedroom toward her. I could feel Alex’s eyes on me, but I kept my attention on her, my girlfriend or whatever it was that she had become.

And as always, my excitement rose with every step I took toward her, and as always, she was devouring me with her eyes as I approached, as if she had never seen anything quite so beautiful. As I got close to her, she reached out with her arms, ready to take me in her embrace, and I stepped into those arms, feeling that beautiful body against mine, feeling the desire that swelled and sparked between us, making the air crackle with life.

I kissed her. She kissed me. Our lips moved against one another, with each other, our tongues sliding easily into one another’s mouths like we couldn’t get close enough. That was how it felt. Almost like a kind of mania for physical touch, a desperation to be together that both of us could feel. And feeling her desire for me in the movements of her body turned me on so much, I felt like I could hardly stand it. Again, I considered the fact that this was like a glimpse into Alex’s world of unrelieved lust, and the thought made me smile against Emily’s lips, turning me on even more, just like it did every time I considered what it was we were doing to this guy.

Emily’s hands moved over my body, but no more eagerly than mine moved over hers. For a girl who had never had any same-sex experiences before, I was coming to really love the feel of soft yet firm female curves under my hands, the warmth of her body, the smell of her hair and skin. Under that dress, I knew, she was primed and ready for me, and my own pussy was practically vibrating with purring pleasure to make this contact with her.

I remembered Emily’s words about what I should wear as she reached around for the zipper at the back of my dress. She pulled it down in one smooth motion, the tight fabric growing suddenly looser as it came apart. As she started to peel the dress off my shoulders, I giggled and wiggled, working my way out of the dark red fabric that seemed to want to cling to my body and never let go.

Just as she had promised she would, Emily peeled my dress off my body, pushing it down to the floor so I could step out of it, standing in front of her now in the underwear I had chosen for just this moment, chosen to make me look pretty and desirable and keep Emily wanting me the way I already knew she did. And I was gratified to see the way her eyes traveled over my body, taking in my cheeky little outfit and almost tasting my body with her eyes before anything else.

But I wasn’t there to be a passive participant, either.

Emily’s dress didn’t zip up. So I took hold of the stretchy fabric around her hips and pulled the dress upward. Her skirt slid over her thighs, over her hips, revealing that endlessly desirable flesh underneath. I kept pulling, and Emily raised her arms high above her head, her blonde hair bouncing as her head popped out of the dress as I pulled it off completely. I tossed it to the floor, all my interest in it gone now that it was no longer wrapped tight around that spectacular figure of hers.

Underneath, she wore a bra like mine, cleverly designed to enhance and exaggerate what nature gave her. But as delicious as it made her boobs look, I reached around behind her and unfastened it. Her bra fell away, freeing her magnificent boobs, and Emily smiled with delight as I undressed her.

She wore no panties. I noticed that straightaway, and in the dress she had been wearing, it seemed like an incredibly bold choice. But that was her, after all. Anything for pleasure, anything for a thrill. And now that she was completely naked except for her high-heeled shoes, she took a halfstep back for me. Still smiling at me, those blue eyes blazing, she sank down onto her knees on the floor, while I stood with my back to the bed.

Of course I knew what was probably coming. Of course I knew what I should probably expect. Wetness grew between my thighs as Emily kneeled in front of me, her hands reaching toward my hips, pulling me irresistibly closer. I took a halfstep forward, and Emily’s fingertips sank a little into the skin of my ass as she gripped me tight, holding me possessively, hungry for me.

I close my eyes as she pressed her mouth against my pussy. I moaned as she ran her tongue over the sensitive skin. The feelings were just as intense as always, the thrill of this transgressive act not diminished at all by familiarity. We were so insanely hot for each other, so crazed with desire for each other’s touch, it felt like no matter what, it could never become mundane or routine. And who ever gets tired of receiving head?

Emily’s lips and tongue traveled over my vibrating body, and I gasped and moaned as my pleasure grew. Whatever her level of experience doing this, the woman had undeniable skills. And just like last time we had done this, the circumstances around it made it even more exciting. Like it wasn’t enough to have this pretty girl eating me out. I also had a horny and desperate man watching every moment of it and being teased to the point of madness at his inability to do anything whatsoever about it.

