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Using Her Pet

I placed my hands on Alex’s shoulders. I looked deep into his glowing brown eyes. Even in my high heels, he was still taller than me, but not by much. I felt the weight of the claws on the gloves pulling my fingers down as I rested my hands on his shoulders for moment, smiling at him.

We were almost close enough to touch. Close enough that I could feel his breath escaping him in warm gusts of nervousness and anticipation. Close enough that his rockhard cock was just millimeters from my body, the thin layer of latex that wrapped me from neck to ankle all that separated us now. That, and the bondage he was in, the cuffs that held his arms behind his back and the leash that anchored him to the footboard of the bed.

Helpless. Just waiting to see what I would do next, completely incapable of stopping me. And he wanted this. He wanted nothing more than to be here, I knew, to be in my presence while I flexed this new sense of dominant power I had never felt before in my life. He wanted me. And everything I was doing only served to deepen that spell and increase the hold I had over him.

Slowly, I slid my hands down off his shoulders. I pressed the claws of my right hand into his pectoral muscle, and he sighed through his nose as I left five little indents in the skin.

Lifting the pressure a little, I let my claws slide down over his torso. They glided over his chest, over the ridges of his stomach muscles, and I continued to smile at him as I teased him with my touch. Getting ever closer to what he wanted, ever closer to the source of all his desires. He didn’t say a word, as if he was afraid he might ruin everything by saying the wrong thing. After all, he had gotten himself into a lot of trouble already.

My hands stopped at his lower stomach. His cock was throbbing just below the gloves I wore, and all I would need to do was stretch out my fingers an inch or two to touch it. He looked at me with a desperate expression on his face, as if he was silently pleading with me to do what we both knew he wanted.

But I didn’t. After all, that’s the prerogative of a dominatrix, isn’t it? To never give a slave what he wants, but only what she decides he deserves.

Raising my hand, I took hold of the leash attached to the collar around his neck, gripping it firmly. I pulled on it, pulling his head down, stepping back at the same time as I pulled him down toward the bed. He bent at the waist, and I used my other hand to grip the back of his neck, pushing his head further down until it was almost on the mattress. Bent over in front of me, he breathed heavily, looking up at me all the while as I stood above him.

“I think I might have to punish you myself for that unauthorized kiss.”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t argue. He just accepted it, knowing he had no choice in the matter. Knowing that he didn’t want to have any choice. This was what this was for him, I knew. A release from responsibility, a holiday from having to be a fully functioning adult with all the endless decisions it entails. Now, all he had to do was say yes. I could see the appeal of that. Of letting go. Of submitting. Of doing dirty, depraved things and having a kind of psychological escape for it, being able to tell yourself that it wasn’t your fault, that someone else made you do it. That you had no choice.

I could get behind that. What surprised me more was how easily I got behind the opposite, too. How much fun I was having being in control, how good it felt to be the boss.

I pressed my claws into Alex’s back. A little harder, this time, that I had on his chest. He let out a groan.

“Does that hurt?”

“A little, Mistress Ashley.”

I smiled.

“Good. It’s supposed to. It’s supposed to be a punishment, after all, for overstepping your bounds.”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley. Sorry Mistress Ashley.”

“It’s too late for sorry now, loser. Now, you need to learn your lesson. Shut up and take it.”

As I stood over him, I was glad he couldn’t see my face. All I had to concentrate on was making my voice sound right, making sure I sounded confident and in control, as if there was nothing more normal to me than torturing a man who desperately desired me for the minor infraction of kissing my leg. But my face, I knew, told a different story. I was a buzzing mess of excitement and disbelief and unexpected joy, and I didn’t want my captive to see that. I wanted to be just as sexy and in control as Nicola was when she did things like this to him, and somehow, despite my total lack of experience, I seemed to be pulling it off.

Slowly, I dragged the steel claws down his back. Alex did his best to follow my instructions, gritting his teeth and staying quiet, letting out only a slight moan as I tortured him. This time, the cruel nails left long red streaks in his skin, a mark of my presence that would last even after this wild session was over. I couldn’t explain, even to myself, why that thought excited me, why I wanted to leave marks on this man, another woman’s husband. But I did. I didn’t want him to forget the session he had had with Mistress Ashley, and I knew he never would.

I dragged my nails along his back, then lifted my hand and did the same again. Leaving new red streaks running over his body, drawing another moan of mingled pain and pleasure out of him as he squirmed to my touch. But he didn’t try to get away. He knew it was futile. He wasn’t going anywhere, and his body was just a toy for me to play with, to have whatever sadistic fun I felt like.

Inside Nicola’s latex catsuit, I could feel my body responding. I was getting wet again, and the flawless shining fabric did nothing to soak it up. I could feel myself starting to sweat, even though the room we were in wasn’t that warm. But the sexual heat we were generating between us was absolutely off the charts.

I ran the steel claws down Alex’s back a third time, crossing over some of the lines I had already left. I felt him wince at the contact, but he still didn’t complain. He didn’t beg for mercy, either. He took it like he deserved it, knowing it was what I wanted. Knowing that in the darkest parts of his heart, it was what he wanted too.

Leaving his back alone for now, I stepped behind him instead. His ass was still bright red from the whipping I had given him earlier, the angry marks of the riding crop still very visible on his skin. I felt another surge of excitement at that, knowing that I had hurt him, and was going to do it again. Knowing he couldn’t stop me, as if I had every right to do this to him.

Placing one hand on the small of his back, I swung the other through the air, slapping his ass hard. He jumped and groaned as I spanked him, and I giggled to myself, enjoying the spectacle of a grown man being punished like this. I did it again. And again. I slapped his ass hard until the noise of it rang out in the bedroom he shared with his gorgeous wife, and he groaned at the contact, squirming a little where he stood, still not trying to get away.

Then, I dug my claws into his skin. Slowly, painfully slowly, I dragged them over his beaten ass. The thin lines the claws left behind stood up sharply against the already reddened skin where I had whipped him, pain piled upon pain to drive home his helplessness, his humiliation, his inferior status. I left long red lines on one cheek of his ass, then moved the other, inflicting more pain on the helpless man. And he quivered like a leaf on a tree, moaning with every touch even as he tried to control the noises he was making. But I didn’t mind. Those moans and groans had a hot line to my own desire, my lust growing along with my cruelty until I felt like I couldn’t stand it anymore. We both knew the rules; we both knew we weren’t going to have sex. But I had never felt more like breaking any rules in my life.

And that inspired me. That desire, that lust, made the unthinkable seem like a good idea. I could see his balls hanging between his shaking thighs, so exposed, so vulnerable. I knew it was wrong, knew it was inappropriate. But after all, his own wife had encouraged me with her text messages.

Alex jumped and made a hissing noise between his teeth as I touched the back of his scrotum with a single claw. I didn’t scratch him; I just tapped on the wrinkled skin, but all the same, he moaned in desperate desire and shame. And, placing one hand on the small of his back again, I reached between his legs and took hold of his sack. I squeezed it gently, making him moan even louder, and the tips of the steel claws pressed just slightly into the sensitive flesh, and he froze as if he barely dared move, his legs shaking and trembling all the while, knowing just how completely at my mercy he was.

“I literally have you by the balls now, loser,” I said.

I spoke softly, knowing he was hanging on my every word. Knowing he would hear every syllable, that they would echo inside his head. Maybe even long after I was gone, he would still be hearing my voice in my words, and that thought only made me wetter in the skintight latex catsuit I wore as I held his manhood in my grip.

“Yes, Mistress Ashley,” he moaned.

“Look at these useless things. Full of cum for me, aren’t they?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley.”

“Too bad. That’s where it’s going to stay. I’m not your wife. You don’t get to fuck me.”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley,” Alex groaned again. This time, if anything, his voice sounded even more desperate, even more strained. And I gave his balls an extra little squeeze, just to remind him that I cared. Just to remind him that his pleasure and pain depended entirely on me. Then I let them go, playfully slapping his ass again like it was a piece of meat I was sizing up, my property to inspect.

Reaching down toward him, I took hold of the leash close to where was attached to his collar and pulled. He straightened up, taking my message. And again, I sat down on the footboard of the bed, the latex catsuit on my leather boots creaking and groaning with every move I made, shining under the bedroom lights. I slid my hand down the chain attached to his collar but didn’t remove it. I smiled up at him as he stood in front of me, totally vulnerable, his cock throbbing with pure desperation.

With my free hand, I reached out, extending my index finger. Alex moaned louder than ever as I ran the pointed claw along his straining shaft, from base to tip. Lightly, gently, not trying to hurt him. Instead, doing everything that was in my considerable power to drive him even more wild with unrelieved desire.

“Does that feel good, loser?”

“Oh my God, Mistress Ashley, it feels amazing!”

And I knew he was telling the truth. I could see the strain in his body as he stood over me, his eyes closing momentarily, his lips trembling around unspoken words. He looked almost as if I was hurting him, but I knew better. I was touching his cock, even if I wasn’t using my bare skin, and I knew that this was further than I had ever intended to go. But in the moment, it felt right. In the moment, it felt like exactly the right thing to do, as if the whole momentum of the evening we had so far spent together left us with no other option.

I was the one in control, the dominant mistress of his wildest dreams, but at the same time, I felt like I was riding that uncontrollable wave, too. I didn’t know where these ideas were coming from, but I knew that my desperate desire made the unthinkable seem like the only thing I wanted. And I wasn’t about to stop. Frankly, I didn’t feel like I could, even if I wanted to.

Alex moaned and trembled as I continued to run one claw up and down his shaft. I watched him tremble, watched him groan, just a tiny touch from me enough to reduce him to this. I couldn’t keep myself from laughing, and I didn’t even try. It was truly amazing to watch, sending an unbelievable sense of power and control and lust through me. His cock was leaking to my touch, a few clear drops of his excitement falling from the swollen head to land on the floor of the bedroom.

“Are you going to cum if I keep doing this?”

“Maybe, Mistress Ashley.”

It sounded like Alex could barely get the words out around his panting breath, and I chuckled to myself at his admission.

“Without permission? You know you would deserve serious punishment for that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Ashley!”

More than ever, I knew he was ready to say anything. With what I was doing to his body, it was like he couldn’t even concentrate on what I was saying. All he could do was babble his trained responses, giving in completely now to my wild whims. And that tension between us was only growing stronger, only growing wilder and more addictive and more exciting with every naughty thing I did to this helpless man.

“Then don’t.”

And that evil little steel claw continued to run up and down his throbbing shaft, teasing more of his excited juices out of him.

“I can’t help it, Mistress Ashley.”

“Are you talking back to me?”

“Ow!”

Alex cried out in pain as I suddenly squeezed his cock between the claws on my fingers and my thumb. Not hard, really, but hard enough to leave tiny indents in the skin over the rock-hard flesh below. He panted as I released him, his eyes springing open, the look on his face absolutely unforgettable as he stared at me.

“Please, Mistress Ashley,” he panted, “please, you’re so sexy and so beautiful. Please, I just want to…”

“Fuck me?”

I let the crude words hang in the tense air of the bedroom as the panting man stood in front of me, looking down at me with disbelief.

“Well, yes, Mistress Ashley,” he said, his cheeks burning with shame and humiliation as he admitted what we both already knew perfectly well. “I know I can’t, but…”

“That’s right. You can’t.”

I kept my own voice firm, even though in that moment, I was a long way away from being even half as sure in my convictions as I tried to sound. It was so powerful to have this man so desperate for me, to know how badly he wanted me, and inside the skintight latex catsuit, my pussy was aching with desperate lust. I looked at his cock, throbbing and leaking in front of me just from the little bit of teasing I had done, and I found myself dreaming of what he might do to me if I let him. I was sitting on the end of the big bed behind me, Nicola’s huge bed in her big expensive house, and here was her husband, practically begging to be with me.

We both knew the rules, and in the cold light of day, they had seemed perfectly sensible and necessary. But now, we were both in the grip of wild lust, both overwhelmed by this game we were playing, and suddenly, these rules seemed cruel for both of us. I had to control him, but I also had to control myself, and inexperienced at domination as I was, it seemed like too much.

But I had those texts in my phone. I had what amounted to a green light from Nicola. Not to have sex with her husband; that was something she still reserved for herself. But she had made it clear that I could have other kinds of pleasure if I wanted.

I ran my left hand up the chain leash, gripping it tight and pulling on it. I pointed the claw on my other hand to the floor at my feet, and Alex got my meaning straightaway. Again, he dropped to his knees, a position that must’ve been becoming more and more familiar for him, his cock pointing up at me as if to acknowledge what it wanted. And I, who had never once had a man kneel for me before, sat once again above my captive, feeling that wild sense of power coursing through my veins, making anything seem possible.

“But there are other ways to pleasure a lady,” I said, looking down at him. I could barely believe the words that were coming out of my mouth, and I felt my own cheeks burning with the red heat of embarrassment and of desire. I couldn’t believe I was even thinking of this, and certainly couldn’t believe I was going to go through with it. But again, I felt that unstoppable momentum of the moment sweeping me along, impossible to resist. And anyway, why would I?

The catsuit was designed for play. I had noticed that when I put it on. Along with the zipper that closed it in the back, there was another one down between the legs. And that was the one my hands sought out now as I sat on the footboard of the bed, slowly spreading my legs in front of Alex.

The tip of one claw gently lifted the zipper, and I looked at him as I toyed with it. He licked his lips, trembling like always, staring between my legs before looking up at me with an expression of doubt on his face.

“Do it,” I said firmly, letting the hint of a smile reappear on my face. “Unzip me.”

Alex hesitated, but only for the briefest of moments. Even more caught up in the wild flood of desire than I was, he really had no choice. He shuffled toward me on his knees, the chain leash swinging from his collar with every move he made, and he lowered his face down between my thighs, and I tried not to gasp with wild pleasure and excitement as this total stranger pressed himself against my most intimate parts.

It took him a few attempts to get the tiny zipper between his lips. I did nothing to help. Instead, I just sat there, watching, giving him no sign of how good it felt to have him rummaging around down there. The thin latex that covered my pussy did nothing to dampen the sensations of his face moving against me. If anything, it enhanced them. I felt like I was getting wetter by the second, a near torrent of excitement ready to pour out of me, if only I would let it.

Finally, Alex got the zipper between his teeth. Slowly, he lowered his head, pulling it down. I felt the bedroom air on the sensitive wet skin between my legs as the zipper parted. And as he did, I pushed my soaked panties aside, careful of the sharp nails so close to my sex. Totally exposed in front of him now, my pussy revealed as he pulled down the zipper, framed by the dark latex that covered most of the rest of my body. Somehow, it felt even more exposed than being totally naked.

Alex sat back on his knees. I smiled down at him, enjoying the attention for one last moment. He stared at me as if all his birthdays had come at once, as if he couldn’t believe my generosity in sharing my body with him. As if it was some kind of gift to him, instead of exactly what I wanted most.

“You said you wanted to lick it,” I smiled down at him. “Now’s your chance. And you’d better make Mistress Ashley cum, hard, because you may not get another chance.”

As usual, I had no idea where this was coming from. I just knew that these crazy desires had taken me over, had filled my head full of wild ideas and my body with evil heat, and this all seemed to happen by itself. Almost like I could watch myself from the outside, a witness to what I was doing to this man even as I did it.

I was the star of my own dirty movie, and I absolutely loved it.

Slowly, almost tentatively, Alex pressed his mouth against my pussy. He looked up at me as he did it, his warm brown eyes still glowing with that same fire as always, his desire forever at that wild fever pitch. I let out a little gasp as I felt his lips and tongue moving against me, seeking out the warmth and wetness of my body that it felt like I had been resisting for far too long.

And as he tasted my wetness, as his tongue slipped between my swollen lips, Alex noticeably warmed to his task. Soon, his enthusiasm seemed to overtake him completely, and he rocked his head up and down as he licked me, pressing his tongue hard against my body in the attempt to please me more. He kissed my sex, making out with it, gulping down the juices of my arousal with evident pleasure.

He was good. Or maybe I was so worked up by everything we had been doing, the crazy game we had been playing, that I was so close to the edge, anything would have felt like heaven. But I was ecstatic to have him between my legs, and I didn’t hold anything back. There was none of the usual self-consciousness I felt at moments like this, wondering if the guy was enjoying himself, wondering if I tasted okay. No, that dominant spirit was still on me, and I didn’t think about anything like that. I thought about myself, my own pleasure. That was all that mattered. Alex was licking my pussy as if it was all that mattered to him, too, as if his life depended on doing what I said and making me cum.

And he was going to do it.

