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‘You leaving so soon?’

My wife coos and I smile to myself. After the humiliation of last week, all I wanted was a sex-filled weekend with her. I might have been trying to make up for the fact that I lied or practically cheated on her, but there was something else behind it, too.

The way Leila made me wear those panties terrified me. Or rather, the way they made me feel terrified me. I needed a distraction, and I needed it fast before I sank further into this weird rabbit hole. Because, as much as I’m always in charge of every situation, I know too well that this wouldn’t end well for me.

And although the threat is still up in the air, I feel like I took back part of my control. Just as much as Susan doesn’t need to know about what goes on in the office between me and Leila, Leila doesn’t need to know about what kinky fantasies I fulfil with my wife at home.

On Friday I tried to reason, saying that if my wife didn’t know it, it wouldn’t hurt her. And now I try to reason saying that if Leila doesn’t know I’m still having sex with my wife, she won’t blow our deal. I smile at Susan, watching as her ample breasts rise and fall underneath the blankets. I undo my tie slowly, deliberately building up the tension.

‘Very well. I don’t have any meetings in the morning, so I guess I could go another round. But you need to do everything as I say. Understood?’

She bites her lower lip, nodding, her eyes travelling down to my hands that are now holding the stretchy material, flexing it between my fingers.

‘Good.’

I whisper before kneeling in front of her. I move her hands behind her back, tying them firmly to her ankles. She whimpers, wanting to get away, but I spank her naked ass.

‘John, what are you doing?’

She gasps when I push a finger into her wet pussy. I place another finger onto her lips, silencing her.

‘Enough talk. I’m in charge, remember? Now suck my cock while I finger your cunt.’

She takes a deep breath before nodding, a blush creeping up her cheeks. She has never been a huge fan of dirty talk, but she was always willing to give it a go for my sake. And, right now, I feel like I have the power to ask her to do anything. I know it sounds funny, but the secret I’m keeping from her makes me feel powerful. As if I was the one calling the shots.

The moment Susan’s lips wrap around the tip of my cock I insert another finger into her pussy, pressing my thumb against her throbbing clit. With my free hand I help her keep her balance, then, lead by a sudden desire, I scoop some of her hair up, wrapping it around my fist and then pull her off my cock.

‘John, that hurts. Please stop pulling my hair.’

I shake my head, pulling my fingers out of her pussy instead.

‘I told you. I’m in charge. Now turn around.’

She looks at me with wide eyes, and it takes me a moment to realize that she can’t because of the hogtie. I recover quickly thought, pushing her on her back and rolling her over. It isn’t easy, but I spread her legs wide enough for my cock to fit between them.

‘Aren’t you going to beg for me to fuck you?’

I hiss, placing my erect cock between her bound feet. She wiggles her ass and I give her a well-deserved slap.

‘Yes, please…’

She whimpers and I untie her feet, but leave her hands bound.

‘Please what, you slut?’

I say, realizing too late that I probably shouldn’t have said that. What the hell is wrong with me? But judging by the way she opens her legs wider, while pushing her ass high up in the air, I guess she liked it.

‘Please fuck me and make me cum.’

She breathes and I lower myself down onto her clit, biting down gently. It’s been a while since I ate her out from behind. If I think about it, it’s been a while since I ate her out. Period. Pushing two fingers into her slit, I suck on her clit with renewed vigor, until she is squirming under my tongue, covering me with her juices.

My phone rings, but I ignore it, pulling my fingers out of Susan’s pussy and replacing them with my cock. She screams out, and I spank her again, pushing her deep into the mattress. I don’t care if I’m too rough, because I now know that she was just playing hard to get. She is enjoying this as much as I am.

