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Seduced By The Starlet: Parts 1-5



    1. Seduced By The Starlet 
 
      
 
    There are moments that you know you’re always going to remember, even as they happen. As though, in those moments, you somehow become your future self as well as your present self, so you can both look at and back at an event even as it happens. 
 
    Ever since I met her, I’ve had plenty of those. 
 
    But the one I’m thinking of now came early. On that very first night, when we were both still strangers to each other. That was where the pattern of our future relationship was set. 
 
    I was in ecstasy. Of course I was. Who wouldn't be? And I didn't care about my job or about being discovered or about anything else. All I cared about was pleasure as I hunched my body over hers, her soft moans filling the cramped space that we hid in while cars purred and cameras flashed outside. She was radiant, unimaginably beautiful as her pleasure swelled alongside mine. Even as it happened, it felt unreal. I felt as though I were dreaming, imagining the whole thing, an experience too good to be true but too powerful not to be real. 
 
    That’s when she reached up and grabbed my throat. 
 
    My eyes locked onto hers. She was staring up at me, and her perfect white teeth shone between her vivid red lips in a kind of snarl. She wasn't choking me; not exactly, anyway. But the pressure of her fingers and thumb on either side of my windpipe were unmistakable. Deep in her sapphire blue eyes, there was something that made me pause. Something wild and unexpected, a glimmer of the monster behind the pretty face. And it excited me. I held her hips in my hands, her legs wrapped around my body, pulling me in, my hard cock throbbing urgently inside her beautiful body as pleasure swept over us both. But her pleasure was different to mine. 
 
    “Come on, you fucking loser,” she snarled as her fingers tightened just a little on my throat. “Fuck me!” 
 
    And that’s exactly what I did. 
 
      
 
    A dry wind was sweeping down the Boulevard. It was warm, like it always is. The daylight was slowly fading, replaced from above by an ever-deepening blue twilight that settled down on the city, the first stars beginning to shine through the waving branches of the palm trees. It was a beautiful evening, I suppose. But I barely noticed. 
 
    I was nervous. I'm not even sure why. It's not like this was a regular job. It was just a gig, something my roommate Gabriel had told me about. He did a lot of these kinds of jobs, waiting tables of fancy events and pouring drinks for film industry powerbrokers. It paid the rent. And I was in no position to be picky. I hadn't had an acting job in months. The money I made last time I was on camera, an extra in one of those monster-of-the- week TV shows, had more or less evaporated. This city takes no prisoners. Every day, the airports and the bus stations bring in a whole new crowd of starry-eyed hopefuls, and for every lucky break, there's years of hard work and paying your dues and knowing the right people. You can see yourself becoming a cliché, an actor who never acts, who spends more time working for tips and trying to network with other failures. It gets you down sometimes. It gets me down, and it gets Gabriel down too, even though I know he tries to hide it. 
 
    He’s the kind of guy who takes every dead-end gig seriously, as though he’s intending to make a career out of being a waiter for a single night. And true to form, he had briefed me thoroughly on the job before we got there. 
 
    "Don't fuck around," he warned me at the tiny apartment we shared. "This is serious. There's going to be a lot of people there. Famous people. Stars. You have to just act like you don't know who they are. Don't be starstruck. Don't ask for a photo. Whatever you do, don't try handing them a script." 
 
    "I know," I scowled. "It's not like I've never worked one of these events before." 
 
    "Not like this," Gabriel insisted. "This is a premiere of what's probably going to be the hottest movie of the summer. You know who's going to be there, right?' 
 
    "Yes," I said. Of course I did. I got into this business because fundamentally, I love movies. I knew exactly who was starring in this one, and who I could expect to see at the premier. Tom Brian was the big marquee star, the chiseled-jawed hero destined to save the day from the villainous schemes of his opposite number, Tony Perez. And of course, there was the love interest, Amber Butler, the beautiful actress whose star had been rising since she starred in a hit TV show a couple of years back. Tom Brian, especially, was movie industry royalty. And his wife was almost as famous as he was. I'd grown up watching Tom Brian movies; everyone my age has. Of course it would be cool to meet a star like him. But I wasn't some teenage girl kissing a poster before I go to bed every night. I was pretty sure I could handle myself in a professional manner. 
 
    “If we do a good job, Jimmy said he might have some more work for us down the line,” Gabriel said. 
 
    “Really? Like, acting work?” Gabriel scowled. 
 
    “No,” he said. “How would Jimmy have acting work for us? He’s a caterer. I mean, more work like this. Paying work.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    "What do you mean, oh? It's a paying job, Chris. It's a good gig. You know how much these people tip? It's like money doesn't even mean anything to them. I'm not even talking about the actors. I'm talking about producers, directors, all those guys. You know Julia? Some producer tipped her a hundred dollars for one drink last week." 
 
    "You sure that's all it was for?" Gabriel's scowl deepened. 
 
    "Yes," he said. We all knew those kinds of stories. As young men, it wasn't something we had had to deal with. Not that there weren't people out there more than willing to try and take advantage of a hopeful young man; we both knew that there were. But neither of us had ever come across it. It was different for our female friends. Power and wealth breed a certain sense of entitlement, of untouchability. Some people, when they think they can get away with it, behave badly. It's the ugly truth of the world we lived in, a not-so-secret secret that everyone knew and no one acknowledged. 
 
    “Just be professional,” Gabriel went on. “Smile. Speak when spoken to. Make them feel like superstars, but don’t be overwhelmed by it.” 
 
    "Okay, I got it," I said. I was grateful for the job, but Gabriel was starting to get on my nerves. 
 
      
 
    It didn't make me feel any better to find out that Gabriel was right. The moment we arrived at the theater and hurriedly changed into our uniforms for the night, I could see at once that this was unlike any other event I had served at. This was no college project or indie film. This was the real deal. Long before any of the celebrities arrived, the street outside was filled with photographers. A velvet rope held them back from the long red carpet that stretched from the sidewalk into the theater. Jimmy was there, of course, in that permanent breathless hurry in which he seemed to live. He looked me up and down as Gabriel reminded Jimmy who I was, but the caterer didn't even greet me. Instead, he gave me my instructions through my friend. 
 
    "Gabe, you work the bar over there in the lobby," he said. "Tell your friend here to grab a tray and start circulating. Keep it moving out there. I don't want to see anyone empty-handed unless they want to be. You see someone with an empty glass, you get over there, you offer them a new one. Got it?" 
 
    "Got it," Gabe nodded, and I echoed. Jimmy looked from Gabe to me and back again. Then, without another word, he hurried off to some other part of the theater. 
 
    “I don’t think he likes me very much,” I said as I watched Jimmy’s broad back retreating into the crowd. 
 
    “He doesn’t like anyone,” Gabe said. “Come on. Let me get set up at the bar, and I’ll hook you up with a tray.” 
 
    I don't know how many times I circled that lobby, balancing a tray of drinks on my hand as I moved through a crowd of people I didn't recognize. No one tipped me; it seemed the drinks were all free. But once or twice, when things got quiet, I was able to check in with Gabe and see that his pockets were filling with cash. Maybe this night would prove to be worthwhile after all. 
 
    And as the hours passed, the expectant hum in the room grew. Without openly stating it, everybody was waiting for the stars to arrive. I remembered what Gabe had said, and tried to act like this was just any other gig. But through the open doors of the theater, I could hear the swelling roar as a big black car pulled up to the sidewalk. Cameras clicked and flashed, and a chorus of voices yelled out the names of Tom Brian and his wife, Angelica. 
 
    Now that the big star had arrived, none of the lesser lights in the lobby seemed interested in the drinks I carried anymore. And that was fine with me. Pausing for a moment, I peered out through the doors. And there he was, the man I had seen star in countless movies over the years, sharply dressed in a black tuxedo and waving to the paparazzi while his beautiful wife clung onto his arm. Angelica wore a long black dress that bared her shoulders and revealed one toned leg in a thigh-high slit as she posed for the cameras. Of course I knew she was beautiful; the whole world knew that. But I had found at other events that famous people look somehow different in real life. Both less and more impressive. There's an unreality about them, as though you've entered a movie rather than them entering real life.  
 
    Angelica Brian, even from a distance, was stunningly beautiful. I lived in a town full of beautiful women, but still, she seemed to be on another level. Expensive jewels around her graceful neck caught the flash of the cameras and sparkled and shimmered as she smiled and waved, shifting her weight on her high heels with one hand on her hip. 
 
      
 
    After they'd done their red carpet walk, the power couple entered the theater. Remembering my job, I jerked back into motion, circulating with my tray and hoping Jimmy hadn't noticed me watching. Tom and Angelica were shaking hands and exchanging kisses, working the room with the utter confidence that comes from knowing you're the center of everyone's attention. Tom wasn't the tallest man there. He may have been the most handsome, the most famous, but I doubted that he was the richest. Still, he and his gorgeous wife somehow drew all eyes toward them. It was charisma, pure and simple. The strange magnetism that makes a person stand out in the crowd, the kind of thing you can't learn in acting school no matter how hard you try. Some people have it. Some people don't. It's that simple, and that cruel. 
 
    “He’s shorter than I thought he would be,” Gabe said as I returned to the bar to pick up more drinks. He didn’t need to specify who he was talking about. 
 
    "He's taller than you," I replied. "He just doesn't look that tall because his wife's tall, and she's wearing six-inch heels. She'd probably tower over either of us." 
 
    Gabe said nothing. Ice rattled in the shaker in his hands as he mixed a drink. 
 
    My tray restocked, I moved out into the room again. A brief burst of incredulity washed over me as I realized I was less than ten feet from Tom and Angelica Brian. But I resisted the urge to approach them. I would circulate, and if I got close enough to them, I would offer them a drink just like I would to anyone else. As if they weren't two of the most famous people on the planet. As if I didn't dream of living the life Tom Brian did, with the best directors clamoring to work with him and a beautiful woman on his arm. 
 
    Out on the street, there was a new commotion. The photographers were yelling again, another expensive car having produced another movie star. I smiled emptily at a woman I didn't recognize as she lifted a drink from my tray and moved through the lobby the way I was supposed to, ignoring the fatigue in my feet as I did my job. 
 
    “Amber! Amber!” the photographers yelled outside. The rising starlet had posed for plenty of photos, but for the paparazzi, it was never enough. They yelled out to her as she walked away, stepping through the open doors of the theater. Just at that moment, I happened to look up and see her. And everything suddenly fell softly apart. 
 
    I knew what she looked like, of course. I had only watched a few episodes of her TV show. It wasn't really my thing. But Amber Butler was everywhere. You could barely look at a magazine or turn on the TV or drive by a billboard without seeing her exquisitely beautiful face. She had the delicate bone structure of a model, but the body of a goddess. Even by movie standards, she stood out. The camera loved her. And so did millions of horny men who wanted to be with her, along with millions of women who wanted to be her. 
 
    But seeing her in the flesh was completely different. 
 
    The lobby of the theater was slightly sunken from the level of the street, with a couple of steps leading down from the door. As she entered the theater, Amber Butler stood for a moment at the top of those steps, her glittering eyes gazing out over the crowd that turned toward her. Her blonde hair was slicked back from her beautiful face, falling loosely down her back while dangling ruby earrings shone above her shoulders like drops of blood. Around her eyes, her skin glittered, her long dark lashes accentuating the cool blue color of her eyes. Her lips were a bright and vivid red, thick and full and as tempting as ripe fruit. 
 
    Her dress was a similar shade of red. Clinging to one shoulder, it slanted down over her torso, gathered around her narrow waist by a matching belt. From there, it flowed down from her hips, the silk fabric shimmering in the light with every movement she made. And as she moved, I saw her dress fall open, parting to reveal her long legs. Red leather boots hugged her legs, their tops gripping her thighs tightly and revealing inches of mouthwatering skin between them and the dress that only just covered her. With their pointed toes and ludicrously high heels, the boots gave a deep sexual charge to the otherwise elegant and highly feminine dress. It was an outfit that demanded attention; it screamed for it. And got it. I couldn't tear my eyes away, just like everybody else in the theater at that moment.  
 
    And as I stared up at this vision of feminine loveliness, I felt my heart quicken in my chest. I felt my mouth getting dry, my body reacting with a kind of shock, as though I had never seen a beautiful woman before. I had never, I realized, seem one this beautiful. Amber Butler was so unbelievably lovely that she seemed almost like a member of some other species, a creature more refined and more advanced than the rest of us. A goddess. That was the only way to say it. And as she stood on the step, basking for a moment in the attention just as she had bathed in the quickfire glow of the cameras outside, she looked as though she knew it. 
 
      
 
    "Excuse me." I jumped, startled out of my rapt reverie by the voice of a man in my elbow. 
 
    "Sorry," I mumbled as he lifted a glass of wine from the tray. The trouble in this town is that apart from the big-name stars, you never know who anybody is. Sometimes, the most powerful people are the ones who look most forgettable. For all I knew, the short man beside me with his mop of grayed curly hair could be an agent or producer, some powerbroker who could make or break careers. No matter how distracted I was, I had to focus on the job I had. The man said nothing more as he turned back to the conversation he'd been having, and I hefted my tray on my hand as I began to make my way through the crowd again. 
 
    By that time, Amber had descended the stairs into the lobby. Her eyes glittered as she waved and flashed her incredible smile around the room, greeting people she knew, her outstretched hands clasping those of another woman in the moment before they kissed in greeting. By far the junior star of the film, she had captured all of my attention, as though Tom Brian wasn't even in the room anymore. I could see I wasn't the only one. A small crowd had begun to form around her, a bunch of people wanting to greet her like petitioners addressing their deity. I kept moving around the room, just as I'd been instructed. But my eyes somehow kept finding their way back to her. Talk about charisma. Her beauty made her the bright sun around which I orbited, trying to keep my distance and yet irresistibly drawn in her direction. As she circulated through the room, I circulated too, my direction almost unconsciously affected by hers. I had no plan in mind. There was nothing I could say to her, and nothing I wanted from her. I was just drawn by forces I could barely understand, let alone control. 
 
    Until inevitably, I stood close to her. She was talking to two men who I didn't recognize and barely looked at. At a lull in the conversation, she raised her head and looked at me, and I felt a shudder race through my body as though I had been suddenly plunged into ice water. She was smiling, her red lips parted to reveal her perfect teeth, and my tongue felt suddenly four sizes too big for my mouth. 
 
    "Can I — can I offer you… Drink, Ms. Butler?" We weren't supposed to do that. Of course the stars knew that we knew who they were, but we weren't supposed to admit it. But Amber's smile never faltered as her eyes moved over my face, and one hand reached for a glass. 
 
    "Oh my God, yes!" she beamed. "Aren't you a polite young man?" I felt my cheeks burning as she spoke. Amber Butler, I was confident, was no older than I was. No more than a year or two, anyway. And now, Amber Butler was talking to me. 
 
    "I… Thank you?" I muttered. Amber's smile was dazzling. And her eyes seemed like two blue vortexes that were pulling me in, pulling me off balance, making me feel clumsy and awkward in a way I hadn't felt since I was a teenager. The smell of her was incredible, the warmth of her beautiful body seeming to wrap itself around me until in that busy room, there was only me and her. 
 
    "No, thank you," she said, taking a careful sip of wine that nevertheless left a red smear of lipstick against the glass. "You don't know how badly I needed this. I shouldn't have worn these boots. They're even more uncomfortable than they look." 
 
    Involuntarily, I looked down. Amber shifted her weight onto one foot, bending the knee of her other leg to make the leather creak as more of her flawless thigh showed through the slit in her dress. My hands trembled. Inside my pants, I could feel my cock swelling at the sight of her exquisite flesh. God, it was embarrassing. 
 
    "They look amazing," I said before I could stop myself. Inwardly, I called myself every name under the sun. I wasn't there to talk to famous people. I was there to shut up and serve them drinks. But Amber was still smiling. 
 
    "Thank you," she said. "I wasn't sure if they were a bit too sexy. Then I thought, what the hell? You're only young once." I nodded. I wasn't supposed to be talking to her, but now she was talking to me, what was I supposed to do? Walk away? That was the last thing I wanted. I didn't know what I wanted from Amber except to stay in her presence, to keep smelling her perfume, to be close to the incredible body that no photos or film footage did real justice to. So what if it cost me a job? It's not as though I dreamed of being a waiter. 
 
    “They are very sexy,” I managed to say. “But it suits you.” 
 
    Amber regarded me coolly as she took another sip of wine, a slower one this time. Her eyes never left mine. As she lowered the glass again, I saw the same smile shining on her beautiful face. Only now, there was something more to it. A hint of calculation in those flawless jewels of eyes. 
 
    "Do you work here?" she asked. 
 
    “Just for tonight.” 
 
    “Temporary gig, huh? I did my share of those before I got my break. Are you in the industry?” 
 
    "I'm an actor," I said sheepishly. Technically, it was true. But it felt foolish saying it to a bona fide movie star. A handful of walk-on parts and commercials didn't compare to her dazzling career. 
 
    "Good," Amber smirked, her eyes flickering of my face again. "You're definitely cute enough. Just keep at it. What's your name?" 
 
    "Chris," I said. Amber shifted her wine glass to her left hand before holding out her right. 
 
    "Amber," she said, as though I didn't already know. I shook her hand, feeling the unbelievable softness of her skin against mine, as though I might tear it if I handled her too roughly. Her earrings caught the light as she turned her head toward the two men she had been talking to before I came along. "Will you gentlemen excuse me? I'm going to have Chris here show me to the bathroom." The men said something, but I barely noticed. My heart was soaring in my chest as Amber Butler turned her back on them and smiled at me. The heels of her boots made her my height, or perhaps even a little taller. And I felt my cock surge again in my pants as she threaded one arm through mine. 
 
    "They are just this way, Ms. — Amber," I said, balancing my tray of drinks precariously on one hand as I gave her my arm. She walked in her high heels as though born in them, striding along beside me with total confidence, his silk dress billowing out behind her and revealing even more of her tempting thighs above the tops of her boots with every step. I could feel eyes on us as I led her across the lobby, but I didn't care. It might be my only chance to walk arm in arm with a woman as beautiful as this, I remember thinking to myself. Might as well enjoy it. 
 
    “What’s in there?” As we made our way to the bathroom, Amber indicated a door in the wall with a nod of her head. 
 
    “I have no idea,” I said. “Janitor’s closet, maybe?” 
 
    "Let's find out," Amber said. Just before the bathrooms, the lobby of the theater took a sudden turn, and the angle of the wall hid us from the rest of the room. Amber's gorgeous dress flowed like liquid out behind her as she hurried toward the door, her boot heels thumping on the carpet. I followed, and she directed her dazzling smile at me again as she pulled open the door. I had no choice but to follow her. 
 
    "You're right," Amber said, turning to face me in the small brightly-lit room we found ourselves in. "It is a janitor's closet." As she spoke, she reached past me and pulled the door shut behind me. Delight bubbled in her beautiful eyes as she looked at me. While my cock throbbed almost painfully in my pants, I could hardly bring myself to believe what was happening. And the smell of her perfume swirled around me again, a narcotic that drugged my senses and added an extra edge of unreality to everything that was happening. 
 
    "Help me with these," Amber said as she lifted a glass of wine from the tray I still held. Tipping it back, she swallowed it in one go and then reached for another. I did the same. In a matter of seconds, we had emptied every glass, and I set the tray and its empty glasses on a metal shelf beside the door.  
 
    Giggling, Amber placed her hands on my shoulders. Her fingers crept up to the back of my neck, and she pulled me toward her, pressing those bright red lips against mine as we kissed. My cock throbbed against her hip, and I knew that she had noticed as her other hand crept downward and touched me on the front of my pants. I was making out with Amber Butler in a movie theater closet, and I knew that no one would ever believe that this had happened. Not that I cared. 
 
    Breaking the kiss, Amber leaned back. There was a low bench in the closet, and she hoisted herself onto it, spreading her legs as her silk dress fell open around her thighs. Her hands reached under the dress, and in a flash, she removed her panties, letting them dangle from one ankle as she spread her legs in front of me. 
 
    I didn't need any more encouragement. I stepped forward, my heart hammering in my chest as I undid my pants and pulled out my rock hard cock. Amber Butler, movie star, model, perennial contender for the title of Sexiest Woman in the World, moaned with pleasure as I thrust my erection between the wet folds of her pussy. 
 

   
  
 

    2. Crazy Bitch 
 
  
 
Amber Butler was holding me by the throat. Even as it was happening, there was a faint air of unreality about the situation. We had met maybe ten minutes before. And now we were fucking in a janitor's closet, our bodies contorted in the tight space as lust took over. It would be pointless to say she was the most beautiful woman I had ever been with; it wasn't even close. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She was, in all honesty, quite possibly the most beautiful woman in the world. Certainly, she was to me at that moment, as our breath mingled in the tight space and our moans and cries of pleasure merged with one another. 
 
And she was holding me by the throat. Supporting herself on the bench she sat on with her other arm, she snarled and hissed up at me like a wildcat, her teeth bared as she hissed insults through them. 
 
“Come on,” she growled, her fingers still tight against my neck. “Is this how you fuck? You call this a cock? Fuck me properly!” 
 
“Jesus,” I panted. My head was spinning, in a state of total confusion. Outside, Amber had been so flirtatious, so charming. I’d never had a woman talk to me like this during sex. 
 
"Do it!" Amber yelled.  Still holding my throat with one hand, she raised the other and slapped my cheek. I gasped in shock. I've been hit harder in my life, but never in a situation like this. 
 
"What the fuck?" I gasped. "You crazy bitch!" 
 