I could feel the wild orgasm building inside me, almost straightaway. I had never felt like this with a man going down on me. A few had made me cum in the past, but never like this. Never with this kind of speed, never with this level of wildness. It was almost too much, the pressure of desire too intense, but there was only one way to relieve it. I knew that, and so did Alex, and that was what he was chasing as he licked and lapped at my streaming pussy, desperate to do what I had given him permission for.

I laced my fingers together at the back of his head, the steel claws of my gloves sliding past one another. I held him close, almost crushing his face against me as I draped my legs over his shoulders. The heels of my boots raked his scratched back, catching on his chained hands, but I didn’t care. I leaned back on the bed and thrust my hips forward at the same time, letting my pleasure ring out in wild cries of ecstasy.

And I came. I came with a ringing shout that bounced back from the walls of Nicola’s bedroom, leaving me breathless with the pure force of it. As my pleasure peaked, I pushed him away, lying panting on the mattress as I tried to recover.

And Alex kneeled, and watched. Watching as I slowly got my breath back, as I pushed myself upright again. I knew I must be glowing from the pleasure he had just given me, and I could see my juices shining on his face, and I felt so powerful and dirty and beautiful and cruel at the same time. I had just cum, but somehow, it barely seemed to make a difference. It took the edge off my desperate lust, but it did nothing to change how I felt about him or the situation we found ourselves in.

“Good boy,” I said. “Maybe you are good for something.”

I stood on shaking legs and untied his leash from the footboard. I didn’t even bother zipping up the catsuit to cover my pussy. After all, he was still tasting it in his mouth; there was no point being coy.

“Come with me.”

Alex rose to his feet as I stepped past him, leading him through the bedroom by the leash. I led him back through the house, along the open hallway, down the stairs. Through the kitchen where our wineglasses still sat, back when we were still normal people, back before we pushed open this door to unbelievable delight.

I led him down the basement stairs, Alex following along behind me without protest. I swung open the door of the cage in the middle of the room. Only now did he hesitate, just for a moment, staring at me with wild eyes full of disappointment. But I wasn’t going to give him the chance to protest. I pulled on the chain, dragging him down to his knees.

“Get in there, loser. I’m done with you for now.”

The leash grew taut between us as he shuffled into the cage on his knees. I swung the door shut. Leaving him kneeling there, I crossed to the wall full of toys and found the key for the handcuffs he wore. Crouching down outside the cage, I reached through the bars and unfastened the handcuffs, pulling them out. I did the same with the leash attached to his collar. Then I locked the cage shut with a padlock around the door and stood up.

“I’ll be around tomorrow, loser,” I said, leaning on the cage to look down at him as I spoke. “If I remember. Until then, you can just stay there and dream of what you can’t have.”


A Story To Tell

As I left Alex in the basement, I could feel the change come over me. I didn’t look back as I walked away from him, my ass swaying from side to side in the skintight latex catsuit with every step I took in my freshly-shined boots. Every inch the powerful, strutting, confident dominatrix, completely in control of her domain.

But once I reached the top of the stairs, I could feel the change in me. I let out a long sigh that I didn’t want him to hear, the full enormity and wildness of what had just happened crashing over me like a wave. Surely I couldn’t really do this? Surely I couldn’t leave another human being locked in a cage all night?

But I knew what Alex wanted. And if Nicola had been there, I felt like I knew what she would want, too.

Most of all, that was what I wanted. And as wild and strange as it seemed, I wanted to be this evil queen, this cruel and sexy princess.

The suit brought it out in me. The latex catsuit I had borrowed from Nicola’s closet, that fit me like it was painted onto my body, making me feel so unstoppable and powerful and sexy, so that all I wanted was more of this addictive sensation. Another crazy idea gripped me, and I was too weak to resist them at this point. Following my wildest impulses had brought me here, and here, I had learned, was somewhere I was very much enjoying being. Why fight anymore? Why try to resist what was bringing everyone involved so much pleasure?

I climbed the stairs back to Nicola’s bedroom. Along the way, I peeled off the gloves with their menacing steel claws. Back in the bedroom, I put them back on the shelf where I got them. They had served their purpose, and they would only make anything else I wanted to do more difficult.

But as I stood there in front of the mirror, looking myself over, that shining body in the shining latex in front of me that almost didn’t look like me, too sexy and too dangerous to be little old Ashley, I found my wild impulse reaffirmed. This was too good to turn away from, too exciting to end just now.

So, my decision made, I moved fast. Before I could rethink things. It wasn’t cold outside, but I went through Nicola’s clothes and found what I was looking for, what part of me knew would probably be there in any woman’s wardrobe that was as well-stocked as this. A full length black coat that I could drape over my outfit and hide what I was wearing, at least in part.

Checking myself out in the mirror, I saw that with the coat open, it gave only glimpses of the shining fabric underneath, along with the boots I wore, that Nicola’s husband had so eagerly kissed. I could close the coat and hide even more, but somehow, I felt I didn’t want to. There was something so delicious about that provocation, that hint of irrepressible sexuality. The glimpses of another world that somehow made it even more appealing than looking straight at it, just as I felt the skintight latex of the catsuit was somehow even sexier than being totally naked.

I loved what I saw. That’s the truth. And standing there in front of the mirror mirror in Nicola’s closet, admiring my own reflection and this new person I was turning out to be, I pulled out my phone and ordered a car to take me home on her account.

I strode downstairs, the long coat trailing behind me as I went through the kitchen and picked up my bag. Then I stepped out of the house, leaving Alex caged in the basement, my body vibrating with this incredible secret I had, this man I barely knew but who desired me so much that he would let me treat him like nothing more than an animal, nothing more than the pet Nicola said he was.

I could feel the eyes of the driver on me as I climbed into the car. I could see him looking back in the mirror as we drove in silence. I studied my phone, acting as if I didn’t notice him looking at me. Really, I could hardly blame him. It’s not every day you see a full-on dominatrix getting into the back seat of your car. And I was too hot in the wool coat and her latex catsuit, far too hot, but I wasn’t about to take the coat off. So we rode in silence to my place, where I thanked him and stepped out, hurrying into my apartment, feeling less and less like the powerful dominatrix all the time and more and more like little old me.

Emily was at her post as I walked through the front door. I knew I could count on her. She was watching TV, wearing comfortable clothes for lounging around the house, but she was there in case I got myself into any trouble, only a phone call away. I guess in some sense, I had gotten myself into trouble, really. But after all, it was the kind of trouble I wanted.

Emily turned her face toward me as I opened the door, and her eyes went wide and round with pure surprise. I laughed as I swept the long coat back so she could get a better look, standing at the entrance to our living room with my hands on my hips. My roommate’s eyes traveled up and down my body, taking it all in, from my unignorable cleavage all the way down to the high heels of my boots. It was different from the way Alex looked at me, of course. With her, it was a kind of admiration of female beauty, much like how I looked at Nicola. With Alex, it was pure lust. But I felt a similar thrill to be looked at by them all like that, to be so admired and coveted in such different ways. It all added to these intoxicating feelings of power, to this sense of wanton desirability that was once again filling my heart.

“Oh my God, Ash,” Emily said as her eyes continued to do their little dance over me, “where did you get that?”

“It’s Nicola’s,” I said. “She has quite a collection, and I tried a few things out. It fits me well, doesn’t it?”

“Like it was made for you,” Emily murmured in appreciation. “That’s so fucking hot.”

“I know, right?”

I was happy to shed the heavy coat, the latex underneath already more than warm enough for the temperature in our apartment. And as I slid it off my shoulders, as I draped it over a kitchen chair, Emily let out a whistle. I felt color rising to my cheeks, knowing that she was looking at my ass. The shining black latex made every curve look fantastic, but if I had to pick one part of my body it really did wonders for, it would have to be my ass. The tight rubber held everything up and shaped my backside into this unmissable round bubble at the top of my legs. I had noticed the effect myself in Nicola’s mirror. And now my roommate was seeing it, and we commented on each other’s bodies quite often, but still, this felt like a step further. And still, I didn’t hate it. I couldn’t forget how I had envied Nicola her beauty and her sexiness almost from the moment I met her, and certainly from the first time I saw her dominating Alex. Now I was getting exactly what I had wanted in that moment, a taste of what it would be like to be so magnificent, to be the center of attention and the source of such wild desire. It felt fantastic. It felt just as amazing as I had thought it would, or maybe even better.

I turned around to face Emily again, my smile matching hers. She grinned wolfishly as I crossed the room, swaying as usual in my sexy high-heeled boots. I moved across the room and sat down on the sofa beside her, crossing my legs as the latex grew even tighter around my body. The TV played on, completely forgotten now as she drank in every detail of my outfit, her eyes shining with excitement and delight.

“You look amazing, Ash,” Emily said, shaking her head. “You really look like a dominatrix now.”

“I feel like one,” I admitted. “I mean, it’s still weird. I still don’t really know what I’m doing. But it’s like… It’s like a spell comes over you. Like you just get into this mindset where it all makes sense. And the way he looks at me… He just does whatever I say.”

“I bet he does, Emily murmured again. “I probably would too, with you looking like that.”

I giggled at her comment, and so did she. It was a joke, after all. But at the same time, I couldn’t fail to feel a little thrill of something at her words. I was so keyed up, so totally oversexed and overstimulated at that point, that everything carried this kind of halo of excitement and pleasure around it. And of course, my friend had always been more open-minded than I was.

“Oh yeah? Well you can go get me a drink then.”

I smiled as I spoke, meaning it mostly as a joke. Emily smiled too, as if she took it that way. But then, to my astonishment and disbelief, she got up. Rising from the sofa, she stepped across the living room, heading toward the kitchen. I bit my lip as I listened to her pouring me out a glass of water, bringing it back and handing it to me. It was all a joke, just like when she had licked my boot earlier in mockery of the man I was about to dominate. But at the same time, she had actually done it. And yet it felt completely different to the way it felt with Alex. With him, it was all so serious, so intense. His desire was like a physical force in the room between us, and it made him weak and helpless, and it made me powerful. It was still a game, I knew, but he was so serious about it that it didn’t always feel like one. Emily’s actions, on the other hand, were far more silly, far more playful.

But all the same, she was doing what I told her.

“Thanks,” I said as I sipped the water I didn’t really need.

Emily sat down on the sofa beside me again, sitting sideways with her legs folded in front of her, facing me and completely ignoring the television. As if I hadn’t had enough attention already that day, hadn’t had enough admiration from Alex, now I was getting all of hers. And although it was very different from what I got from Nicola’s husband, it was fun nonetheless.

“So what happened? Tell me everything.”

The glow in Emily’s eyes was unmistakable. I knew this would happen, of course. This whole situation fascinated her, just like it would’ve fascinated me if our roles were reversed. In a way, it was the price I paid for her help and participation in all this. And I didn’t mind paying it.

“It was pretty crazy,” I began. “At first, I thought he was going to argue with me. Almost like he tested me a little bit, to see if I was strong enough to make him serve me. But I did.”

“Yeah, I bet you did,” Emily chuckled. “What did you do to him?”

And so I told my friend the whole wild story. And as I related what had happened, it seemed even more unbelievable to me. Telling it like that, like a story, made it seem almost like something that happened to someone else. Maybe that was true, in a way. Maybe Mistress Ashley was a different person from the regular version of me, the one my friends knew, the one I was most of the time. Maybe it had to be that way, in order for me to do the unthinkable. And all the while, as I told the story of Alex’s punishment and humiliation, of how I had used him, Emily smiled and laughed and nodded along, as if this was the greatest thing she had ever heard in her life.

“You made him go down on you?”

“Yeah,” I grinned, unable to keep the blush rising to my cheeks as I spoke. “Nicola said I could.”

“How was it?”

“Actually? Pretty amazing. I guess she has him well-trained.”

Emily laughed at that, like I knew she would.

“But you didn’t have sex with him?”

“No. Those are the rules. Those guys have a pretty… unusual marriage, to put it mildly. But Nicola is serious about that.”

“I guess you have to draw the line somewhere,” Emily chuckled, shaking her head. She loved this, I knew. And who wouldn’t? We all have some kind of nosy streak within us, and it’s hard not to be interested in other people’s affairs, especially when they are as strange and exciting as this.

“But didn’t you want to?”

I didn’t answer straight away. Honestly, it wasn’t an easy question to answer. It wasn’t like the thought hadn’t crossed my mind. It wasn’t like I hadn’t asked myself similar things even while it was all going on, questioning how far I would go and what I really wanted, if there were no rules. Maybe it was good that there were guidelines for me to follow, a level I wasn’t supposed to go to. But then, rules are made to be broken, too. My feelings toward Alex were getting more complicated by the day. When I had first met him, even though I could see he was a fairly attractive man, there had been no spark between us. But maybe you couldn’t play in the way that we had, toying with desire in the way that we did, without some of it creeping into your heart in some way. And maybe that was all there was to it, and if so, then I can safely ignore it as the mistaken impulse it was. But maybe it wasn’t.

“Kind of,” I said.

My fingers slid over the shining latex tightly wrapping my thigh as I looked down at my lap.

“I’m not sure. It was really hot, I can tell you that. I was so horny. Of course I wanted… something. But it was also really fun playing the way that we did. Knowing that he wanted me so badly, and not letting him have me. I really liked that, way more than I ever thought I would. I felt so mean, but knowing he wanted it at the same time made it okay, and… I never thought it would be so much fun to be evil. But it really is.”

“I bet it’s amazing,” Emily said softly. “I want a guy like that. A guy who wants me so badly he’ll do anything. He’ll be a little slave for me.”

I laughed, but I believed what she said. I could see it in her face. And at the look in her eyes, I almost felt sorry for this hypothetical slave boy. Emily was a sweetheart, really, but if I could find this other side to myself, I had no doubt she could do the same. Probably much more so than me. Maybe she would be more of a natural, crueler and more powerful even than I was. Maybe Alex was lucky that I was the one looking for work, the one his wife approached for this bizarre pet sitting gig. Maybe if it was Emily looking after him, he would be in even more trouble than he was.

But frankly, I was happy it was me.

“So what did you do with him after that?”

My smile deepened at Emily’s question. Everything I had done, the beating, the torture with the claws, was all so kinky and wild, but the way the session had ended really capped it off. And I saw Emily’s eyes widen even further as I told her how I had locked my borrowed boy toy in the cage in the basement.

“You just left him there?”

“Yeah,” I said, biting my lip again. “I told him I’d let him out tomorrow.”

Emily burst out laughing, covering her open mouth with both hands. And I laughed along with her.

“You’re so mean.”

“I know. It’s amazing.”

I uncrossed my legs, rising to my feet. Emily didn’t try to even slightly hide the way her eyes continued to move over my shining body, studying my every curve. I smiled down at her as I stood there, still dressed like the sexy dominatrix of Alex’s wildest dreams, feeling the strangeness of it all even more now that I was in my own home.

“I need to take this off,” I said. “Can you give me a hand?”

Emily didn’t say a word. She just smiled as she stood, and I turned around, heading toward my bedroom with her following me. It was like my body moved by itself, putting that sexy sway into my steps again before I could stop myself. Like I was trying to tempt and tease her the way I did with Alex. It was just coming naturally to me now, as if putting on the suit made me act that way.

Standing next to my bed, I bent at the waist, reaching down to get started with my boots. But my roommate surprised me again.

“Let me,” she said, speaking in that soft voice again.

She dropped to her knees on the floor, and I stifled a gasp as she unzipped my boots. I stepped out of them one at a time, and she grasped the heel, pulling them off for me. Once again, I was being served like I was some kind of queen, and all it took, it seemed, was to dress up sexy and have a bit of an attitude.

Once she had my boots off, Emily stood up again. Without saying a word, I turned my back on her, pulling my hair forward over one shoulder so that she could get to the long zipper in the back of the catsuit. I felt the latex loosening its tight hold on my body as she pulled the zipper all the way down to my ass, and as I shrugged the rubber material off my shoulders, I almost missed the constricting feeling of wearing it.

Emily helped me peel the catsuit off completely. Inside, I was a mess, my skin shining with a mixture of old lubricant and my own sweat, and I could feel the air of the bedroom cool against my skin. Emily pulled the catsuit further down, over my hips, exposing my ass, and she crouched again down to the floor to peel it off my legs. I had to stand on one foot so that she could peel it off that leg entirely, then switch so she could do the same with the other. And I stood in front of her, my body shining, wearing the push-up bra I had borrowed from her and a pair of panties that were absolutely soaked in my own juices.

It was embarrassing. Or it should have been. But by now, it felt like Emily was just as involved in this as anyone else. She knew everything that had happened, and she had been so supportive, so encouraging, and maybe without her help, I might not have done quite as far as I did. In her own way, she had inspired me. Maybe not as much as Nicola had, but every little helped. I was grateful to her as I stood there shining in my bedroom, and I wondered if that strange tension in the air was just the leftover residue of what had happened with Alex, or whether there was more going on than I cared to admit.