My secret does give me power. Power over my wife, power over myself, and maybe even power over Leila. All I need to do is stop when I have to and everything will stay under control. Although thinking about it, that might just be harder than I think. As much as I feel guilty for doing so, when I’m about to cum, I close my eyes, pull Susan’s hair again and picture myself fucking my secretary.
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The smug look I’ve been sporting vanishes as soon as I walk through the door to my office and find Leila there, sitting behind my desk, her perfectly shaped eyebrows raised in amusement. I close the door behind me, then, taking another look at her, I lock it, also closing the shutters. My heart is pounding so fast I’m afraid it will jump out of my chest.

‘You are late.’

She says matter-of-factly, and I look down at my shoes. How does this woman take all my confidence away in just an instant? Oh, right, I almost forgot: she has something to blackmail me with. The issue is that the longer this goes on, the more things she will have to add to her list. As I don’t reply, she beckons me closer, and I sit opposite her in the chair dedicated to visitors.

She eyes me for a moment, and, having nothing better to do, I fiddle with my tie. The exact same tie I used to tie my wife up with just an hour ago. My cock twitches in my suit pants at the sexy irony, and my mind wanders whether Leila would ever let me use it on her. It’s more than likely that she would use it on me. I clear my throat.

‘I’m sorry, I was just…’

I mumble, but she holds up a hand and I shut up.

‘Save it. You might be in charge in the bedroom at home, but I’m in charge here.’

I gasp, paling at the same time.

‘How did you…’

She holds a hand up again and I whimper in my seat.

‘Relax. I didn’t tell her anything. But she called a few minutes ago, worried, because you left your packed lunch at home. Now, in my experience, that only happens (her making you something, I mean) after you fucked her brains out. Am I right?’

I am breathless, unable to speak. The office is closing in on me, and there is nothing I can do about it. Here I thought that I called the shots, and Leila knows about every step I make. Because I don’t reply, she continues, twirling a strawberry blond curl between her fingers. I notice that she is crossing and uncrossing her legs under the table, too, but I’m too afraid to take a closer look.

‘She told me what you did, you know. You naughty man.’

She chuckles, opening her legs wide. I involuntarily look, my mouth watering instantly when I see that she isn’t wearing knickers. The taste of my wife’s juices still linger on my tastebuds, but I want to taste her, too. I think my problem is that I always wanted it all. The power, the money, the women. And then I met Susan, and I calmed down – until now.

Leila must sense my desire, because she laughs at me, closing her legs again.

‘Not that fast, cowboy. You need to do something else for me first. You see, because of your little stunt, I now have lost faith in our contract. I’m not entirely sure you can keep up with the demands…’

I panic, sitting up straight in the chair. I grab my tie again for support.

‘Please, Leila, you don’t understand. You can’t do this to me. I will do anything, just… Please don’t take anything away from me…’

I plead with her, and she raises and eyebrow at me, making me shut up once more. She eventually lets out a sigh, opening my top draw.

‘Relax. I didn’t say anything about exposing you – yet. And I’m not taking away anything from you. In fact, I’m here baring gifts.’

It’s my turn to raise an eyebrow, but I can hardly concentrate on the item she is holding. Partly because I’m afraid I’m about to have a heart attack, and partly because I’m aroused as hell. Damn this woman… Why does she have such a hold on me? I should be the one calling the shots, just like in the meetings and at home, but no. It needs to be her way.

‘I want you to wear this, then eat me out. Do you think you can do that for me? Well, rather for yourself, I mean.’

I gulp, taking the material she is offering me without looking at it. I get up from my chair, get undressed as quickly as I can, making her raise another eyebrow when she spots my erection. Before I could look at what she just gave me though, she adds in an amused voice:

‘From now on, you will wear this under your shirt and suit, and nothing else. No boxers, nothing. Just remember that you are mine now, and I can do anything to you.’

She adds, motioning for me to unfold the pink frilly material. My cock twitches when I realise that it’s a see-through babydoll with a matching set of panties. I glance up at her in disbelief, but she nods, waving her hands around in a circle, telling me to hurry up. I frown, but pull the panties over my cock anyway, then shimmy into the babydoll. The material creates friction over my chesthair as I pull it down, sending a shiver down my spine.