"That's right," Amber snarled, her voice breathless and harsh in the small space of the janitor's closet. "I'm a crazy bitch.  I'm a crazy bitch who wants that cock inside me, now!" Her long leather boots creaked as she bent her knees, pulling me deep inside. Her legs were wrapped around my waist, the red leather smooth and warm against my skin. And even in this whirlwind of abuse, I carried on fucking her. How could I not? The snug warmth of her pussy made every cell of my body ignite with pleasure, and it would take more than a few nasty words and some rough handling to put me off. Desperately, I plunged my manhood inside her savagely, pounding her pussy as deeply as I could, until the small bench she lay back on shook and groaned under the assault of our joint bodies. Amber cried out, and her fingernails raked my neck, leaving deep red scratches as she threw back her head and screamed. I groaned as I felt her pussy tighten around my shaft, spasming powerfully as her orgasm gripped her. She flopped back on the bench, her whole beautiful body trembling with ecstasy as she reached a climax. And I felt on the very edge of a climax of my own, my cock surging between her wet walls as I gazed down at this strange beauty splayed out before me. 
 
But Amber had other ideas. 
 
She raised one leg. I felt the heel of her boot digging into my chest as she suddenly pushed me backward. I stumbled, falling against the wall behind me as my cock slid out of her still-streaming pussy. There was a wild look in her eyes as Amber sat up, her moist thighs still spread, her dress falling open around her hips. I stared at her in confusion, unable to understand what kind of strange game she was playing. And Amber's high heels echoed on the floor as she quickly stood.  
 
It took less than a single step to carry her across the space between us. Again, I felt one of her hands wrapped around my throat. The other seized my cock, and I grunted as she squeezed it tightly, her fingernails digging into the sensitive skin. 
 
"Don't make a sound," she said, her eyes peering deep into mine she pinned me against the wall. "I don't want anyone to find us in here, and neither do you. Because it's not going to look very good for you if they do. Who's going to believe I came in here with you voluntarily? I'm a movie star, and you're just some nobody. Besides, you don't want this to end. Not really. Do what I say, and I guarantee you'll enjoy the ride." As she spoke, a wild smile broke across her face. Something dangerous glittered in her eyes, yet I couldn't look away. Already I could tell that Amber was unlike any woman I had ever been with before, and there was more that set her apart than just her otherworldly beauty. But she was right. The evening had most definitely taken a strange turn, but I wasn't ready to run just yet. Amber's juices were still dripping from my still-hard cock as she held it, and nothing mattered more to me than that I be allowed inside her again. 
 
"You're right," Amber went on, still smiling that strange smile, still gripping my throat and my cock in her hands. "I am a crazy bitch. I have to have things my way. It's that or nothing. You know how many guys hit on me on a daily basis? You know how many sleazy producers and directors and millionaires try to get me into bed with them? That's not what I like. I like this. I like guys like you. Guys with no power. Guys with no say. Guys who are happy with whatever I choose to give them." 
 
“What are you talking about?” I said, my voice tight as she gripped my throat. I could feel my pulse under her fingers, and I knew that she could too. She was exceptionally strong, far stronger than her gorgeous feminine appearance would have you believe. All those hours in the gym preparing for the movie, I suppose. 
 
"I'm making you an offer, stupid," she smiled. "I want you to come to my hotel room tonight. We can continue this there. But I have to warn you, I'm not like other girls. I'm a crazy bitch. And I go through men like Kleenex. Still, if you want the most exciting night of your life, you should come to my room later." 
 
"Okay," I said. I didn't care for the way she was talking to me. But to be honest, even as she squeezed my cock in her hand, I didn't exactly hate it either. She had looked like a goddess when she entered the theater that night, and in a way, she looked even more like one now. A cruel and demanding goddess, but all the more beautiful for that. She was right. I didn't care what it cost. I wanted her more than I had ever wanted any woman in my life, and I was prepared to pay seemingly any price. 
 
“Good,” Amber grinned. “But first, you have to earn it. You have to show me that you can follow instructions and be a good little fuck toy for me. And you can start by getting down on your knees. Right now. Do it.” 
 
As she spoke, Amber dug her fingernails into my cock for emphasis. I winced. I suppose I could have overpowered her, strong as she was. We could've fought in that tiny janitor's closet, and drawn who knows what kind of attention? And I suspected Amber was right about that, too. If we were found in the state we were in, I doubted that anyone would believe I hadn't tried to force myself on her. But that wasn't the main consideration that kept my hands still on my sides. In fact, it hardly even featured. What haunted my brain instead, what kept my heart pumping desperately inside my chest, feeding me wild ideas along with the hot blood that coursed through my veins, was the thought of what Amber was offering me. They say the crazy girls are always the best in bed. I was being offered a chance to discover that for myself. 
 
And, I told myself, no one needed to know. Amber Butler the movie star had far more to lose than I did. Maybe no one would believe what was happening to me in that janitor's closet, but she was taking an awful risk. Her appetites must've been truly powerful for her to take the chance that she was taking. And that, too, excited me. 
 
Amber's fingers slowly released both my cock and my throat as I slid down the wall to kneel at her feet. Laughing, she stood above me, her hands on her hips, one gorgeous thigh peeking out from between the slit of her red silk dress. Somehow, this goddess kept looking more and more regal with each passing minute. 
 
"That's better," she said. "I like boys who know their place. And your place, unless I say otherwise, is kneeling at my feet with a hard-on. Right?" 
 
"Okay," I mumbled as I gazed up her. She looked radiant, her cheeks glowing with the orgasm she had just had and the excitement of what she was doing. Her eyes sparkled like freshly sharpened blades as she grinned down at me. 
 
“Tell me how badly you want me,” she said. 
 
“Badly,” I tried, “so badly.” 
 
"I thought you were supposed to be an actor?" She teased. "Make me believe it. Beg me for the key to my hotel room." 
 
“Please,” I said, while shame bloomed in the pit of my stomach. “Please give me the key to your hotel room, Amber. Please. I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
"That's what I like to hear," Amber smiled. With one hand, she swept aside the front of her dress, and once again, her wet pussy was exposed to me above the tops of her red leather boots. I could smell her arousal in the tight space of the janitor's closet, and I felt desire tightening inside me as I stared at her sex. Amber let me look, her hands on her hips holding back the silk of her gown as she stared down at me. 
 
"Well don't just look at it," she said at last. "Kiss it." 
 
I all but lunged forward. I felt the smooth skin of her thighs under my hands, the slick leather of her boots, as I pressed my mouth against her pussy. Amber sighed, her heels cracking against the floor as she spread her legs further apart. I ran my tongue over the wet folds of her womanhood, barely able to believe that I was going down on Amber Butler. And as my mouth filled with the delicious taste of her desire, I felt her place one hand on the top of my head, guiding my movements as I licked her. The hard bud of her clitoris swelled underneath my nose. I rubbed my face against it, caressing it with my lips and my tongue before returning to lavish her wet lips with more attention. Soon, Amber was moaning in pleasure again. And I bowed my head up and down, worshiping her like the goddess she was as she enjoyed her selfish pleasure. 
 
"Don't you dare touch that cock," she said in a voice that dripped with bliss. "You don't get to cum until I tell you." But I hadn't even reached for my member, no matter how it raged between my legs. My attention was all on her and her pleasure, my whole self devoted to her incredible body and the sounds of bliss that were rising from her throat. I felt her pussy contract against my mouth, and I pressed my tongue between her lips more forcefully, feeling a fresh eruption of her juices as I made out with her sex. Finally, I felt her legs tremble under my hands. I felt her cum, and I gulped down the nectar of her desire as it poured from her quivering pussy, every cell of my body delighting in the unbelievable luck that had brought me there. 
 
Amber stepped back. Her silk dress fell down around her legs again as she sat back on the bench in front of me, crossing her legs so that her leather boots creaked with the movement. Her cheeks were even more flushed now than they had been, and her glittering eyes shone out from under half-closed lids as she regarded me. There was a look of total triumph on her face, of satiation. It both scared and excited me as I gazed up her from my knees. 
 
"You really like these boots, huh?" she asked, one foot circling lazily in the air in front of me. 
 
“Yes,” I breathed, and Amber chuckled. 
 
"You should," she said. "They probably cost more than you make in a month. But they are sexy. You know what? You know what will get me really hot?" Amber leaned forward as she spoke, placing one forearm on her knee as she stared deep into my eyes. "If I sat through that premiere knowing that some horny guy had just been licking my boots. Fuck, that would be so sexy. Our little secret. You think you can do that for me?" 
 
What choice did I have? If I had been able to resist Amber, I wouldn't have been kneeling at her feet in a janitor's closet. And even though the idea was completely humiliating, I couldn't pretend that I hated it. Anything that got her excited excited me. The thought of seeing her in her hotel room later filled my mind to the exclusion of all else, and no price, no matter how humiliating, seemed too high to pay for that wild reward. 
 
So I shuffled forward on my knees, my cock swaying ludicrously from side to side as I moved. Amber watched me approach, her eyes shining as she leaned back again, her hands on the bench behind her now. I gazed up at her, barely able to believe that I was doing what I was doing. But Amber just smiled down at me, that pretty face that would haunt my dreams forever afterward dazzling in its raw joy. And so I leaned forward, smelling the leather of her boots as I ran my tongue along Amber Butler's foot. She sighed happily as I worshiped her, pressing my tongue and my lips against the supple leather over and over again. My cock raged as I gripped my thighs, trying not to touch it. Trying to obey her instructions. 
 
"Holy fuck," Amber sighed. " I can't believe you're doing it. So pathetic. And look how horny you still are. You want to cum so bad, don't you?" 
 
“Yes,” I growled against her shin. The feel of the leather under my tongue wasn’t exactly unpleasant, no matter how humiliating the task was to perform.  And I was in a state of unbelievable sexual tension, unable to think of anything besides her and the amazing body she was taunting me with. 
 
"Okay," Amber giggled. "I'll make you a deal. I'll let you cum. But in return…"Amber swung one booted leg over the other as she uncrossed her thighs, and I glimpsed her wet pussy for just a second as she adjusted her position. Raising one leg, she reached for her foot where her panties still dangled around her ankle. Retrieving the underwear, she recrossed her legs and stretched the skimpy underwear between her hands. 
 
"I want you to wear these under your uniform," she giggled. "Just think of it. Your worthless cock all wrapped up in my nice silky panties. And you know what that means. If you're wearing them, I won't be able to wear anything under this dress. Every time I sit down or stand up or take a step, I'll be risking showing my pussy off to everyone at this party. So you're not the only one taking a risk. But thinking about you wearing my panties will get me so hot. What do you say?" 
 
"Okay," I said, and Amber laughed at my ready acceptance. In the heat of the moment, it hardly seemed to matter. Sure, it was embarrassing how easily this beautiful woman got me to do what she wanted. But only she and I would know. And if it got me the key to her hotel room, then nothing else mattered. 
 
"That was easy," she grinned. "Maybe you want to wear my panties?Maybe you're a secret sissy boy?" 
 
"No," I said carefully. But Amber's laugh only grew louder. 
 
"It doesn't matter," she said, shaking her head so that her ruby earrings swayed on either side of her gorgeous face. "You'll be whatever I want you to be. Especially tonight, in my hotel." As she spoke, Amber reached the top of one of her boots. She slid out a plastic card, the kind that hotels use. She leaned forward, holding the key out to me, and I took it with trembling hands. 
 
“The Plaza,” she said. “Room 2416. You can come by at 11. And make sure you’re wearing these panties when you do.” 
 
"Yes," I nodded as I slid the key card into my pocket. I felt as though its weight was out of all proportion with its size, and I knew it would be impossible to forget that I had the key to Amber Butler's hotel room and an invitation to spend the night. 
 
"Now for your reward," Amber grinned. "You can stroke yourself in front of me. And when you cum, I want you to cum right there. On my foot." She pointed at her raised boot as she spoke, and I looked up at her open-mouthed. It seemed there wasn't a single thing that she couldn't turn into a display of total humiliation. But while I silently pleaded with her to reconsider, she kept staring me down without saying a word. Her red lips still smiled, but I didn't doubt that she was 100% serious. 
 
And finally, the strain proved too much. My body cried out for release, and I had to take what I could get. Amber shrieked with laughter as I took my cock in my hand and began to stroke, panting furiously as I stared up at her. It wasn't the first time I had masturbated while thinking about Amber Butler. But it was certainly the first time she'd watched me do it. And she watched me closely, her tongue showing at the corner of her open mouth as her eyes took in the degrading spectacle. I looked up at her, studying her boots, the skin of her thighs that showed above them, the dark space under her dress where her naked pussy was barely hidden. Her broad hips, her narrow waist, her breasts that strained the silk fabric of the expensive dress that shone around her body. Her beautiful face and sinister smile, and the golden hair that framed it. Every inch of her was exquisite. I longed to worship every part of her body, from the tip of her toes to the top of her head. Kneeling there at her feet, I couldn't deny that I was ready to serve her in any way this demented woman saw fit. 
 
My cock surged in my hand, and I groaned. Pleasure bloomed inside me, rising up from my balls through the pit of my stomach to fill me with shameful ecstasy. Amber shrieked with laughter as I came right in front of her, my surging cock spurting my cum all over her red boot until my fluids slid down over the leather. As I sighed my way through my lonely climax, the deep shame of what I was doing gripped me. My semen shone on the boots of this beautiful woman like a rejected offering, my body found unworthy of serving my new goddess. That was how it felt. And even as the last remnants of my orgasm dripped from the tip of my cock, I felt my disbelief growing as I gazed up forornly at Amber Butler. 
 
"That was awesome," she laughed. "While I'm sitting in there watching that piece of shit movie, that's what I'm going to be thinking about. You jerking your worthless little cock all over my boot. By the time this movie is over, I'm going to be so ready to fuck, you don't even know." 
 
“I think I can guess,” I panted. And Amber roared with laughter at my words. 
 
"Yeah, I guess so," she chuckled. "I guess you're probably going to be pretty keyed up too, aren't you? I hope it goes without saying that you can't tell anyone about this. None of your little loser friends. Nobody." 
 
"Of course," I agreed. It hadn't even occurred to me. After all, it's not as though anyone would have believed me anyway. I hardly believed it myself, and I had seen it with my own eyes.  
 
Still kneeling on the floor, my cock now limp and hanging down between my legs, I watched as Amber raised one leg. Her dress fell back again, and I could see her thigh all the way from the top of her boot to her hip. Ignoring me for the moment, she used the panties in her hand to wipe up the semen I had produced on her foot. 
 
"I hope I don't end up with cumstains on these boots," Amber said in a quiet voice, almost as though talking to herself as she wiped them with her underwear. "That would take some explaining. I'd say you'll have to buy me a new pair, but we both know you can't afford that. Maybe you can work it off in other ways." Finished, she balled up the panties in her hand and tossed them to me. I caught them, feeling the still warm moisture of my own cum on the fabric. 
 
"Now," Amber said, her voice suddenly hard again, "put them on." 
 
A deal's a deal. I was all too aware of the key to her hotel room in the pocket of my pants. After all had been through, I was terrified of doing anything to jeopardize what I hoped would be a long night of carnal passion ahead of me. So I rose to my feet, kicking off my shoes and shedding my pants and boxer shorts. Amber sat watching me, smirking in triumph as I struggled to pull her panties on. They were far too small, and even flaccid, it took an effort to stuff my cock into the lacy fabric. But finally, I pulled her underwear into position, the string in the back wedged between my buttocks and my cock and balls bulging ridiculously in the front. 
 
“You look so silly,” Amber giggled. “Is it comfortable?” 
 
“No.” 
 
"Good. That means you'll keep thinking about me while I'm in there watching the movie." With that, Amber stood. The silk dress swirled around her as she adjusted it, her beautiful boots showing through the high slit in the fabric with every step she took. "How do I look?" she said as she fixed her hair, sweeping it back again from her beautiful face. 
 
“You look amazing,” I sighed. It was no more than the truth. I was still having trouble believing that this was really Amber Butler, one of the most beautiful women in the world, standing in front of me. Let alone that I was wearing her panties and had the key to her hotel room in my pants. 
 
"Thank you," Amber smiled. "I better go. After I'm gone, wait five minutes, then go outside and get back to work. We don't want anyone guessing what happened in here." She stepped toward the door, her dress parting to reveal those tempting inches of her thigh again as she laid a hand on the door handle. Then she stopped. Her smile was as dazzling as ever she turned it on me again. 
 
"Remember," she said. "the Plaza. Room 2416. 11 tonight." 
 
“I remember,” I said. 
 
"Good." With that, Amber open the door of the closet and stepped outside. Her dress swirled around her like a red silk cloud, trailing behind her as she stepped back out into the lobby of the theater. The murmur of voices rose as the door opened and quickly closed again. For a while, I could hear her footsteps receding as she made her way back to the party as though nothing had happened, and the faint thump of her heels echoed the powerful thumping of my heart as I wondered just what I had gotten myself into. 
 
I pulled up my pants and put my shoes back on. My boxer shorts lay on the floor of the janitor's closet. I could, I suppose, have changed back into them. It wasn't like Amber would know. But somehow, that never occurred to me. Instead, I balled them up and hurled them into a corner of the tiny room. Amber's underwear squeezed my cock and balls, a feeling at once deeply uncomfortable and naggingly erotic. Already, I could feel my cock beginning to swell again at the memory of what had happened, and Amber's tiny panties grew ever tighter as my arousal grew. 
 
I already knew I would never be able to forget what had happened in that closet with one of the world's biggest movie stars. And yet I still hoped that the night had more wild adventures in store. Picking up my tray of glasses from the shelf where I had put it down, I took a deep breath to prepare myself and then stepped back out into the party. 11 o'clock couldn't come soon enough. 
 
   
   
  
 

 3. At The Hotel 
 
  
 
It was precisely 11 o'clock. The hotel hallway was empty. No one had questioned me as I walked through the lobby, trying to hide my nervousness. Trying to act like I was supposed to be there, as though luxury hotels were a regular part of my life. But nothing about that night was normal. I felt as though I was dreaming, as if what was happening couldn't possibly be real. Amber Butler was a gorgeous movie star, and I was just some nobody, a struggling actor working occasional jobs for a catering company. Why she wanted anything to do with me remained a mystery. And the explanation she had given didn't exactly help my nagging fears. From our encounter in the janitor's closet, it was clear to me that Amber was unlike any other woman I have ever been with. Her fame and beauty were the least of it. She was rough. She was mean. She was everything I shouldn't have wanted, and yet couldn't resist. 
 
At the premiere, by the time I emerged from the janitor's closet, Amber was nowhere to be seen. The movie was starting, and the guests had all gone into the theater to watch it. I began to tidy up the lobby, trying to act normal, as though my heart wasn't pounding in my chest. As though my cock wasn't raging, my erection straining against the tight confines of the panties Amber had made me wear. It was deeply uncomfortable, walking back and forth across the lobby, picking up glasses the guests had left behind. And even though I knew it was impossible, I was haunted by the terrible feeling that people could tell. That Gabe would know. That he would see something in my demeanor or the way I carried myself that would alert him to the terrible truth.  That Amber Butler completely dominated and humiliated me. And that I wanted more. 
 
But Gabe didn't mention anything. While I cleaned the lobby, he packed up the bar. Once the theater had been cleaned, there wasn't much else for us to do except wait for the movie to be over. As I joined him over by the bar, Gabe smiled and pulled a fistful of money out of his pocket. 
 
"Look at that," he grinned. "I told you this was a good gig." My own smile was a pale echo of his. The money was great, and ordinarily, I would've been delighted. Making that month's rent was going to be no problem. But I had other things than money on my mind. All I could think about was Amber. 
 
We stayed until the movie finished and the lobby filled up again with guests. They headed out into the night, whisked away by a seemingly endless procession of luxurious black cars. I saw Amber only briefly, but my heart contracted at the sight of her as though squeezed by an invisible fist. In her deep red dress, she was hard to miss as she strode through the crowd toward the door, laughing at something a woman walking with her said. She didn't so much as look at me. Still smiling, she strode out of the open doors of the theater and into the warm night, taking my desperate hopes with her. 
 
Once the guests had all left and the night was over, I made some excuse to Gabe. I didn't dare tell him the real reason I wouldn't be going home with him. And he looked skeptical as he handed me my share of the money we had made, but at least he didn't say anything. With every minute that past, my nervousness grew. 
 
Until finally, I stood outside the door of Amber's hotel room, the key in my trembling hand. I couldn't hear anything from inside. Not for the first time, the idea flashed through my mind that maybe this was some kind of trick. That maybe this wasn't her room at all, and that she had set me up as some kind of cruel joke. But I pushed the thought aside. There was only one way to find out the truth. I wasn't about to let my fear stand in the way of what promised to be one of the most amazing experiences of my life. 
 
The lock on the door beeped as I held the card in front of it. Taking a deep breath, I pushed the door open and stepped inside. 
 
I've never seen a hotel room like that before. The place was virtually the size of the apartment Gabe and I shared. It had a full-size living room, with tall windows looking out over the glittering city below. There were vases of flowers everywhere, and I could smell their scent as I stepped cautiously into the room. Off to the side, glass double doors led to what I assumed was the bedroom. And just as I was about to call out, to announce my presence, I heard footsteps on the floor. Amber appeared in the doorway, still dressed in her gorgeous dress and sexy thigh boots that she'd worn to the premiere. The red silk dress flowed out behind her as she strode toward me, thighs exposed by the high slit in the dress with every step she took. My cock throbbed as I remembered that I was wearing her underwear, and that under the dress, she was completely naked. That she risked exposure with every step. Amber stopped in front of me, and her glittering blue eyes looked me up and down as she placed her hands on her hips. 
 