The wet sound of her mouth moving over my body filled the room. That, and my ever-louder moans and groans. I ran my fingers through Emily’s hair, sweeping it back from her face, and I could see the smile in her blue eyes as she looked up at me, enjoying the taste of me. Enjoying the task she had given herself.

And she wasn’t going to stop. The pleasure built up like pressure, getting more and more intense, and my moans soon turned into screams of delight. My body began to shake, my legs barely holding me up as I stood there in my high heels, not trying to put on a show for Alex, but not exactly hating the idea that I was, either.

I could feel an orgasm rising inside me. And I surrendered to it completely, letting it wash over me, letting my cries of passion ring out by themselves in the bedroom. As passion and pleasure washed over me, Emily sat back, grinning up at me, her face shining with my cum. Like she was proud of what she had achieved. Like she was thrilled with what she had done to me. And why wouldn’t she be? She loved this, I knew. She loved to give pleasure as much as she loved to receive it, and that, more than her beauty, more than her obvious sex appeal, was what made her such a great lover.

I felt a new and powerful wave of affection for her as I looked down at her where she kneeled on the floor in front of me. Stepping backward, I sat heavily on the bed, my breasts rising and falling in the bra I still wore as I tried to recover.

Of course, as always, Alex watched the whole show. I didn’t even look over at him where he kneeled at the foot of the bed; I didn’t need to. I could feel the intensity of his stare, the depths of his desire seeming to vibrate through the room we were in.

And Emily stood up. That intense desire was burning in her eyes once again, making me feel like the sexiest woman alive as she stepped toward me. Her strap-on dildo lay beside me on the bed, and I watched her reach for it with growing excitement. I bit my lip as she picked it up, hefting it like a weapon in her hand. My body responded, my pussy spasming at the sight of the toy in her grip, knowing how she planned to rearrange my insides with it.

Emily shifted her weight, spreading her legs as she stood tall in her high heels. She gasped, just a little, as she slid one end of the dildo inside her own pussy. I stared at the toy rising from between her legs, so incongruous and seemingly out of place, but somehow also feeling so right at the same time.

Emily tightened the straps, taking her time to get things just the way she wanted them. And even though I felt as if I could hardly wait for what was coming, I tried to be patient, gripping the edge of the mattress and feeling excitement coursing through me. Everything seemed so delicately poised now, the air between us ready to burst into flames at a moment’s notice.

When she had the strap-on fixed in place, Emily stepped toward me. Her breasts hung from her chest as she placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me back on the bed. I willingly lay down, and she climbed on top of me, straddling my body where I lay beneath her. She bent her face down to mine, and I tasted my own excitement, my own cum on her lips and tongue as she kissed me with that same incredible passion.

She shifted on top of me, and I shifted on the bed underneath her, spreading my legs in anticipation of what was to come. The head of her tireless fake cock pressed against the entrance to my sex, and I bit my lip harder this time, so open and eager for what was coming. Emily reached down and took the toy in her hand, pressing it a little harder against me. Guiding it into me. And I moaned as that big toy pushed me apart, sending jolts of pleasure through my body as my friend began to fuck me.

I could feel Emily’s breath warm against my skin as she moved on top of me. I could feel the bed creaking underneath us to the rhythm of her thrusts, each one of them seeming to increase the pleasure that I was already riding like a surfer riding a wild wave. And I could feel her pleasure growing too as the toy did its work on both of us, teasing us both, sending rapture racing through both our bodies as we turned the night into bliss.

Emily took her time. Like she wanted to savor the experience. There was no rush. Neither of us were in any hurry. We knew exactly where this was going, and we both wanted to get there, but we both loved the ride, too. She picked up the pace only slowly, her movements gentle at first, only becoming more aggressive as her pleasure spiked.

She gripped my shoulders. She arched her back, and I arched mine. My pussy spasmed around her cock, and I let out a wild cry of passion, and she laughed through her own moans of pleasure as she slid that big toy inside me over and over again. I felt my orgasm boiling inside me, rushing through me, even more powerful the last, and I let it sweep over me, let it take me away. I held onto her as if I would be swept away completely otherwise, clinging onto her like she was the only thing in the world that was real. And she fucked me right through my orgasm, continuing to slide that massive toy in and out of my body to make me gasp and moan.