She eyes me up and down, then opens her legs wide and she doesn’t have to tell me twice. I get on my hands and knees and push my tongue as far up her pussy as it would go, making her moan instantly. She buries her hands in my hair, pushing my face into her cunt.

‘Yes, that’s right, Jonathan, that’s just right.’

She moans, pinching my ear. My cock twitches again, painfully hard and oozing precum into the frilly pink panties. I try to ignore my own pleasure though, giving Leila the same treatment as I gave to my wife earlier this morning. A mixture of shame, guilt, humiliation and desire washes over me, and I push two fingers into Leila’s wet hole to ease my frustration. Maybe her moans will make me forget my predicament.

Truth be told, I could get used to this. Her taste is so different from my wife, it takes me by surprise, making me remember that not every woman tastes the same. I lick her juices up eagerly, making her scream my name twice before she lets me go. Shame washes over me once again, and I want to wipe my face, but she stops me by placing a hand on my own.

‘No, you don’t get to clean up the mess you made.’

She whispers, biting down on my earlobe. I reach for my clothes, ashamed of myself, yet still riling from the ecstasy we shared. For a moment I consider disobeying her and taking the panties and babydoll off before putting my shirt back on, but one look from her vanishes the thought.

She walks up to the door by the time I get dressed and unlocks it, opening it wide. Part relief and part disappointment washes over me, but before leaving my office, she says over her shoulder, not bothering to look back:

‘Oh, one more thing, Jonathan. Make that two, actually. If you want things to stay the way they are, you not only give me a generous raise, but you make me head secretary.’

She is out of the door before I could react, and it wouldn’t be any use, either. I’m caught in the spider’s web, and I’m about to be eaten alive, unless I do as she says.
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For the first time in my life, I have no idea what to do to get out of this. And, for the first time of my life, I’m not even sure I want to get out of it. I let out a sigh, opening the bathroom door, rushing in. I lock it for good measure, even though I know that Susan won’t be home for another two hours.

What I have just done weighs heavily on my mind, but I’m still aroused by it all, too. If there was a way to have it all, I would, honestly. In an ideal world, I wouldn’t have to choose between the two women I want, or between my life as I know it and the life I could have.

But we don’t live in an ideal world, and I know too well what happens to those that live a double life. Dave from accounting confided in me a few months ago about his affair with his daughter’s babysitter. Yep, stuff like that never stays a secret for ever, and in my case, Leila is threatening to come clean.

I splash some cold water onto my face to try to calm me down, but I feel like I need a cold shower, now that I’m thinking about my secretary again. Her pussy juices are mixing in my memory with my wife’s, and I can’t take it anymore. I loosen my tie, looking into the mirror above the sink, wondering whether it’s the same reflection staring back at me as it was a month ago.

Nothing changed, and yet, everything is different. I shake my head, sending droplets of icy water onto the marble floor. Somehow, I feel an intense need to clean up after myself – maybe because I am unable to clean up the real mess I made I’m trying to fix what I still can. And right now, that’s our bathroom, the one I share with Susan.

A pang of guilt washes over me and I take my shirt off to soak up the water, only to realize that I’m still wearing that frilly pink babydoll. I frown, my memory failing me for a moment, then realization hits and I drop the shirt in disgust and horror.

I fully intend to do the same with the babydoll and the panties, too, but I only get a chance to remove my shoes and trousers before I hear Susan’s key turn in the lock of our front door. My heartbeat quickens and I quickly discard the feminine garments, not thinking straight anymore. I chuck them into the pile of clothes that are waiting to be washed, then cover them with my suit, making a note to sort them out later.

‘Honey, I’m home!’

Susan shouts and I take a deep breath, shooting one last glance at the pile of clothes then unlock the bathroom door. Her eyes go wide at the sight of my erection, but I can hardly hear what she says through the throbbing of my veins.