“Well,” she said. “Here you are.” 
 
"Yeah," I said weakly. This was all uncharted territory for me. It's not that I'm sexually inexperienced; I do okay as far as that goes. There might have been something of a dry spell recently, but that happens from time to time. But I'd never had a meeting in a hotel room like this. The girls I usually found myself with were fellow struggling actors or people I worked with at events. I'd never been with anyone like Amber before. No one this accomplished. No one this famous. No one this beautiful. I had no idea how to handle myself around her. 
 
Luckily, Amber was more than willing to take charge. 
 
"Well, show me then," she prompted.  
 
"Show you?" 
 
"That you're still wearing my panties," Amber grinned. "Take your pants off and show me." I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. I wanted to undress in her presence, of course I did. But not like this. Still, Amber wanted what she wanted, and I was afraid that if I didn't give it to her, she'd send me away. So without another word, I unfastened my pants and pulled them down. My shame only grew as Amber burst out laughing, delighting in the sight of my bulging cock straining against the panties. 
 
"Oh my God," she spluttered, "you did it! You wore my jizz-soaked panties all night, didn't you?" 
 
"Yes," I said. 
 
“That’s so pathetic. But you’ll do anything to be with me, won’t you?” 
 
"Yes," I said again. Amber chuckled at my response as I cringed in embarrassment before her. She was right, of course. That was the problem. That shameful truth was what had drawn me there against my better judgment. But even more shameful to me was the fact that this bizarre game of humiliation wasn't just a price I was willing to pay to be with one of the world's most beautiful women. The most shameful thing of all was that all this kinky stuff made her even more desirable to me. 
 
"Good. There's the only way this is going to work. I'm in charge here, understand? You're here to do as you're told." 
 
"Okay," I whispered, my voice cracking as I spoke. Amber's high heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she slowly circled me, close enough to touch, her perfume moving over us both in a cloud of sweetness that rose from her beautiful body. The silk fabric of her dress hissed against the leather of her boots, and everything about her intoxicated me, as though every cell of my body was reaching out for her the way plant reaches toward the sun. 
 
"Take all your clothes off," Amber ordered. "Except for the panties. Those stay on for now." Without a word, I did as I was told. My clothes dropped to the floor as I kicked off my shoes and shed what I was wearing. And Amber watched everything with that sly smile on her gorgeous face, her beautiful eyes glittering with delight as I hurried to do her bidding. In no time at all, I was standing in front of her naked but for her panties, my hard cock creating a ridiculous bulge against the thin fabric. 
 
"Look at you," Amber grinned. Her dress parted as she took a step forward, only the slightest scrap of silk hiding her pussy for me as she took my cock in her hand. She rubbed her hand over the front of the panties, caressing my cock and balls through the fabric, and I groaned in pleasure as she toyed with me. I reached out for her, feeling the soft silk of her dress in my hands as I held her hips and pulled her closer. But Amber's face darkened. I winced as she suddenly squeezed my balls, pain blooming in the pit of my stomach as I stared at her in shock. 
 
“Did I say you could touch me?” 
 
"No," I gasped, snatching my hands back as she continued to squeeze my balls mercilessly. 
 
"No, I didn't," Amber said, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. I squirmed on the spot, shifting my weight from foot to foot as I resisted the urge to push her hand away. Finally, she released her grip. My hands shot protectively to my groin to cover myself, while Amber turned and strode across the hotel room. While my balls ached dully, I watched her go, her red dress trailing out behind her and her high heels echoing on the floor with every step. Pain in my testicles or not, she still looked absolutely divine to me as she disappeared through the open door to the bedroom. I stayed where I was, terrified of doing the wrong thing. And in only a moment, Amber reappeared. The sly smile was back on her face as she swayed her way across the hotel room toward me. She raised one hand, and I gulped as I saw what it contained. A pair of steel handcuffs dangled from her painted fingers as she approached. My cock pressed itself against the panties that barely contained it as she stood in front of me again. 
 
"This should stop you from getting handsy again," Amber grinned. She reached out for my right hand, and I instinctively snatched it away. Amber fixed me with a stare, raising her eyebrows meaningfully. That was all it took. She didn't even need to say a word. She reached for my arm again, and this time I let her snap one of the cuffs on to my wrist. Holding the cuff, Amber stepped behind me, dragging my arm to the small of my back. I drew a trembling breath as she pulled my other arm behind my back and locked my wrists together. I didn't even know this woman, and now I was even more defenseless against her that I had been before. It was thrilling to be this beautiful woman's captive. 
 
"That's better," Amber smiled as she stepped back in front of me again. "Now, show me you know your place. Down." As she spoke, she pointed to the floor at her feet, and I knew what she wanted. Awkwardly, I lowered myself down until I was kneeling on the floor in front of her. Amber loomed above me now, a tall woman made even taller by the sky-high heels of her thigh-high boots. Her hands were on her hips again, her toned thigh showing in the slit of her dress, and my mouth watered as I thought of what lay just behind the red silk fabric. I heard Amber's boots creak as she shifted her weight, her silk dress shimmering wherever it touched the enticing curves of her beautiful body. The woman was unbelievably gorgeous, and she knew it. As I gazed at this beauty from my knees, she looked more like a goddess than ever. 
 
"I have to say, I've been looking forward to this," Amber said. "All the while sitting through that movie, I was so turned on. I was worried I was going to stain my dress, I was getting so wet. Just thinking about you and the things I made you do. The things I'm going to make you do. Thinking about you staring up at me while you jerked your pathetic dick and squirted your cum all over my boot. You see any cum stains down there?"Amber's boot creaked again as she moved one foot toward me. I stared at the red leather that gripped her leg tightly, fitting her like a second skin. 
 
“No,” I said. 
 
"Well, better to make sure. Lick it clean." I gazed up at Amber, my mouth open. She stared me down, her beautiful face blank and impassive. She was serious. She wanted me to disgrace myself again, and I was in no position to refuse. As my cock surge desperately, ignored for now, I bent forward, lowering my face toward the floor. And Amber stood still above me, watching as I ran my tongue over her boot. I heard a faint chuckle of amusement from her as I groveled at her feet, running my tongue over the soft expensive leather. I had never in my life imagined that something so degrading could be so sexy. But kneeling at Amber's feet licking her boots was one of the most erotic experiences of my life up to that point. As my cock surged frantically in the tight prison of Amber's panties, I felt lightheaded with lust and found myself wondering if it were possible for me to climax right there and then, just from the pure humiliation and desire I was feeling. 
 
“Good boy,” Amber cooed above me, turning her foot slightly so that I could reach more of her boot. “You’re learning. Look at you, dressed up in panties and licking my boots. Maybe I’ll keep you as my personal boot boy. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
“Yes,” I gasped, raising my mouth an inch from the leather that shone in front of me to reply to her before returning to my task. Amber’s laughter was as humiliating as it was sexy. 
 
“You and lots of other losers like you,” she mocked. “You know how lucky you are to be in the same room as me right now?” 
 
“Yes, I do,” I panted. Amber sighed happily as I kissed her foot, swept up in a humiliating passion as I kneeled at her feet. 
 
"Good. Don't forget it. I can replace you like that." Amber snapped her fingers imperiously as she spoke. "There's millions of other guys who'd be happy to worship my boots and serve me in any way I choose. So you better do a good job of pleasing me if you want to see me again." 
 
"Of course," I panted. Amber's words echoed in the dark space of my skull, and I didn't doubt that she was telling the truth. All I wanted was to serve her, to keep worshiping her like the goddess she so clearly was. As scared as I was of what this wicked woman might be planning to do to me, the thing I feared the most was her sending me away. That was the one threat I couldn't abide. And so I kissed and licked her boots with humble passion while she gloated above me, reveling in her unquestionable power over me. 
 
"Okay. That's enough of that for now. Up. Look at me." Staying on my knees, I straightened up, rising to look at my new mistress. She was smiling again, delighted with my humble obedience. And as she stepped forward, placing one hand on my head, her other hand swept her dress out of the way. All at once, she was in front of me, the delicate folds of her lips like the petal of some fragrant flower moist with dew. The thought of her sitting through the premiere of her movie naked under the dress while I wore her panties had haunted me the whole time I was cleaning up the lobby, and I was reminded again of her outrageous kinkiness as she stood over me. She pulled my head toward her as she stepped forward, and I gratefully pressed my mouth against her sex. For the second time that night, I tasted her juices, and they were even more delicious than I remembered. I heard her moan softly as I ran my tongue over her pussy, and my cock urged in response. Amber's thighs were soft and warm against my cheek as I licked her, chasing her warm wetness while the sounds of her pleasure grew in the room. 
 
Amber's thigh brushed my cheek as she raised one foot, and I moaned as I felt the pointed toe of her boot sliding over the bulge of my cock in the panties that I wore. The soft leather felt like heaven on my shaft, even through the feminine underwear that I wore. I moaned against her pussy, and Amber moaned too, her hand on the back of my head keeping me in place as I pleasured her, and she pleasured me. 
 
"That's right, you little bitch," she growled in a voice that dripped with pleasure. "Keep licking my pussy while you hump my boot like a horny little puppy. You need to be trained. Maybe I should put you on a leash and keep you around to make out with my cunt whenever I feel the need." Wordlessly, I groaned again at the image. There was nothing this woman couldn't make me do, and we both know it. The thought of further humiliation to come, of being leashed and trained like an animal, of being her sexual pet, made my cock throb desperately in her panties. 
 
I wasn't the only one. The hotel room rang with the increasingly loud sounds of Amber's pleasure as I licked and kissed her delicious pussy. Her juices streamed over my face, and I gulped them down gratefully, as though I'd never tasted anything more delicious in my life. I could feel her moisture dripping over my cheeks, over my chin, pooling on the floor beneath us. And her wet walls tightened around my invading tongue as her pussy spasmed in pleasure. Amber was going to cum. I felt as though I'd never wanted anything more in my life than to be part of her orgasm. I felt as though nothing had ever mattered more than that she cum in my mouth. And when I felt her fingers tighten on the back of my head, I knew the moment had arrived.  
 
Amber threw back her head and howled in pleasure, her eyes closed momentarily as her body trembled. I felt the tight spasm of her pussy against my lips, and I gulped thirstily as her juices poured into my mouth, driving me wild with desire as I slurped them up gratefully. The flood of her climax came faster than I could drink it; I felt more of her juices dripping from my chin to the floor below. 
 
Finally, Amber sighed. She pushed my head away, and as I gazed up at her, I saw the fire that burned in her beautiful eyes. The fire of passion that her orgasm had done nothing to sate, that had only fueled the conflagration. But as her warm juices still dripped from my face, Amber seemed to recover herself. She stepped back, and a sly smile spread across her face as she saw the small puddle of her passion on the hardwood floor. Amber stepped into it, then raised her foot toward my face. She stood on one leg with perfect balance, her other leg raised in front of me with her cum shining on the sole of her boot. 
 
"Lick it up," she ordered. "Don't waste a drop." And I did as I was told. Amber cackled in triumph as I licked the sole of her boot, gazing all the while along the length of her booted leg to see her watching me. In that moment, I didn't care that she had been wearing those boots all night, that she had been walking around outside in them. It didn't matter. They were a part of her, and that made them worthy of worship. That made them almost sacred to me. My cock ached with masochistic desire as I humbled myself before her again. 
 
Finally, Amber lowered her foot to the floor again. She pointed at the puddle that shone on the hardwood beneath her. 
 
"Don't forget about that," she said. I shuffled forward on my knees, lowering my face to the floor again as I licked Amber's juices off the hotel room floor. She laughed out loud as she watched me, absolutely delighted by my unquestioning submission. Her leather boots creaked as she stepped past me, out of my field of vision. I carried on licking up her cum from the floor until it was all gone, and the hardwood shone with my saliva instead of her juices. 
 
I raised myself up on my knees. Amber was standing off to the side of me, close to the hotel room sofa. Once she knew she had my attention, she reached for the belt of her dress and untied it. The soft silk flowed over her body like liquid as she shed the garment, letting it fall carelessly to the floor. Reaching behind her back, she unhooked her strapless bra and dropped that carelessly too. Now she was completely naked except for her sexy boots and the no doubt expensive ruby earrings she was still wearing. Her body was even more enchanting than I had imagined. Her large breasts rose from her chest, her pink nipples swollen with pleasure. I watched them rise and fall as she breathed, standing wordlessly in front of me and letting me drink in the sight of her. Her stomach was flat and toned, a faint line of muscle running vertically down the center of her belly as though pointing the way to the carefully trimmed patch of pubic hair below. Her pussy shone between her immaculate thighs. Every inch of her was perfect. Every inch of her seemed worthy of worship. Just as she had said, I felt lucky to be there, even cuffed and humiliated as I was. Amber was too sexy to be believed. 
 
"You like the way my pussy tastes, don't you, boot boy?" she sneered down at me. 
 
"Yes," I moaned, with perfect sincerity. She wasn't the first woman I had gone down on by any means, but I had never enjoyed giving oral sex with anyone as much as I did with Amber. Her indescribable taste lit up every part of me, the touch paper to my desire flaring at the flavor that danced on my tongue. Amber reached a hand between her legs, and I saw her fingers glistening with moisture as she held them out to me. Eagerly, I licked her cum off her fingers while she stood smirking above me. Her hand dipped between her legs again, and this time, I watched breathlessly as she rubbed more of her juices on both of her nipples. 
 
"Up," she ordered. "On your feet, bitch." Without a word, I rose. Amber took hold of the back of my neck and steered my head toward her chest. I tasted the faint trace of her pussy on her skin as I ran my tongue over her nipple, and the sigh of pleasure she gave made my cock throb once again. I kissed her nipple, then wrapped my lips around it, sucking gently as my tongue continued to flicker over it. I could feel Amber's breath on my wet cheeks as she panted. 
 
“Good,” she moaned, “that’s good. Please your mistress. That’s what you’re here for.” I couldn’t agree more. Guided by Amber’s hand on the back of my neck, I shifted my attention to her other nipple, repeating the process of kissing and licking and sucking until she was squirming with desire in front of me. 
 
"Down," she suddenly snapped, "back down on the floor where you belong." Her hand on my neck pushed me down, and I dropped to my knees at her feet again. Amber raised one foot, and her high heel dug into my shoulder as she pushed me backward. I fell to the floor, sprawling on my back with my cuffed hands trapped behind me. Amber stood with one foot on my chest, her hands on her hips again, smiling down at me and basking in total victory over me as I gazed up at her dripping pussy and wondered what was next. 
 
"All right, you pathetic bitch boy," Amber sneered as she twisted her foot, grinding her heel into my chest until I grunted in pain. "Let's see if you can handle a night with me." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 4. Amber’s Pet 
 
Amber stood above me, one booted foot on my chest as she pinned me to the floor. Between her gorgeous thighs, her pussy shone. She looked every inch the conquering goddess as she loomed over me, deciding my fate with a sly smile on her beautiful face. And I gazed up her in a kind of awe, barely able to believe that this beautiful goddess was willing to play with me. 
 
Amber raised her foot from my chest, and I squirmed helplessly on the floor as she dragged her sharp heel down over my body, leaving a faint red line on my skin as her foot journeyed ever lower. The toe of her boot slid over the bulge of my cock imprisoned in her panties, and I groaned. Amber seemed endlessly amused by my desperate desire. Her heel slid under the waistband of the panties, and I groaned again as she pulled them down. My cock sprang out, surging into the air, finally free of its lacy prison. Amber ran her heel along my twitching shaft, teasing me to distraction with her light touch. 
 
"Not much to look at, is it?" she mocked. "You really think that pathetic cock is worthy of me?" 
 
“No, Amber,” I gasped up from the floor beneath her. 
 
"No. Of course it isn't. You're going to have to work very hard if you want to earn the right to fuck me. And who knows? Maybe I'll never let you do that. Maybe all you're good for is licking my pussy and my boots. That's all you really deserve, isn't it?" 
 
"Yes," I growled while desire raged inside me. The things Amber was saying terrified me, but they also turn me on. Gazing up her in the flush of sexual conquest, I couldn't find it in myself to disagree. She did seem too beautiful for me, too beautiful for anyone. Her body was almost supernaturally sexy, and I couldn't imagine why a woman as divine as her would ever want me. The thought of not getting to fuck her tormented me. But if all she would ever let me do was eat her beautiful pussy, I could live with that. 
 
"Good," Amber grinned. "You see? You're learning your place already. You're learning that serving me its own reward." As she spoke, Amber's boot continued to slide up and down against my shaft, and I trembled and shook as waves of pleasure washed over me. How humiliating it would be, I thought, if she made me cum right there with nothing but her foot. Then again, humiliation was the name of the game. I had already been so disgraced that I doubted I could sink any lower in Amber's eyes. In a single night, she had turned me into exactly what she said I was: her bitch boy. 
 
Amber turned. Her high heels echoed on the hardwood floor as she stepped over me. I jumped as one boot heel cracked loudly on the floor right beside my ear as she stamped her foot down next to my head. She was standing over me, one foot either side of my face, I gazed up between her legs as she slowly swung her hips back and forth, teasing me with her divine pussy. The scent of the leather of her boots mingled with the scent of her arousal and the taste of her that still hovered on my tongue, and I was a bundle of crackling nerves and obsessive desire as I stared up at her. Finally, Amber turned. Stepping over my head, she faced my feet. I listened to her leather thigh boots creak as she bent at the knees, crouching down above me. Her gorgeous thighs blocked out the light as she squatted over my face, her dripping pussy just above me. I raised my head, my tongue already extended to meet her soft flesh, and Amber giggled. Her hands were on my chest as she kept her pussy just out of reach, teasing me with its closeness. 
 
"You want this pussy again, you greedy boy? Beg for it." 
 
"Please, Amber," I groaned, as her laughter swelled in the hotel room. "Please let me lick your pussy again. Please!" 
 
"That's what I like to hear," Amber giggled. "Tell me you're not worthy." 
 
"I'm not," I panted, almost sobbing with frustration and desire as her pussy hovered above me. "I'm not worthy of you, Amber. You're too beautiful, too sexy. But I want to serve you. I want to make you cum, please! I'll do anything you say." 
 
“Damn right you will,” Amber chuckled. “Okay, since you asked so nicely. You can make me come with your mouth again, you slut.” 
 
“Thank you,” I babbled, with a strange and humiliating feeling of genuine gratitude bubbling inside my chest, “thank you, Amber!” 
 
"You're welcome," Amber said with a smile in her voice. And everything went dark as she lowered herself down onto my face, her fragrant pussy pressing wetly against my lips. Transported by desire, I kissed it passionately, hungrily, making out with her sex as she rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing her Percy all over my face. I felt her fingernails digging into the skin of my stomach, but I ignored the pain as I ran my tongue greedily between her lips. Her sigh of pleasure was like the most enchanting music to me, and I tasted the wet traces of her last orgasm even as I sought the next one. 
 
Amber leaned forward. I moaned between her thighs as she took hold of my cock. Slowly, she began to stroke it, her grip light and teasing. She seemed to know how close I was to an orgasm of my own, and clearly had no desire to allow it. She wanted to keep me hard and horny without tipping over the edge into bliss, and she clearly knew exactly what she was doing. I gasped and panted and squirmed underneath her, filled with a pleasure that was almost painful in its intensity as I arrived just this side of orgasm. Just where Amber wanted me. 
 
"This poor little cock,' Amber said in a singsong voice. "It wants me so bad. But it can't have me. It's just not worthy. Not good enough. It's a fun little toy to play with, but that's all. You look so cute in my panties. I think I'm going to keep you in panties from now on. Nice girly underwear to remind you that you're not a real man. A real man would be fucking me right now. Making me scream with his big hard cock. But instead, you're eating my pussy and begging me for the privilege. You really are a pathetic loser, aren't you?" 
 
My mouth was busy between her legs, her pussy pressing against my lips and keeping my head trapped against the floor. But I grunted in agreement, knowing what Amber wanted to hear. Between her thighs, my blushes of shame couldn't be seen. 
 
"That's right," Amber cooed. "Eat that pussy, boot boy. My little oral slave. I'm going to train you to be the best little pussy licker ever. And on my command, you will drop to your knees and worship my cunt at any time and any place I choose. If you're a good boy, that is. If not, the only thing you'll get to lick is my boots." I grunted as Amber abruptly dug her nails into the skin of my cock. It wasn't painful, but the sensation was strange and sudden enough to keep my building orgasm at bay. And then I cried out as Amber suddenly slapped my cock, sending it bouncing from side to side while she burst out laughing. 
 
"I own this cock now," she laughed. "It's my new little toy. And I decide when or if he gets to spurt. Your pathetic little worship stick is now my personal property. Got it?"As she spoke, Amber rose up on her knees, lifting her dripping personally away from my mouth. I gasped and blinked in the sudden light. 
 
“Yes, Amber,” I groaned. 
 
"Say it, then," Amber prompted. I felt her fist tighten around my shaft for emphasis. "Tell me whose cock this is." 
 
“It’s your cock, Amber,” I panted, cringing in shame as she giggled above me. “It belongs to you.” 
 