“I need a shower.”

My words seemed to break the spell of the moment. Emily was still grinning as I stepped past her, heading toward my dresser and grabbing some clean underwear. She still watched, saying nothing, as I headed out of the bedroom, toward the bathroom.

I sighed under the cascade of warm water. It washed away the sweat of the lubricant, and in a way, it seemed to wash away some of that wild tension too. I felt like I was returning to myself as I cleaned my body off. But nothing was going to undo what had been done. Nothing would change the wild truth of what had happened.

And what was still happening, I reminded myself, with another flush of arousal. Just because I was home, didn’t mean the game was over. Out there, in the basement of a suburban house, a man was caged because of me, and I was the only person who could free him. Even while I slept, this would still be going on, for as long as Alex was in my power. I didn’t even need to be in the same building as him to experience that wild rush.

I couldn’t help myself. Everything that had happened conspired to hold me in this state of pure arousal, this condition of constant horniness and need. And the feel of the warm water and the soap sliding over my skin combined with the memories of what had happened, and almost before I knew what was happening, my hand was between my legs.

I groaned softly as I touched myself. I didn’t want Emily to hear, didn’t want her to know I was masturbating in the shower. But I couldn’t stop myself. And frankly, I didn’t want to.

Waves of pleasure washed over me, just like the water falling from the showerhead above me. I caressed myself, teasing myself, remembering the way Alex’s tongue had felt against my body. The heat was rising, and it had nothing to do with the warm water and everything to do with the erotic tension I could feel, like I was racing toward that hard border that was the boundary of ecstasy, everything I was craving in that moment.

I stifled another moan, leaning against the wall of the shower, resting my head on one arm as I closed my eyes. My other hand moved faster and faster as I slid my fingers inside me, seeking out my G spot. At the same time, I pressed my palms against my throbbing clit, feeling those ever-increasing waves of pleasure surging through me with each moment that passed.

I gasped and shuddered. I trembled and moaned. I held nothing back, almost sobbing with pleasure as I stood there in the shower, replaying everything that had happened and losing myself in the pure thrill of being this sexual being.

I came, my orgasm exploding out of me, my juices washed away almost instantly by the shower. And I leaned against the wall for a while with my eyes closed, breathing heavily under the cascading water, shaking my head at the unlikeliness of it all.

Then I stood up. I finished washing myself off, more businesslike now, getting the job done. There was just that faint glow in the back of my mind, that unforgettable memory of the fact that somewhere out there there was a naked and horny man locked in a cage for my amusement and pleasure. My pet, until his wife came home, at least. My toy to play with.

Stepping out of the shower, I dried myself off and put on my clean underwear. Wrapping a towel around myself, I headed back into the living room, where Emily was once again watching TV. I handed her the bra I had borrowed, and she took it from me with a smile. It was a smile that had a lot to say for itself, a smile of pleasure and delight, a smile that told me how happy she was for me, and happy to be included, in her own way, in this unbelievable drama.

Then I headed to my room and closed the door behind me.

I was tired after everything that had happened, and even more tired after my shower. My eyelids felt heavy, and the temptation to sleep was strong. Tomorrow, I knew, would be another day full of excitement and adventure, another chance to explore this new role and become once again the sexy mistress I never realized I had it in me to be.

But that was also what kept me awake.

I picked up my phone, searching once again for advice and guidance. Greeted once again by the maze of online forums, articles, and naughty videos. And as I read and watched, as I dived deep down the rabbit hole of female domination and submission, I could feel my excitement growing again. I was trying to learn, trying to perfect my craft and give Alex what he wanted. But more than ever, I was getting caught up in the excitement of it all, unable to approach this calmly and clinically now that I had ventured into this world. It was no longer a psychological study or an interesting project. It was real to me, almost too real now, as if these strange games were my real life and everything else I did was the act instead of the other way around.

My mind was buzzing with new ideas as I finally set the phone aside, closing my eyes in the dark and trying to sleep. Ultimately, I knew it was the only way to make the next day come quicker. And that was something I wanted more than anything I could imagine.


Ashley’s Pet

I woke up early the next day.

I didn’t get much sleep, but that didn’t bother me at all. I was so wired, so unbelievably excited, that I could feel myself vibrating with the strange energy no matter how little sleep I got.

I got up and got dressed, seeing as I did the darkly gleaming catsuit spread out on a chair in my bedroom. And even though I was already buzzing with excitement at what the day would bring, I felt an extra little surge of pleasure at the reminder. Not just of the things I had done with Alex, the way he had looked at me when I wore his wife’s fetish outfit, the way he had done whatever I said, meekly crawling into a cage on my command. But also the way Emily had been. That had a stranger kind of appeal, one I understood less. These games excited her so much, even vicariously, and they excited me too, so I understood the appeal. Further, her excitement enhanced my own. It not only normalized what we were doing, but it made it even more thrilling.

For a moment, although not too seriously, I thought about putting the catsuit on again. The truth was, I couldn’t wait to wear it. I had wondered what it would feel like to wear an outfit like that the first time I had seen Nicola get dressed up all sexy for her husband. Now I knew, and it was even better than I had imagined. There was such a dark, rapturous thrill to it, such an unexpected voyeuristic pleasure in showing off my body like that, especially to a man who so clearly couldn’t get enough of it, and at the same time couldn’t actually have me the way he wanted. I had never really thought of myself as a tease, but that was the reality of what was going on. I was getting enormous pleasure from teasing this man I barely knew, from making him want me and denying him what he wanted. And I was so focused on that that I barely stopped to consider what I wanted.

More of the same, I suppose. More of this intoxicating game with rules I was just beginning to understand but that I had to admit I was turning out to be surprisingly good at playing. Yes, I had done my research, including some more last night. When I was in the moment, with Alex, it was remarkable how things seemed to just to come to me. The wildest ideas started to seem normal, and I knew that was what he wanted from me. The wilder the better.

I dressed casually, and quickly. I didn’t put much effort into my minimal makeup, instead throwing my makeup bag into a bigger bag that I also used to store the catsuit and the boots I was coming to think of more and more as my dominatrix boots. As fun as it would undoubtedly have been to step out into the light of day looking like the sexy latex mistress I was the night before, I knew that wasn’t really something I could pull off in daylight hours. Plus, as much as I liked the attention I was getting from Alex and even from Emily, that, I knew, would get me more attention than I could handle.

Still, it pleased me to think about what was in that bag, and that no one knew the truth behind it. From the outside, I looked like any normal girl, out and about early on a weekend morning. Only I knew the truth of what was really going on. Only I knew that I had a naked, submissive, and desperately horny man locked in a cage in a basement dungeon, waiting anxiously for me to release him.

My first stop was at a pet store. One of those giant corporate ones where I knew I would be more or less left alone. They had a laser engraving machine that could make nametags, and that was where I went. Smiling a little to myself, I looked up and down the aisle to make sure no one could watch over my shoulder as I typed in the words ‘Ashley’s Pet.’ And again I felt that wild excitement, that unbelievable thrill, the familiar throbbing ache in my pussy reminding me of the sexual excitement I was feeling.

I snatched up the tag once it was printed and took the barcode up to the counter. The cashier, younger than me, rang my purchase through disinterestedly, not even wanting to see it, which I was glad for. Even so, I felt weirdly exposed, as if people would somehow guess that this tag was not for a dog or a cat. I reminded myself not to act too suspiciously, or else security might want to check my bag, and then I really would be exposed. It took all my self-control not to practically race out of the store, my heart beating wildly in my chest as if I had just pulled off the heist of the century.

But it was so exciting, though. That was one thing I had noticed almost straightaway about playing these games. They formed a kind of parallel universe to my real life, happening alongside it, and as they did, they enhanced everything. Let’s face it: regular life can get a little dull sometimes. This game of Nicola’s that I had become involved in was the opposite of that. And somehow, knowing I had this wild power, even by proxy, made everything in life seem that little bit more delicious.

From the parking lot of the pet store, I summoned a car on Nicola’s account. It arrived within minutes, and I climbed into the backseat. This was getting to be a more and more regular experience for me, feeling this rising excitement of taking a car across town to bully and torture my helpless, handsome playmate. With every mile, the excitement grew, reaching and almost unbearable pitch as the car dropped me off outside Nicola and Alex’s house. And I strode up the driveway, once again adopting the persona of the dominatrix, the woman who knew she could get whatever she wanted just by demanding it.

Well, maybe not anything I wanted, I thought to myself for a moment, and then was shocked by the thought as I questioned myself on what I meant by that.

Did I want Alex?

Not really, I told myself. Sure, he was attractive enough. After all, a woman like Nicola didn’t have to settle for an ugly guy. And he was kind of cute when he was in full submission mode. He got so excited and so helpless, almost like a little puppy, and I could see why Nicola had started treating him like her pet. But I knew I had to stay firm with myself, just like I did with him. I had been trying to deny it for a while now, but the simple and obvious truth was that these games turned me on.

I was getting paid handsomely to do this, but at this point, the money was the last thing on my mind. I wanted to do this, wanted to once again be the sexy mistress of his darkest dreams. And whenever I did it or whenever I even thought about that, it turned me on. It turned me on more than anything had in quite a while, and I was starting to wonder if this was something I was going to be able to let go of once this job was over. Or was I now going to have to seek out partners that would let me treat them like this?

Just the idea of it was a wild thrill, because given my success with Alex, I felt like I could pull it off. Sure, he was already trained by his wife in how to submit to a lady. But I felt like all I needed was that attraction he had to me, and I could use it to make a man into a little slave boy of my own.

These naughty thoughts buzzed in my head, fueling my wild excitement as I let myself in at the front door of Nicola’s house. But I knew I had to be serious. I had to get into character. And, right now, I had to consider the practicalities of the situation I was in, too. Poor Alex had been in that cage all night, with no idea when or if he would be released. And although this was all a game, I knew I had to be aware of the realities of it, the limits of the body.

I headed straight downstairs. Even though I expected nothing else, I still almost gasped with pleasure as I saw him crouching in his little cage. My captive, my victim, ready to be used and abused once again. The sight of him sent a wild little shockwave through me, my pussy pulsing in my pants at the sight of him.

He raised his head to look at me through tired eyes, his chest swelling and shrinking as he breathed. He couldn’t have slept much, if at all. The cage was too small to allow him to stretch out. Stepping past it, I retrieved the keys from the far end of the basement, well outside his reach. Then I returned to the cage, crouching down and unlocking the padlock that closed it before swinging the door wide.

“Okay, you can come out now, pet.”

Alex crawled out of the cage, his movements stiff from his long captivity. As soon as he emerged, he fell flat on his face, groaning as he lay down, stretching out his sore muscles. And I gave him some time to recover.

Honestly, now that I was seeing him again in the flesh, I felt a little bit bad for what I had done. A very un-dominatrix -like feeling of guilt flowed through me. It had been such a sexy idea when it was just that, or had at least felt like just that. Knowing he was locked up in the basement and unable to free himself had turned me on all through the previous night and that morning too, and I guess I got carried away in it, because it was like I had stop thinking about him as a person instead of as just my toy. But now, I was confronted with the physical reality that this was a man I had kept locked up in a very cramped space for an uncomfortable length of time, and honestly, it didn’t feel that great.

“Are you okay?”

I crouched down beside him on the floor, almost reaching out to him before I stopped myself. I wasn’t even sure why I stopped myself. Maybe some part of me thought he might hate me now, might be mad at me for what I had done to him. He had every right to be, I thought.

But after a moment, Alex rolled over onto his side. I could see the marks of the whip and the claws I had used on his skin, faded now but still visible, the outward signs of what I had put him through. He was still naked, of course, and I could see his cock, flaccid now, draped on one thigh. He looked weak and vulnerable in a way he never had before, and that only increased my feelings of guilt as he looked at me. But slowly, a smile spread across his face. A weak smile, maybe, but it was noticeable all the same.

“Yeah, I’m okay,” he said. “Just a little stiff. And I need the bathroom really badly.”

“Oh God, yeah, of course. Timeout,” I said, making that T sign with my hands they use in sports. “Do what you gotta do.”

Alex slowly rose to his feet, and I stood too. I could see the stiffness in his body as he moved, walking slowly toward the steps of the basement. I followed at a little distance as he climbed the stairs, still feeling uncertain of myself, still feeling a little bit guilty, despite what he had said. He walked naked toward the downstairs bathroom close to the kitchen, and I stood waiting awkwardly outside, not knowing what direction to go in. I knew I had had Nicola’s approval, and I knew all this had turned him on, but I didn’t know if he would want to continue any longer. And if he didn’t, that would be the end of that. I would regret it, certainly. Maybe, in the days and weeks to come, I would miss being a mistress. But despite the way we played, I wasn’t there to do anything he didn’t deep down want me to. That was the most fundamental rule of the game, I knew, and it was what stopped it from being actual abuse. That was a line I instinctively knew I had to maintain, and all of the resources I had looked into to help improve my dominatrix skills had confirmed the same thing.

Alex stepped out of the bathroom, his cock hanging down between his legs. He smiled again as he saw me, and every time I saw that smile, I felt my guilt and shame lessening a little. He certainly wasn’t acting like a man who had been tortured against his will. He was acting like a guy who couldn’t quite believe what had happened, but didn’t regret a moment of it.

“That was intense,” he said. He seemed to have no compunctions about standing naked in front of me while I was fully clothed, and I guess that made sense. We were intimate with each other now, despite hardly knowing anything about each other. There wasn’t much point in either of us being coy about our bodies.

“Nicola has never kept me locked up all night before.”

“Well, you shouldn’t be such a bad boy then,” I said, smiling as I spoke, and Alex smiled back at me.

Now that we weren’t actually in the thick of the game, playing our roles as dominatrix and submissive slave, this kind of talk had a faint tinge of the ridiculous about it. Even with him standing naked in front of me, it still felt somehow hard to believe that we had really done all those crazy things. But I didn’t regret it, and looking at the way he was smiling, I suspected he didn’t either. In fact, I was sure he didn’t. Did that mean I had the green light to carry on? Because I knew for sure now that that was what I wanted.

“I guess not,” Alex said.

His smile was only growing wider by the minute, hearing me talk this way. He loved it. That was obvious. I had never treated anyone so badly in my life, and yet he was so into it. Not for the first time, I got the feeling that the worse I was, the more he liked me. That this was a chance to let out a kind of darkness in me I didn’t even know existed, a part that maybe wouldn’t have existed if I hadn’t come across these two. Or maybe it was always there, and I just didn’t see it, pushing it away because I was scared of what it showed me. Not anymore. Through Alex, I was learning that the dark can be just as beautiful as the light, when harnessed and used correctly. The only tricky part was making sure to use it in the right way.

“Speaking of that… Ready for another round?”

I felt like I was really putting myself out there now, really taking a risk. If he said no, I knew I had to respect that, but I didn’t know how I would feel. Disappointed, certainly, and probably a lot more than that, too.

But the smile on his face eased by worries. And as he stood naked in front of me, smiling at me, I didn’t miss the fact that his cock was starting to swell just from being close to me and talking this way.

“Will I get to lick your pussy again?”

“See, that’s exactly the kind of naughtiness I’m talking about,” I said, trying to hide my total delight at his response. There was nothing he could say that I would be happier to hear. All over again, I could feel excitement swelling up inside me, my pity for him and guilt at what I had done evaporating as quickly as they had arrived, swept away by the mounting pleasure of being in total control.

“I guess you still haven’t learned your lesson. Well, you know what that means. Back down into the basement you go.”

“Okay,” Alex said.

My words did nothing to wipe the goofy smile off his face. He wasn’t scared of me, and I suppose he shouldn’t have been, really. Anything I was going to do to him was only what he wanted me to. As crazy as that seemed, after the night I had put him through, it was undeniably the truth. This masochistic man wanted me more the crueler I was to him, and even though it amazed me, I was getting to love the idea of that more and more.

Alex turned away, walking ahead of me, and I followed him back down to the basement. Along the way, I checked out the marks and scrapes I had left on his skin again. But this time, instead of the guilt I felt before, now I felt excited by it. To see what he had gone through for me, to see the punishment he had let him inflict on me, and knowing he wanted more of the same treatment. It was absolutely wild, and absolutely thrilling, and it turned me on like nothing else did.

As if my every whim was an inescapable order, Alex marched down into the basement without protest, without hesitation. My mind raced as I followed him. What was I going to do with him? I hadn’t thought that far ahead. What I needed to do, I felt, was get back into that sexy outfit. After all, it made me feel confident and powerful, and the ideas seemed to come to me more easily when I was in that mindset.

And also, given the nature of the conversation we had just had, I knew I needed to subject my little slave boy to more punishment.