‘Jonathan, are you alright? Did something happen at work?’

Her words finally reach me and my heart sinks. It feels like she knows, but then she places a hand on my chin, cupping it gently, and I close my eyes, clearing my throat. I hate lying to her, so I say a half-truth:

‘It was a stressful day. Well, actually, it was a stressful week.’

She lets out a sigh, then wipes her thumb along my lower lip.

‘Oh, my poor darling. Do you want to join me in the shower to help ease your tension a bit?’

I smile at her, placing my hand on hers affectionately.

‘That would be great, thanks. Let me just get us some towels.’

I half-expect her to offer to do it herself, so I can sneak the clothes out, but she simply nods, starting to unbutton her blouse. Partly because I am getting aroused by the sight, and partly to keep my cover, I offer to help, but she shakes her head.

‘Sorry, honey, I had a stressful week as well. How about you get those towels and I get the water flowing?’

I nod reluctantly, trying not to give anything away. I rush to the living room, open the cupboard in record time, then run back to the bathroom in my Adam’s costume, cock flopping side to side (I must admit, under different circumstances, I would provide quite a funny sight). I hurry as much as I can, and although our flat isn’t huge, I’m out of breath by the time I reach the bathroom again.

I open the door, only to stop dead in my tracks when I see what Susan is holding between her thumb and forefinger. She looks at the pink panties in disgust, then turns to me with an equal amount of fury and disappointment.

‘John, what the hell is this?’

For a moment, I stare at my gorgeous wife blankly, watching as she takes a step closer to me, then stops, her gaze alternating between me and the panties, and her naked breasts rising and falling with every erratic breath she takes. I finally hold up a hand in defense.

‘Susan, I can explain.’

Suddenly she begins to sob, sinking to the bathroom floor, clutching the panties in her tiny hands.

‘I don’t want to listen to some bullshit excuse you came up with while coming back with the towels. These smell like cum, too. Your cum. How do you explain that?’

I look down on the marble floor, examining the pattern.

‘I can explain it. All of it.’

I whisper, but Susan shakes her head, throwing the panties at me, followed by the babydoll. I know I should duck, but instead I catch both items mid-air, holding them in front of me. She looks at me for a painful minute before she whispers:

‘John, are you cheating on me?’

I want to tell her that I’m not, that I would never do such a thing, but then I realize that I am doing exactly that and more. My heart sinks even further, because I know she is going to leave me. She looks down onto the floor again, sobbing.

‘I deserve to know.’

She whispers and I lower myself onto the floor. It’s funny how we are sitting opposite each other – man and wife, naked. Although neither of us are laughing. I take a deep breath, before repeating myself.

‘Susan, I can explain, I swear.’

She looks up at me, her eyes full of hurt and accusation.

‘So explain it then. I’m listening.’

She wipes away her tears, watching me intently. I cower under her scrutinizing gaze, telling her everything from the moment it began to the way the pink frilly panties and the matching babydoll felt on my body. I don’t leave anything out, and I watch as Susan’s expression changes from utter shock to fascination. I gulp when she gets up from her spot on the floor and walks up to me.
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‘So… You are telling me that you enjoyed wearing those?’

She asks, raising an eyebrow. I gulp, nodding. She shrugs, pointing at the babydoll and the panties.

‘Put them back on then.’

I am taken aback by her request.

‘W-what?’

She rolls her eyes at me, her right hand slowly reaching down to her clit. I gulp again.

‘You heard me. You like them so much and you don’t have an issue putting them on for your secretary, so you shouldn’t have an issue putting them on for me. Now hurry up or I will start without you.’

To emphasize the meaning of her words, she pushes a finger inside her already wet opening, moaning loudly. I’m pretty sure she exaggerates it for the sake of the act, but I don’t mind. In fact, my cock is standing to full attention right now. Not to mention that the idea of fucking my wife while I’m wearing those…

‘You aren’t going to leave me then?’