"That's right," Amber purred. She lowered her pussy back down to my mouth, and I licked and kissed as eagerly as ever as her juices continue to stream into my mouth. "Don't you forget it. My own little toy." I shuddered as she ran a fingernail along my twitching shaft from base to tip. Then she leaned back. I felt her pussy pressing hard against my mouth. The sound of her leather boots creaking as she moved was loud in my ears as she rocked her pussy back on and forth my face, her pleasure growing as her orgasm approached. My cock - her cock - was ignored as it surged and throbbed the empty air, desperate for her touch. But now, Amber's pleasure was all that mattered. And while she howled and moaned above me, scraping her fingernails over my chest to add more red marks to my skin along with the trace the heel of her boot had left, I sucked and licked and kissed as though my life depended on it. Until finally, Amber exploded in orgasm, once again coating my face in the hot flood of her juices. Her cries of passion filled the room as I spluttered beneath her, the full weight of her body on my face as her legs trembled on either side of my head. Finally, as the spasm passed through her, she rolled off my face. I blinked in the light, my pupils slowly adjusting. Amber's face shone above me now, her blonde hair falling down over one shoulder as she smiled at me, upside down as she crouched above me. I felt her take hold of my throat, just as she had at the movie theater earlier that night. I had never guessed back then that the evening would take this wild turn. If I had known, I would've been even more excited than I was. 
 
"That's good," Amber smiled at me. "You know what they say. Practice makes perfect. I'm going to have you licking my pussy constantly until you get it perfect. That's the role you're going to play my life from now on. My cunt licking pet." 
 
"Yes, Amber," I panted as I gazed up at her smiling face. Still smiling, she lifted her other hand, and before I knew what was happening, she slapped my face. My skin stung from the blow, and I grunted in pain. But Amber seemed thrilled with what she was doing. 
 
"What a little bitch," she giggled. "I can do anything I like to you. And you'll just beg me for more." 
 
“Yes, Amber.”  
 
Releasing her grip on my throat, Amber stood. I raised my head from the floor to watch her go, bewitched by the steady sway of her hips as she strutted across the large hotel suite in her tall red boots. Once again, she disappeared into the bedroom that I still hadn't seen. My heart raced as I wondered what other devious delights she might have in mind. And soon, Amber returned. She was grinning devilishly as she strutted toward me, her incredible body taunting me with its unattainable beauty until she stood over me again. A leather belt was folded in her hand. Placing one foot on my chest, she bent down toward me. Her large breasts hung from her chest, dangling in front of me, just out of reach the way her pussy had been just out of reach earlier. But as I raise my head involuntarily toward her, Amber made a loop out of the belt and pushed it down over my head. The leather tightened around my throat as she pulled on its loose end, smiling that maddening smile the whole time. Amber straightened up, still pinning me to the floor with one foot, the end of the belt in one hand like a leash as she posed with her other hand on her hip. 
 
"There," she said. "Now you can't go anywhere unless I allow it. I'm going to train you to wear a leash for me so that I always know where to find you when I need my pussy licked. And you'll come when called and go when dismissed, like a good little pet." 
 
"Yes, Amber," I groaned. The humiliation was complete, and it only made my cock throb all the more. I had never dreamed of a night like this, but I had never wanted anything as badly as I wanted Amber. Being dominated by her, leashed by her, humiliated by her, was a thrill of unbelievable magnitude. Every cruel thing she did to me only made her more incredibly sexy. 
 
"Bad pets get punished," Amber smiled down at me. "But good pets get rewarded. I want you to associate wearing a leash for me with pleasure. So I've decided to let you cum. On one condition." 
 
“Thank you!” I panted as Amber laughed at me. 
 
"You haven't heard the condition yet," Amber grinned, and in the midst of all my raging desire, a faint thrill of fear crept into my heart. "I'm going to let you cum. But once you're done, you're going to need to clean up your mess. And you know how you have to do that, don't you? You're going to have to lick it up." As she spoke, Amber drove her sharp heel deeper into my chest, and I gasped with pain and fear. The idea of licking up my own cum horrified me. I had thought I had no shame left, that I had been to the very depths of humiliation at her hands. But this new idea was the most shameful yet. I gazed up at Amber, speechless with shock and desire as she smiled down at me. 
 
“Of course, you don’t have to,” she shrugged. “I guess if you’re not willing to clean up your mess, then you really don’t want to come that badly. So you won’t.” 
 
"No," I moaned, barely able to believe the words even as they came out of my own mouth. "Please — please let me cum. Please. I'll do it. I'll do what you say." 
 
"Will you?" Amber twisted the belt around her hand as she leaned forward, balancing her forearm on her raised knee and pushing her heel a little harder into my chest. "You'd do that just to cum? You must want me really, really badly." 
 
"Yes, I do," I moaned. Amber laughed as she straightened up and removed her foot from my chest. 
 
“Well, that’s just too bad, isn’t it? Because you can’t have me. But don’t say I never gave you anything.” 
 
Amber still held the belt as she took a step down toward my feet. Turning, she straddled my body and lowered herself down on to my hips. My heart swelled with joy as her dripping pussy approach my stiff cock, but I should have known better. Amber wasn't that kind. Instead, she kneeled on the floor on either side of my hips and draped her legs over mine, crossing her feet. She leaned forward, balancing with her elbows on my chest, and I groaned as I felt the leather of her boots against my cock, surrounding my shaft as she flexed her calves. 
 
"There you go," she smiled, her face above mine as she lay on top of me. "Boot boys get boot fucks. And when you cum, you'll get the privilege of licking your filth off my boots again. Because that's what a boot boy does. He keeps his mistress's boots nice and clean at all times, doesn't he?" As Amber spoke, she tugged on the belt for emphasis, as though I could possibly have forgotten that she had me leashed beneath her. 
 
"Yes, Amber," I groaned. She was rocking back and forth on top of me, and the warm leather of her boots slid up and down my cock, driving me to distraction. Amber watched me closely, her glittering eyes moving over my face as she studied my expression, reveling in my humiliation. And as my pleasure grew, I panted and gasped, cries of passion rising from my open mouth as her calves milked my cock. I came with a shout, and I heard Amber gasp as my cock twitched and surged between her legs. I kept coming and coming, the load that she had finally teased out my balls bigger than any I had ever had before. I shuddered and twitched underneath her as she lay on top of me, gasping in pleasure even while fear began to grow inside me. Once my orgasm had passed, I felt my stomach fluttering with nerves. What Amber demanded of me had seemed humiliating enough when I was erect and desperately turned on. But now that I had had my long-awaited orgasm, the humiliation felt even greater. 
 
Slowly, Amber climbed off me. She still kept her grip on the belt that served as a leash, releasing the slack only a little as she moved. She sat on the floor at my side, lifting her boots from my lap. Turning, she raised her legs over my face. I could see my cum shining on the red leather, white streaks of my fluids running down Amber's expensive boots. My stomach churned. Amber bent her knees, and both her heels cracked on the floor beside my ear as she offered me her boots. She tugged on the leash, and I reluctantly raised my head from the floor. Closing my eyes, I ran my tongue along the back of her calf, grimacing as I tasted my own semen on the leather. 
 
"Oh my God," Amber cackled as she watched this new disgrace. "This is so fucking pathetic. I think this is how I'm going to have you cum from now on. Anytime I'm gracious enough to allow you an orgasm, you're going to have to eat it. That way, you'll never forget that I own you." 
 
"Yes, Amber," I moaned as I swallowed the viscous semen I had scooped off her boot. The taste wasn't strong, but it was the pure humiliation of the act she was forcing me to do the gave it its sting. And Amber seemed completely content as she sat naked beside me, watching me clean the back of her boots. She didn't say another word until I had licked up every drop of my cum. Then, she pulled her legs away from my face and climbed to her feet. Standing above me, she tugged on the belt around my neck. 
 
“Come on. Get up,” she said. With difficulty, I sat up and rolled over onto my knees, then rose to my feet. Amber began to walk across the hotel suite, and I had no choice but to follow her. I hurried along on the end of her leash, watching her body sway seductively in her tall boots as she paraded me around the room. 
 
"You need to walk to heel," she said, smiling at me over her bare shoulder as she tugged again on the leash. "Like a good puppy. Let's practice walking on leash for a while." I said nothing. There was nothing I could say. Instead, I walked along with this wild goddess, and together we circled the couch in the hotel living room. 
 
"That's good," Amber said encouragingly. "You stay just behind me. Half a step or so." I did as I was told. Amber swaggered around the room, completely full of her own sense of power, as she trained me to walk on her leash. With every step, I could feel my desire growing again. Even though I had only just cum, I could feel my dangling cock already starting to swell and harden. After all, this beautiful woman was naked just in front of me, close enough to touch if my hands had been free. Close enough to smell. Amber looked as divine as ever she paraded me around the hotel room for her amusement. 
 
"Good," she smiled. "I should get you a proper leash and collar. But this will do for now." I didn't dare say a word. The mere thought that we would be playing again in the future filled my brain to the exclusion of all else. Amber had put me through the wringer, there was no doubt about that. But the only thing surer than her power over me was the fact that I wanted to submit to her again. 
 
"Okay. Bedtime," Amber said. I followed along at her heels as she led me through the double doors to the large bedroom. The bed was massive, and as Amber sat at the foot of it, my cock surged. She pointed to the floor at her feet, and at once, I dropped to my knees. 
 
"Take my boots off," she ordered. Amber sat in front of me with her legs spread, her glistening pussy right in front of me and the belt still in her hand. I leaned forward, awkwardly trying to take the zipper of one boot between my teeth. The smell of her pussy and the scent of the leather were driving me wild, and by the time I began to draw down the zipper of her boot carefully, my cock was once again at full mast, pointing at her like a sign of tribute as I slowly lowered my face to the floor. The long zipper of Amber's red boot finally came apart, and she kicked off the footwear, letting it tumble to the floor beside me. Rising up on my knees again, I repeated the procedure with her other boot, and Amber watched with a look of pure satisfaction on her face as I did as I was told. 
 
Amber bent forward. I bowed my head as she pulled on the leash, pulling it toward the floor. She reached under the bed and tied the loose end around one leg, tethering me in place. Then she sat up. She lay back on the bed, her blonde hair pooling around her face and her bare breasts rising and falling with every breath she took. 
 
"Lick me to sleep," she said in a soft voice. "And when you're done, you can sleep there at the foot of my bed. That way, I'll know where to find you if I decide to use you for anything again." 
 
"Yes, Amber," I said. I had dreamed of spending the night in this hotel room, but not like this. Still, what could I do? I wanted Amber too badly to argue with her. 
 
She sighed softly as I bent my head between her legs and ran my tongue over her pussy. My cock surged once again at the taste of her, and the sound of her soft moans was music to my ears as I licked and kissed her tenderly.  The soft sounds of her pleasure rose into the air, and the belt tied around my neck creaked as I leaned forward, testing the strength of the knot she had tied to keep me in place. Amber moaned, and I felt another flood of her juices as her pussy spasmed. I kissed and licked and worshiped at the temple of her womanhood, and soon, this gorgeous goddess was coming again. I lapped up every drop of her juices from her skin, showering her thighs and pussy with kisses while she panted in pleasure. And then, I kept on looking. Ignoring the dull ache in my jaw from eating too much pussy, I went on servicing my mistress the way she wanted. 
 
Finally, I could hear her even breathing. Faint moans of pleasure still rose from her throat from time to time, but she said nothing. Cautiously, I raised my head as far as I was able to peer at her. 
 
“Amber?” I tentatively asked. But there was no reply. After a wild night, gorgeous movie star Amber Butler was finally asleep. Sprawled naked on the bed, she had passed out with my face between her thighs. 
 
I sat down on the floor. Twisting my body, I lay down with my head close to the bed leg where the leash was tied. There was no way I was going to be able to sleep, I was sure of it. Steel cuffs were digging into my wrists, and my cock was raging with desire. Even worse, I was lying on top of one of Amber's discarded boots. I can still feel the warmth of her body rising from the leather, and it haunted me with a deep arousal that I could do nothing about. But I didn't dare do anything to wake her up. Instead, I just lay there, cuffed and leashed and tied to the bed, Amber's beautiful boots beneath me and her gorgeous feet above me. Closing my eyes against the light, I tried to get some rest. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 5. Breakfast With Amber 
 
  
 
Somehow, I must've fallen asleep. Because I woke up at the sound of the shower. My eyes felt like sandpaper, and my mouth was dry. It took a second or two for me to understand where I was and what had happened. Instinctively, I tried to move my arms and felt the cuffs that held my wrists behind my back. It hadn't been a dream. I really had spent the night having kinky sex with one of the world's most famous movie stars. 
 
And that famous movie star seemed to be in the bathroom. I listened to the sound of the running water as I struggled to sit up. The leather belt was still looped around my neck and tied to the leg of the bed, keeping me right where Amber wanted me. A clock at the side of the bed told me it wasn't even 9 AM. I had lain awake most of the night, and while I had no idea what time it was when I finally went to sleep, I knew it couldn't have been long ago. I should've been exhausted. And certainly, my body was stiff and sore after the uncomfortable night I had spent on the floor at the foot of Amber's bed. But even as I sat there, I felt excitement growing within me. That night had been the wildest night of my life. And desperately, I hoped it wasn't over yet. 
 
The water stopped. I couldn’t keep myself from imagining Amber stepping out of the shower, her beautiful body shining wetly in the light, and my cock surged. In no time at all, I was sporting an erection again, the memories of the night before and anticipation of what the future might bring conspiring to bring me almost immediately to a state of arousal. Besides, I was in my late 20s. I woke up with an erection most mornings anyway, with no kinky movie star required. 
 
But I had a long time to wait. After her shower, Amber clearly had plenty of other things to do in the bathroom. I could hear her moving around in there, about some mysterious female business that didn’t much interest me. Briefly, I thought of calling out to her, then decided against it. Still handcuffed, still tethered, I was very much still in Amber’s power. 
 
And when she finally emerged from the bathroom, striding back into the bedroom of her sprawling hotel suite, it was all I could do not to gasp. She looked totally different from the night before, her blonde hair now falling loosely around her face whereas the previous night it had been ruthlessly slicked back. She was wearing makeup, but nothing like the glamorous look she had for the premiere. And she was no longer wearing her gorgeous outfit from the night before, the taller leather boots that now lay on the floor underneath me. Instead, she wore a fluffy white bathrobe provided by the hotel. And yet she was still extravagantly beautiful, even more beautiful than she always looked in her movies. I had always thought that there was a lot of fakery going on when it came to actors, as though no one could look as good as they did in real life. But somehow, Amber Butler looked even better in the flesh that she did on film. Her beauty was almost unearthly, as though no human has any right to look that good. 
 
“Well, good morning,” Amber said, as a sly smile spread across her face. Her lips were pink instead of last night’s vibrant red. 
 
"Hi," I said sheepishly. It was hard to know what kind of tone to adopt. It's always awkward on the morning after a one night stand, but I'd never had a one night stand like this one. And there was nowhere for me to hide. Sitting on the floor beside the bed with my hands cuffed behind me and a belt around my neck, I couldn't disguise the obvious arousal I felt at the sight of her. My cock throbbed all the more urgently at the reminder of the huge power imbalance between us. There she was, standing tall, freshly showered and relaxed and looking radiant after a good night's sleep. And there was me, crouching at the foot of her bed like an obedient puppy. 
 
"That was a good night's sleep," Amber said. "There's nothing like the rest you get after really good sex. Did you sleep at all?' 
 
“Not much.” 
 
"Oh well." Amber's slender shoulders rose and fell as she shrugged. The message was clear. My discomfort meant nothing. Only her pleasure mattered. And if I had had any doubts about how our relationship would be after the night we had shared, they were quickly receding. Amber, I noticed, made no move to untie me. Instead, she just stood there in her robe, beaming down at me like some distant sun. 
 
“I guess I’ll have to let you go eventually,” she finally said. “I have a lot to do today. As tempting as it is to keep you with me so that you can serve me whenever I feel the urge, it’s just not practical. Still, that doesn’t mean we’re done here just yet. Come on. Breakfast time.” 
 
Amber stepped forward. Her quick hands reached for the belt of her robe, and she untied it. The bathrobe dropped to the floor. I saw that underneath, she was completely naked. Her body was even more startlingly beautiful that I remembered. Even more enchanting. She had a figure that haunted the dreams of millions of men around the world, and I knew it would forever haunt mine. And as she stepped forward, completely in control, completely confident, I struggled to rise to my knees. I knew what Amber wanted, and my cock sprang out from my body, rock hard and eager as ever, as she stood in front of me. She placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled me closer to her, and I inhaled the fragrance of her pussy mixed with the smell of soap that rose from her freshly cleaned body. Ignoring my tiredness, I bent my head forward, extending my tongue and running it happily over the intricate folds of her sex. Amber sighed in pleasure, her fingertips pressing against my head as her grip tightened. She stood above me like the goddess she was, taking her selfish pleasure. And I was only too happy to provide it. I licked and kissed her pussy while the memory of all the wild things she had said and done the night before raced again through my mind. The leather belt around my neck was taut as I strained against it, reaching toward her with the only part of me she would allow to touch her. And as her moans of pleasure grew steadily stronger, I tasted the growing wetness of her sex as I served her. 
 
"That's it," I heard her sigh above me. "That's a good cunt licker. Don't tell me you've forgotten how to please your mistress." 
 
"No, Amber," I tried to say, but with my mouth pressed against her body, it came out as nothing more than a muffled moan. Amber seemed to take my meaning anyway, chuckling with laughter that quickly turned into another long moan of pleasure as her body responded to my worship. I licked and kissed her pussy until the beautiful movie star was howling with pleasure, the hotel suite once again ringing with the sounds of her joy just as it had the night before. And when I felt her pussy spasm against my lips, my cock surged in futile response. Amber Butler was having an orgasm in my mouth, and I eagerly drank down her free-flowing juices as she squirmed and panted in pleasure above me. 
 
"Good boy," she gasped. Amber stepped away from me, her legs unsteady from the pleasure I had given her. I wasn't expecting her next move. Abruptly, she slapped me, her open palm cracking across my cheek. My skin burned, and I cried out, more in surprise than pain. Amber spluttered with sadistic laughter as she gazed down at me. 
 
"I don't want you feeling too pleased with yourself," she said, by way of explanation. "You have the makings of a good oral slave. But there's still lots you need to learn. And look at that silly little cock of yours. Getting all hard as though I would let that thing anywhere near me." Amber turned away from me, stepping over the discarded bathrobe that lay on the floor as she moved around the room. I watched her, unable to tear my eyes away from her naked beauty as she went about her business. She was getting dressed. I saw her rummage in the suitcase, and with a dull sense of regret, I watched her maneuver her large breasts into a bra and fasten it behind herself. A matching set of panties followed, covering the pussy I had just so hungrily licked. I could still taste her in my mouth as I watched her dress, the dominant goddess of the night before transforming into a regular woman. Or as regular as a woman like Amber Butler was ever going to be. She squeezed her tempting curves into a pair of skintight jeans and pulled on a T-shirt. Amber could dress down as much as she wanted, but she was destined to turn heads wherever she went. And as she turned to sit on the bed, I watch the denim of her jeans growing tight around her hips and her thighs, doing nothing to conceal the shape of her body that drove me wild with desire. The body that had quite literally brought me to my knees and kept me there. 
 
Slowly, Amber pulled on a pair of black boots. Though not quite as high as the thigh-high boots she had worn the night before, they still rose to just above her knees. They still had a tall high heel, and the leather still gripped her legs as though understandably reluctant to let go, and even though her look was quite casual, I couldn't fail to be reminded of the outfit she had worn the night before. Amber rose to her feet, and the high heels of the boots made her body sway from side to side as she walked slowly toward me, fully dressed now and smiling. I watched her every movement, hoping that she would reach out and touch me in some way, any way. But instead, she bent the floor and picked up last night's red boots from where they lay beside me. Folding them, she stuffed them into her suitcase along with her discarded dress. 
 
“I used to have an assistant to do this kind of stuff for me,” Amber said by way of explanation. “But she quit. They always quit. I guess it’s true what the papers say. Maybe I am impossible to work with.” She laughed as she spoke, zipping the suitcase shut. “What is it that you do again?” She asked. Looking into the twin blue pools of her eyes, it was difficult not to feel as though I were drowning. 
 
"I'm an actor," I said. Amber's white teeth were dazzling as she smiled. 
 
“Right. Of course. An actor who was serving drinks at the premiere last night. Well, that’s how it goes. You pay your dues and hopefully get a break.” Amber made her way toward me again where I kneeled on the floor, her high heels thumping on the hardwood with every step. Placing her hands on her thighs, she bent forward until she was at eye level with me where I kneeled, her golden hair hanging down around her face as she fixed me with a stare. It was all I could do not to gasp as she reached out one arm and gripped my chin in her hand. 
 
"And sometimes, the price you have to pay for success is higher than you would ever believe," she said as she stared deep into my eyes. I had seen Amber in some wild moods before, but I had never seen her this serious. Fear bloomed in my stomach as I stared up at her, unable to forget even for a moment my own complete helplessness and her wild unpredictability. "Maybe you'll find out for yourself," she said, and the smile that broke across her face was like the sun chasing away dark storm clouds. "Maybe you already got a taste of it last night," she went on as she straightened up, placing her hands on her hips in that classic Amber Butler power pose that I'd seen so many times the night before. "And you like it. Don't you, boot boy?" 
 
"Yes, Amber," I gasped, my desire for her as rabid as ever as she stood in front of me. As incredible as she looked, I didn't want her dressed. I wanted her naked, or close to it, ready to play, with mischief in her eyes. Exhausted as I was, I wanted to stay in that palatial hotel room with her all day and serve her sexually just as I had the night before. I knew the separation was coming, and the idea terrified me. I didn't want to lose her. And everything she had put me through, every outrageous humiliation and torment, seemed a price well worth paying to be in the presence of this goddess. 
 