And that seemed like as good a place to start as any. Down in the basement, I walked over toward the rack where Nicola kept her toys, looking for what I could use. I found a coil of rope, and as I looked around the basement, wondering what I could secure him to, I spotted a heavy steel hook mounted on the ceiling. Smiling to myself now, I took the rope off the rack and found its end.

“Put your hands together,” I ordered. And of course, Alex did it. Without question, without hesitation, seemingly without even thinking about it, he put his hands together in front of him, his wrists crossed. I wrapped the rope around them a couple of times and tied a tight knot that I hoped would hold.

Still holding the rope, I stepped away from the rack, and he followed along, led by the rope. We stood still under the hook, and I needed a couple of attempts to throw the rope over it so that it would sit properly in the metal. But after all, I was in no hurry. And once the rope was hooked, I pulled on it, using all my body weight and practically hanging off it as I pulled Alex’s arms above his head.

Carrying my end of the rope to the cage, I wrapped it around one of the bars and pulled on it some more, bracing myself with one foot on the steel bars to give me more leverage. By now, Alex was almost standing on his tiptoes, his whole body stretched out, his arms held high above his head and almost reaching the basement ceiling where the hook held him in place. I tied the rope to the cage, well out of his reach. And as I walked toward him, I looked him over, watching the way his ribs showed as his chest filled and emptied with air, watching his cock, fully erect now, sticking straight out in front of him and pointing at me as I faced him.

“I figure you could use a little bit of a stretch after your night in the cage,” I said with a smirk. “Aren’t I nice to you?”

“Yes, Ashley.”

Alex sounded a little breathless as he spoke, and I knew exactly why. It was that breathlessness that came from deep desire, from the crazy pleasure he took in being treated like this. The breathlessness of the excitement he felt, the thrill he got seeing me this way.

And he was about to see a lot more, too, whether he knew it or not.

I stepped closer to him. His breathing got even more shallow, even more hurried, as I reached out and ran just the tips of my fingers slowly over his trembling chest, down over the muscles of his stomach. His skin was warm to my touch, and the way he trembled made me burn even more with excitement of my own. Once again, the tension between the two of us was building, and neither of us could deny the electricity even if we wanted to. He was significantly older than me, and married into the bargain, but there was undeniable chemistry there. And after all, his wife had given me permission to use him for my pleasure, if that was what I wanted to do. From his question upstairs, I knew it was exactly what he wanted. That made the newly discovered sadistic side of me want to withhold it, but whether I could deny myself the pleasure was an open question.

“Stay here,” I said softly, as if he had any choice in the matter.

My fingers stopped their downward slide low on his stomach, right before the base of his cock, and he sighed with disappointment, as if he honestly thought I was going to touch him like that. Maybe he should’ve known better. Then again, maybe not. Just like me, he could feel that simmering tension between the two of us, and desire makes us all optimists.

But I turned away from him. I didn’t turn around to look as I headed toward the stairs; I didn’t need to. I knew he was watching me. I knew his eyes would linger on me as I climbed the stairs, watching my body until I disappeared from sight. And after that, he would listen to my movements up above, wondering what I was doing, waiting in anticipation to see what I came up with next.

Upstairs, I found my bag. I took it up to the next level with me, heading toward Nicola’s bedroom. There, I knew, I would find everything I needed. In the mirror of her en suite bathroom, I applied my makeup. Smokey, glittering eyes, bright red lips to provide a pop of color to the monochrome outfit I would be wearing. It was a nighttime look early in the day, but that was exactly what I wanted. To look as sexy and seductive as possible, to look like the mistress of the night I knew he so desperately wanted me to be.

Then, it was time for the suit.

I pulled it out of the bag, watching the way it shone. I remembered where the lube was from the day before, and I grabbed it, applying the viscous liquid first to my skin, and then the inside of the outfit. I moved slowly, taking my time, wanting to get it right. Besides, I was finding that there was a kind of sensory pleasure in putting the suit on. Yes, it was a struggle sometimes, the slippery latex clinging to my skin even after lubrication, and the last thing I wanted to do was to damage Nicola’s outfit. But as I drew the latex on, feeling the tightness gripping every inch of my body, I felt that excitement I knew I was going to feel. Just as I had hoped, I felt that fresh burst of confidence too, feeling more like a mistress for looking like one.

YouTube videos had taught me some things. Nicola had a kind of strap that attached to the zipper of the catsuit and let me pull it up, then detach it from zipper once it was at the back of my neck. Then, I started to shine the suit. It had lost only a little of the lustre of the day before, but I wanted to look absolutely immaculate. I wanted to radiate dark light like a curvaceous mirror Alex would be able to see himself in and see the full magnitude of his aching desire, his total submission to my sexiness.

Maybe I want to see myself a little, too. That was why went to stand once again in front of the mirror in Nicola’s walk-in closet, watching myself shining the suit, watching as I rubbed my hands all over the black rubber, restoring it to a slick glossy shine.

Once I was done with that, I headed back into the bedroom and sat down on the edge of the bed. I pulled my boots out of the bag and pulled them on one by one, pulling up the zipper. Every time I put them on now, I thought of Alex groveling at my feet. Maybe it would always be that way. Maybe even after this wild adventure, whenever I wore this footwear or anything like it, I would remember how I had once been a dominatrix, a mistress, a cruel and teasing goddess who could drive a man crazy with nothing but the way she looked.

I hoped so.

In my boots and catsuit, I stood up. As I walked toward the door of the bedroom, I felt that sexy sway returning to my gait, the heels of the boots exaggerating the way my hips moved with every step I took. I felt the warming latex pulled tight around my body, keeping everything in place, making me feel toned and tight and ultra-sexy. I creaked as I walked down the stairs, through the house, then down another set of stairs into the basement. Along the way, I grabbed the name tag I had made that morning from my bag, holding it in my closed hand.

Alex’s eyes went wide at the sight of me. Even though he had probably expected something like this, he still looked at me as if he had never seen anything so incredibly sexy. And that was just what I wanted. It made my confidence soar as I walked past him, saying nothing, just smiling slightly as he turned on his toes to keep me in his eyeline.

Over at the wall of toys, I picked up the leather collar I had made him wear the day before, detaching it from the leash. And I carried it back toward him, standing in front of him, my body wrapped in shining latex with his rockhard cock pointing at me in pure and helpless desperation.

“I got you a present,” I said, holding up the name tag. “It says, Ashley’s Pet. Because that’s what you are now, isn’t it? You’ve always been your wife’s little pet, but now you’re mine.”

“Yes, Ashley,” he breathlessly murmured. And my smile deepened as I attached the name tag to the ring on the collar, then wrapped the black leather around his neck.


Punishing Her New Pet

“You look cute in a collar.”

I smiled as I spoke, standing close to Alex, and hooked my finger through the ring in the front of the collar he wore. I pulled on it playfully, his face right in front of mine. The two of us almost close enough to kiss.

And did I think about it? Maybe for a second. He might be Nicola’s husband, but the sexual chemistry between the two of us was clearly off the charts. And now that I was dressed in her clinging latex catsuit, my own desire was reaching an unignorable pitch. Inside the tight suit, I could feel my pussy growing hot and damp, my nipples pressing hard against the thin rubber fabric, completely visible to the slave standing in front of me. Good. Let him see. Let him see everything he could through the latex of the suit, that thin barrier an echo of his own helplessness and inability to take what he wanted. Me. He wanted me so badly, it felt like I was the center of his entire world at that moment, and as I stared deep into his eyes, I could see that desperate longing, that wild desire, and it never failed to make me feel like an absolute queen.

I released my grip on the collar and once again ran a hand down over his chest and stomach. Once again, he trembled at my touch, vibrating like a tuning fork as he responded. My hand drifted lower and lower, and I kept smiling at him, with him on his tiptoes looking down at me with that expression of unrelieved lust on his face. Finally, my hand hovered above his cock, not quite touching. But close enough so that I could feel the heat radiating off it, as if the blood in his engorged veins was boiling. He groaned, just a little, and he jerked in the ropes that almost suspended him from the ceiling, his body lurching as he tried to press his cock against my hand. But I just laughed and moved my hand a little further away.

“Are you trying to get me to touch your cock?”

“Yes, Ashley,” he confessed. After all, there wasn’t much point lying about it. We both knew exactly what he wanted, and exactly how badly he wanted me.

“You’re so naughty,” I said, shaking my head. “You just don’t learn, do you? That’s another thing you’re going to need to be punished for.”

Then I took my hand away. But at the same time, I shifted my feet as I stood in front of him, placing my hands on both his shoulders. In the position I was in, my latex-wrapped thigh pressed against the side of his shaft, and he groaned at the sensation. I acted like I hadn’t noticed, like it was carelessness on my part, but in reality, it was anything but. I could feel the heat of his manhood warming the latex catsuit I wore, could feel how rigid he was, and inside the catsuit, my pussy responded. My juices were flowing freely now, that old ache in the pit of my stomach making me feel an emptiness I only felt at times like this, a hungry need to be filled. I was still adamant I wasn’t going to have sex with him. That was almost the only rule. And it was a rule I had established for myself too, to keep this what it was instead of complicating things further by having sex with a married man. Still, it had never been more tempting. His desire for me was like a force that I couldn’t resist, like gravity, and the more I battled against it, the more tired I got of the fight.

But you have to have some rules that you stick to.

“What am I going to do with you, pet?”

As I spoke, my hands drifted down his chest again, both of them now. He winced as I found his nipples, pinching them both between finger and thumb.

“You like that, loser?”

“Not… Not really, Ashley.”

“Good. You’re not supposed to.”

Alex let out a yelp of pain as I savagely twisted both his nipples. I clenched my teeth as I did it, grinning all the while. Now, I didn’t feel bad. I didn’t feel sorry for him. Instead, I felt more aroused than ever. Inflicting pain, I had learned, was a gateway to pleasure for more than just him. It’s not that I actually enjoyed hurting him. It was more that I enjoyed the fact that I could. That I had the unstoppable power to inflict pain on him to make him comply with my orders, or just if I felt like it, and not only was there nothing he would do about it, but that he would welcome it as a sign of my sexual authority over him it was amazing. Sadist or not, it made me want more.

“Shut up,” I said sharply, and I slapped his chest with my hand, leaving a faint pink imprint on his skin. “I told you you’re naughty boy, and naughty boys get punished. Try to take you like a man. Or as close to one as you can get, anyway.”

I giggled as I spoke the insult, and Alex looked at me with that same look of desperation on his face, his eyes practically rolling in his head. He loved this. Again, he was plunged into that unique mindset of submission to me, unable to resist and unwilling to break the spell desire had woven over him. And I was having far too much fun teasing and torturing him to stop now.

“You want me so bad, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, yes, Ashley. You’re so beautiful and so mean, you look amazing in that outfit, and I just… I just want you so bad.”

“What do you think your wife would say if she could see you begging another woman for sex right now?”

“If she saw you dressed like that, she’d understand,” Alex said, and my smile deepened at his words.

“I bet she’d punish you too, wouldn’t she?”

“Probably.”

“Good. She should. You should be punished regularly, just for being a man. Not to mention all the other naughty things you do.”

“Yes, Ashley.”

I took a halfstep back. Then, pushing my hair back behind both of my ears, I leaned forward and spat on his cock. Alex let out a long moan, as if I had done something really pleasurable. As if even the warmth of my saliva was enough to turn him on, and I guess it probably was. But I had other ideas.

I turned around, the high heels of my boots thumping on the floor as I slammed my foot down on the ground, my legs apart. I leaned forward, and the tight latex of the catsuit creaked and groaned around me as I thrust my ass back toward him, my hands on my knees. I arched my back, and Alex groaned even louder than the latex catsuit as I rubbed my ass against his cock. I positioned myself so that his manhood sat nicely in the crack of my ass, my cheeks perfectly defined, lifted, and slightly separated by the tight latex. My saliva lubricated his cock as I began to twerk, bouncing my ass up and down so that his cock slid back and forth between my cheeks. I clenched a little, providing more pressure, and Alex let out another moan.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” I teased, looking back at the helpless man over my shoulder and liking what I saw. “You’re wishing you could fuck me like this right now, aren’t you? Wishing you could make me moan and scream. Wishing you could slide that cock deep inside my tight little pussy.”

“Oh my God, Ashley, yes!”

The sound of his voice was amazing. He was like a man possessed, unable to hold back his desperate desire. My pussy spasmed again inside the tight latex. He wasn’t the only one craving sex. And I imagined it all too clearly, as if it was already happening right in front of us, imagining him taking me from behind, pounding me like an animal, channeling all that rage and anger and frustration into fucking me. I wouldn’t even take the catsuit off. All I had to do was pull down the tiny zipper between my legs, and I could slip him inside me and take him right there and then.

Alex groaned again, even more breathless and desperate than before. And I was breathless too. I noticed my hand drifting down between my legs almost as if it was someone else’s, and I didn’t try to stop it. I pressed my pussy through the tight latex, feeling the shape of my lips, feeling my swollen clit pressing against the zipper. I let out a gasp, and that only made Alex moan some more, and I played with myself as I bent over in front of him, shaking my ass and squeezing his cock between my cheeks while I rubbed my streaming pussy through his wife’s catsuit.

“It’s not going to happen, though,” I panted. “Not for you. You know that, right, loser?”

“Ashley, I – oh my God!”

Alex let out his longest and loudest moan yet, and at first, I took it for despair. But then I gasped myself as I felt something on me through the thin layer of rubber that covered my body. Something hot. Alex groaned, and his cock throbbed between my clenching ass cheeks, and he let out a moan that now I knew what it was: the desperate sound of his orgasm. The strain of it all had proved too much for him, and he had cum on my back, several spurts landing on the glossy latex of the catsuit.

With an evil smile he couldn’t see, I clenched my ass cheeks again, gripping his cock between them and milking every drop. He moaned and trembled, and I tried so hard not to moan myself. It was so sexy, what I had done to him. Making him cum like that, just from rubbing his cock against my ass, still not getting inside me. I had never felt such complete control over someone else’s body, such total power to give pain or pleasure however and whenever I felt like it.

I let him have his little spurt, my hand pressed against my vibrating pussy the whole time. I waited for a moment, just like that, bent over in front of him, his cum slowly cooling on the second skin of the tight black latex catsuit.

Then, I stepped forward. I straightened up. I turned to face him, forcing a scowl I didn’t really feel onto my face. Truthfully, I was more amused than anything else by what had happened, but I didn’t want him to know that. I wanted him to feel nervous, uncertain, afraid. I welcomed another excuse to punish Nicola’s husband.

“Did you just cum without my permission?”

I kept my voice quiet and calm, but I did my best to make my eyes flash with menace. And it seemed to work. Alex looked terrified. He gulped before he answered, his eyes darting around the basement as if he was trying to find a way to escape. But there was no way out. He was going to have to face me and whatever I decided to do to him.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.”

“You didn’t mean to. But you did, you dirty little pervert. And now you’ve got cum all over your wife’s nice catsuit. What do you think she would say to that?”

“I… she’d probably call me a loser, Ashley.”

“Probably,” I said with a smirk. “And she’d be right to, would she? Slave boys who can’t control themselves need to be controlled by a dominant woman, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Ashley.”

Alex had finally had the orgasm he was longing for, and perhaps it had taken some of the wild edge off his desire. But it hadn’t made him any less obedient, it seemed. There was a look of shame and embarrassment on his face that was just an absolute picture as I stood in front of him, and that ever-growing sadistic part of me wanted to play on that. I reached behind my back, my blind fingers winding the wet patch he had left on the shining latex. My fingers shone with his semen as I brought them around in front of me again, and Alex stared, open-mouthed, at his cum in my hand.

I kept my eyes locked on his. My heart beat rapidly in my chest, but I tried not to let any trace of doubt or nervousness show. After all, a dominatrix has to always be in charge.

And slowly, one by one, I licked my fingers clean of his cum.

He gasped at the sight, his bottom lip quivering. It was so gratifying to see the look of desperate desire on his face, combined with my own feeling of being such a total slut and such a goddess at the same time. His cum tasted salty, like cum does, and I couldn’t believe myself that I was doing this, but the effect it had on my pathetic male captive made it all worthwhile.

“I think your wife needs to hear about this, don’t you?”

“I… I don’t know, Ashley.”

“I do. Let me get my phone.”

I strode toward the stairs and climbed them, heading back to the living room where I had left my phone. Taking it up, I texted Nicola just to see if she was free to talk. I wasn’t exactly sure what it was she was doing on her trip, whether she was visiting people or in business meetings. But so far, I had found her very responsive when I tried to talk to her. And sure enough, by the time I carried my phone back down in the basement, she had texted me back to say she could talk.