My juices stained the sheets underneath us as they poured out of me, my whole body responding helplessly to her touch. I felt her breath hot against my neck, her hand on my skin as she moaned against my neck. The high heels I still wore scrabbled in the sheets, my legs flailing, feeling like they were made of rubber as I kicked and squirmed in pure passion. And as the wave crashed over us and then departed, Emily collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily, her body almost as on fire with pleasure as mine was.

For a while, we lay there together, our bodies intertwined, basking in those powerful sex hormones. And maybe at any other time in my life, that would’ve been enough. Two powerful orgasms from a gorgeous girl I was increasingly attracted to while a humiliated man watched the whole show, desperate for what he couldn’t have.

But everything had changed. I was a different person than I had been just a couple of weeks ago, before I ever met Nicola or Alex, before I had any idea what life could be like. If there was one thing I had learned, it was that I never had to settle, that I never had to stop until I took things all the way to the limit. And every time I did, I knew that I discovered new depths of excitement and passion, new thrills that I had never guessed before.

I stared up at the ceiling for a moment, running my fingers idly through Emily’s hair. She was purring like a kitten, practically glowing with the magic of sex. And we were still in that bedroom with our helpless male captive, still in that wild situation neither of us would have imagined even a couple of weeks earlier, and now couldn’t get enough of.

And I had a new idea.

My hands traveled over Emily’s body. Gently, holding her in my arms, I pushed her off me, rolling over onto my side. She smiled at me, a smile that widened as I reached for the straps of the strap-on, trying to find the buckles that held it altogether.

“What are you doing?” she said softly.

“I want to try something,” I grinned at her.

Finally, I managed to unbuckle the straps. Emily, willing to play along as always, shifted on the bed, helping me disentangle the straps around her hips. I could feel my juices on the silicon shaft of the toy as I held it in my hand, turning it around so that its back was facing me.

Then, I lifted one leg. Rolling over onto my back, I grunted as I guided the toy inside me. It was already lubricated by Emily’s juices, and my pussy was wet and ready for anything, and so it slipped easily inside me, sending more little tremors of pleasure and excitement through my body.

I tightened the straps around me. Then I rolled up onto my knees. Just like it did with Emily, the toy projected from between my legs, this shockingly masculine artifact attached to my female body.

I ran my hand up and down the shaft, feeling my own wetness. I almost didn’t want it to be true, but I had to admit, it made me feel powerful. Having this obscene appendage sticking out from between my legs like a weapon only added to my feelings of total sexual power.

Emily lay beneath me, her beautiful body naked and warm and wet, her smiling eyes inviting me to take what I wanted. What was mine. I felt a kind of growl inside me as I clambered on top of her. Is this what it felt like for guys? To be on top of a pretty girl like this, to feel that thrill of power and of conquest? No wonder they are all so obsessed with sex, I thought to myself with a smile. Then again, considering the way I had been acting lately, I couldn’t accuse anyone of being sex-obsessed without being at least a bit of a hypocrite. But how could I not be obsessed with something that felt so good?

Just as it had with me moments before, the head of the dildo pressed against Emily’s wet slit. She lay on her back, her arms reaching out toward me, her eyes shining with pleasure. And I groaned as I thrust my hips forward, forcing the toy into her, feeling like a goddess as I made her moan and shiver beneath me.

I fucked her. My friend, my roommate, my co-conspirator in everything we had done over the past little while. I plunged that big dildo in and out of her body, making her shriek and scream, and it felt fantastic. She looked so beautiful underneath me, so small and vulnerable but also wanton and hungry, and it only encouraged me. Just as she had moments before, I thrust the toy in and out of her with real aggression, snarling and growling like an animal as I pounded her into the mattress.

It felt amazing. Another thing I had never imagined, never wanted, but now couldn’t believe how good it felt. And clearly, Emily felt the same way. I felt the toy pulling against the straps that held it against my body, her pussy spasming around the toy until she erupted in orgasm. I felt the hot jet of her juices spurting out of her, shining on the dildo and shining on my skin, the smell of sex hanging in the air of the bedroom as it had so many times before. I groaned as I felt my own pussy spasming around my end of the dildo, yet another orgasm coaxed out of me by the kinkiness of what we were doing.

Emily screamed and howled, this beautiful explosion of feminine pleasure in my arms as I lay on top of her. Sweat shone on her skin like it shone on mine, a wild energy of desire intoxicating us both. Making her cum felt amazing, only adding to my sense of pure and unstoppable desire.