"Tell me again who this cock belongs to," Amber said. She stepped forward as she spoke, and I groaned as the top of one boot slid over my dangling balls and the underside of my throbbing shaft. The feel of the leather drove me wild as she idly toyed with my manhood. 
 
"You, Amber," I said. It was no more than the desperately humiliating truth. Ever since she had come into my life, Amber had exhibited a degree of familiarity with and control of my body that I had never expected from any woman. It was part of what made her so desperately appealing to me. 
 
"That's a good boy," Amber smirked as she continued to slide her foot up and down my cock. "I have some interviews today. You know what will make them much more fun? Having a dirty secret while I answer their stupid questions. Imagining my boot boy licking his pathetic worship puddle off my boots, for example. What do you say, slut? Want to come on mistress's boots and then lick them clean for me?" 
 
"Yes, Amber, please," I begged pathetically. Amber shrieked with laughter at my total submission. We both knew it wasn't what I wanted at all. What I wanted was to be free, to peel off those painted-on jeans and throw Amber's long legs over my shoulders and pound her into the mattress. But I knew as well as she did that wasn't going to happen. That wasn't how Amber got off — at least, not with me. And as long as my body trembled with lust as I kneeled at her feet, I would take whatever I could get. An orgasm is an orgasm, and I needed one as badly as I ever had. I tried to forget the humiliation that would follow and focus only on my imminent release. 
 
Amber turned. She sat down on the end of the bed, her feet stretched out in front of her. She kept rubbing the underside of my shaft with the toe of one boot, smiling down at me like the benevolent deity I saw her as. Coughing and trembling, all I could do was gasp and groan as the pleasurable sensations swelled through my body, driving me to distraction as my cock throbbed and surged. 
 
"That's right," Amber purred as she stroked me with her foot. "You love my boots, don't you? Fucking my boots is probably better the best pussy a loser like you has ever had." 
 
"Yes, Amber," I moaned. It didn't matter whether it was true or not. It was what she wanted to hear. And to be honest, at that moment, I could almost believe it was true. I had never wanted any woman the way I wanted Amber Butler, and the more she teased me, the more badly I wanted her. The more the erotic tension between us grew. Playing these strange games that weren't even sex by the strictest definition was somehow more thrilling than any sexual relationship I had ever had up to that point. Amber was right about that, at least. 
 
"Come for me then," Amber grinned. She raised her other foot, and I grunted as I felt my cock pinned between the sole of one boot and the top of the other. Giggling with delight, Amber slid her feet back and forth, and I move my hips too, fucking her feet as my desire got the better of me. She seemed delighted with the humiliating display, laughing out loud as she watched me moan and groan. And as my cock surged, as my balls tightened with ecstasy, Amber knew what was coming. She dropped both her feet back to the floor, and I cried out as I glazed them with my cum, my teased cock erupting like a fountain as I spurted my seed all over her feet. The fluid shone on the black leather of her boots, sliding slowly over the slick material as thick drops continued to fall from the tip of my twitching cock. Amber waited in silence, seeming to savor the moment of my complete humiliation as she waited for the spasm of orgasm to pass through me completely. It was only once my cock was fully drained that she began to move. Keeping her feet right where they were, Amber bent at the waist and leaned over toward the leg of the bed behind me. I felt her untie the belt around my neck and loop its end around her hand. Once again, my beautiful mistress had me on a leash like some pathetic pet. Fear and disgust churned in my stomach as I gazed down at her soiled boots. I knew exactly what I had to do next. 
 
"Come on, boot boy," Amber said, her voice jolly as she tugged lightly on the belt. "Lick my boots clean. You know what to do." And I did. Barely able to believe what I was doing, I bowed my head to the floor. I could smell my own semen on the leather, and I grimaced as I ran my tongue over Amber's feet. She sighed happily, allowing just enough slack in the leash that I could reach her feet but never forget that I was tethered. And the delicious taste of her pussy was replaced by the taste of my own unwelcome fluids as I lapped them up. It wasn't easy. The viscous stuff clung to the leather and resisted my attempts to scoop it up. Having licked up a portion, I turned my head to spit it out on the floor, and almost choked as Amber tugged savagely on the belt around my neck. 
 
"What are you doing?" she hissed, and the fear already present inside me surged at the sound of her voice. "Don't you dare spit that out! You're my boot licking slut, and sluts swallow cum. If you ever want to see me or my beautiful boots ever again, you'll swallow every drop of that slime. Understand?" 
 
"Yes, Amber," I said miserably. Intoxicated by passion, I had already done what she wanted the night before. What difference did it make to do it now, in the cold light of day? That's what I tried to tell myself. But still, my heart burned with abject shame as I licked up my own cum and swallowed it for Amber's sadistic amusement. And even once all of my ejaculate was gone, I carried on licking the shining leather. I would do it until she told me otherwise. 
 
"Enough," Amber said at last. Her boot heels thumped on the floor as she moved her feet, and I sat back on my knees. I could hardly bring myself to look into her glittering eyes, terrified of what I would see there. A look of utter triumph, no doubt, splashed across her beautiful face. I would see my own abject humiliation reflected in her gorgeous smile. 
 
Amber stood. Bending over me, she reached for the belt around my neck and lifted it over my head. I didn’t even try to prevent myself from looking down the front of her shirt at her beautiful breasts. I couldn’t have kept myself from it. And it seemed obvious to me by that point that that was all of her I would be getting that morning. A glimpse, and some messed up memories to add to the repository of shameful recollection buzzing inside my head. 
 
Striding over toward her suitcase, Amber stuffed the belt inside. She returned with something small in her hand. 
 
"Stand up," she ordered. Stiffly, I rose to my feet. Amber stepped behind me and unfastened the handcuffs around my wrists. She carried them, too, over to the suitcase and stuffed them inside. I watched her, rubbing my wrists to relieve the soreness in the pinched skin the cuffs had created. And Amber looked at me. Again she stood with one hand on her hip, one foot forward, saying nothing. The tension in the room was indescribable. Now I was free, and I'd be lying if I said it didn't occur to me that I could take some kind of revenge on her. Amber, I had found, was surprisingly strong, but I didn't think she was a physical match for me. And she stared at me with a blank expression on her face, as though she too, was waiting. Wondering what I would do. As though I were some wild animal that she had finally released from its cage and was uncertain how it would react to its freedom. 
 
But as I stood there, naked but free while the gorgeous movie star was fully dressed in front of me, I knew I would do nothing. I had no hatred in my heart for Amber, despite everything she had put me through. It had been the biggest thrill of my life to serve her sexually. And as humiliated as I was, as absolutely ashamed as I could possibly be by what she had made me do, the taste of my own cum still haunting my mouth, I knew that there was no part of me that wanted to do anything to her except fuck her. And even then, only if she allowed it. 
 
Amber snorted. A smile crept back onto her face as she tossed her hair back over her shoulder. 
 
"We can't leave together," she said. With a grunt, she hefted her suitcase down onto the floor and extended its handle. "I don't want to be seen with you. After I'm gone, wait five minutes, then get dressed and leave. You can jerk off while you think about me if you like. I don't care. But first, bring me your phone." After all that had happened, it didn't even occur to me to question what Amber wanted. Naked, I walked out of the double doors of the bedroom back to the living room where most of the previous night's activity went down. In my discarded pants, I found my cellphone and brought it back to the bedroom where Amber waited. She held out her hand with a knowing smirk, and I gave it to her. Producing her own phone from a small purse that sat on the bedside table, I saw her tapping on both screens. My heart soared. Was movie star Amber Butler taking my number? 
 
“Here,” Amber said when she was finished. She tossed the phone back to me, and I caught it. “Remember, do not tell anyone about what happened here. No one. I mean it.” 
 
"Of course," I croaked. Who would I tell? As much as I wanted to share the fact I had spent the night with one of the world's most beautiful women, I wasn't exactly eager to reveal exactly what she had put me through. Besides, who would believe me? Amber Butler was one of the most desirable women in the world, and I was some out of work actor nobody ever heard of. I wouldn't believe my story if I heard it from someone else, either. 
 
“And don’t call me.” Amber said as she raised an accusatory finger toward me. “If I decide to use you again, I’ll let you know. And when I call, you’ll come running to serve me.” 
 
"Yes," I nodded, unable to keep a goofy smile from my face. Amber nodded too. Then she slipped her phone back into her purse and lifted it to her shoulder. The wheels of her suitcase rumbled on the floor as she dragged it behind her, heading for the door of the hotel room. I watched her go, every nerve in my body jangling with excitement and disbelief, my eyes fixed on the seductive sway of her ass in her skintight jeans above the tall boots she wore. But Amber didn't look back. She strode out of the room as though I was no longer there, as though I ceased to exist the moment she stopped thinking about me. Just as she had said. I had been a toy for her pleasure, nothing more. And it felt fantastic. 
 
As I pulled on my clothes from the night before, a great weariness washed over me. Now that she had gone and the adrenaline had subsided, all I wanted to do was sleep. But I had to get home first. Timing myself by the bedside clock, I waited the five minutes Amber had prescribed. Underneath my pants, I was naked. I held Amber's panties in my hands, the ones she had made me wear the night before. Shamefully, I slipped them into my pocket. Once the five minutes had passed, I stepped out into the hallway of the hotel and set out for home. 
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 The shower's warm water cascaded over me. Carefully, I washed myself, trying to ignore the raging erection that rose out from the soapsuds that cascaded over my body. The red marks Amber had left on my skin, the scratches from her fingernails and the heels of her beautiful boots, were barely visible anymore. For the last week, they had given me a dark thrill every time I saw them on myself. A reminder of the unbelievable event that had taken place in the hotel room of a famous movie star. And there was hardly a minute of any day in that week when I didn't replay the events of the night I spent with Amber Butler. She had warned me not to tell anyone, and I had resisted the urge to do so. Even when Gabe looked at me suspiciously when I showed up at the apartment we shared the day after the premiere, still wearing the same clothes I had worn the night before. He knew I must've gone home with someone, but he couldn't imagine who. And normally, I would've told him about any of my conquests. But not this one. I didn't dare. Nothing was more important to me than that I see Amber again. If that meant my roommate regarding me suspiciously, so be it. 
 
 But every day that went by without Amber contacting me fed the spark of fear in my heart. What if she never did? What if she had had second thoughts about our whole arrangement? As confident and practiced in the arts of domination as she seemed, it was hard for me to imagine that this was a regular occurrence for her. I had no intention of telling anyone the story — after all, it didn't exactly show me in the best light. But if this was a habit that Amber frequently indulged, it seemed impossible to believe that someone wouldn't have talked to the press at some point. Or was I just telling myself that in sympathetic attempt to pretend that I was special? As though there was something unique about me that had attracted Amber Butler, the gorgeous movie star that could have more or less any man she wanted. 
 
 But whatever her motivations and history were, it didn't matter when one day, I received a text from her. She had programmed her number into my phone as Mistress, and I hadn't changed it. When a text popped up from her a week after we had met at the premiere, my heart jumped with joy inside my chest. We were going to play again. And for all the shame and humiliation that I knew it would bring me, I couldn't wait to be drawn back into her darkly brilliant world. 
 
 But Amber had instructions. Of course she did. From the short time we had spent together, I had already learned that everything was conditional. She knew the power she held. She knew that for me, being with her was the dream of a lifetime. Whereas for her, I was merely a convenience. A toy that she could play with when she felt like and discard when she didn't. None of this, I hasten to add, made the situation in any way less exciting to me. 
 
 And so, I followed her instructions. Even from a distance, Amber was able to control me so easily. I paused for a moment in the shower, the razor in my hand, asking myself if I really wanted to do this. But I already knew the answer. And after my moment of doubt, I dragged the razor over my skin and watched the water wash away my severed pubic hair. Amber had told me to shave for her, and I was doing it. Even though I knew she didn't do the same. And at the thought of Amber and her pussy and the carefully trimmed pubic hair that grew above it, my cock throbbed all the more in the shower. 
 
 But somehow, I resisted the urge to jerk off while thinking about her the way I had done countless times over the previous week. I don't even know why. It wasn't like she would know, and I had no reason to believe she would care. In fact, it might even help me control myself a little better in her presence if I had recently had a lonely orgasm. But for whatever reason, it wasn't what I wanted. What I wanted was to be with her, in whatever way she saw fit. I would save myself for that. 
 
 Shaved and washed, I stepped out of the shower. Steam clung to the mirror above the sink, turning it into a blank silvery wall that revealed nothing. It was probably just as well. I didn't particularly want to see myself as I pulled on Amber's panties and tried my best to stuff my hard cock into the skimpy fabric. With her characteristic attention to detail, Amber had remembered that she had left them in the hotel room and guessed that I had taken them home with me. I had. Anything that had touched her body seemed to become imbued with a trace element of her magic, and her underwear was no different. Even if it had been used as a rag to clean up the cum I spurted all over her boots within minutes of meeting her. The shame and disgrace were all bound up in my desire, and I had plenty of time over the past week to come to understand that. For someone who had never had any real masochistic desires in the past, it was startling to find myself so bewitched by this woman that I was willing to endure these outrageous games. But all you had to do was look at her to understand that. While my cock throbbed inside the tight prison of her panties, I pulled on my jeans in the solitude of the bathroom. 
 
 I had been looking at Amber plenty. Her career was still very much in the ascendancy, and there was no shortage of photos and videos of her available online. Fashion gurus poured over every outfit she wore. Horny men shared their favorite photos on message boards, some of them skillfully doctored to show her in a variety of positions and states of undress. But for whatever reason, those didn't appeal to me. I wanted the real thing. And in every photo Amber took, she was equally gorgeous. Whether it was the glamour of a red carpet night or an opportunistic snapshot taken of her leaving the gym, she always looked radiant. The woman had started to haunt my dreams to the exclusion of everything else. 
 
 Still in the bathroom, I pulled on a shirt. One of the joys of sharing an apartment. Amber had told me, through text, that she didn't care what I wore besides the panties. It didn't matter. And in some sick way, that gave me hope. I wouldn't be wearing it for long. Besides, she still had no desire to be seen anywhere with me. It's not like we would be going out anywhere together.  
 
 And yet I had put on my favorite black shirt, the one I felt made me look particularly dashing. I had no real idea what it was that had drawn Amber to me in the first place. She had said I was cute. And it couldn't hurt to try to look my best when I showed up on her doorstep. 
 
 My heart hammered in my chest as I stepped out of the bathroom. Gabe was on the sofa, watching TV. He raised his eyebrows as he saw me emerge. 
 
 “Date night?” 
 
 “Kind of,” I shrugged. 
 
 “The same mystery girl from last week?” 
 
 “Yeah, actually.” 
 
 "Is it someone I know?" 
 
 “No,” I said, unable to keep the smile off my face as I spoke. “ You’ve never met her.” 
 
 “Then why all the secrecy?” 
 
 "There's no secrecy. There's nothing to tell. We met online, okay?" 
 
 "Okay," Gabe said. But I could tell he didn't believe me. His dark eyes watched me as I headed toward my room. 
 
 Once there, I grabbed my wallet and phone. Calling out goodbye to Gabriel, I stepped out of our apartment. My mouth was dry with nervousness as I emerged onto the street. No one knew what was going on besides me and Amber Butler. But the thing about having a secret is that it makes you feel transparent. You can't help thinking that people know what you're hiding, or at least guess. Everyone that looked at me on the street, in a big city where people rarely look at each other at all, seemed to know something I would rather keep hidden. And that feeling only got worse as I entered the pet store. 
 
 Amber had been quite clear. It had to be a pet store. I wasn't allowed to shop online. And she had told me to keep the receipt so that she could make sure I hadn't chickened out. As I made my way along the brightly lit aisles, I felt my heart throbbing, and an answering swell between my legs. Inside my jeans, my hard cock pressed against the thin fabric of Amber's panties. Being bossed around like this, risking humiliation, was turning me on. 
 
 Half an aisle was devoted to leashes and collars for dogs. Squirming inwardly with embarrassment, I reached for a simple black leather collar that seemed big enough to fit. There was a matching leash, about six feet long, and my hands trembled as I lifted it from the hook it hung from. At least this pet store had a self-serve engraving machine. Because the next part of my allotted task was the most embarrassing part of all. 
 
 On the machine's touchscreen, I punched in my instructions sheepishly, hunching my shoulders in an attempt to make sure no one could see. The words I chose were not up for debate. Amber had been very clear about what she wanted. And with a sinking sense of dread, I watched the laser engrave the small metal tag inside the machine, carving out the words, Amber's Bitch Boy. The metal was still warm as I extracted it from the machine and slipped it into my pocket. My cheeks burned with red heat as I made my way to the cashier. 
 
 “Where’s the tag?” The young woman asked as I held out the plastic wrapper the tag had come in for her to scan. 
 
 "It's in my pocket," I said nervously. Her smooth brow furrowed as she frowned at me. To my undying gratitude, she said nothing. Instead, she rang up my purchases without another word. She didn't care. And why would she? If only she knew why I was buying what I was buying, and who I was buying it for. That, I knew, couldn't fail to get her interest. And once I had paid and gotten the prized receipt, I all but ran out of the store in my haste to avoid any further questions. 
 
 In the car park of the shopping mall, I flagged down a taxi and gave the driver the address. I saw his eyes flicker toward me once or twice in the rearview mirror as we made our way slowly, agonizingly slowly, through the city. I knew I didn't look like the type of person who belonged in that neighborhood. I wasn't. Amber, I guessed, had given me her home address. I was having to trust her with a great deal as part of this kinky arrangement, but it seemed the trust didn't all go one way. Some sleazy photographer would probably pay me good money to know where Amber Butler lived. But what amount of money could be worth giving up what she offered me? 
 
 Finally, the taxi pulled up to a large iron gate. The driver reached out his window to press a button on a steel post, and the gate swung silently open. The car crawled up along the winding driveway toward a huge white house set on a low hill. The place was absolutely huge. It was no surprise to learn that movie star Amber Butler was a millionaire. But it's one thing to know it and another thing to be confronted with the evidence in such an obvious way. I was so far out of my league with Amber that we were barely even playing the same game. 
 
 I paid the driver and stepped out of the cab. As I made my way to the front door of the huge house, I silently pleaded with him to leave. But this mansion seemed to have caught his interest. He waited, and I waited, not daring to knock on the door until he was gone. Finally, the car rolled slowly away. I let out a quiet sigh of relief as the taxi wound its way back down the driveway and disappeared. 
 
 Then, I did as I been told. 
 
 The leather of the dog collar was cool against my skin as I wrapped it around my neck and buckled it in place. It fit, just about. And my cock throbbed inside Amber's panties as I attached the leash to the steel D-ring of the collar. Out of the taxi driver's sight, I had already attached the name tag to the collar while we road to Amber's house. And now I was standing in front of her door wearing a collar and leash, just as she had instructed. My heart felt as though it were somewhere in the back of my throat as I raised my hand and pressed the button of the doorbell. 
 
 I waited a long time. But then, the house was very big. I told myself to be patient as my heart thumped steadily in my chest. And finally, the door opened. There, once again in front of my eyes, unmediated by a screen or magazine, was Amber Butler. 
 
 I saw at once that I wasn't the only one who had dressed up. Amber stood tall in front of me in black leather boots that rose halfway up her bare thighs, their spike heels shining like weapons as she posed in front of me. A tiny black leather skirt clung to her hips, barely long enough to cover her ass as it shone in the exterior light. As my eyes traveled upward along the bewitching curves of her body, I saw that she was wearing a grey corset that shaped her natural hourglass figure into something almost unbelievably appealing. My cock raged inside the panties I wore as I studied the black lace cups of her push-up bra that held her beautiful breasts high on her chest, the faint shapes of her nipples visible through the fabric. All of this, this vision of absolute dominant loveliness, was visible underneath the long black leather coat she wore that reached all the way to the floor. Her lips were a deep red color, darker than the red she had worn the first night we met at the premiere. And her gorgeous blue eyes peered at me from what looked like two deep black tunnels of makeup, enhancing the color of her iris until they glowed like jewels. 
 
 “You look beautiful,” I gasped, almost involuntarily, the words drawn out of me as a natural response to the vision in front of me. A slight smirk spread across Amber’s scarlet lips as she looked me up and down. 
 
 "Give me that," she said she held out her hand. She grabbed the leash that dangled from my collar, and I gulped as she tugged on it aggressively. Clearly, Amber was very much in the mood to dominate me. After all, what other reason would she have for bringing me to her house? But seeing her in full mistress regalia was making my head spin with lust and shame and a strange species of fear. Playing with her in a hotel room was one thing. But being with her in her own home, just the two of us, was a different matter. And yet, as always when I was with Amber, I didn't have it in me to resist. 
 
 Amber stepped closer. One high heel rapped sharply on the threshold of the door, and her perfume swelled around me in a cloud that I gratefully inhaled and drew into my chest. She laughed as she lifted the tag that hung from the collar, reading the words she had ordered me to have engraved. 
 
 “Good,” she chuckled. “You followed my instructions so far. Don’t stop now. Take your clothes off.” 
 
 “Here?” I asked. The fear inside me grew as the smile dropped from Amber’s beautiful face. 
 