I pressed the button to call her and held the phone to my ear. At the same time, I stalked across the basement toward Alex. He watched me nervously, his drained cock now hanging limp between his legs. He looked so pitiful, so helpless, so embarrassed. Just waiting to see what us superior women decided to do with him next.

“Hi. What’s up?”

“Hi,” I said, letting a smile creep across my face as I maintained eye contact with Alex. “I’m just here with your husband, and he came without my permission.”

There was silence on the other end of the phone for a moment. And then, Nicola burst out laughing.

“He what?”

“Hold on, let me put you on speaker.”

Taking the phone away from my ear, I pressed the speakerphone function. Still looking at Alex, I held the phone out in front of me now.

“So I was teasing him a little,” I said. “I borrowed your latex catsuit.”

“Oh, he loves that one,” Nicola said. I could still hear the amusement in her voice.

“A little too much, I think,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “I mean, I barely touched him. I guess my ass kind of grazed his cock, and he just exploded.”

I smiled wickedly at Alex as his wife laughed again down the phone. He knew I was lying, but would he dare say anything to contradict me? I doubted it. And I suspected if he did, she would take my side anyway. She loved this man just as he loved her. But this game had its rules. There was us, the powerful, dominant women on one side, and him on the other. He never had a chance against even one of us, let alone two.

“That’s so pathetic,” Nicholas said. “He must be so desperate. Are you, pet?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alex said. As he spoke, he leaned forward a little in the ropes that suspended him from the ceiling. “Ashley is so sexy, and I miss you so much, and I’m so horny. You two are driving me crazy.”

Both of us laughed at that, me and Nicola, the sound of our feminine amusement filling the basement. But even though I knew it was true, it felt good to hear it. To be reminded of it. And seeing the way Nicola effortlessly dominated her husband, seeing the way he bowed to her every whim, the way he spoke to her as if she really did own him, kept that fire of lust burning inside me, too. I knew I could do the same thing. I knew now that I could make this guy just as obedient as she did. But seeing it from the outside was a potent reminder of just how erotic this all was.

“Well, you know you need to be punished for something like that,” Nicola said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “What do you think, Ashley? What should his punishment be?”

I paused for a moment, the wheels turning in my head. This was still new to me, still not something I was used to. It was good, in a way, to connect with Nicola again, to talk to a more experienced dominatrix and make sure I was on the right track.

“I used the riding crop on him yesterday, and those claws you have,” I said. “But I’m not sure he learned his lesson.”

“I guess not. Maybe some clamps would do the trick.”

Alex’s jaw dropped. I didn’t know what Nicola was talking about, but her husband’s reaction to her words said it all. He looked truly afraid now, and I couldn’t help smiling at it.

“Doesn’t look like he likes the sound of that.”

“Good. Go over to the toys. You’ll see three black clamps, one differently shaped from the other two. Take a picture if you want, and I can tell you which ones to use.”

“Okay.”

With Alex turning to keep his eyes on me, I walked across the basement again to Nicola’s toy collection. As I scanned it, I found what she was talking about. Two clamps, and another third, bigger one, differently shaped from the others.

“Got them.”

“Okay. The two small ones are for his nipples. Can you guess what the third one is for?”

I frowned at it for a moment, trying to figure it out. But Nicola didn’t wait long before filling me in.

“That one goes on his balls.”

“Oh my God, are you serious?”

“Of course. It really hurts, so I only use them when he’s been really bad. But it seems appropriate. If he can’t control his pathetic balls, we ladies need to punish them directly.”

“Can’t argue with that,” I said. “Okay, I’m going to put them on him now. I’ll need two hands, so I’ll let you go.”

“Okay,” Nicola said. “Call me back if you have any questions. Oh, and once he’s clamped, send me a nice photo.”

I smiled wickedly as I walked back toward Alex, carrying the clamps in one hand on my phone in the other.

“Can do,” I said.

I hung up the phone. With nowhere better to put it, I slid it into the top of one boot. Then, I stood in front of Alex, once again almost close enough to touch. His chest rose and fell rhythmically, his fear evident. But as usual, as always, there was nothing he could do to save himself.

I turned the screw on one of the nipple clamps experimentally. Then, taking his nipple in my hand, I squeezed it. He winced between his teeth, and I applied the clamp, turning the screw and tightening it down. Soon, he was twisting and squirming in pain. I felt another echo of that former guilt to have hurt a person who had done nothing to me, but I brushed it aside. It was getting easier to do that, knowing how badly he wanted this. Besides, this was his wife’s idea. If she wasn’t going to protect him, if she wasn’t worried about him, why should I?

I tightened the clamp down until his nipple was squeezed between two metal plates, the weight of the clamp hanging from his chest as I turned toward the other nipple. And he groaned and grunted as I clamped that too, pain flowing through his body as he stood twisting in his bondage.

My latex catsuit groaned as I crouched down to the floor. Pushing aside his still flaccid cock, I took his balls in my hands. They were warm and heavy, despite his recent orgasm, and he gasped and groaned at my touch, his cock twitching just a little. He still couldn’t get enough of me. He still wanted me, as I went about torturing him. I smiled up at him, the cruel clamp in one hand.

“Just remember, this was your wife’s idea,” I said.

“Yes, Ashley,” he groaned.

The clamp was specially shaped to cup his testicles against the metal plate. As I turned the screw, the plate pressed against his sack, and he let out a moan. I didn’t want to do any real damage, but I wanted him to respect my ability to deliver pain just like Nicola did, so I turned the screw a few more times. Soon, he was babbling and begging for mercy.

“What’s wrong, loser? Does that hurt your worthless balls?”

“Yes, Ashley,” he moaned, his eyes squeezed tight shut. “Please, it hurts. Take it off. I’ll do anything. I’ll do whatever you say. I’m really sorry for not being obedient enough. I promise I’ll do better.”

Carefully, I cupped his clamped testicles in my hand, almost as if I were weighing them. I stared up at him as though I was considering his plea. But really, my mind was already made up. That little bit of guilt I felt at hurting him was completely overwhelmed by the thrill I got from being so in control. Hearing him beg made my pussy wet, and controlling him like this turned me on so much, I had no desire whatsoever to stop.

“I don’t think so,” I said. And Alex let out another moan as I took my hand away, the weight of the clamp pulling his tortured testicles down away from his body.

“There’s nothing worse than a premature ejaculator. Those balls deserve to be punished. You heard your wife.”

“Yes, Ashley.”

Alex’s voice wavered as he spoke, almost as if he was on the verge of tears. And to my own surprise, I didn’t feel a stab of pity. Instead, I felt another surge of desire. I really was torturing him, but it was what his wife wanted, and she was the one who was paying me to treat him like this. Besides, she was right. This might be all a game, but it was becoming more real by the day, and part of me was almost starting to actually be angry at him for losing control, even though I knew it wasn’t his fault. Even though I knew it was mostly mine. Wearing that suit, acting this way, had an undeniable and powerful effect on me. Every time, it made me feel like being as cruel as I possibly could.

“Now, you can stay here and think about what you’ve done,” I said. “I’ll be back soon.”

“Ashley!” Alex called after me.

But I didn’t turn around. Smiling, I climbed the basement stairs, the heels of my boots ringing out with every step I took as I left him to suffer again.

This time, I didn’t keep him waiting long. I went upstairs to the kitchen and rifled through Nicola’s drawers, and before long, I found what I was looking for. A big black marker pen. I took it back down into the basement and smiled at Alex as I walked toward him. He looked so helpless, so vulnerable, standing there on his tiptoes suspended from the ceiling, his nipples and balls clamped and a collar around his neck with my name on the tag. I felt this surge of possession, of power, almost of ownership as I walked toward him, knowing I could do whatever I liked.

“Hold still.”

Leaning forward, I pressed the tip of the marker pen to Alex’s bare chest. And I wrote on his skin in letter several inches high, Loser Pet. Cums Too Quickly.

Then I put the cap back on the pan and tossed it carelessly aside. I swept my phone out from the top of my boot and pointed toward him, turning on the camera.

“Look at me,” I ordered. And he did. It was obvious that he didn’t want to, but also obvious that he couldn’t disobey me. He raised his face to look at the camera, a stricken expression on his handsome features, and I took several photos. Laughing to myself, I sent them to his wife, then slipped the phone back into the top of my boot.

“Now you’ll never forget what happens to losers who cum too quick,” I said. And I stepped toward the cage, untying the rope that held his arms from the hook in the ceiling. With a sigh, he lowered his arms, and I pulled the rope down from the hook. I kept a tight grip on it to keep him under control. I didn’t want him freeing himself from the clamps.

“Get over here, loser,” I ordered, pulling on the rope to emphasize my words. As meek as ever, Alex stepped forward, his clamped balls swaying painfully between his legs. I ordered him to get down on the floor at my feet, and he did it. And I pushed his arms up above his head again, tying the rope to the steel cage once more to immobilize him.

He lay on his back, looking up at me, a pained expression on his face. But I could still see the excitement that radiated there. And my own excitement and desire were at an unignorable level as I reached for the zipper of the catsuit between my legs and pulled it down, exposing my pussy.

Of course, Alex’s eyes went right there. And I climbed on top of him, straddling his face, spreading my legs and pushing my pussy down onto his mouth.

“Make me cum, slave boy,” I sneered at him. “If you can give me multiple orgasms, maybe I’ll consider unclamping your worthless balls.”


Her Roommate Crosses The Line

“Oh my God.”

Emily didn’t squeal. She didn’t shriek. She murmured the words, never lifting her eyes from the screen of my phone that I held out in front of her. She sat there with her hands covering her open mouth, but she didn’t look away.

There on the screen was Alex, of course. Naked and clamped and with the humiliating words I had written about his ejaculation on his chest.

Probably I shouldn’t have been showing her. Part of me felt that way. What had happened between me and Alex was private. It was undoubtedly intimate. It was sex. We could pretend all we wanted to that I was sticking to the rules Nicola had laid out, not having sex with this married man, but you can only pretend for so long. Having him eat me out whenever I felt like it was sex, no matter how we might try and pretend otherwise. But Nicola didn’t care. And both he and I loved it. So really, where was the harm?

Still, I felt weird about it. I wasn’t in a relationship with this guy, or at least not in any way I would normally recognize as a relationship. And I was getting paid to be there. Nicola wasn’t paying me to receive oral sex from her husband, officially. But she was paying me to be there, to tease and humiliate him in a way we all knew turned him on. It might not be sex by the strictest sense of the word, but it was definitely sexual, and I still felt weird about that. I definitely felt weird about telling my roommate what I was up to.

But I had to tell someone. The things we had done, were still doing, were boiling away inside me, and it felt like they would burn a hole in me if I didn’t find a way to let go. And to be honest, other than Emily, I didn’t have all that many friends to confide them. Besides, she already knew the background, and had already proven that she wasn’t judgmental about it. I doubted I would be able to say the same for some of my other friends.

In fact, she was interested. Fascinated, even. And ultimately, when it came right down to it, she was there. She lived with me, and so I couldn’t hide from her what I was up to all what it was doing to me, and so in the end, maybe it was inevitable that she, in her own way, would be pulled into this.

I still felt weird about it though.

“This is amazing,” Emily said as I reached the end of my photos, finally turning her bright eyes on me.

“It’s… It’s pretty crazy, right?”

Emily shrugged her shoulders.

“People do crazier stuff all the time. I mean, it’s a little bit out there, but at the end of the day, it’s just S&M. That’s pretty mainstream these days. Almost tame, at this point.”

“Oh, sorry, am I boring you?”

Emily laughed.

“No, of course not. In fact, I think it’s pretty awesome. You have a slave boy of your very own, and it just fell into your lap. I’m jealous.”

I switched off the screen of my phone as I pulled it back toward me. She wasn’t being disingenuous. I didn’t doubt that she meant what she was saying. After all, she had said similar things before.

And it did help. It helped to hear her say that, helped to convince me that maybe I wasn’t completely crazy to be doing this. Sure, it was weird, and well outside my experience for anything I had ever thought I would do. But I knew my roommate was right; people do crazy stuff every day. No one was getting hurt who didn’t want to be. Everything I was doing was with the full consent of both Alex and Nicola. It excited them like it excited me.

The game was that Alex was an inferior slave, a male toy for women to use as they saw fit. But in reality, I was well aware that in many ways, I was one who was a prop to their marriage. I was a part of their game, a way for the two of them to bring a new edge into their already unconventional sex life. I was the one being used, if anybody was. But that was what I had signed up for.

And I didn’t regret a thing. Hearing Emily talk helped me to appreciate what I had, helped remind me of all the upsides of the situation I had just stumbled into. I was having fun. That was the truth. And Alex and Nicola and even Emily all seemed to agree that in the end, that was all that mattered.

“Well, it’s only temporary,” I said. “Nicola will be back from her trip soon.”

“You’re not going to play with them when she gets back?”

When Emily asked the question, it seemed like an obvious one. But truthfully, it hadn’t really crossed my mind to think about it.

I paused for a moment. I had been too busy just trying to keep up with what was happening in the here and now to think too hard about the future. Just processing my own thoughts and feelings about everything was more than enough mental labor for now. But as she asked and as I thought about it, I couldn’t deny my own feelings. Truthfully, I didn’t want this to end. I didn’t know what was coming next, didn’t know what to expect, and it excited me. Let’s face it, it wasn’t as if I had had a lot going on in my life prior to Nicola coming along. I needed this, and not just for the money. I needed the excitement, the sense of freedom and agency it gave me, the sense of purpose I got from being a dominatrix. It gave me back something I maybe hadn’t really realized I had lost since I lost my job.

“I don’t know,” I said quietly. “We haven’t really talked about that.”

“But you want to.”

Emily grinned as she spoke. It wasn’t a question. She was already convinced of the answer, more sure of how I felt, apparently, than I was. But of course, she had a point. Now I had discovered this, how could I give it up? It wasn’t a part of me, the way it clearly was of Alex. It wasn’t something that had organically pushed its way to the surface, rising up from my innermost core as an expression of something I had always wanted. Maybe if I had never met these two, I never would have discovered the thrill of these games. But we can’t rewind the past. I had met them, and I had discovered how good it felt to be in charge, and now there was no going back.

“No shame from me. You know I’d be all over that.”

I laughed, just like Emily did, but we both knew the truth. She wasn’t lying. She wasn’t exaggerating. The things she had said already told me just how willing she would be to take the role I had stumbled into.

“Yeah, I bet you would. I don’t know. I still find it a little weird. But it’s fun. It’s really, really fun.”

And I smiled as I spoke, thinking back over the things we had done. It wasn’t even about the sex, or not only that, anyway. It was about the power, the purpose, the sense of dizzying freedom I got from bossing this man around. It was about taking charge not just of him but of my own life and my own character through him. That, far more than some pussy licking, felt like what I couldn’t give up.

“Well, I’m going to bed,” I said, and stood up.

“Sweet dreams,” Emily called after me as I headed to my bedroom, and I smiled without turning around to look at her again. I knew what she was thinking. That I would be dreaming of the crazy, kinky games I had been playing all day. And maybe that was true. After all, not one of us can control our dreams.

I woke up the next morning as if surfacing from deep underwater. I had slept like a dead woman, tired by the exertions of the day. I didn’t remember dreaming anything, my sleep too deep and dark for that. But it all came floating back the moment I opened my eyes. The whole day layahead of me, completely at my disposal. And a desperate, horny man was also at my beck and call, ready to serve me in any way I desired, ready to do exactly as he was told. It all washed over me again, the giddy thrill of power, the excitement I felt just to think about the possibilities that lay ahead.

I got up and headed to the shower. Under the warm water, those naughty memories came flooding back, and as I touched my body under the cascading stream, I felt again the first hints of the pleasure that I knew lay ahead. But I held back, knowing as I did that restraint isn’t just for bondage. The more I held off, I knew, the better the final release would be, because I was finding that every boundary crossed made it easier to cross the next one. The first time I had a married stranger lick my pussy, it felt like the most unbelievable and transgressive thing in the world. The second time, it still felt that way, but less so. I hoped I would never fully get used to it, that it would never completely lose its sense of the taboo, the thrill of being naughty. But already, I was questioning it less and less.

I got dressed, not putting too much effort into my clothes. It didn’t really matter. I knew that Nicola had a whole exciting wardrobe of kinky outfits to choose from, and glowing from the success of the latex catsuit, I was eager to try more. Frankly, I was craving the way Alex looked at me when I dressed up, hungry myself for that look of hunger on his face when he saw me dressed up as the mistress he so wanted me to be.

And soon, I was on my way, taking another hired car to Nicola’s house to tease and punish her submissive husband.

“Hello?” I called out as I let myself in through the front door to let Alex know I was there.