And as her orgasm tore through her, Emily didn’t seem to hesitate. Instead of tiring her out, it seemed to only encourage her to new heights of sexiness.

Wrapping her arms around me, she moved on the bed, almost throwing me down as she climbed on top of me, rolling me over onto my back. And she straddled me, sitting on top of me with the dildo still buried inside her. She smiled down at me triumphantly, her breasts bouncing as she rocked back and forth.

Then she turned that smile on Alex.

He was kneeling right where we had left him, of course. Unable to free himself, and unable to touch himself as we both knew he would, if we had let him. He just kneeled there with my name on his collar, his hands cuffed behind his back, his cock, rejected and denied, sticking straight up between his legs and throbbing with all the desperate desire we had fueled in him.

And he still wasn’t going to get any.

“Poor little slave boy,” Emily said in a singsong voice. And as she spoke, she began to move up and down more aggressively on my cock. I held her by the hips, grinning up at her, watching the show. I always loved when she was mean like this, when she was cruel and mocking and dominant, reinforcing our total sexual superiority over our helpless boy toy.

“All this pussy around, and you don’t get any,” she went on. I laughed, and Emily laughed too, knowing exactly what she was doing to him and absolutely loving it.

“Oh well,” she said. “That’s all losers get.”

Alex said nothing. It wasn’t like there was anything he could say, really. And Emily turned her smile back on me, her movements getting ever more aggressive as her pleasure grew and the two of us fucked long into the night, on fire with pleasure and the sheer joy of being in charge.


His Owner Returns

Emily rode up and down on top of me. She looked so beautiful up there, both of our bodies moving to the rhythm she set, and I could see why guys like it so much when girls go on top. Not only did it give me a break from having to do everything, but that view was spectacular.

The view was spectacular for Alex, too. He watched everything with those wide, wild eyes, not wanting to miss a thing even though we all knew just how badly it was tormenting him. That same old dark magic of the game we were playing, when what looked at times like it must be killing him was also his primary source of joy.

I had long ago given up trying to understand it. It didn’t matter why it worked. It just did.

And with Emily bouncing up and down on top of the fake cock rising from between my legs, it felt like it never worked so well. I grinned smugly up at her, and she looked at me with the same expression, both of us thoroughly enjoying this crazy, kinky situation we had somehow stumbled into.

And the orgasms kept coming.

Riding on my cock, I watched Emily cum. It was like some beautiful storm that swept through her, making her whole body shake and convulse, making her scream with the wildest pleasure imaginable.

Honestly, I wasn’t far behind myself. The end of the toy buried inside me was doing its job, and if it wasn’t going to make me cum, I knew it was going to get me close. My body was almost worn out, but that wildness was upon me that made me want more all the time. As if even this near-intolerable pleasure could never be quite enough.

Emily rode my cock hard, her screams and moans of pleasure vibrating in the bedroom air. My own moans joined hers, Alex’s bedroom once again vibrating to that symphony of female pleasure he had heard before. And he was doomed to hear it again, the helpless audience to our passion as we fucked the night away.

I felt Emily tremble on top of me, and I felt her pussy spasm. I felt her cum again, and I felt like it was a privilege to be seeing it, to be a part of this amazing sexual passion that was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, that was sweeping me away completely and changing my life seemingly by the hour.

Emily flopped down on top of me, and I wrapped my arms around her, embracing her as she trembled through another orgasm. I kissed her, and she kissed me back, her mouth warm and wet with passion, her whole body seeming to glow with what we had just done. Then again, so did mine.

She rolled over onto her side, and I did the same, still with my arms wrapped around her. And we lay like that a long time, our pussies pulsing, our breath coming in short and rapid gasps, our bodies glowing with the passion and pleasure we had just experienced.

I kissed her tenderly, over and over, and she did the same. I felt this great wave of passion rising up inside me, this enormous tenderness toward my friend engulfing me completely. And maybe more than tenderness, too. But the lines were getting extremely blurred lately, ever since we started having sex with each other. Now, my feelings for her were a lot more intense, a lot more fierce, a possessiveness and a hunger to them that isn’t there with a platonic friendship.