 "Yes, here," she snapped. "The only way you come into this house is naked and leashed. Strip down to just the panties and get on all fours." There was no reason to believe she was anything but serious. Quickly, I looked around. From the front step of Amber's home, no other houses could be seen. The parklike surroundings of her gardens offered endless privacy. If she had the guts to come to the door looking the way she did, I told myself, I could at least play along. And slowly, the smile returned to her pretty face as she watched me quickly undress. I kicked off my shoes, and my favorite shirt fell to the floor just before my jeans did. Amber stood still, holding the leash in one hand, her other hand on her hip pushing her black coat back to reveal more of her sexy outfit. Soon, I was naked but for her panties, and the thin fabric of the feminine underwear did little to conceal the shape of my hard and throbbing cock. Just as Amber had instructed, I sank to my hands and knees in front of her. 
 
 "Give me your clothes," she ordered. I gathered them up and handed them over, and Amber tucked them under one arm. "Now, show me how grateful you are to be in my presence again." I gazed up at her as she spoke. She looked so commanding, so regal, so darkly threatening and yet at the same time endlessly enticing. And I knew what she wanted. The same thing Amber always wanted. She wanted my complete and utter disgrace. 
 
 And so I lowered my face to the floor, the humiliating tag with my humiliating title dangling from my new leather collar as I kissed the feet of the woman I served. Amber laughed out loud as I licked her boots, my cock raging the whole while inside her panties at this humble display of humiliation. Crouching down on the floor at her feet, it was hard to argue that Amber was anything other than a goddess. And so I worshiped her like one while she stood above me and gloated, basking in her sense of superiority. 
 
 "That's awesome," Amber giggled. Her leather boots creaked as she shifted position, standing with her feet further apart. "I've already got you half-trained. Remember when I showed you how to walk to heel?" 
 
 "Yes," I said uncertainly, lifting my blushing face from her boots to answer. 
 
 "Well, now you're going to have to learn to do it on all fours. Come on." Amber turned, and her long black coat swirled around her like a cape as she stepped into the house. The leash grew taut between us as she moved, and I lunged forward on hands and knees, scrambling to keep up with her. Despite the towering height of the heels she wore, Amber walked quickly, her strides long and deliberate. I hurried after her as fast as I was able, trying to keep some slack on the leash as she tugged mercilessly at her. 
 
 "Keep up," she ordered, and I flinched as though from a blow at the annoyance in her voice. "Don't embarrass me." I said nothing as the collar tugged at my neck. All my attention went to trying to move on my hands and knees as fast as she wanted me to. I barely even noticed her sprawling house as she led me through it at relentless speed. Cavernous rooms passed by on either side as I crawled along beside her. Her high heels echoed sharply on tile and wood as she led me ever deeper into her house. 
 
 "Stop," she abruptly ordered. The sound of her footsteps fell silent as she stood still. Panting, I halted. Unable to resist, I looked up at her again, my eyes drawn helplessly to her conquering beauty in a way I couldn't even begin to control. In all the roles I had seen her in various movies and TV shows, I've never seen one quite like this. She was completely captivating in her unquestioned dominance. And as she stared down at me, her eyes sparkling with glee as she watched me tremble at her feet, I felt myself falling ever deeper under the spell of this dominant beauty. 
 
 "This is where we're going to be spending most of our time, I think," Amber grinned. She raked her hair back from her face as she spoke, letting it fall over one shoulder as she looked around the room we were in. Tearing my eyes away from her body at last, I looked around the room myself. It was large, and huge windows let in light on two opposite walls, giving views out over the carefully manicured gardens of Amber's home. But this was no ordinary sunroom. As I looked around, I realized the place was full of strange equipment. I didn't need to have seen a sex dungeon before to have some idea of what one might look like. And while this sunlit room didn't look the way I had always pictured a dungeon, the various furniture and equipment in it left me in no doubt what the place was for. I gasped, and Amber laughed again at my reaction. 
 
 "Told you," she smirked down at me. "I'm a crazy bitch. Most guys can't handle how far I want to push them. We'll see if you can, or if you tap out like all the rest. Come on. We'll start with something easy." With that, Amber started walking again. The floor of the room was made of dark planks of hardwood, and her footsteps echoed menacingly with every step she took. Ignoring the ache in my hands and knees, I crawled along beside her, led by the neck like an animal as she paraded me through the room. 
 
 Finally, she stopped in front of a small frame that sat on the floor. It had padded arms, and I noticed steel cuffs bolted to its legs. 
 
 “This is a queening stool,” Amber explained. “Do you know what that is?” Slowly, I shook my head. “No.” 
 
 "Well, it's pretty simple. Lie down on the floor. On your back. Put your head between the legs." Amber raised one foot as she spoke, and I stared up at the darkness under her tiny skirt as she pressed her boot heel into my side. Straightening her leg, she pushed me to the floor. I rolled over onto my back as instructed. Only the taut fabric of her panties kept my raging cock from surging into life. I didn't imagine for a moment she hadn't noticed my arousal. But it didn't seem to matter to her one way or the other. 
 
 "Put your hands there," Amber instructed. I raise my hands to shoulder height, and Amber swept back her long coat as she bent and attached the cuffs to my wrists. I barely noticed, too absorbed in watching her every movement. As she bent forward, her beautiful breasts threatened to tumble out of the lacy black bra that barely contained them, and my mouth watered as she locked me into position. Finally, I lay with my head underneath the stool, my arms bound to the legs. Amber stepped forward and turned so that she was facing my feet, her back to the wall. I watched her smiling down over the swell of her boobs as she slowly pulled her leather skirt up over her hips. Underneath, she was naked. Once again, have beautiful pussy shone in front of me, already wet with the obvious signs of her desire. 
 
 "Time to make me feel like a queen," Amber grinned. And the leather of her thigh boots creaked as she bent her knees, lowering herself down onto the stool. The padded arms supported her thighs as she squatted above me, her pussy at just the right height for my mouth. Needing no further instruction, I raise my head and passionately kissed her sex, my cock surging as I tasted once again the familiar flavor of her lust. 
 
 "That's right, bitch boy," Amber purred, and I could hear already the sexual pleasure that bloomed in her body as I licked her. " That's what you're here for. Whenever I'm not training you for some other task, you'll be here, licking my pussy and thanking me for the honor. Won't you?' 
 
 "Yes, Amber," I mumbled against her skin. The words came out muffled, but it hardly mattered. Both she and I knew what I had said. And as Amber's moans and groans of pleasure began to fill the room once again, I tasted her juices flowing freely over my lips and tongue. It was scary. It was humiliating. But deep down, I knew that right at that moment, there was virtually nowhere else that I would rather be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 7. Amber’s Idea 
 
   
 
 "That's right. Just like that. Come on." 
 
  My body ached as I followed Amber around the room on my hands and knees. And not with desire, this time. Or not only that, anyway. The position was uncomfortable as she made me crawl across the floor, directed and pulled along by the leash around my neck. Amber strode back and forth across the dungeon, leading me along with her like a dog. And her free hand held a riding crop that swished through the air menacingly to punctuate her commands. I had already felt its sting, and the red skin of my backside still glowed from where she had whipped me. Even as I lived it, it was almost impossible to believe the situation which I found myself. And my constant sense of shame and embarrassment was only enhanced by the tall windows in opposite walls of the dungeon that let the sunlight come flooding in. Amber said that no one could see us, and I believed her. The parklike gardens of her immense home provided plenty of privacy. But still, I felt somehow as though the whole world could see my humiliation. As though everyone was watching as I gave in completely to this beautiful dominatrix and abandoned my own will to submit to hers.  
 
 And Amber seemed to be enjoying herself. She had shed her long coat and strutted around the room in her corset, miniskirt, and tall boots, moving as naturally on high heels as though she was born in them. It was a struggle to keep up. But every time I fell behind, she used the whip on me, spurring me onward with a burst of bright pain. She was training me to crawl on her leash. But more than that, she was training me to give in to her absolutely. To go along with whatever deviant act would give her pleasure in the moment. Amber took an enormous amount of joy in humiliating me. I knew that already. And now that I was in her dungeon, there seemed to be no end to the delicious torments she could inflict on me. 
 
 How could I resist? Millions of men who'd never seen her in person considered Amber Butler the most beautiful woman in the world. Now that I had seen her in person, dressed up like a dominant goddess and in the throes of kinky passion, I could hardly argue. Her beauty was another weapon that she knew exactly how to wield, and it kept me crawling along at her heel even while some shrinking rational part of my brain told me to stop. All I needed to do was stand up. To remove the ridiculous dog collar with this insulting tag from my neck and hurl it at her before storming out. But why would I ever do that? The taste of Amber's pussy still lingered in my mouth from the queening stool where she had had me pleasure her, and every cell of my body cried out for more. I was still wearing her panties, and my cock throbbed outrageously inside the thin material as I hurried after her. The most humiliating thing about my predicament, beyond anything that Amber was making me do, was the fact that I wanted this. That I needed it. That far from being a price I had to pay to be with her, these dark sexual games were a large part of the reason I wanted her so badly. 
 
 "Stop," Amber suddenly said sharply. The riding crop slashed the air abruptly, and I halted as the leash pulled taut between us. On hands and knees, I dared to look up at my mistress as she towered above me. The darkness under her tiny skirt called to me, making my cock throb as I looked up the bare inches of her toned thighs between the top of her boots and the hem of the skirt. The gray corset she wore shaped an already unbelievable body into a figure that I knew would haunt my dreams, a perfect hourglass that exerted a primal pull on me as I looked at her. Her dirty blonde hair hung loosely around her face, framing her exquisite features as she stared me down. I knew that look of glittering mischief in her pretty blue eyes. I knew that sardonic sneer on her red lips. Amber was fully in control, and she knew it as well as I did. She got off on it. And just that, just the thought that my submission was pleasing this beautiful goddess, was enough to add a little more gasoline to the fire of lust that raged inside me. 
 
 "Good," Amber smiled, tucking the riding crop under her arm as she raked her hair back from her face. "If I'm going to keep you as a pet, it's good that you learn to walk on leash. Who knows? One day I might have guests over. I don't want you embarrassing me in front of them." 
 
 "Please, Amber." The words burst out of me before I could stop them. A jagged spiked of fear had twisted my guts as she spoke. The things she had made me do already were beyond belief, but the thought of even greater humiliation to come terrified and excited me in equal measure. 
 
 And Amber could tell. Standing with her feet apart, she bent forward carefully, her normally graceful movements hindered somewhat by the tight corset she wore. Her hair fell down around her face as she stared into my eyes, and my mouth watered at the deep cleavage she showed as she leaned over me. Reaching out, she grabbed my collar close to the leash that was clipped to it and pulled on it harshly. 
 
 “What? You don’t like that idea? You don’t want me to show you off in front of all my friends so they can all have a good laugh at my new  pet?” 
 
 "No," I croaked. But that was only half of the truth. And the sly smile on Amber's face made me wonder if she knew that. We had only just met, and yet the woman seemed to have an uncanny ability to understand my deepest desires. Desires whose existence I hadn't even guessed before Amber Butler came into my life. 
 
 "Well, that's just too bad," Amber said slowly, her beautiful eyes dancing out of my face as though savoring the expression of torment I wore as she gloated. "Because what you want doesn't matter, does it? It's what I want that counts. And if I want to lead you around like a puppy so all my friends can laugh at you, that's exactly what I'll do. Otherwise, you know where the door is. You can leave right now and never come back. I'll find some other pathetic slave boy to do what I tell him." 
 
 "No, Amber, please," I panted. From the look of smug satisfaction on my mistress's face, I knew it was exactly the response that she wanted. What choice did I have? I had only just discovered this facet of my own sexuality, and the thought of losing my place at Amber's side terrified me even more than the thought of the deviant things she might do to me. I hovered between two species of fear, tormented by a monstrous lust I could barely understand, let alone control. And that, I knew, was exactly where Amber wanted me. 
 
 "That's what I thought," Amber grinned. "If you want me to keep you around, you need to remember that you're here to do what I say. Why else would a woman like me be with a pathetic loser like you? It's not for that worthless dick of yours, I can tell you that." I winced as Amber raised her riding crop and tapped it lightly against the bulge of my erection in the panties I wore. It didn't hurt, but it was all the reminder I needed that if she wanted to, Amber could hurt me horribly. And I would let her. 
 
 "The only reason you're here at my house is to do exactly as you're told," Amber said, her voice all the more forceful for being quiet and slow. "That's why I'm training you. You need to learn your place. From now on, you exist to serve me in any way I see fit. If that means cooking my breakfast or cleaning my clothes were getting down on your hands and knees to serve as a footstool for me while I watch TV, that's what you'll do. Understand?" 
 
 "Yes, Amber," I croaked. The ease with which I capitulated added to my humiliation, but there was seemingly nothing I could do about her. There was no way to resist her. And as her riding crop kept up its maddening tapping against my manhood, I felt pleasure writhing inside me. Humiliating and disgraceful pleasure, the pleasure of a dog getting his belly scratched or a slave who no longer questions his mistress's right to rule over him. Amber's smiling face hovered in front of mine, her lips just a few inches away, and as desire raged inside me, I resisted the urge to lean forward and try to kiss her. It was a strange and inexplicable impulse. Whatever it was that the two of us shared, it certainly wasn't love. I was infatuated with her, but I didn't know her. And for her part, she saw me only as a new toy. That was what made her so irresistible. 
 
 "Better," Amber said. The boning of her corset groaned as she straightened up. Once again, the darkness under her skirt called to me as she raised one foot, the leather of her boot creaking around her flawless leg. She placed her foot on my shoulder. I felt her surprising strength again as she pushed me downward. I rolled over onto my back, my cock imprisoned in the panties but nevertheless doing its best to rise into the air above my body as I lay on the floor of Amber's dungeon. She stood above me, one foot resting on my chest, pinning me down in the same victorious pose I had seen in the hotel room on that unforgettable first night with her. It wasn't hard to see why she was a movie star. Beyond her incredible locks, she seemed to have a gift for always choosing the best pose, the best angle, the most flattering way to position herself. She was a woman who could say a lot without speaking a single word. No wonder the camera loved her. And as I gazed up from the floor, I felt as though I was in a movie of my own. But not one they would show in the local multiplex theater. This was a dark and adult story that we were taking part in, the kind best watched alone in the dark. And as I watched Amber fully inhabit her role, I tried to convince myself to do the same thing. After all, I was an actor too, even I didn't have anything like her level of success. Maybe there was something I could learn from the time I spent with this famous movie star, beyond the darkness of my own desires. 
 
 "Take it out." Amber didn't need to specify what she was talking about. Her riding crop swung over my body, tapping on my cock to emphasize her point. I reached for the panties that covered it, pulling them down so that my engorged member sprang out, swaying in the air. Amber chuckled as she looked down at it, running the end of her riding crop up and down my cock from base to tip until I was panting and gasping with desire. For a while, she simply teased me like that, standing above me and tormenting me with the lightness of her touch. 
 
 "I suppose you want to cum?" 
 
 “Yes, Amber, please,” I moaned from my humiliating position on the floor. It didn’t take a genius to see the state of desperate desire I was in. My own body gave me away. I trembled beneath her as I gazed up at her outrageous beauty, doing my best to resist the urge to touch myself as she gloated above me. 
 
 "Okay. I'll allow it." It took an effort not to groan in gratitude as Amber smiled down at me, shifting her position so she stood above me now, her parted feet on either side of my head. Letting the leash fall until it coiled on my chest, she bent her knees, her leather boots creaking as she crouched above me, her bared pussy hovering above me in the gloom beneath her skirt as she squatted. "But of course, you need to make me cum again first.  And you need to promise me that you understand your place here. But if I decide to show you off to my friends, that's what we'll do. I'm a busy woman, and I don't have time for naughty slaves who think they can break the rules." 
 
 "Yes, Amber," I panted as the riding crop continue to tickle my throbbing cock. "I'll do whatever you say. I promise." In that moment, as I lay underneath her, I hardly knew which I wanted more. An orgasm of my own or to draw another one from her with my mouth. Even as the taste of her pussy hovered still on my tongue, I was hungry for more. I wanted to hear the wild cries of her passion again, to taste her wetness, feel her gorgeous body trembling on the rack of pleasure because of me. There was no command she could possibly give me that I would be happier to obey. 
 
 "Good," Amber smirked. Pulling her tiny skirt up around her waist, she sank down onto her knees, her pussy pressed against my mouth. And I licked it eagerly, feeling her soft pubic hair tickling my tongue before I found the wetness of her silken folds and the exquisite taste of her arousal. Amber was turned on, there was no doubt about that. All the evidence I needed was right there on my lips. I licked and kissed her fragrant pussy with a deep passion that surprised me, listening with pleasure to the rising moans from Amber's throat. 
 
 "Good boy," she cooed breathlessly above me, "that's a good boy. Come on. Make your mistress cum." And that was all I wanted to do as my tongue moved rhythmically between her moist flesh. Amber's pussy streamed, the juices flowing freely as I  explored every inch of her pulsing sex, and soon, I felt her knees pressing against my head, her fingernails pressing into my chest, as her pleasure took hold of her. It was the only time I ever saw Amber in any way out of control. And even though I couldn't see her, my head trapped beneath her as it was, I knew that watching Amber Butler cum was the most beautiful sight in the world. 
 
 The sprawling well-lit dungeon rang with Amber's cries of passion as a spasm of ecstasy seized her body. I opened my mouth, gratefully drinking down her hot juices as they flooded out of her convulsing body. I don't know if it was the training or just the power of her irresistible beauty, but bringing Amber pleasure was never anything less than a delight. It never failed to feed my own desire, and as I lay there on the dungeon floor, I felt as though my whole body was swelling with need for her. 
 
 And to my undying joy, Amber seemed in a mood to indulge me.  
 
 I felt her lean forward. The air I breathed was heavy with the smell of sex, the smell of her, the unmistakable aroma of sexual pleasure that seemed to fill my body with light as I lay beneath her. When she reached out her hand and touched my cock, I gasped in pleasure. Setting aside the riding crop, she leaned further forward and began to stroke. And even though I wanted more, even though I longed to bury my cock deep in the dripping pussy I had just licked to orgasm, it still felt like heaven to be held in her hand. 
 
 "Keep licking," Amber said sternly. And I did. Remembering myself, I began again to run my tongue over the intricate folds of Amber's pussy, ignoring the dull ache in my jaw. Pleasure ignited inside me like the vapors of some combustible material reaching a flame. Amber's hand moved up and down my twitching shaft, and with every rise and fall, I felt the most intense pleasure being pulled from the depths of my stomach like an angler pulling some deep-sea creature into the light. I cried out as my cock throbbed in her hand, and Amber gasped at the feel of my breath against her skin. Pinned down by her weight on my face, I moaned and thrashed as far as I was able, my hands gripping her thighs as I buried my face in her pussy. And my cock erupted in her hand. 
 
 Up above me, Amber laughed, a sound softened and distorted by her own pleasure. She kept stroking as seman poured from the tip of my member, running in hot rivers over her hand as more of it splashed on my stomach and chest. The eruption of pleasure left me drained as it slowly subsided, and Amber sat back, finally lifting herself off my face to kneel on the floor beside my head. 
 
 "What do you say?" she asked, grinning down at me, her cheeks still glowing with the pleasure of her orgasm. It took me a moment to understand what she wanted. 
 
 "Thank you, Amber," I finally said. And she laughed out loud at my immediate submission. 
 
 “You’re welcome. But don’t count on getting that too often. Only when I feel like being nice to you. Remember, it’s my pleasure that counts, not yours. 
 
 "Yes, Amber." I still haven't recovered my breath as I lay on the floor of her dungeon. I felt lightheaded with the force of my orgasm, as though I had lost all my faculties in the eruption of pleasure. I noticed Amber was moving, but I felt incapable of thinking anything else about it. It was only when she touched me again, laying her hand on my chest as she turned to lie down on the floor beside me, that I tried to pay attention. She raised one leg, and I felt the smooth warmth of the leather of her boot on my bare skin as she ran it over my body. She smiled at me, her face glowing with pride and pleasure as the toe of her boot rubbed against my limp cock and balls. Her knee slid across my stomach and my chest, smearing the puddles of semen that lay there. Even while my heart sank as I guessed what she was up to, my cock twitched in response to her touch. I might have only just had a powerful orgasm, but my body responded to Amber in a way it had never responded to anybody else. Soon, I knew, I would be ready to go again. 
 
 But that wasn't what Amber had in mind. Raising her leg from my body, she rose to her feet. Standing above me, she reached down and picked up the leash in one hand and the temporarily abandoned riding crop in the other. Now she stood above me armed and dangerous, every bit the commanding mistress that simultaneously excited and scared me. Twisting the leash around her hand, she pulled on it. 
 
 "Up," she ordered. "On your knees. Quickly." I struggled to obey. The panties were tight around my thighs as I rolled over, my limp cock hanging down pathetically between my legs as I got on my knees at Amber's feet. I watched as the tip of her riding crop slid slowly over her boot, smearing the traces of semen that clung to the leather. Then she pointed the crop at me, holding it to out toward my face so that I could see my own ejaculate shining on the leather. 
 
 “Kiss it,” she said, her voice bubbling with laughter she spoke. “Lick it clean for me.” 
 
 "Amber…" A stony glare from her stopped my feeble protest in its tracks. 
 
 "What did you just say?" Amber's carefully shaped eyebrows rose menacingly as she spoke. "If I tell you to do something, you do it. You literally just promised me that. Don't be one of those guys who says one thing just to nut and then changes his mind after. I have no time for guys like that in my life." 
 
 Slowly, I nodded. What Amber wanted was humiliating, but it was nothing new to me. I had been down this road before. Before I met her, I had never tasted my own cum, and never wanted to. I still didn't want to. But evidently, it was part of the price she expected me to pay. 
 