This time, I hadn’t left him in the cage overnight. As thrilling as that was, as much as it gave me a wild sexual charge all through the day to think of a helpless man caged and horny for me, I knew it was a cruel thing to do, and that the guy needed some proper sleep. Besides, I thought with a smile, there were plenty of other ways I could find to torture him while I was there.

But that wasn’t to say I had made things easy for him, either. I had left him in the basement, with one hand locked the bars of the cage. He could lie down, stretched out on the carpeted floor of the basement. But that was how he would have to sleep. Once I was done using him, I had given him a pillow and blanket, but no matter how he begged, I refused to unlock him from the cage. He could stay there until I was ready to use him again.

I heard his voice down in the basement, and it sent another thrill of pleasure through me to think of him tied up down there. I thought of going upstairs, of getting dressed in one of Nicola’s sexy outfits first, to appear before him as the wild dominatrix he loved so much. But I decided against it. After another night in chains, I knew he would need a comfort break right away.

I headed downstairs, my heart rising with every step I descended, that same excitement fluttering within me at the thought of what was coming. But when I reached the floor of the basement, I stopped in my tracks. Things were different. Something had changed.

Alex still lay on the floor where I had left him. But now, somehow, he had another pair of cuffs on his other wrist, securing him to the cage where he lay stretched out on the floor, pillow and blanket tossed aside, his chest rising and falling as he breathed with his arms raised above his head, locked onto the cage behind him.

As I approached him, he raised his head to look at me. His eyes looked heavy from another sleepless night, his cheeks and chin blue with unshaved bristle. But he smiled a weary smile at the sight of me, and it made my heart quicken, even as confusion buzzed inside my brain.

As I got closer to him, I could see the words I had written on his chest still there, condemning him for coming too quickly. But something had been added to them. Low on his chest, at the top of his stomach, I could see a dark black squiggle. That struck some familiar chord in my mind. But I was so confused with everything that was happening, I couldn’t place it straightaway.

“What happened?”

His smile never faltered.

“Like you don’t know.”

I frowned down at him.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Yeah, sure you don’t. Like you didn’t send your little friend over to fuck with me while you were gone.”

Emily. The truth came over me in a sudden rush, and I felt my cheeks growing hot. That scrawl on Alex’s stomach was her signature. She had signed his body like an autograph, like something she owned. It was so outrageous, I felt as if I could hardly speak.

But Alex didn’t seem bothered by it. In fact, by the way he was grinning at me, it seemed like he was almost grateful for what had happened.

“What did she do to you?”

Alex’s smile never faltered.

“She didn’t tell you?”

“I want to hear it from you.”

I was doing my best to think on my feet, trying to adapt to this situation that had suddenly changed completely. It wasn’t the first time I had had to do that of course, but this felt like the trickiest one yet. Maybe I wanted Alex to think this was all part of some plan masterminded by me. Maybe he would be more angry if he knew the truth, that I had known nothing whatsoever about Emily coming here. She must have taken the keys from my purse, and replaced them when she came back. When I left that morning, she had been in her bedroom with the door shirt, and I hadn’t seen her at all.

She couldn’t expect me not to find out. In fact, her signature in marker pen on his stomach was almost like a sign for me, a declaration of what she had done. She wanted me to know. And maybe she wanted me to find out exactly like this. And I was playing for time, trying to decide how to handle this information in real time.

“She came round here last night. After you were gone.”

Alex began his story slowly, his voice still glowing with excitement and amusement. It was all just part of his adventure, part of the fun for him. Part of me was absolutely livid at my roommate, burning with fury at the thought of how she had completely overstepped the bounds and risked everything. But as far as Alex was concerned, it seemed like it had all worked out for the best, and that went at least some way toward taming my anger toward her.

“At first, I thought it was you, coming back. So when she came down here, she could see I was a little… excited.”

In spite of myself, I smiled at that. I could imagine it all too well, Alex’s cock always ready to harden at the thought of some new kinky adventure. And there was a compliment in there for me, too. That just the thought of me was enough to give him an erection, to get him going. I knew it, of course, but I never got tired of hearing it.

“When I saw her, I asked her who she was. She told me she was your friend, and that she had come to check on me. Then she went to the rack over there and got another pair of handcuffs.”

“You couldn’t stop her chaining you to the cage?”

“I only had one hand free, thanks to you.”

“True. But something tells me you didn’t try all that hard. Another pretty girl bossing you around. You must’ve been in heaven.”

“It was… Not the worst thing that ever happened to me.”

I smiled again. Alex’s halfhearted attempts to be coy weren’t making a lot of difference to anything. We both knew how he felt about what had happened, both knew how unable he was to resist a woman taking control. He had given himself up to Emily, I knew, just as easily as he gave himself up to me. When it came to women, the guy had absolutely no backbone at all.

“So what? She made you lie down and chained your other arm to the cage?”

“That’s right. Then she started…talking.”

“Talking? About what?”

For the first time since I had descended into the basement that day, Alex looked a little evasive.

“Some pretty humiliating things.”

“Yeah, of course,” I snorted. “I don’t doubt that. But you don’t have secrets from me. Tell me what she said.”

As I spoke, that feeling of power and domination was coming back. I stepped forward, closer to him, and put my foot between his legs. My heel rested on the floor, and I pressed down with my toe on his cock and balls. Just a little, not enough to really hurt him. But enough to remind him that I could, if I wanted to. And I regretted not wearing my usual dominatrix boots. It would have been so much sexier to have his manhood under those, the same boots he had licked so submissively. But you make do with what you have.

“You showed her the photos of me,” Alex said. “The clamps. She asked if it hurts, and I said yes. She told me I deserved that.”

“You do.”

Alex grunted a little as I pressed my foot down just a little bit harder.

“She laughed when she saw the writing on my chest. Signed her name. She asked me if I enjoyed having my balls clamped, and I said no. She asked if I enjoyed… eating your pussy.”

“And you said…?”

Alex looked at me again, his glowing brown eyes boring into mine.

“I said yes, Ashley.”

I smiled. It was the only possible answer, but it still felt good to hear him say it. And the more he told me of his adventure with Ashley, the more I heard about what they had done, the more turned on I was getting. And with that excitement came the resurgence of my dominatrix power. This guy was under my control, literally under my foot, and somehow, Emily had gotten away with her little stunt. If anything, it only served to bring him even deeper under my control. Maybe it was better if he thought it was my idea all along.

“You little pervert. What else did she do to you?”

“For a minute, I was worried she was going to put the clamps back on me. But she didn’t. Instead she… touched my dick.”

“She did?”

“Yeah.”

“I bet you enjoyed that, didn’t you, loser?”

“Yes, Ashley. Very much.”

“Then what?”

“Then… she stroked it. She gave me a handjob.”

My eyes widened in surprise. I didn’t know what I had expected; with Emily, it sometimes seemed like anything was possible. But I certainly hadn’t expected that. Still, that was the point, wasn’t it? Keep the guy guessing. If he thought there was at least a chance of getting an orgasm, he would go along with anything. Emily had always been wilder than me, but the thought of her giving a handjob to a guy she didn’t even know still took me by surprise. Then again, who was I to talk?

“She did? That must’ve been nice. I hope you thanked her.”

“Yes, Ashley, I did. Many times.”

I laughed again at that. The visual image of it was just too funny. This poor guy chained up in the basement, thanking the woman he had only just met who was stroking his cock while he no doubt gazed at her with desperate desire. Emily was pretty, after all, and given Alex’s near-permanent state of horniness, I could imagine the thoughts that were going through his head as she stroked him.

“Did you cum?”

I pressed down a little more on his cock and balls with my foot as I spoke, and Alex winced.

“Yes, Ashley.”

“Wow. Lucky boy. She really was nice to you. Nicer than I am. I never let you cum, do I?”

“I know, Ashley.”

“And your wife still doesn’t know about this?”

“No. I haven’t been able to call her. I don’t even know where my phone is.”

Stepping away from Alex, I moved toward the rack of toys on the far wall. I found a set of handcuff keys and brought them back across the basement, crouching down next to the cage to unlock him. He sighed as he sat up, looking at me with an unspoken question in his eyes.

“Go to the bathroom,” I said softly.

Alex got up, his weariness showing in his movements, and, naked as usual, climbed the basement stairs up toward the toilet. While he was gone, I pulled my phone out of my pocket. Crossing the basement dungeon, I sat down in the throne against one wall. My hand hovered over the button to call Emily, to demand she explain herself and tell me what on earth she had been thinking. Just because we had gotten away with it didn’t mean it was okay to do what she had done. But first, I knew, I had to speak to the woman in charge.

“Hi, Ashley,” I heard Nicola’s voice on the other end of the line when she picked up. “How’s things?”

“Things are good. Well… Interesting, for sure.”

“Oh yeah?”

I could hear the smile in Nicola’s voice as she spoke, and it reassured me a little. Still, my stomach fluttered with nervousness as I wondered how she might react. Not only was this game more fun than I had had in years, but it was also a job that was paying me extremely well. I might be about to lose it all, thanks to my reckless roommate. But I knew I had to come clean. Alex was clearly more than okay with what had happened, but that didn’t mean his wife would be, and she was the one who called the shots.

“Yeah. So… My roommate came to your house last night.”

“Really? Male or female?”

“Female. Emily.”

“So she met my husband?”

“Yeah.”

At that moment, Alex came back down the stairs. Still naked, still with that humiliating writing on his chest and stomach, his cock sticking out from between his legs, half-hard with his excitement. For once, he was unrestrained, the two of us alone in the house together, but I had faith now in my sexual power over him. I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor at my feet, and to my delight, he came over and kneeled on the floor in front of my throne.

“And how did that go?”

“Well, she teased him a little. Had some fun with him. And then… She made him cum.”

“She did? How?”

Nicola’s tone was unreadable. I scanned every word she said in my head, analyzing every syllable, but I had no idea what she was feeling. Again, nervousness and excitement mixed in my heart, leaving me not sure which of them I felt more. Her husband was kneeling at my feet, naked and aroused, desperate as always to serve me. But for all I knew, she could be furious.

“With her hand.”

“That’s all? He got a little handjob off a stranger?”

“Yeah,” I said, and I couldn’t help giggling, just a little, at the way Nicola said it. The woman never missed an opportunity to degrade her husband, to make him sound ridiculous. All part of his wild attraction to her, I knew.

“I bet he loved it, didn’t he?”

“Want to ask him? He’s kneeling in front of me right now.”

Nicola laughed at that, a warm sound bubbling out of the phone as I pressed the speaker button. Alex looked up at me expectantly as his wife’s voice filled the basement.

“How was it, loser? Was she pretty?”

“Very pretty, Mistress Nicola.”

“Lucky you. It was nice of her to let you cum, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress Nicola.”

“Well, don’t get used to it. Do you think Ashley is going to be as kind to you?”

“I… I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Well it doesn’t sound like you’re working very hard to persuade her. I mean, there you are, on your knees in front of her. Are you even licking her pussy right now?”

I almost gasped, shocked by the crudity of her words, even though I knew this was the game we were playing. But Nicola, wherever she was, seemed to have absolutely no shame. And Alex blinked just for a moment, then answered her.

“No, Mistress.”

“Better get to work them. Make her cum, and maybe she’ll take pity on you. But somehow, I doubt it.”

I tried my best not to gasp in surprise. But all of this was turning me on. And as Alex looked at me expectantly, I reached for the front of my pants with my free hand. Slowly, I unzipped them, pulling them apart, pulling my panties down. And my submissive boy toy shuffled forward on his knees, sticking out his tongue and getting to work right away.

Pleasure swelled inside me. I did my best not to groan, still on the phone with his wife as he went down on me again.

“What do you think? He probably doesn’t need to cum again today, does he?”

“Oh, I don’t think so,” I said, shaking my head and looking down at her husband as he stared up at me, his tongue already parting my wet, swollen lips. “Honestly, tomorrow’s not looking good for him, either.”


Emily Gets Involved

The basement rang to the sounds my pleasure. Alex had always been good with his mouth, as you would expect for a guy who was the humble slave of his gorgeous goddess of a wife. But also, he was starting to learn my own preferences. He watched me like a hawk as he tongued my pussy, and in the old days, with other guys, I might have found that a little off-putting. But with him, I knew it came from his desperate eagerness to please. After all, as his wife pointed out, his own pleasure might well depend on how well he pleased me.

And as that delicious feeling of power surged inside me, I thought about what I had said. I had hung up the phone with Nicola shortly after proclaiming that I probably wouldn’t be letting him cum for the next couple of days, and the idea that I had the power to do that, that I could decide when and how and if he got the pleasure he so desperately craved, sent shockwaves of desire through my body that merged with the work of his lips and tongue to bring me speedily toward orgasm.

Once again, I felt like I was getting addicted to these feelings, falling in love with being in total control in a way I would never have expected I would. It was too good to ignore, too good to give up. And I was glad that Emily had gotten away with a little unplanned intervention. It didn’t mean I didn’t have a bone to pick with her. But for now, I pushed all that aside, surrendering myself instead to the pleasure Alex was giving me.

He licked me eagerly and diligently, as always. He devoted himself completely to making me cum, and I surrendered to it, knowing that I didn’t have to reciprocate. This wasn’t a half-hearted duty like some guys turned it into, something they did to get what they wanted. This was the whole point, the crux of our relationship, in a way. I did things to turn him on, and he did things to get me off. We had a sexual relationship, but it was unlike any I had ever had before, and it was so much fun to have things be so one-sided.

I came, the hot juices of my orgasm spurting out of me into his open mouth. As always, he drank them down like they were fine wine, like he couldn’t get enough of the taste of me. And as my orgasm washed over me, as I gasped and moaned in that echoing basement that had no doubt heard plenty of one-sided female orgasms over the years, I looked down at my kneeling slave. His cock was rock hard now, his excitement unmistakable. He loved nothing more than being treated like this, being used for female pleasure. And that was good, because I got the feeling there was a lot more of it coming.

“Get back in your cage,” I gasped in a voice thick with orgasm.

Alex had heard what I said to his wife, but I supposed a part of him had hoped that he might be able to eat me out so well that I would finally let him fuck me. But that wasn’t going to happen. Perhaps that was never going to happen, and I loved that idea. After all, those were the rules we had established from the start, and I saw no reason to change them now. Especially since I was getting plenty of orgasms without his cock being involved.

Alex looked disappointed, but as always, he did as he was told. Shuffling back away from the throne I sat in, he crawled across the floor, not even bothering to rise to his feet. I watched, biting my lower lip, as he swung open the door of the cage and crawled inside. Just like a little puppy. Just like the pet his wife said he was.

Zipping up my pants, I smiled and stood. I walked across the basement slowly, taking my time, while he watched from behind the bars. I closed the padlock that kept the cage door shut. And that look on his face sent a little aftershock of pleasure through me, a little sadistic thrill that echoed the orgasm he had so recently given me.

“I’m done with you for now,” I said, peering through the bars at his desperate face as I crouched beside the cage. “I’ll be back when I decide I have a use for you again.”

I stood up and walked away. I didn’t look back. I could feel him watching me from behind the bars, but I climbed the stairs out of the basement, heading toward the living room, thinking all the while about what he was feeling, to be so badly mistreated and to love it so much.

But I had something else I had to take care of. Part of me felt I could have stayed on that throne all day having my pussy worshiped by my submissive little that, but I needed to deal with Emily first.

Sitting down on the big sofa in Nicola’s living room, I called my roommate. She answered quickly.

“What’s up?”

“Don’t give me what’s up. You know what’s up. You came here last night.”

There was a pause, but only a brief one. And when she spoke again, it sounded like Emily was smiling.

“Oh yeah. Your little pet over there. He told you, did he?”

“Of course he did. I mean, you signed your name on him.”

Emily laughed at that.

“Yeah, I did. Just to let you know I was there. God, he really is whipped, isn’t he? I don’t know what you and his wife have done to the guy, but it’s pretty amazing.”

“Emily, what were you thinking? You don’t even know the guy.”

“Oh, lighten up. He loved it.”

“Yeah, I’m sure he did. But what if he hadn’t? You can’t just go around giving handjobs to people without asking.”

“I’ve never had an unsatisfied customer yet.”

“Yeah, but it’s not just him. What about his wife?”

“Do you think she’ll be mad? I mean, she left him with you, and she lets him eat you out. I figured they were swingers, they were into that kind of thing. It’s just a handjob. It’s not like I had sex with the guy.”

I pressed my lips together, not answering right away. Emily’s logic didn’t make a lot of sense to me, but in some weird way, she seemed to agree with Nicola. Alex’s wife treated this whole thing as if it was funny, as if she actively enjoyed the idea of another woman participating in her husband’s degradation, and perhaps she did. Honestly, now that I was no longer nervous about it, I found it kind of hot, too. But it still seemed like a huge risk on Emily’s part. In a way, I guess I was trying to be mad about it, as if I felt that I should be. But nobody else was. Not Nicola, and certainly not Alex. And Emily didn’t seem the least bit remorseful about what she had done, either.