I liked her as a person. I like spending time with her, talking to her, being around her. And I loved having sex with her. And in the end, what more could you ask for in a partner? Certainly, it was something both of us had struggled to find in our heterosexual relationships. And every time we lay together like this, basking in each other’s pleasure, I found myself wondering if maybe we hadn’t been overlooking something that was right in front of us the whole time. Things felt like they had gotten complicated lately, but maybe it was simpler than it seemed.

And then, in the middle of all these flowering feelings, all this emotional intensity, I heard a groan from the foot of the bed.

It wasn’t like I had forgotten Alex was there. After all, being watched by him added such a delicious kinky edge to our sex. But in the heat of the moment, I hadn’t really thought about it. He had become almost like the background, more an abstract idea than he was a real person to me. And hearing him groan wordlessly in that moment jolted me out of my strange little thoughts.

I lifted my lips from Emily’s wet mouth, turning to look over my shoulder at the horny man. He was still on his knees where I had put him, his mouth open. I could see he was about to speak, and it didn’t take a genius to guess what he might say. Ready to beg us for a release he knew we weren’t going to give him, ready to plead for pleasure and debase himself like he always did, our helpless little pet unable to control his sexual urges and ready to do anything we said.

But for now, for once, all of that seemed like a distraction, if anything. When what I was chasing with Emily now seemed so much deeper and richer than just kinky sex.

“Shut up, loser,” I said, and Emily burst out laughing. Seized by passion, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my face down toward her, kissing me even more deeply, lifting her head a little off the bed to do it. I responded just the same way to her, just as deeply and passionately, letting her feel all that wild desire that was still burning inside me, even after the multiple orgasms we had given one another.

Alex did what we said. He kept quiet, but I could feel his burning eyes locked on us as we continued to make out.

Good. Let him look.

We lay beside each other for a long time, basking in the afterglow of sex. My hand moved gently over her body, just like hers did over mine, enjoying the sensations of bare skin against bare skin, the heat of sex rising from us. We kissed and cuddled and lay beside each other as if caught up in a dream of pleasure, drunk with passion and with the feel of one another’s bodies.

Such moments are too beautiful to last. But maybe that’s part of what makes them special. And as time passed by, the hours unraveling late into the night, Emily and I seemed to slowly drift back down to earth.

She got up to go to the bathroom. From my position on the bed, I watched her move across the floor, her naked body swaying in the high heels she still wore until she closed the bathroom door behind her. Then, as the water ran in the pipes, I turned at last toward Alex.

He was still silent, but still looking at me as if bewitched. I sat up, and his eyes flickered over my body, taking in my boobs, the swell of my hips, my pussy between my legs. Let him look at what he couldn’t have, but Emily could.

He carried on watching as I unbuckled the strap-on dildo and tossed it onto the mattress beside me. Then, I crawled across the mattress toward him. He looked nervous as he watched me approach, and I knew exactly why. Really, he had every right to be. After all the things we had done together, he ought to be nervous around me.

And truthfully, I no longer even knew what I was capable of. I had surprised myself so many times since discovering these kinky games, and bringing Emily into things, I could see now, had only upped the ante. We encouraged each other in our wildness, the two of us almost competing to see who could make him say or do the more outrageous things. I felt that sadism bubbling inside me again, that desire for his total humiliation and disgrace, to bask in my incredible power over him and remind him just how lonely he was compared to us.

“Did you like watching that, pet?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley. You look so sexy when you cum.”

I laughed at that. He had a way of flattering me at times like this. Maybe it was because of the total sincerity with which he said things. I never doubted that he meant what he said. After all, it wasn’t like he was going to talk his way into sex with either of us. Sure, there were a couple of times I had been tempted over the last week or two. But now I had Emily to scratch that itch for me, and it was just so much fun teasing him with what he couldn’t have and denying him what he so desperately craved. It felt like I was addicted to it, like I couldn’t get enough of it. I always wanted more.

“Well, that’s the closest you’re going to get, isn’t it? Watching someone else make me cum. Wishing it with you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He licked his lips as he spoke, as if his mouth had gone dry. And I stared deep into his eyes, wanting to drive home that disgrace and humiliation. Wanting to see it in him. There was a time not too long ago when I couldn’t even imagine what was going through his mind. Now, though, I felt like I had more of an inkling. Power is sexy. There was no denying that. It was sexy when Nicola bossed him around, and even sexier when Emily did it. And I certainly felt sexy when I took charge of him, when I teased him like this. I could understand that part of it, at least. And I let that guide my actions, knowing he wanted me to be this cruel and sneering dominatrix. Knowing he wanted me to be mean.