 And so, I did as Amber said. Her laughter tormented me as I pressed my lips against the leather flap of her crop and kissed it reverently. Then I licked it, trying to ignore the increasingly familiar taste of my own cum. 
 
 Just as I suspected, once the crop was clean, my task was not complete. The riding crop slapped sharply against my shoulder, and Amber used it to push my head down. I knew what she wanted. The glossy leather of her thigh high boot was smeared with traces of my cum, and Amber could never allow that to stand. Starting at her toe, I began to lick her boot like a craven dog that hopes to earn his mistress's favor, swallowing quickly to avoid tasting any more than I had to the flavor of my orgasm on her leg. 
 
 “That’s it, boot boy,” Amber spluttered with laughter. “Keep my boots nice and clean. That’s your job, isn’t it?” 
 
 "Yes, Amber," I said in between licks. But my pathetic obedience didn't spare me another blow from Amber's riding crop, the pain blooming on my ass again as I bent over to grovel at her feet. She was in her element, towering above me with the leash in one hand and the whip in the other, directing my actions as I humbly tried to please her. And treacherously, my cock began to swell again. Before I had finished licking all of my cum from Amber's boot, I was once again erect and as horny as ever. The sheer humiliation of what she had made me do, the mocking words she spoke, all combined to bring me immediately back to a state of desperate arousal, no matter how recently I had had my orgasm. An arousal that was heightened as I raise my head slowly up her leg until my mouth was at the top of her boot, her fragrant pussy mere inches away from my face. I could smell her arousal, could see the faint trails of juices that ran down the inside of her thighs, and I longed once again to bury my face between her thighs, to slide my head up under that tiny skirt and pleasure my mistress again. 
 
 But this time, Amber didn’t allow it. I didn’t dare go further than she instructed. No matter how badly I wanted it, I kept my mouth on the leather of her boot and didn’t touch her skin without permission. 
 
 "You said you were an actor." 
 
 “Yes, Amber.” 
 
 “So you’re probably out of work a lot.” 
 
 "Yes, Amber." There wasn't much point in lying. Amber knew the game. She had paid her dues to get where she was, even if her extraordinary beauty helped her. Acting is a tough game, and even a woman like her had to start the bottom at some point. Besides, I was still licking and kissing her boot, naked on my knees but for her panties and leash around my neck. Admitting my lack of financial success was hardly the most humiliating thing about the situation I was in. 
 
 "I might have a job for you," Amber said slowly. "Remember I said that my assistant quit? They all quit. As you can see, I'm quite demanding." Amber laughed as she spoke, and I nodded my head as I continued to kiss her thigh through the leather of her boot. "But you seem okay with being told what to do," she went on. "I've always had female assistants before, but maybe I've been going about this the wrong way. Maybe you could be my next assistant." 
 
 "Yes, Amber." Amber laughed again, the joyful sound bouncing around the white walls of her well-appointed dungeon. 
 
 "I haven't even told you what the job is yet," she chuckled. "The pay isn't very good. But for you, the benefits might make it worthwhile. Basically, you have to do whatever I say whenever I say it. All those stupid little chores I can't be bothered with. Cooking, cleaning, taking care of my clothes. You already take care of my boots, so that's good. Running errands for me. Really anything I want, anytime I want it. More or less what you do now, actually. Except it won't all be pussyy licking and orgasms. This will be an actual job. And if you don't do it well, I'll fire you." 
 
 "Yes, Amber. I'll do it." Amber laughed again, and I knew why. I hadn't even hesitated. But it didn't matter. The truth was, I knew that if she wanted to, Amber could've made me do all of her assistant chores for nothing. Just for the promise of more days like this, blissful and terrifying days of kneeling at the feet of the most beautiful woman in the world. I couldn't say no. I didn't want to. Frankly, I didn't care whether she paid me or not. Whatever dark cavern of desire lay hidden in me until Amber uncovered it, I knew that this was what I wanted. To be close to her, to serve her, to submit my will to her and do as I was told. It didn't sound like a job. It sounded like the biggest thrill of my life. 
 

   
  
 

 8. Amber’s Secret 
 
   
 
 "How was I supposed to know the gun would go off?" 
 
 “It’s a gun! That’s what guns do! That’s why you don’t wave one around!” 
 
 "You said you wanted to scare him!" 
 
 “Scare him, not kill him! How the fuck am I supposed to get my money now?” 
 
 Amber stood in the center of her living room, her beautiful face contorted with panic. Sunlight streamed through the windows, casting bright shapes on the hardwood floor and catching the rounded edges of the smooth rocks that made up the fireplace. Her house was exquisite, the mansion of a movie star very much on the rise. Until I met her, I had never even seen the kind of wealth she commanded. My parents aren’t poor,  but they don’t have a house anything like hers. Then again, my parents aren’t gorgeous movie stars. 
 
 The expansive gardens that surrounded Amber's house shielded us from prying eyes - something  I had had reason to be infinitely glad of. Amber's well-equipped dungeon had huge windows to let in natural light, and everything we did in that room would've been visible if anyone was close enough to see. The absolute degradation she had put me through, exposed — it was enough to give me chills. Maybe that was the point. But Amber's house was very private, and we were both glad of that fact. 
 
 The scene playing out between us in her living room was entirely at odds with the birds singing outside and the gentle sunlight streaming in. Amber's expression changed with almost frightening speed as she lowered the script she held in her hand. 
 
 “That was awesome,” I said. 
 
 "You're just saying that," Amber said. But her sly smile gave her away. The compliment had landed, even coming from me. Women who look like Amber are constantly praised for their beauty, even though so much of it came naturally to her. I wondered if she ever felt like it put an asterisk next to her achievements. To tell the truth, if she wasn't as beautiful as she was, I didn't think should be the movie star that she had become, regardless of any acting ability she possessed. That's just the way the world works. And Amber knew that better than anyone. So to be praised for her abilities rather than her looks, even by a man like me who, let's face it, had all the reason in the world to flatter her, still seem to mean something to her. 
 
 "No, I'm not," I insisted. "That was really good. You'll be amazing in this role." 
 
 "Thank you," Amber said quietly. Outside, the birds were still singing, filling the strange silence that fell for a moment between us. The truth was, we never talked about anything real. Amber seemed determined to avoid any hint of a real relationship, and that was fine by me. I would take whatever part of her I could get. All that went between us was nothing more than a way for her to get out the frustrations of her life by the medium of kinky sex, and that was perfectly fine with me. Why would I complain? Even if serving Amber was an exercise in frustration and humiliation. She seemed to instinctively know exactly how to get me to do what she wanted with a combination of threats and promises. If it had been up to me, I would've spent a lot more time having sex with her and a lot less worshiping the ground she walked on. But it wasn't up to me. Amber had made that abundantly clear. And I was fine with that too. It wasn't just her looks that had me so hopelessly attracted to her, after all. It was also her wild heart, her unexpected taste for sexual domination. 
 
 Things had changed since I had become her assistant. But not dramatically, not all at once. In violation of every rule of employment, she was still having sex with me. Her kind of sex, the sex she most delighted in. The kind where I submitted to her and pleasured her in whatever way she wanted, and in return, she mocked and hurt and humiliated me. But in between sessions in Amber's dungeon, I now had a job to do. I drove her around. I picked up her dry cleaning. I helped her get dressed, trying to ignore the urgent throbbing in my cock as I helped her put on beautiful clothes that I would much rather have been tearing off. I answered her phone. In the eyes of the world, I was nothing more than Amber Butler's new personal assistant. Only the two of us knew the other role I filled in her life. For now, anyway. Even though I couldn't forget what she had said about revealing my submission to her friends, she hadn't done it. Not yet, anyway. 
 
 "You're totally gonna get this role," I said, holding my own script in my hand. Even just that, the fact I was holding a script sent over one of the world's top directors, was mind-blowing by itself. With all the strange new experiences I had had since Amber came into my life, I didn't have much time to think about how my life changed. But a guy like me had no business reading scripts at this level. It was only my role as Amber's assistant that drew me closer to the higher echelons of the industry. Not that this was in any way a career move for me, not at all. I did it because I wanted to spend more time with her. And I was certainly doing that. Since becoming her assistant, I rarely went home anymore. Amber's house had many rooms, and if I wasn't chained up in the dungeon for her pleasure, there were plenty of places for me to stay. I had told my roommate Gabriel that I become a personal assistant, though I didn't say for who. He wouldn't have believed me if I had. 
 
 “I hope so,” Amber said. “I’m kind of tired of playing the token hot chick, you know? It would be nice to show people I can actually act. Besides, you can’t live off your looks forever. I’m not always gonna look like this.” 
 
 "You'll always be beautiful," I said sincerely. Amber's smooth brow furrowed slightly as she looked at me, even as she smiled. 
 
 "You're really laying it on thick today," she said. "I'd ask what you're after, but I already know what you want from me." Amber tossed her script onto the armchair beside her as she spoke. She shifted her weight, standing with her hands on her hips as she looked at me. She was wearing a blue dress that brought out the shine of her eyes and clung to every curve of her amazing body. Below the knee, she also wore a pair of high-heeled boots, the kind that were rapidly becoming her trademark. A pair I had never seen before, but just as sexy as all her other footwear. And I should know. Amber particularly enjoyed having me kiss and lick her boots as a show of submission whenever she felt like it. It wouldn't have been so bad if I didn't enjoy it so much myself. 
 
 "I mean it," I said. "I mean, all of it. Obviously, you're beautiful. You always will be. But you're a great actor too. A lot of people don't see that. But they should." 
 
 For a moment, Amber stood in silence looking at me. As though she suspected me of having some ulterior motive, some angle I was working. I supposed I couldn't blame her. The truth was, I wanted her badly, and every fiber of my body cried out for her as she stood in front of me in her pretty dress with the sunlight catching in the golden strands of her hair. But I meant what I said. Amber's beauty was her enemy in a way; no one looked past it to see the talent she possessed. But it was there. 
 
 "Come here," she said. Setting the script aside, I walked across the large living room toward her. Amber watched me approach, her eyes fixed on mine as my heart began to thump in my chest. I could never be close to her without feeling that same excitement, that mixture of doubt and nervousness and desire that always filled me whenever Amber was around. The smell of her perfume and the warmth of her body were enough to drive me into raptures of desire. And it didn't seem to matter when she last let me cum; I was always just as desperate for her as I had been that first wild night we had met. 
 
 Once I stood in front of her, Amber raised her hands and placed them on my shoulders. She pushed downward, and my cock surged in my pants as I dropped to my knees. I knew what she wanted. Any time Amber got excited, it was my job to drop whatever I was doing and bring her to orgasm with my mouth. In fact, it was almost the best part of my job. I tried to control the trembling in my hands as I reached up under her dress and pulled down her panties, letting her step out of them. Then I raised her dress again, holding it up around her hips as I planted a tender kiss on her pussy. Amber sighed with pleasure, resting one hand on the top of my head as she stood above me. 
 
 "There," she sighed happily as I ran my tongue over the delicate folds of her womanhood. "That's a better use of your mouth then flattering me. When I want you to kiss my ass, I'll tell you. In fact, that's what I want. I want you on your knees kissing my ass right now." 
 
 "Yes, Amber," I meekly said. She turned, her high heels echoing on the wooden floor as she stood with her back to me now. She lifted up her dress again, and I felt the firm muscles and soft skin of her gorgeous round ass as I pressed my lips to her cheeks. Amber laughed mockingly as I showered her ass with kisses, my desire raging inside me all the while as I worshiped her right there in the living room. 
 
 "What a pathetic excuse for a man you are," Amber sneered, turning to watch me over her shoulder as her golden hair fell around her face. "Look at you. Just my own personal little brown noser, aren't you?" 
 
 "Yes, Amber." 
 
 “Yes, Amber,” she mocked. “That’s right. That’s what a personal assistant should say. That’s what you should do. Kiss my ass and tell me I’m a goddess.” 
 
 “You are a goddess, Amber,” I said between the loud smack of kisses. 
 
 "I know," Amber sighed. "That's why you worship the ground I walk on, isn't it?" 
 
 “Yes, Amber.” 
 
 "Yes, Amber. Do it then. Get your face down on the ground and worship me." I didn't even hesitate. Amber's blue dress fell back down around her hips as I lowered my face to the floor and kissed the glossy hardwood she stood on. Amber laughed wickedly as she raised one foot and placed it on my shoulders. Overtaken by desire, I kissed her other boot, and she allowed it. She watched with that wild smile she sometimes got on her face as I continued to kiss and lick her foot in a show of abject submission so different from the conversation we had been having just moments before. 
 
 “You know, you weren’t such a bad reading partner yourself. Does your agent ever get you any parts?” 
 
 "I don't have an agent, Amber." It felt utterly bizarre to be having this work-related conversation from my position on the floor at her feet, my words punctuated by humble kisses. But I didn't dare fail to reply to a direct question from my mistress. 
 
 "You don't? Then how you expect to get any work?" 
 
 I paused. Amber lifted her foot off my shoulders, and I slowly raised my face from the floor to look up at her. 
 
 "My agent dropped me," I said. "Since then, I haven't got any work." 
 
 "Until now. Now you're my bitch boy assistant." 
 
 "Yes, Amber." It made my head spin the way she could switch back-and-forth from total sexual dominance to seemingly unrelated chitchat about the business. But for Amber, I was starting to realize, the kinky things we did weren't some secret part of her life, a sexy adventure she occasionally indulged in. It was who she was. 
 
 "Come. Heel, bitch." Amber turned as she spoke, blue dress swirling around her thighs as she strutted across the living room. On my hands and knees, I hurried after her, remembering all too well the training session she put me through as she forced me to crawl alongside her on a leash. When she reached an armchair, Amber turned again and sat down in it, her legs parted. Again she pulled up her dress, and my mouth watered as I saw her pussy shining in front of me, already wet with the juices of her arousal. Amber pointed with one painted fingernail at her womanhood, as though I could possibly have been looking anywhere else. 
 
 "Lick," she ordered. That was exactly what I did. On my knees, I lowered my head between her thighs, gratefully running my tongue over her pussy while she sighed in pleasure. As her taste filled my mouth, I licked and kissed her wet sex with desperate passion, trying my best to ignore the erection that throbbed inside my pants. 
 
 "That's it," Amber said, and the faint familiar snarl of dominant pleasure in her voice made my heart flutter to hear it. "Give me head whenever I want it. That's how you get ahead in this town. Did I ever tell you how I got my first big break?" 
 
 “No, Amber,” I said between licks, briefly raising my head from between Amber’s trembling thighs. 
 
 "Shut up," she snarled as she shoved my head back down between her legs. "We can talk about that later. For now, I want you to make me cum." 
 
 I said nothing. There was no point arguing with Amber when she was in a mood like this. In one way or another, she was always in a mood like this. Arguing with her was never acceptable; I knew that. Besides, why would I want to? Besides actually getting to fuck her, this was the thing I wanted most in the world. And Amber had been very clear that sex with her was something I shouldn't expect to get. Unworthy of her as I was, and reciprocated oral pleasure was the best I could hope for. That was okay with me, even if it did frustrate me to no end to be constantly taunted with that beautiful body that she never allowed me to possess fully. The taste of her pussy on my tongue was divine, and it would have to be enough. 
 
 Slowly, Amber's voice rose in an ecstatic aria of pleasure. The high ceiling of the living room rang to her cries. By this time, I knew exactly what she most enjoyed, and I used that knowledge to bring my beautiful mistress quickly to the brink of ecstasy. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head as I licked and kissed her pussy, running my tongue over her clitoris before returning to her dripping folds. When her fingernails dug into my scalp, I knew that Amber was about to cum, and I prepared myself for the flood of her juices that I knew would follow. With a loud cry, she came, and I lapped up the streaming fluids as though nothing else mattered in the world, as though I was dying of thirst, and this was the only thing that could save me. Tucked away in my pants, my cock throbbed desperately, urgently, uselessly. As always, it was all about her. 
 
 With a final sigh, Amber pushed my head away. Her eyes were glassy with pleasure as she looked at me, her eyelids lowered. Her mouth was open, her perfect teeth showing between red lips that matched the color of her cheeks flushed with orgasm. She looked so indescribably beautiful in the afterglow of pleasure that my heart convulsed as I stared up at her, the moisture of her pleasure still dripping slowly from my cheeks and chin. 
 
 Amber’s chest rose and fell as she breathed steadily, staring at me. 
 
 "You know why I need to be in charge all the time?" Her voice was thick and heavy as she spoke, as though her words were a great weight that cost her enormous effort to pull out from deep in her chest. 
 
 "No," I said slowly. The air in the room seemed suddenly tense, as though everything hung by a single thread that could snap at any moment. This wasn't a familiar sexual tension that always existed between Amber and me. This was something else. Something serious. And even as I kneeled there at her feet with my face shining with the juices of her pleasure, I could feel that something had changed. 
 
 "I started modeling and acting when I was a teenager," Amber said at last. Her eyes were no longer focused on me. Instead, they gazed over my head across the large room, as though peering into the past she spoke of. There was barely any inflection in her words anymore. As she spoke, a new fear bubbled inside me. Not the familiar one, the giddy thrill of what my dominant mistress might do next. No, this was a real creeping fear of what she might be about to reveal. 
 
 “At first, it was okay,” she said. “When I got older, things happened. Guys would start making comments. Hitting on me. I was a teenage girl. It seemed like fun. Until it wasn’t. Once I grew up - Well, you’ve heard of the casting couch.” 
 
 "Really?" Of course I had heard of the concept. Who hasn't? But it's not something most people like to think about. It's something that doesn't seem entirely real until you know someone who's been through it. Looking back, I probably shouldn't have been surprised that a woman who looked like Amber Butler had suffered that kind of abuse of power. But at the time, I felt my heart freeze as she spoke. 
 
 "A studio head," she said in that same airy monotone as she stared across the room. "At first, it was all promises. Do this, and I'll do that. I'll make you a star. I'll put you in a movie. Then, once I started to get some traction in my career, he changed threats. I can ruin you. You'll never work in this town again. I was young. I didn't know any better. I didn't want to lose what I had. I just wanted to act. So I did it. For three years, I did what he wanted. And it didn't even stop because of me. I guess he just got bored. Found someone else. Maybe his wife found out. Whatever it was, it just kind of stopped. And I went on with my career. I didn't tell anyone, because I was scared that if I did, I knew what people would say. That's how she got all those acting jobs. She slept her way to the top. What a slut. What a whore. So I kept it to myself. Now, he's probably out there victimizing some other young girl while I sit in my fancy house." 
 
 "I'm so sorry." I rose to my feet. As I moved, Amber finally looked up at me. Her blue eyes were dry, seeming almost vacant she stared at me. As though she had forgotten who I was and why was there. But seized by a sudden stab of pity, I sat down on the arm of the chair next to her. After a moment's hesitation, I put my arm around her shoulders. After another moment, Amber leaned her body against mine. 
 
 We didn't have that kind of relationship. We weren't lovers. We weren't dating. I was her employee now, and before that, I was just some guy she played kinky sex games with. But at that moment, all of that seemed to evaporate. What she was, beyond being a famous movie star, beyond being my beautiful dominant mistress, was another human being in pain, tormented by the memories of what had been done to her and a strange kind of guilt that she had allowed it. And in my arms, Amber was no longer the dominant goddess she had always been for me up to that point. She was just an unfortunate woman taken advantage of by a cruel and heartless system. 
 
 "I never let anyone do that to me again," Amber said. Her voice was still calm, and I had to marvel at her control over it as only the faintest quaver registered in my ears. She wasn't crying. She wasn't going to cry. But I could tell she wanted to, badly. "That's why I'm like this," she went on. "That's why I need to be in control. To make men submit to me and do what I want instead of the other way around. I know it's weird. But I don't ever want to be in that position again." 
 
 "It's not weird," I said soothingly. "Not to me, anyway. I can't say I fully understand it. I've never been in a position like that. But I could see why it would affect you the way it has. It's awful. I'm so sorry you had to go through that." 
 
 "Now I'm doing the same thing to you," Amber said. Finally, the dam that held back her tears seemed to break. She sniffed, burying her face against my side as sobs wracked her delicate shoulders. Her hair felt like silk against my hand as I pulled her against me, letting her bury her sadness against my chest as I held her. 
 
 "No, you're not," I said soothingly. "It's not the same thing at all. I'm not here because you threatened my career, because you promised to make me famous. I don't even have a career to threaten. I know we play these games, but you know I want to be here. With you. Amber, this has been the most exciting few weeks of my life. I want this. Honestly. Whatever you're working through, it's fine by me. This is what I want." 
 
 Amber raised her head from my chest. Even in tears, she was utterly ravishing. Her blue eyes shone like jewels behind the film of tears that covered them. She looked at me, her trembling lips parted in a preliminary smile. 
 
 “I just get carried away,” she said. “I don’t know why, but this stuff seems to really help me. But you have to promise me you’ll stop me if I ever go too far.” 
 
 "I will," said soothingly, rubbing my hand over her back to coax out the last few strangled sobs. "If I didn't want this, I would leave. I mean, it's hard sometimes. You can be pretty mean to me." I smiled as I spoke, and Amber's smile grew in response. She gave a laugh that sounded more like a hiccup, but it seemed I had succeeded in cheering her up at least a little. 
 
 "I know," she said. "I told you when we met, I'm a crazy bitch." 
 
 "Well, that must make two of us then," I said. "Because honestly, I love it. And I know I shouldn't, and sometimes you scare me. Sometimes I scare myself. Sometimes I almost feel like I should hate you for the things you make me do. But I don't. I can't. I'm having way too much fun. And you're just way too beautiful and sexy and exciting to do anything else." 
 