“Well, I don’t really understand it,” I said. “But I guess nobody got hurt. I talked to Nicola, and she thought it was funny.”

Down the phone, Emily laughed at that.

“See? I knew they were open-minded that way. What’s a little handy when you’re letting your guy lick another woman out?”

Again, strange as it was, I found it difficult to dispute that there was a certain logic behind what my roommate was saying. This was all incredibly strange, all new territory for me to navigate. But again, I couldn’t deny the excitement I felt.

“You got away with that one.”

“Yeah, maybe. But how do you know how far you can go until you push the limits? I’m telling you, Ash. You’ve got this amazing thing that just landed in your lap, and if you don’t make the most of it, you might find yourself regretting it someday.”

Instinctively, I bristled at her words. Who was she to give me advice, when she had done something so wild and reckless? But what probably annoyed me more was knowing there was at least a little bit of truth in what she said. I had already come a long way, doing so many things I would once have never thought I would do. But in one night, Emily had shown me that there were always more possibilities, more boundaries to push. I felt the weight of expectation from both Alex and Nicola, wondering about the kind of mistress they wanted me to be.

For him, at least, I knew that the wilder I was, the more he liked it. And truthfully, she seemed to feel the same way. I had already come such a long way, and somehow, everything had worked out for the best. Maybe pushing further would only end in even more fun, for all of us.

“Well, on that note… What are you doing today?”

“Not much,” Emily said carefully. “Probably pick up a few groceries, do some laundry. Nothing exciting.”

“Well, since the two of you are already acquainted, why don’t you come over here?”

I almost trembled as I asked the question, wild as it was. And before Emily said a word, I suspected I knew the answer. After all, she had already helped herself to the keys and gone to the home of a stranger, unable to keep her curiosity down. Now that she was invited, I didn’t imagine she would pass up the chance to do even more.

“Yeah, I’m into it,” she said. “Let me jump in the shower, and I’ll be right over.”

I smiled as I hung up the phone. If everyone wanted to go further, which it seemed they did, I could do it too. I could be the dominant mistress they all seemed to want me to be. I had never thought, while I rode the face of a man I barely knew, that I wasn’t being kinky enough, but if they wanted to go further, I would show them what I was capable of.

I thought of Alex, caged downstairs, completely oblivious to what was coming. I thought of going down there to play with him some more, to tease him and toy with him and give full vent to my sadistic impulses. But I also knew that waiting was its own form of torture for him. Maybe it was better to keep him guessing, to leave him simmering in doubt for a while.

So I killed the time while I waited for Emily to arrive, playing around on my phone until I heard the car in the driveway outside. When I opened the door to let my friend in, I could see the smile on her face, the light that shone in her eyes, and I didn’t doubt that the same thing was visible on my own expression.

Emily had dressed simply, in a patterned red dress and a pair of sneakers. My own outfit was just as casual. But that wasn’t what I had in mind for this joint adventure. I knew from past experience that Emily was the same size as me; we borrowed each other’s clothes all the time. That made her the same size as Nicola, too.

“Come upstairs,” I said. “You’ve got to see these outfits.”

Emily followed me upstairs, toward Nicola’s bedroom. As we went, I could see her looking around the house, admiring Nicola’s taste. I did the same on my first visit, of course. It was certainly a lot more impressive than the apartment the two of us shared. But she was even more impressed as I led her to the walk-in closet and the particular rack inside it that held Nicola’s sexy outfits. The leather and rubber gleamed as I ran a hand over the clothing, inhaling the intoxicating smell of her fetishware.

“She’s a real dominatrix, isn’t she?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said. “I never really got this stuff before, but she’s right. It makes you feel so powerful when you dress up a bit. And it drives him absolutely crazy.”

“I bet.”

Emily’s eyes were glowing as she stared at the rack of clothes in front of her. I went through the outfits, looking for something new without knowing exactly what I was after. Finally, I lifted a black leather dress off the rack, holding it up in the bright light of the closet. It was short, of course, with boning in the bodice that made it almost like a corset, complete with laces up the back. The skirt would end high on my thighs, and I speculated that that was no bad thing, considering the situation we were in. As usual, I didn’t know exactly what I would do with Alex once we went down to the basement together. But I was ready to let things take their own course again. Once I got dressed up, I knew, I would feel even more the part of the dominant mistress, and she somehow always knew what to do next.

“That’s going to look amazing on you,” Emily said.

And as I stepped away from the rack, she stepped forward. She went through Nicola’s kinky clothing with a real sense of excitement, both of us getting giddy with the possibilities. She picked up one item after another, casting a critical eye over her choices and finally making her selections. In front of the closet mirror, we smiled at one another. It was time to get ready.

Stepping out of the closet, I walked over toward Nicola’s bed and began to undress. There was no point being coy. Emily and I had seen each other undressed many times, and now, I knew, we stood on the threshold of another stage in our relationship. I didn’t know what the two of us were going to do that day, but I didn’t doubt that we might well be headed to some new intimacy. Just to have shared this would bring us closer together.

So I undressed by the bed, shedding my pants and my shirt, taking off my shoes. I wiggled into the black leather minidress, pulling it over my body, and as I held the bodice against my torso, I could see that I was going to have to lose my bra. I did, tossing it carelessly on the bed, then wiggled a little more, pulling the dress up into place.

“I’ll help,” Nicola said with a smile, stepping forward. Putting her own choices down on the mattress, she stood behind me and started pulling up the dress to cover my boobs. Then, she started tightening the laces.

“Not too tight,” I warned her as the dress grew tighter around me, pushing my stomach in, pressing my breasts high on my chest.

“Oh my God, Ash, this is so sexy.”

“Is it?”

As she spoke, I looked down at myself. Already, I could see the dress was giving me amazing cleavage. The black leather shone dully, not with the same flawless sheen of the catsuit I had worn, but it still gave me that sexy, dominant edge. I put my hands on my fluttering stomach, feeling Emily still tightening the dress behind me, feeling the garment shaping me into an insane hourglass figure while she tied up the laces. I breathed deeply, my breasts swelling over the cups of the dress that barely contained them, the leather creaking as it warmed up, conforming to the curves of my body. Breathing shallowly, I turned to look at my friend, and she looked me up and down, hissing between her teeth.

“Wow, Ash,” she said, shaking her head. “You look… Wow.”

I giggled in a very undominatrix -like way. But after all, that was for later. For now, with one another, we could be ourselves. We could be giggly and girly and a little bit overwhelmed by all the possibilities that lay ahead. It was only once we went down into the dungeon where our boy toy waited that we needed to get into character.

“Okay, let’s get you dressed now,” I said. And Emily smiled, starting to take off her dress right in front of me.

I looked over her choices, picking up the black latex pants she had chosen. They were ridiculously tiny, but I knew by now the power of the rubber fabric to stretch and cling to her body. Emily shrugged off her dress and kicked off her shoes and socks, and she didn’t stop there. She stripped off her bra and her panties too, standing naked in front of me so that I could see her hard nipples in the middle of her breasts, the strip of pubic hair pointing down to her pussy. She didn’t have the least bit of shame or shyness about it. Then again, why would she? She had an amazing body.

She started with a pair of fishnet stockings. The black mesh expanded as she slid one foot after another into them, pulling them up toward her hips. I noticed – couldn’t help but notice – that there was a gaping hole right in the middle of the pantyhose, leaving her pussy completely exposed.

I handed her the hot pants, and she moved to step into them.

“Hold on a sec,” I said.

My leather dress creaked as I crossed the bedroom, heading toward the en suite bathroom where I knew Nicola’s bottle of lubricant was. I came back with it in my hands, stepping toward my friend.

“You need to use this to get it on,” I explained. Emily smirked at me, tilting her head to one side.

“A little help?”

I paused, but only for a moment. It was that kind of day, a day to push boundaries. A day for new experiences. So I squirted some of the lubricant onto my hand, and then stepped closer to my friend.

She giggled as I touched her. The lubricant shone on her skin as I moved my hand over the rounded and smooth cheeks of her ass, feeling the soft skin and the firm muscle underneath. For a while, Emily didn’t say anything, just watching me with that smile on her face. And I smiled too as I made her butt shine, sliding my hand over both cheeks, over her hips, over the front of her stomach, and down between her legs.

She gasped, just a little, as I reached lower. I didn’t touch her pussy; not quite. But I noticed she made no move to stop me. And I moved on to the inside of her thighs, feeling the warmth of her sex so close to my hand as I applied the lubrication. Then, taking my hand away, I smeared some more lubricant on the inside of the shorts and handed them to her.

Her big boobs hung from her chest as she bent over, stepping into the tiny shorts. She pulled them up her legs, and I watched the shining black latex sliding over her body, conforming to the curves of her hips and her ass. They were unbelievably tight, the silver zipper at the front visibly pressing apart the full lips of her pussy as she shifted, grunting with the effort. Just like with the catsuit, that shining black latex somehow made her seem even more revealed than she was when she was naked.

I picked up the red leather corset from the bed. Emily straightened up, smiling without a word. I stepped closer to her, and she lifted her arms up out of the way as I wrapped the garment around her. Now it was my turn to lace her in, and she didn’t complain as I tightened the corset around her body just like she had tied the dress around mine. She had a natural hourglass figure already, and the corset really enhanced that, giving her a cleavage every bit as dramatic as my own and a narrow waist that emphasized her curvaceous figure. There was no denying it: she looked absolutely gorgeous. Every inch the sexy mistress I knew she wanted to be.

When I had finished lacing her up, she tried to bend at the waist to pick up the boots she had chosen from the closet, but with a grin, she gave up.

“I should’ve put those on first.”

“I’ll get them.”

Emily sat down on the edge of the bed, and I dropped to my knees, not without difficulty of my own, given the tightness of my dress. The boots she had chosen simply screamed domination, patent black leather with a big platform and thin spiked heel and buckles up the sides. As I slid them onto her feet and zipped them up, I wondered how many times Alex had been made to kiss those same boots while Nicola wore them. I wondered if Emily would make him do the same today.

From her perch on the bed, my roommate watched me help her dress, her eyes still shining with that unmistakable love. The air in the bedroom felt thick with excitement, as if you could cut the air with a knife. When I had the boots on her feet, I stood up, I felt her eyes on me as I headed back to the closet to find some shoes of my own.

I settled on black patent leather pumps with a heel just thin and high as Emily’s. I dropped them on the floor, positioning them with my feet, then stepped into them. They made me feel tall and sexy as I strutted out of the closet, adjusting to the height of the heels and altering my walk to keep my balance.

“Did you see yourself in the mirror?”

“No, actually. I didn’t look.”

“Go look. Seriously.”

At the open doorway of the closet, I turned toward the back wall where the mirror was. I stared at my reflection, running my hands slowly down over the tight black leather of the dress. At the risk of sounding conceited, I could see that Emily was right. I loved the way I looked. Very sexy, very dominant, exactly the kind of outfit that was going to turn Alex’s head all over again and make him even weaker for me than he already was. As I stood there, taking in the sight in front of me, I could feel my pussy growing in my panties.

It was an outfit a woman only wears for one purpose, to get fucked. Maybe that wasn’t going to happen today, but it was fun to know it could if I wanted to. That there was a man downstairs who would give just about anything for that privilege that he wasn’t going to get.

“Sexy, right?”

“Yeah. I like it,” I said as I stepped back out of the closet. I walked over toward Emily, and as she held out her hands, I took them, helping her rise to her feet. Both of us were moving a little awkwardly in our tight corsets and sky-high heels, but neither of us regretted our choices. Together, looking like sex personified, we walked slowly down the stairs, through the living room, heading toward the basement. We didn’t have to say a word; we both knew exactly where we wanted to be next.

The clatter of our heels on the basement stairs mimicked thunder as we descended together. And from his cage, Alex stared at us, his jaw hanging, his mouth open. He gripped the bars of the cage as if he could pull them apart, as if he could free himself and fall upon us the way I knew he desperately wanted to. Again without a word between us, both riding the same wave of wild excitement, we stopped, pausing for a moment to let him admire the sight in front of him. His cock, I noticed, was rock hard, almost throbbing with excitement as he stared at what he couldn’t have.

“I guess I don’t need to introduce you guys, do I?” I said. “You’ve already met.”

Emily’s corset creaked as she leaned forward a little, knees together, her hands resting on them.

“How is our little bitch boy doing?” she said, staring right at Alex as she spoke.

“Hello again,” he said. But Emily’s face instantly darkened.

“Hello again? That’s what you have to say to me?

Straightening up, she took a step forward and swung one of her heavy boots at the bar of the cage. It clanged loudly as she kicked the steel, and inside, Alex jumped.

“You address me as Mistress Emily, if I allow you to address me at all,” she said.

I had to admit, even though I had expected something like this, even though I already knew how committed Emily was to this game, it took me by surprise to see what a natural she was. She was beautiful and sexy and scary all at the same time, just like I so wanted to be. Watching her operate, I felt a little bit like a fraud, like a silly girl playing the mistress instead of actually being one the way that Nicola was, the way that maybe Emily was too. And I resolved to up my game.

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

It was just that easy to make Alex fall in line, just that easy to take control. But of course, I knew that already. I wasn’t surprised, given the way we looked. After all, ultimately, that was the whole point of these outfits.

Emily’s outfit creaked some more as she stepped even closer to the cage. Turning to face me, her back on him, she leaned against the bars, supporting her weight a little with her hands as she crossed her feet at the ankle. I didn’t need to be where Alex was to imagine how her round, full ass would press against the bars of the cage, swelling into his space on either side of the one bar she leaned on. And as I wonderedv how he felt, as I imagined the crazy desire he must be feeling at that point, I felt my own excitement growing. I felt my pussy dampening even more, knowing the anticipation of what was to come would only make things better.

“I don’t know about this guy, Ash,” Emily said, shaking her head slowly. But I could see the smile on her face as she spoke, undercutting his serious tone. “I don’t know if he’s even worthy of being our pet.”

“Well, there’s only one way to know for sure,” I said, slipping into my dominatrix role with no more difficulty than I slipped into Nicola’s sexy leather dress. “We’ll have to train him to please us, like he’s supposed to.”
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“I think we could start by showing him his place. Don’t you think you should be licking Mistress Emily’s boots, pet?”

As Emily grinned at me, I hardly knew where the words were coming from. And from his cage, Alex stared up at me with that now-familiar look of frustrated desire and dull surprise and abject helplessness. His hands gripped the bars as he stared up at us, just inches from Emily’s legs. Again, that sexual tension was vibrating in the air, sweeping us all up in its intoxicating energy.

“Oh, that’s a good idea,” Emily said with a grin. Pushing herself upright from the cage she leaned on, she turned around to face our captive, staring him down through the bars. She extended one foot, pushing the rounded toe of the boots she had borrowed from Nicola through the bars of the cage.

Alex stared at it. His wife’s boots, now worn by another, equally sexy, equally dominant and powerful woman. The black patent leather was glossy enough that I knew he could probably see himself slightly reflected in it, and even though this act of submission was one he had been forced to perform many times before, I loved how he always hesitated a little at first. Especially with someone new. He barely knew me, and he certainly didn’t know Emily, but as always, he had no choice except to submit to us. He wasn’t getting out of that cage any other way. Let alone all the other things he wanted that he could only get from us.

Inching forward on all fours like the animal we treated him as, Alex lowered his face down to Emily’s boots. She turned her face to me. It was an absolute picture. Her eyes wide, her mouth open, ringed by the vibrant lipstick she wore, a look of total shock and absolute delight on her face. And of course, I knew the feeling well. I knew exactly that sense of shock that came from a man debasing himself like that, only to gradually merge into a feeling of power and control. That indescribably sexy feeling of knowing you can do anything, get away with anything, make this man say or do whatever you want because he wants you so indescribably badly.

It’s like a drug. An addiction. And I already knew that Emily was hooked. The expression on her pretty face told me everything I needed to know. Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed in the vibrant red corset, and looking at her, I wasn’t exactly surprised that Alex was bending so easily to our will. She looked incredibly sexy, and she knew it, and being worshiped and adored like this by him was only going to add to those delicious feelings.

In the quiet air of the basement, I could hear his tongue moving wetly over her foot. We let it go on for a while. We let him debase himself, licking all of Emily’s boots that he could reach through the bars of the cage while she stood above him in total triumph. Again, I was feeling that voyeuristic thrill I felt the first time I came here and saw Alex play with his wife, remembering just how wet it made me as I sat in the throne across the room, not involved back then the way I was now. Emily, though. She was diving right in, totally into this crazy game. Even more than me, she was a natural at this.