Emily came out of the bathroom. I was a little surprised to see that she still hadn’t taken off her high heels. And again, they made her sexier as she strutted across the bedroom, moving back toward the bed, and maybe that was the point. After all, I hadn’t removed mine, either.

I climbed off the bed as Emily approached, smiling at her as I walked past her, heading to the bathroom myself. When I came out, I could see that she was standing over our captive male. She had his chain leash in her hand, untying it from the footboard. And he was looking up at her with a look of hope on his face, as if there was any possibility of him getting anything from us other than more torture. Then again, that was exactly what he wanted.

“What are you up to?”

“It’s getting late,” Emily said, fixing a beautiful smile on me. “I figured we could just stay the night here, and put him away.”

“Works for me,” I giggled.

Emily tugged on the leash, holding it close to where it connected to Alex’s collar. Taking the hint, he stood up. Shamelessly naked, her nipples erect and her pussy damp, she turned and led him across the bedroom, and he had no choice but to follow. His cock stood straight out in front of him as if it were leading him along, dragging him behind it, and Emily was completely in charge as she led him through his own house.

Our clothes lay in piles on the floor, the sexy dresses from our date discarded, no longer needed to turn each other on. But I had an idea. Another of those naughty, nasty, kinky ideas that bloomed in my brain at times like this, that still had the power to surprise me with my own impulses. I grabbed my panties, the tiny thong I had worn on my date that night, then turned to where Emily was leading Alex through the bedroom door.

I followed. Just as naked as the rest of them. Quite a parade we made, I thought to myself, and I smiled as I wondered what Nicola would make of it all. I had been keeping her updated on what we were doing with her husband, and she always approved. Whatever teased and humiliated him the most, she encouraged. When she had hired me for this unbelievable job, she probably had never imagined it would go so well. I certainly hadn’t. I wouldn’t say that all this domination came naturally to me, but it was starting to make a lot of sense. Especially now I could see the very real benefits that were coming my way from this new lifestyle.

She led him down the stairs, through the living room, past the kitchen. We all knew where this was going. It could only end up in one place. Down the stairs into the basement, into Nicola’s well-appointed dungeon and the cage that sat in the center of it.

Emily led Alex toward the cage, and I moved toward the wall of toys, grabbing a padlock with the key already inserted inside it.

“Stop.”

Emily stopped Alex in front of the cage and had him turn to face her. She unclipped the leash from his collar and coiled it up in her hand. Then she pointed to the cage.

“Get in.”

I giggled a little as Alex did as he was told. Not that I doubted that he would; he always did what we said. But it was always such a thrill to see this pretty girl bossing this man around, despite him being so much bigger than her. He followed our orders like it didn’t even occur to him to do anything else, as if obedience was programmed into his brain. I guess it was, in a way, by his sexy wife.

Alex shuffled on his knees into the cage, his movements made awkward by his hands cuffed behind him. He was still wearing the collar with its new tag, the one that proclaimed him my head, and it always gave me a little burst of excitement to remember that and to think about how true it really was. Nicola had hired me as a petsitter, and that was exactly what I had been. Except I wouldn’t treat a dog the way I was treating Alex.

Once he was inside, Emily swung the cage door shut. I crouched on the floor beside it, engaging the lock and slipping the padlock around the bars to trap him inside. Still, I’m not totally heartless. Once the door was locked, I reached into the cage and unfastened the cuffs around Alex’s wrists. He sighed a little as he leaned forward on his hands, the cage barely big enough to hold him.

Still crouching, I moved around the cage, crawling on the floor to sit in front of it. I looked at Alex, and he looked at me. He looks so cute in there, so lost, so helpless. And the more helpless he was, the more powerful I felt. I knew it was the same thing for Emily, and I feel that sexual tension growing in the air again, the mere act of dominating and bullying our male slave getting us both excited all over again, even while our bodies continue to glow with the orgasms we had had.

“It’s going to be another difficult night for you, pet,” I said as I spoke through the bars, looking him deep in the eyes.

I could feel Emily watching, listening to every word, and as usual, that made me want to be even more cruel and dominant than I might’ve been anyway.