I ask, hope filling me once more. I might be at the mercy of two women right now, which I never thought would happen, but there is nothing I would enjoy more, I’m sure.

‘I haven’t decided what I’m going to do with you just yet. But right now, you are my bitch, you hear me?’

I nod and Susan tilts her head back, lifting her fingers to her lips and sucking on them in such an erotic way that she doesn’t have to ask me twice.

With a swift motion, I pull on the pink frilly panties and slide into the babydoll, my eyes never leaving her gorgeous body. Her eyes darken a shade when she sees my erection through the see-through material.

‘Now lay on your back and put your hands under your head.’

I obey once again, my back flush against the cold marble floor. She lowers herself down, her fingers tracing the hem of the panties. I inhale sharply, holding my breath, but my cock betrays the coolness I’m trying to depict. Susan kneels on both sides of my hips, her pelvis right above my cock. They twitch again, straining against the fabric, but she is not in a hurry to fuck me.

Slowly at first, then increasing her pace, she rubs her wet pussy against my cock. Up and down she moves and I grind my teeth.

‘Please, Susan, I…’

She slaps my balls and I whimper.

‘You what? Jonathan, you don’t get to demand anything right now. I decide when and how I fuck you. Understood?’

I nod, my throat suddenly so tight I can hardly breathe. I have never seen this side of Susan before, and I have a feeling she hasn’t known it existed, either. Either way, she is my goddess, and right now, I would let her do anything with me.

‘Yes, mistress. Do with me as you please.’

A cheeky grin lightens up her face, and with a swift motion, she pulls my panties aside, grabs my cock with her other hand and positions it at her core. She looks me deep in the eye as she says:

‘Good. Because believe me, I fully intend on making you pay for what you did. You thought your secretary was bad, didn’t you? Well, let me introduce you to your new wife now. But trust me, she is nothing like the old Susan.’

And with that, she sits on my cock, grinding her hips until it disappears between her folds. I grunt in pure pleasure, but she reaches behind her, slapping my balls again.

‘Be a good slave and stay very quiet. You wouldn’t want people to know your secret, would you?’

She batters her eyelashes at me innocently, while her wet pussy moves up and down my shaft. I see what she is doing. She is trying to mimic my secretary and it’s working. I am only holding on by a thread, and I’m so desperate to touch her, to taste those juicy tits of hers, but I know I can’t. She gave me an order and I have to stick by it.

She throws her head back, reaching down to her clit once more, and I watch as my wife is pleasuring herself on my cock. It’s almost as if she was masturbating on it, which turns me on massively. I’m being used in a way she never used me before. I would always take charge. Always.

‘No, you wouldn’t want that. The cocky, arrogant, powerful boss is now reduced to a begging mess. And all it took was this…’

She trails off, grabbing the edge of the panties and pulling them upwards, giving me a wedgy. I whimper, but she only pulls it further up, while relentlessly grinding her hips.

‘I want you to say it.’

I close my eyes, whispering:

‘I am a mess.’

Her laughter takes me by surprise, and the movement of her hips becomes more forceful.

‘No, that’s not what I want to hear. I want you to admit that you like wearing women’s clothes while getting fucked like a sissy.’

My eyes bulge, and I shake my head. Susan shrug, lifting her hips up slightly, as if trying to get off me.

‘Okay, fine, I admit that I like getting fucked while wearing women’s clothes. Are you happy now?’

I snap, realizing too late that I said the wrong thing. Susan’s eyes darken a shade once again before her lips curl into an evil grin.

‘I guess that will do for now. But don’t expect me to make you cum.’

And with that she gets off my cock, and the void is killing me. She then stands on both sides of my hips, finishing herself off with her fingers. All I dare do is watch, my cock painfully erect and unsatisfied. My heart is still filled with hope though. Because as long as she feels the need to punish me, there is a chance she will forgive what I’ve done…
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