“That’s right, clean my boots, slave,” she sneered, putting all the scorn she could into her words. She knew, just like I did, that that would only excite submissive Alex even more.

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” he panted as he groveled at her feet.

It was such an unbelievably sexy display. When I was the one doing it, I didn’t get to see it like this. So as much as I liked to be part of the fun, it was thrilling once in a while to sit back and watch, too. To take it all in, the sight of this beautiful, sexy young woman so easily dominating this pathetic caged man. It seemed so wrong and yet so right at the same time, if that makes sense. Wrong enough to be kinky and exciting, and right enough to make its own kind of sense. Looking as gorgeous as she did, it almost felt like Emily had the right to treat him like this. But of course, I knew that right or wrong didn’t even come into it. All that mattered was desire. And it felt like there was enough of that in that basement room with the three of us in it to light the world on fire.

As I watched, I could feel my pussy getting wetter. Under Nicola’s leather dress, I could feel my body responding to the sight in front of me. And as usual, I felt temptation rising, a temptation I knew I had to resist. I wondered if Emily felt the same thing.

Was this turning her on as much as it was turning me on? Was she tempted, like I was, to let our slave out of his cage and give him what we all knew he wanted? I knew it was against the rules, and when this game first started, I had never imagined I would have so much trouble resisting the urge to have sex with Alex. But everything was just too exciting. My desire was like a nagging ache inside me, a grinding emptiness that cried out to be filled, the pleasure I knew this moment offered shining in front of me like the sun rising over a near horizon.

Playing with Alex had always been unbelievably sexy. But now, doing it with my friend, it seemed even more thrilling. And even though he was the one who had been caged, I felt like I was on the verge of desperation with my own desire, willing to do anything to get what I wanted.

“What do you think? Should we let him out?”

Emily’s eyes were shining between her dark lashes she turned toward me. The smile never left her face, her red lips lifting at the corners, making her whole face shine, framed by her short blonde hair. Again, I watched those impressive boobs rise and fall in the top of the corset, highlighting her incredible figure, showing off her amazing body. I was almost jealous of Alex in that moment, even though he didn’t get to touch her, at least not yet. I was jealous of the attraction he must feel to her, jealous that he got to look at her, even though I knew that didn’t make any sense. After all, I got to look at her too. Now with all the work we had put into our outfits, all the effort we had made beautifying ourselves, it seemed unfair that it was men who got to have us. As if we were somehow better than that.

These thoughts were virtually impossible to put into words. And it wasn’t like I was really trying, at the time. I was swept up in a tidal wave of emotion, lit up from within by that burning desire I had become so familiar with, but that never seemed to lose any of its ferocious power. Looking at Emily’s beautiful face, I was sure she felt the same thing.

But instead of answering, she stepped away the cage, the gleaming black toes of the boots Alex just worshiped pointing toward me now as she stood in front of me. And she caught me completely off guard as she stepped close in toward me, the swollen cleavage of her breasts pressing against mine as she wrapped her arms around me. One hand found the back of my neck, and she pulled my face toward her, and I giggled for a second, thinking she was joking. But then I felt her soft lips against mine, felt her tongue sliding into my mouth, gently exploring, and a sense of shock raced through my body.

She was kissing me. My roommate, who I had never had any reason to believe was anything other than 100% straight, was kissing me. And as her hands moved over my body, caressing my curves wrapped in the leather of Nicola’s dress, I feel the passion in her embrace.

From the cage at our feet, Alex groaned in despair. His eyes were locked on us, his jaw hanging open, his knuckles white as the gripped the bars of the cage as if he wanted to pull the steel apart. But he couldn’t. All he could do was watch. And I smiled against Emily’s lips as I thought about what she was doing, the show we were putting on. I know what guys are like when it comes to the idea of two women pleasuring one another. And the two of us were dressed to kill, wearing Nicola’s sexiest clothing to entice her husband to the brink of madness. What Emily was doing, I knew, must be driving Alex completely insane. And that, after all, was exactly what we both wanted.

So I kissed her back. It was my first time kissing a girl, but after all, it’s not that different from kissing a guy. Softer, I guess. Sweeter.

I pulled her close against me just like she was pulling my body against her, feeling her corseted curves and the slick feel of the latex booty shorts as I grabbed her ass. I felt her moan just a little against my tongue, and I moaned back, letting her know I was enjoying this. More importantly, it seemed at the time, letting Alex know how much I was enjoying it. Giving her, now, my roommate, what I had never given him.

Emily’s hand slid up my leg. As it slipped under the hem of the leather dress, I didn’t stop it. I felt her press her palm against the front of my panties, gently, almost experimentally. Almost as if she was waiting to see if I would push it away, tell her she had gone too far. And part of me insisted that I should. Emily is beautiful, but I had never desired her like that. I had never desired any woman like that. Even when I watched Nicola having sex with Alex, what I felt was jealousy as much as anything else.

But Emily had caught me at just the right time. I had no idea if she had planned this, or if this was all a the spur of the moment thing, but if she had planned it, she couldn’t have done a better job of it that she had. I was so worked up just from watching Alex worship her boots that I was ready for pleasure wherever it came from. And being in the basement with our humble slave reminded me that sometimes, the craziest ideas end up being the most rewarding. Ever since I took this job, I had been pushing myself to try new things, and the rewards of pleasure I had been given convinced me that it usually worked out for the best. Why not try something new? Why not push things further, when every stumbling step I had taken so far had ended up being so great?

So I let her do it. I let my roommate touch my pussy through the panties I wore, and I felt her smile against my lips as she felt my wetness. That, of course, was only growing. This, too, had that delicious feeling of wrongness, of transgression, of doing something we probably shouldn’t. Doing something I had never dreamed of, and finding it felt better than I would ever have imagined. The hot juices were streaming out of me as Emily rubbed her palm against my sex, a little harder now, and a tiny little moan escaped my throat.

Emily’s lips were smiling as she lifted them away from mine.

“I’m not sure we really need him,” Emily grinned at me, one hand still between my legs, her other resting on my head. “I think we can have plenty of fun, just the two of us.”

As she spoke, she rubbed her hand in slow circles again over my pussy, through the fabric of my panties. I was biting my lip, my eyelids quivering, my breasts rising and falling rapidly in the tight corset dress as I breathed. In other words, I was a trembling ball of desperate need, and Emily seem to know just how to harness that.

And in a way, it felt good to give up control a little bit. I loved being in charge of Alex, loved bossing him around and making him do anything I wanted. But by now, I was well aware of the responsibility that came with that. I had to come up with all the ideas, had to constantly steer our games in a direction that would please us both. It would be nice, for a while, to let someone else take the lead.

Especially someone as beautiful and sexy as my roommate was.

“I guess we can,” I said with a smile.

I turned my eyes to the cage, unable to keep myself from wanting to see the expression of desperation on Alex’s face. It was there, just as I knew it would be. A look of forlorn misery next with unspeakable desire, exactly the expression Nicola was paying me to coax out of her husband.

“Come on,” Emily said. Lifting her hand from between my legs, she took my hand in hers. I felt the trace of my own wetness against her warm skin as I took it.

She turned, ready to lead me out of the basement, and from his cage, his tiny little prison of inadequacy and rejection, Alex moaned and begged.

“Please, Mistresses,” he said pathetically, gazing up at us as he spoke with a desire so pure, it almost made me shiver. “Please, do it here, where I can watch.”

I couldn’t keep myself bursting out laughing at that, and it wasn’t like I tried.

“Oh my God, what a loser,” I said, shaking my head while Emily giggled. “You know you don’t get to have sex with us, and you’re that desperate just to watch us?”

“Yes, please, Mistress,” Alex babbled, again gripping the bars of the cage. “Please, you’re both so beautiful, and I know it will just be absolutely amazing.”

“Yeah. It will,” Emily said. “But you don’t get to watch it. Sex is for girls, not pathetic pets like you.”

She turned on her tall heels, swinging a shiny boot and kicking the bars of the cage loudly again. Without another word, she turned toward the basement steps, leading me along behind her. I watched her body swaying in her tall high heels, watched her latex shorts shine on the curves of her ass and her tall boots shine on her long legs as she climbed the stairs in front of me, her incredible hourglass figure sparking something inside me I had never felt before. But unlike her, I turned to look over my shoulder, waggling my fingers at poor caged Alex in a mocking way. His burning eyes stayed on me until I climbed the stairs and vanished from his sight.

Emily didn’t hesitate. My stomach was a mess of nerves at the thought of the new experience that lay ahead, but she was confident enough for both of us, as if she had done this a hundred times before. She led me through the house, through the living room, pulling me gently but firmly by the hand toward the staircase.

And of course, I didn’t try to resist, happy to follow wherever she led. Part of me had thought maybe this was an act for Alex’s benefit, and the minute we were out of his sight, she would change her tune. But she didn’t. And I won’t deny that it felt good to know that Emily actually wanted this, that she wasn’t doing it just to tease our slave, that she actually wanted me.

I had never suspected this in her, and as she led me upstairs, I found myself wondering if she had thought about this before. Certainly, I had never thought about her in this way. But now, it filled my brain to the exclusion of all else, and I was so turned on that this experiment seemed like the best idea anyone could have.

“The bedroom’s that way,” I said, pointing down the hall.

Emily grinned wordlessly at me as she led me in that direction. I followed her into Nicola and Alex’s bedroom with its huge bed, and Emily led me to the side of the bed, then turned to face me. Again, she kissed me, once again placing one hand on the back of my neck to pull me toward her, and I loved the feel of that, the way she took charge.

Again, her hands traveled all over my body, but more forcefully this time. I listened to the sound of her skin sliding over the leather, feeling sparks wherever she touched me as her hand shifted inevitably down under my dress. She peeled off my soaked panties and let them fall to the floor. I stepped out of them, feeling my wetness as the air in the room made contact with my damp skin. Our lips parted, and Emily gently pushed me down onto the mattress, and I smiled up at her, even as those butterflies kept fluttering in my stomach. Where we really going to do this? It seemed like it was all up to her. As if I had lost any ability I might once have possessed to resist the excitement that pushed me onward.

“God, you’re so sexy,” Emily said, and the hungry look in her eyes as she looked me up and down only fueled the fire burning inside me.

“I… I’ve never been with a girl before,” I said quietly. My words only seemed to make Emily’s smile grew wider.

“That’s part of what makes it so much fun,” she said.

And then, she kneeled down on the floor in front of me. Those tight patent leather boots creaked with her movements, her boobs bouncing in the top of the corset. She kept her eyes on me, locked on mine, letting me see the excitement and desire that burned in them. And she placed her hands on my thighs, gently but firmly pushing them apart.

I spread my legs for her. Finally, Emily lowered her gaze, and now, my roommate was looking directly at my pussy. We had seen each other naked or close to it many times, but it was never like this. It was just two girls hanging out, just roommates sharing the same space and sharing clothing, with no hint of sexual desire. This was different. Emily was looking at me with a hungry expression on her face, like she wanted to devour me. And as my pussy pulsed, I knew that was exactly what I wanted, too.

Smiling, she lowered her face between my thighs. I leaned back on the mattress, supporting myself on my elbows, closing my eyes as she ran her tongue over the sensitive folds of my sex. I let out a quiet moan, and I felt her breath against my skin as she chuckled at that, pleased with what she was doing to me.

At first, I imagined I was with a man. No one in particular, either. Just some faceless guy down on his knees, licking my pussy. I thought it would help. But as my excitement grew, my mind turned inevitably back to the actual reality. It was Emily down there, not anyone else. And in the end, I had to acknowledge that that was more exciting. My friend, my roommate, now licking my pussy like it was the most delicious meal she’d ever had, like she wanted me more than she had ever wanted anything in her life.

I opened my eyes. Emily was looking right at me as she pressed her mouth against my sex, making eye contact as she slid her tongue inside me. I gasped and moaned, and she chuckled again, playing my body like an instrument. She was good. If this was her first time eating another girl out, it didn’t show. Instead, she ate my pussy like she was a seasoned pro, like she knew exactly what she was doing. And my body responded the only way could, my juices pouring out of me like a waterfall while I moaned and groaned. The excitement I was feeling was too powerful to resist, too pure to question, while I watched her pretty face down between my thighs, working hard to make me cum and soon coaxing an orgasm out of me.

I let out a loud cry, and Emily laughed again, pleased with what she was doing. Her tongue slid out of my spasming pussy as I moaned and groaned and thrashed on the mattress, my juices pouring out of me to soak into the sheet underneath me. Emily looked so proud of what she had done as she waited, her hands on my thighs.

“You look so beautiful when you cum,” she said.

I had no response to that. In fact, I had no response to anything. I was still a quivering mess as I lay there, basking in the flush of orgasm.

Emily gave me a moment to recover. Then, her hand moved over the swollen lips of my pussy once again, and I let out another moan. Slowly, carefully, she slid two fingers inside me, and already, I felt a fresh load of my juices pouring out of my body degrees this new intrusion. She curled her fingers inward, seeking my G spot, and when I moaned at her touch, she leaned her head forward again and took my swollen clitoris between her lips.

Gently, she sucked on it, licking it with her tongue at the same time as she fingered me, and I almost exploded with pleasure. I let out a wild cry of desire, but the last thing I was trying to do was get away. All I wanted was more of this, more of this wild and deviant pleasure that I had never imagined coming from her. And it seemed that all Emily wanted to do was give me more.

She slid her fingers in and out of my pussy, her tongue and lips busy on my clit at the same time. The sensations of pleasure sweeping through my body were just too powerful, too raw. I felt beyond words, beyond thought, lying there in a pool of sweat and cum, on fire with passion for more. And it didn’t take long before my roommate steered me to orgasm again, making me moan and howl where I lay on the bed, thrusting my hips toward her, desperate for more even as pleasure approached pain from its pure intensity.

Emily chuckled as she felt my pussy spasm around her fingers. She moved on the floor, rising up on her knees and keeping her fingers inside me the whole time. She climbed onto the mattress with me, climbing on top of me, and I pushed myself back to make more room for. Leaning over me, she kissed me again. I kissed her back, more hungrily than ever this time. On fire with passion and lust, I felt like I was in love with her for what she had just done to me, the pleasure she had given me that rivaled anything I had ever had before.

“Sexy girl,” she murmured as her free hand stroked my hair back from my face. “You want to cum for me again?”

“Oh my God, Emily, what are you doing to me?”

She smiled at my moans. And her fingers began to slide in and out of my pussy again as she shifted her position on top of me, her tight boots creaking with her movements.

Emily supporting herself with her other arm as she fingered me, and I held her by the hips, enjoying that amazing hourglass figure. She laughed as I raised my head from the bed and pressed my face into her amazing cleavage, kissing and licking her bouncing boobs. I had never even imagined wanting a woman like this, but with all the pleasure she was giving me, it was like she was rewiring my entire sexual identity. I would want anyone who could make me feel this good, and she had me craving more pleasure even when that felt impossible.

The bed shook to our movements. The damp patch underneath us kept growing as her fingers slid in and out of me, my pussy spasming desperately around them as if trying to take them deeper all the time.

“Scream for me, beautiful,” Emily said, a little breathless from her exertions as she whispered in my ear. “Show me how good this feels.”

I did. In that moment, I think I would have done anything she asked. I let out a long shriek of passion, making the bedroom vibrate with the power and purity of my bliss.

“Good girl,” Emily said, and I moaned again as my pussy spasmed around her fingers. “Now, cum for me again.”

And I did. It wasn’t like I could help it. In fact, it was almost like Emily had more control over my body than I did in that moment. Like I was a little toy, or an instrument for her to play, to make whatever noises she wanted. I didn’t care. I was completely overcome with lust, completely overwhelmed with these intoxicating feelings. And I came again, howling even louder as the sheets darkened underneath me, the leather of the tiny dress I still wore shining with my juices just like Emily’s boots still shone with our male slave’s saliva.

As my climax came and went, I lay back breathlessly on the bed. Emily withdrew her fingers and lay down beside me. I lay with my eyes closed, trying to recover, and I could feel her caressing my hair. She leaned forward and kissed my cheek, but without opening my eyes, I turned my mouth toward her and kissed her on the lips. I was feeling those powerful emotions that follow a really big orgasm, that irresistible sense of contentment and closeness you get when you’re in bed beside someone who has just fucked you exactly the way you want to be fucked.

I would never have imagined it would be Emily I would feel that way about. But I was no longer trying to argue with reality.

“Oh my God, that was amazing,” I panted.

Beside me, Emily laughed.

“Yeah, it was,” she said. “Our pathetic male slave has no idea what he’s missing.”
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