“But that’s just the way it is. You can think of me and Emily having a nice sleep in your bed while you’re down here, all alone. Maybe we’ll let you out in the morning, and you can make us breakfast.”

Emily laughed at that, and I smiled too. Alex didn’t. He just kept watching me with that same intensity in his eyes, that pure desperation on his face that was even more arousing now that it was behind bars.

“But I’m not going to leave you completely alone. You can have something to remember me by. Here. Open your mouth.”

Alex didn’t question. Alex didn’t hesitate. He just did as he was told. Shifting in the cage, he leaned forward, pressing his face even closer to the bars. He opened his mouth, and I raised my hand, stuffing the panties I had concealed in it between his lips. His eyes went wide, and Emily shrieked with laughter as I stuffed my thong inside.

“There. Can you taste my pussy? Can you taste how excited I was on my date with Emily?”

Alex nodded.

“Good. That will give you something to think about while we have fun upstairs. Come on, gorgeous. Let’s go to bed.”

My last words were directed at my friend, and I rose to my feet as I spoke, turning toward her with a smile. Her grin was infectious as she took the hand I offered, and together, we walked away from our captive, never looking back. Our high heels drummed on the basement stairs as we climbed out of his sight, leaving him imprisoned, humiliated, rejected, and deeply sexually frustrated.

Just the way we wanted him.

Together, we climbed back to the bedroom. I crawled into bed, and Emily joined me, wrapping her arms around me. As I lay my head on the pillow, a great wave of tiredness came over me.

It had been a long night, and I had no idea how late it was. It had to be well past midnight, anyway. But I didn’t particularly care about the hour. What mattered was the experiences we had had, the pleasure we had given each other, and the deep emotional connection that Emily and I had formed in the shadow of all this kinky sex.

I was tired. So was she. For a while, we lay there in silence, neither of us saying anything. Barely moving. The breath going in and out of us, slowing by the minute as we headed toward sleep, my mind already half dreaming, strange ideas connecting themselves one to another as dreams threatened to overwhelm me.

But there was that excitement again. There was no getting around it. Just being near her was enough to trigger it, and after everything we had done that night, I couldn’t be surprised. My hands moved over her body as if by themselves, feeling her beautiful curves under the sheets, and after a moment, I felt her respond.

“What are you doing to me?” she said. But from the way she said it, I knew she wasn’t exactly complaining. She, I knew, was just as horny as I was, just as turned on by who we had turned out to be.

“What am I doing to you? I seem to remember that this was all your idea.”

Emily chuckled at that, knowing I was right but unwilling to concede the point.

“You were the one petsitting some slave boy.”

“Yeah, and you were the one turned on by it.”

We were both laughing and giggling, but our hands didn’t stop moving over one another’s bodies, and as Emily’s hand dipped between my legs, I stifled a little gasp. Her fingers danced over the wet lips of my pussy, teasing more of those warm fluids out of me, no matter how tired I was.

“Not the only one,” Emily said.

Of course, she was right about that.

And those fingers did their accustomed work, sliding over my most sensitive area, then sliding easily inside. I kissed Emily, and she kissed me back as she fingered me, and soon, I was reaching for her pussy too.

Our passion ran away with us. As tired as we were, as sated as we were by wild pleasure, it was like we couldn’t help ourselves. We had sex again, our bodies moving together in perfect harmony, our cries of passion ringing out once again in the bedroom. Except this time, there was no audience. We weren’t putting on a show. We were just expressing the way we felt about ourselves and about each other, our affection rising to a fever pitch of wild desire until we both collapsed in an exhausted, soggy mess.

When it was over, Emily lay beside me on the bed, breathing hard. And I lay back, staring up at the ceiling without really seeing it, the constant chatter in my brain finally quieted by that addictive pleasure.

Emily lay her head on my shoulder, her soft hair tickling my skin.

“You know what? I think I’m really falling for you.”

I turned my head to face her. This close, her features blurred, so that only the blue glow of her eyes remained distinct. And I stared into those, feeling like I was drowning, feeling even more breathless than the multiple orgasms had left me. My head swimming, my heart beating fast, those butterflies once again warring in my stomach. Part of me had known. And a big, big part of me felt exactly the same way.

“Yeah,” I said with a sigh. “I think I am for you, too.”

*****

“Ready to see your wife again, loser?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

The day had finally come. Nicola was returning from her trip, and for some reason, I felt kind of nervous about it. Even though everything I had done, I had run by her first. Even though she had been nothing but supportive and encouraging of even my wildest ideas, taking great pleasure in knowing that I was teasing and tormenting her husband on her behalf while she was away.

Of course, that also meant payday for me. But honestly, I was barely thinking about the money. This adventure with Nicola and Alex and Emily had given me more than I would ever have imagined, given me things I would never have dreamed I would want. Everything had changed in just a couple of weeks, my whole life seeming to rearrange itself, so now I barely recognized myself when I looked in the mirror.

Still, I liked what I saw. And for some silly reason, even though I barely even knew Nicola, I felt like I wanted her to like it, too.

Emily and I had discussed this. A kind of handover. Honestly, I was little bit sad that our adventure was ending. Even though my relationship with Emily was only growing and deepening by the day, even though I was on some whole other level of sexual pleasure now. I would miss taking care of Alex, teasing him and humiliating him and using him to fuel my own growing sense of dominance. I ought to thank him for that, I thought, but at the same time, I knew I never would. You don’t thank an object for doing whatever you choose to use it for, after all.

“We’d better get ready, then,” said Emily.

She was sitting beside me on the huge sofa in Nicola’s living room. Dressed nice, but not super provocative. Wearing a T-shirt and a skirt that showed off her long, shapely legs. I, on the other hand, was wearing yoga pants.

Alex was casually dressed too. But not for long. As Emily rose to her feet, I stood too, and Alex looked nervously from one to the other of us. I wonder what was really going on inside his head. Was he going to miss us, the way I knew I was going to miss him? Probably. Everything we had done, wild as it was, was exactly what he wanted. He couldn’t hide his lust, his desperate desire that overwhelmed even his shame. I didn’t doubt that he would be glad to see Nicola again, glad to fall back under the spell of his beautiful wife. But if every now and then, his thoughts drifted to us, I was fine with that.

“Come,” Emily said. And she walked across the living room in the perfect confidence that he would follow. He did, and I came with him, the three of us heading down to the basement, one last time.

“Undress.”

And again, he did, shedding his clothing easily and standing before us naked. His cock, as always, was rock hard, as hungry for us as ever, even though he was never going to get what he wanted now. For him, we would remain nothing but a fantasy, an experience he had craved like nothing else but never truly been able to enjoy. That was a big part of what made it so sexy.

Emily crossed the room toward the wall of toys. She picked up a collar and leash and carried it back toward Alex. He didn’t even move as she wrapped the collar around his neck, buckling it in place. By now, he was used to this kind of thing.

But while Emily clipped the leash to the ring on the collar, I moved toward the toys, too. I found the tag that had originally been on the collar, the one proclaiming him Nicola’s Pet, and brought it over to where he stood. I removed the tag with my name on it and replaced it with that of his wife.

“I’m going to keep this,” I said, dangling my tag in front of him. “Something to remember all the fun we had together. Besides, you never know when it might come in handy in the future. I mean, your wife might go away and need a petsitter again.”

“I hope so, Mistress Ashley.”

And there was such sincerity in his voice, it almost touched me.

“You’re sweet,” I said, shaking my head. “Okay, your wife is almost here. Let’s go upstairs and greet her properly. Let’s show her how we kept you in your place.”

I took the leash from Emily and led Alex back upstairs. Emily followed, playfully slapping his butt as he climbed in front of her. I led him to the living room, and I made him kneel on the floor while we sat on the sofa, waiting for Nicola to arrive.

Finally, we heard a car outside.

Standing, I led Alex to the door. I made him kneel in the hallway, and together, we listened to footsteps coming up the drive.

The door opened, and there was Nicola. At the sight of me holding her husband on a leash, a broad smile spread across her pretty face.

“What’s this?” she laughed.

“Go on, Pet. Greet her properly. Like we said.”

Alex crawled forward, and I walked with him, holding the leash. Lowering his face to the floor, he kissed each of his wife’s shoes in turn. While she burst out laughing at the show of submission, I felt a little swelling of pride in my heart. I had done it. My whole life had changed in the course of two weeks, and I had learned things about myself and about my roommate that I had never imagined before. And I had this kinky couple to thank for everything.
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