 "Thank you," Amber said, her voice little more than a whisper as she lowered her head again. It was strange. For the first time since I had met gorgeous movie star Amber Butler in the flesh, I felt something for her other than outrageous desire. Not that that had gone anywhere. I still wanted her, of course. But I learned for the first time that it's almost impossible to simultaneously feel pity and lust for the same person. All of a sudden, in a great roaring rush of emotion, Amber became real to me. A person, rather than a caricature. A real woman instead of a beautiful face on a billboard. She might be rich and beautiful and endlessly successful, but she was also clearly tormented and frightened and lonely. In all the time I had spent in the echoing spaces of her massive house, I had seen no trace of anybody else living with her. Amber's life, I suddenly realized, might be glamorous, but it was also strangely lacking in genuine human contact. 
 
 And so, we sat there in silence for a long time, arms wrapped around each other. No longer dominatrix and slave, but instead two humans who were only just starting to know each other sharing a moment of vulnerability that neither of us would ever forget. 
 

   
  
 

 9. New Roles 
 
   
 
 I blinked in the bright sunlight outside of the trailer. As if the sun wasn't enough, huge lights were everywhere, too bright to look at, casting a diffuse shadowless glow over everything. Everywhere I looked, people were hurrying back and forth on various tasks. I'd been on set before, but never one like this. Never one of this scale. Never one with this kind of money behind it. It was like an anthill that had been kicked into life, hundreds of people all working on seemingly disparate tasks that sometimes conflicted with one another, and yet were all aimed toward the same goal. There was a buzz about it, an energy that I found intoxicating. After all, this is what I had always wanted. Though I had never imagined it would happen quite like this. 
 
 And it wasn't exactly hard to keep my feet on the ground. After all, I wasn't acting in this movie. Nobody on the set even knew who I was. Just another face in the faceless cloud of young interns and assistants that do the trivial tasks required on a movie set. Weaving my way through the bustling crowd, I made my way toward the catering trailer. 
 
 I knew by now how Amber Butler liked her coffee. I knew so much about her, it was almost frightening. Ever since she had opened up to me in the way that she did, I felt differently about her. I still wanted her, of course. I wanted her as badly as ever. But her confession had made her somehow more of a real person to me. Less of a fantasy figure for me to worship and adore, and more of a fully rounded woman. 
 
 But if I had expected our new closeness to change anything in the relationship we had with one another, I was soon shown the error of my ways. Amber was just as dominant as ever. Because even though she worked in the movies, life isn't a movie. Just mentioning your issues doesn't make them go away. And although nothing Amber did, now or in the future, could ever undo the horrible things she had been through, it didn't change the way we played with one another. Amber was just as dominant as ever, and we never talked about her moment of vulnerability again. 
 
 "Thanks," I said as I took the hot cup of coffee from the woman in the trailer. She nodded in reply. The caterers were almost the only people on the set who noticed me. They might not know my name, but they knew who I worked for. To most other people there, I was invisible. The other actors had no reason to notice me among the crowd, let alone producers and directors. But that was okay by me. I wasn't there to network and to try and boost my own career, even if I'd be lying if I said the idea hadn't occurred to me. I was there to serve Amber. 
 
 The coffee in my hand, I made my way back to the trailer where Amber waited. Pulling the door shut behind me, I brought the warm cup over to her. Amber sat at a small vanity table that was built into the trailer, a fake photogenic graze on one cheek reflected in the mirror in front of her as she went once again over her script. I handed her the coffee, and her eyes flickered toward me with only the briefest of glances as she took it before returning to the script. God, she was beautiful. The sunlight pouring in through the window like molten gold picked out the exquisite charm of her features as she sat over the desk, wearing a short dark dress. Amber Butler, movie star. After all that had passed between us, even after the humanizing confession she had made to me, I still had a hard time believing the position I was in. That a woman like her, rich and famous and beautiful, wanted to play these deranged games with me, seemed never to stop being hard to believe. 
 
 Amber said nothing to me. She seemed to be busy with her work, preparing for her next scene, and I had no desire to interfere with that. Lately, I was finding that I served two very different roles in Amber's life. Although there was significant overlap between them. She really did need an assistant, and while I might not be paid in actual currency for the services I provided, I still did my best. The payment I was getting was worth more than any money she could've offered me anyway. But at times like this, I tried to be her assistant and nothing more, putting aside the wild sexual relationship between us. Unless that was what she wanted. In which case, it was fine by me. 
 
 "Okay," Amber said finally, taking one last sip of coffee before setting her cup down. "Got it. She's scared, but she's also hopeful. And excited. This all excites her." Amber was talking, but even though I was the only other person in the room, I knew she wasn't really talking to me. She was talking to herself, analyzing her character's motivations and trying to  adopt the mindset she needed for her next scene. Just like me with my new role as her assistant, Amber took her acting seriously. A lot of people thought she had got to where she was through her looks, and I suppose that in a way, that was true. If Amber was more plain, she never would have had the success she did. That didn't mean she didn't work at her craft. Amber was anything but stupid. She knew that beautiful actresses have a short shelf life, and if she wanted any kind of longevity in the industry, she couldn't rely on her looks forever. Plus, even though Amber might be the most self-confident woman I had ever met in my life, she wasn't immune to doubts of her own. She knew what people said, and in a way, she had internalized that voice that told her she was only successful because she was pretty. Every day that she worked was a battle to disprove that voice, to demonstrate to herself as well as to the rest of the world that she had talent. I'll be honest; I had never really noticed before I met her in person. What roles of hers I had seen on film or TV were played competently, but it was hard to focus on her acting ability when she looked the way she did. And those were the roles she was given, the ones that required eye candy more than acting ability. Even now, with an interesting role that she could sink her teeth into it last, Amber was still dressed in a tight dress that showed off every curve of her body. A dress that would make her look great on the poster advertising the movie and get some horny guys to spend some money just to look at her. That's just how the industry works. 
 
 But it was funny. The things she had said, the words she had chosen to describe the character's motivations, hit home as she spoke them. It was exactly the conundrum I found myself in with her, alternating between fear and excitement as I waited to see what she would do next. I sat down on the sofa in her trailer, my mouth opening to say something that I didn't talk myself out of. If Amber had wanted my input, she would have asked for it. 
 
 Instead, she stood. Her script and the coffee cup lay on the table where she left them as she crossed the trailer in a few steps toward where I sat. Her eyes were shining as she looked at me, a slight smile dancing across her pretty face, and my heart leaped into my throat at once as I looked up at her. I knew that expression. And Amber seemed to take pleasure in switching from one part of our relationship to another without any warning. I didn't really know how I compared to her previous assistants when it came to doing my job, but I did know that none of them had offered her this. Total obedience. Total submission. A sex toy to play with whenever she felt the need. And as she approached, swaying and smiling, her gorgeous face framed by the artfully messy cascade of her golden hair, I felt my desire rising. Not that it ever really went away when Amber was around. But watching her approach with that predatory gleam in her eye made my cock swell in my pants. 
 
 Amber climbed on top of me. Her dress strained around her thighs as she straddled my lap, the clinging fabric riding up her legs as she draped her arms over my shoulders. I held her by the hips, enjoying the weight of her body in my lap. She chuckled under her breath when she felt the hard bulge of my erection pressing against her leg. She leaned forward, and the smell of her perfume swelled around me in a narcotic cloud, tugging at every live nerve of my body. For a moment, as she leaned in close, I thought she might kiss me. But then, with a playful giggle, she turned her face away from mine. That was the kind of relationship we had. Even after she had told me about her past, and I had felt closer to her than ever, Amber had been clear that we weren't dating. I wasn't in her life for emotional support, she maintained. I was there to be used. In whatever way my beautiful mistress decided next. 
 
 And as always, Amber knew exactly what she wanted. She leaned back, and I felt her hands on top of mine where they lay on her hips. She took my wrists in her hands and gently but firmly pushed my arms away. 
 
 "Behind your back," she said with a smile. "I didn't say you could touch me." While my body growled in protest, I did as I was told. Amber's smile of delight never left her face as I shifted slightly on the sofa beneath her, placing my hands behind my back. She moved too, shuffling backward on her knees so that she perched at the edge of the sofa. Then she reached for the front of my pants. I gasped as she undid my fly and reached inside, sliding my cock caught out of the gap in my clothing so that it stood up proud and hungry in front of her. Sweeping her hair back from her face with one hand, Amber took my manhood in the other and slowly began to stroke. She knew exactly what she was doing. I groaned as pleasure rose inside me, my hands clenching into fists behind my back as I helplessly watched. 
 
 "God, you're always so horny," she giggled. 
 
 "I am when I'm around you," I gasped. Amber grinned at the corny line. But it was no more than the truth. There was hardly any time when I was in her presence that I wasn't hard for her. Of all the different orders she had given me since we had met, that was one of the easiest to stick to. 
 
 “You would think this pathetic prick would learn it’s not worthy of me,” Amber sneered as she went on stroking. “But somehow, it doesn’t. It still gets all hard and needy around me. Look at it. Desperate.” 
 
 "I am, Amber," I panted. With every touch of her hand, my desire was growing. Her dress was pulled tight around her spread legs, and all I could think about was what lay between them. I knew what Amber was saying was right. There was very little chance she would actually have sex with me. She almost never did. After all, there are plenty of other ways I could get her off, and she seemed to prefer those. Anything that allowed her to experience pleasure while keeping me frustrated and horny. But hope springs eternal in the heart of a frustrated man. I knew that it was all part of the game, that it was exactly that tension that Amber exploited to keep me humbly serving her and obeying all her commands, no matter how outrageous. But knowing how the trick was performed did nothing to lessen its effectiveness. 
 
 "Of course you are," Amber said. "That's why it's so much fun to mess with you. I could let you cum. But I don't really see why I should. Not when it's so much fun to keep you horny and frustrated like this." 
 
 "Please, Amber," I said, my voice breaking as I begged. And Amber's smile grew wider at the sound; she loved it when I debased myself for her. Evidently, she had heard enough. While her right hand continued to stroke my throbbing member, she raised her left and pressed it over my mouth. 
 
 "That's enough out of you," she said, her right hand never ceasing its teasing movement on my shaft. "Whatever I choose to do with you is up to me. Begging for it isn't going to make me any more likely to give you what you want." Silently, I nodded. I knew that. Amber was many things, but merciful wasn't a word I would normally use to describe her. The best I could do was follow her rules and hope it would amuse her to give me what I so desperately wanted. I lay back on the couch, my hands trapped behind me, fighting the desperate urge to take her in my arms, throw her down on the sofa, and do what came naturally. And all the while, Amber peered deep into my eyes, the bright blue jewels of her stare seeming to read my innermost thoughts off the surface of my brain. 
 
 "It's such a shame," she went on, her voice a teasing singsong as she spoke. "It's not really your fault you're a pitiful excuse for a man, is it? It's not your fault you have this useless cock. But no woman wants a pathetic waste of space like you. You're lucky I found you, really. All you're good for is running my errands and licking my pussy and worshiping the ground I walk on." 
 
 “Yes, Amber,” I said, forgetting in the heat of the moment that her hand was still pressed against my mouth. My words came out as a muffled moan, but Amber laughed as she understood my meaning. 
 
 "I don't know why I always had female assistants up to now," Amber went on. "This is so much more fun. And it's only fair. Guys in this industry have been abusing the women who worked under them from the start. It's time we got our own back." 
 
 "Yes, Amber," I mumbled against her palm again. Knowing what I knew about Amber now, I could see that our psychosexual games offered more to her that just a kinky thrill. She was using them to work through some long-buried trauma, some feelings of shame and guilt that the bastard who had exploited her had implanted like a virus in her psyche. I could sympathize with her, but I couldn't really understand what she had been through. Still, even as I thought about it, my desire pushed the thoughts away. Desire and pity don't mix well together. And as I sat there on the couch in Amber's trailer with my hands trapped behind me and my cock in her hand, desire was most definitely ascendant. 
 
 "Hmmm," Amber mused, her eyes now on my cock in her hand as she continued to stroke it. "Should I let you cum, or not? On the one hand, it would make you very happy. But then, that doesn't really matter, does it? It would be kind of funny. You know what else would be funny? Not letting you cum. Leaving you here all horny and frustrated while I go to shoot my scene. That would give me such a charge while I'm out there filming, knowing what I did to you." Without pausing the motions of her hand, Amber leaned forward again. The perfect features of her face began to blur and dissolve as she stared deep into my eyes, her breath warm against my skin. 
 
 "And while I'm gone," she said, the fire that blazed deep in her pupils sending a shiver racing along my spine, "you better not touch yourself. If I leave you hard and horny, I better come back to find you the same way. No matter how long I'm gone. You'll sit here and wait with your hard-on in case I decide to use it when I get back. Understand?" 
 
 "Yes, Amber," I mumbled again against her hand. And again, she laughed, a satisfied chuckle rising from her throat to mock my helplessness before her. 
 
 “Nice try,” she said. “But somehow, I don’t believe you. If you had that much self-control, you wouldn’t be here in the first place.” 
 
 I sighed as Amber abruptly released her grip on my cock. Lifting her other hand from my mouth, she leaned back and stood. Gasping with frustration, I silently watched as she strode across the trailer. She didn't bother to pull her dress back down, and as she walked, I could see the curve of her ass underneath the dark fabric. She opened a small closet toward the back of the trailer, and my heart thumped in my chest. I knew what it contained. I had stocked it myself. Under Amber's supervision, of course. Some of her favorite toys from her well-equipped dungeon had made the journey to the set with us, and in my idle moments, I had been wondering when they might see some use. I didn't need to wonder anymore. 
 
 Turning, Amber began to walk toward me again. Her hips swayed from side to side with every step she took, her already sexy strut enhanced by the high heels she wore as part of her costume. Her dress just barely covered her body, her pussy only just out of my view. Steel handcuffs shone in one raised hand as she lowered herself onto the sofa beside me. 
 
 "Turn around," she ordered. And as always, I didn't resist. I half-turned in my seat, facing away from her as she locked the handcuffs around my wrists,  immobilizing my arms behind my back. There was no point fighting her. Amber always got what she wanted. Once the cuffs were on, my already noticeable feeling of helplessness in her presence only became stronger. 
 
 Amber placed her hands on my shoulders and turned me around so that I was sitting on the couch again, just as I had been earlier. My cock still rose from my jeans, hard as ever, as I sat beside her. Smiling, Amber reached forward, and I whimpered with need as she began to idly toy with it again. 
 
 "That's better," she grinned. "Now I know you won't cheat while I'm away. So while I'm out there filming my scene, I'll know you're in here, just waiting and dreaming of me." A new idea seemed to occur to Amber as she spoke. Once again letting go of my shaft, she reached up under her dress. I moaned as I watched her pull down a tiny G string small enough not to show through the fabric of the dress that clung to her body. Bending down, Amber pulled her panties off her feet and stretched them out between her hands. Turning them over, she pulled the warm fabric over my head, making sure that the part that had covered her pussy now covered my nose. With every breath I took, my lungs flooded with the scent of her, and the fact that she was clearly aroused only made the torment all the greater. 
 
 "That will help you remember me while I'm gone," Amber giggled. "I guess I'll just have to film the scene with no panties under my dress. Maybe they'll get more on camera than they planned." Amber's beautiful face was shining with delight. I shouldn't have been surprised. After all, I was an actor myself. We all have some element of exhibitionism within us, or else we wouldn't try to do what we did. But the thought of Amber out there with no panties on under her tiny dress made my cock surge wildly in the empty air of the trailer. 
 
 And Amber reached for my cock again. She leaned forward as she stroked it, bending over my lap, and for a heart-stopping moment, I almost thought she was about to start blowing me. Her long hair trailed teasingly over my thighs, stray strands of it clinging to my erection. But Amber just laughed, watching up close as my manhood throbbed and twitched in her hand. She seemed totally engrossed in her task, studying the responses of my body as she teased it to the brink of ecstasy without ever quite letting me go over. Every time I felt my orgasm boiling inside me, Amber would change her stroke or her grip or even let go entirely, waiting for the slow swell of pleasure inside me to subside before starting to feed it again. I moaned and writhed on the couch, the smell of her pussy tormenting me almost as much as her cunning hand did while the most beautiful woman in the world played my body like instrument. 
 
 "Remember, don't cum," Amber said with a maddening smile. But I didn't reply. Every part of me was focused on the powerful sensations that were flooding my body, and speech seemed beyond me as my mistress teased me relentlessly. 
 
 A quick knock on the door of her trailer stopped her hand. Amber looked up at my face, and her eyes blazed with mischief as she straightened up beside me. 
 
 "Did you lock the door when you came in earlier?" she asked. 
 
 "No," I panted. Amber's smile grew wider, her perfect white teeth showing between her pink lips. 
 
 "Come in," she called. And as the thin door of the trailer began to open, I gasped and squirmed on the sofa, terrified of what was about to happen. Amber turned to face the door, placing one hand on my shoulder and squeezing in a way that I thought was supposed to be reassuring. But terror and shame erupted inside me as the trailer door opened, a bright rectangle of sun showing on the floor, soon pierced by a moving shadow as somebody stepped inside and closed the door behind her. 
 
 I didn't know the young woman's name, but I had seen her around the set. She was some kind of assistant, though clearly one with more authority than me. An assistant to the assistant to the director, or something like that. She was constantly racing around the set with an earpiece in her ear and a clipboard under her arm, helping to orchestrate the complex machinery of a working movie set. I had never spoken to her, let alone gotten her name. And now, she stood into the door of Amber's trailer, her eyes wide and her jaw dropping in total disbelief as she studied the scene in front of her. 
 
 "What is it, Emily?" Amber asked, taking control of the situation as though there were nothing at all unusual about it. Emily's jaw moved up and down, her pale blue eyes darting from me to Amber and back again to me, but for a while, no sound came out. And there was nothing I could do but sit there, my cock still hard and throbbing and painfully visible, Amber's panties stretched over my face and my cheeks burning as my wicked mistress exposed my secret shame to a complete stranger. 
 
 "What — what's going on?" Emily finally managed to ask. Amber shrugged, tossing her head to make her golden hair shine as it flowed over her shoulders. 
 
 "I'm just having some fun with my assistant here," Amber said. "Don't tell me you haven't walked in on other actors doing naughty things in their trailers." 
 
 “I — I don’t — I, er, I don’t know,” Emily stammered. 
 
 "Well, I hope I can count on your discretion," Amber said. "And I bet my assistant will be even happier than I will if you keep this to yourself." 
 
 “I mean — of course, Ms. Butler — I won’t —” 
 
 "Good," Amber purred, endlessly pleased with herself as she shifted on the sofa beside me. I gasped in mortified lust as she casually reached out and wrapped her fingers around my cock again. While Emily watched in total disbelief, Amber slowly stroked me, as careless as though it were an idle habit, as though I wasn't dying of shame and desire right beside her. "So, what did you want to tell me?" Amber prompted, crossing her long legs as she continued toying with me. 
 
 "Um - we're - we're all set up for your scene now," Emily said with a valiant struggle. "Brad sent me to get you." 
 
 "Okay," Amber said, beaming that famous smile that shone on a million magazine covers and billboards around the world. Letting go of my cock, she rose to her feet and pulled down her dress, stepping toward the other woman who still wore an expression of complete shock on her face. "Let's go," Amber said. Turning to me, she smiled again. "Be good while I'm away," she chuckled. Then, turning once more, she opened the door of the trailer and stepped outside into the bright sun. 
 
 Emily stood for a split second, still staring at me as though she couldn't believe I was real. I could hardly meet her eyes. I cringed in shame, trembling on the sofa in front of her. Without a word, she turned and followed Amber out of the trailer. The door closed behind them. I was alone, the smell of Amber's excitement tormenting me while I burned with complete humiliation. 
 

   
  
 

 10. Discovered By The Assistant 
 
   
 
 The minutes passed interminably. But then, they always did when I was waiting for Amber. And I waited for Amber a lot. She was a woman who knew exactly the value of suspense, of keeping me waiting and thinking about her. After all, how could I not? Her panties were stretched over my head, carefully positioned so that the damp spot of her arousal was right over my nose. All I had to do was breathe, and I would take in the smell, drive myself crazy with desire for a woman wasn't even there. 
 
 My cock surged and throbbed as I sat on the sofa in her trailer, waiting. With my hands cuffed behind my back, I couldn't reach it. In a way, I supposed, it was a mercy that she had cuffed me. Otherwise, I would have struggled not to touch myself, to reach out and take my cock in my hand and stroke myself to a lonely release while thinking about my mistress. But the cuffs prevented that. When Amber came back, she would find me just as she had left me. Like any other object that she owned. 
 
 Patches of sunlight from the window of the trailer slowly moved across the floor. I had no way of knowing how long I would have to wait. How long does it take to film a scene in a movie? The answer is that it takes as long as it takes. And that was what Amber wanted, to keep me guessing, keep me uncertain, keep me wondering when she would return and thinking only of her. It wasn't difficult. The difficulty, with her damp panties pressed against my nose, would have been thinking of anything else. 
 
 But at some point, probably hours after Amber had left to film her scene, I heard steps approaching the trailer from outside. The door opened, and my heart surged with hope and fear as someone stepped inside. But the fear grew stronger, and the hope failed as I saw that it wasn't Amber returning from the scene. Instead, it was the assistant Emily. 
 
 She closed the door behind her and stepped into the trailer. Her eyes moved up and down my body, staring at me with less surprise this time, but more curiosity. I felt my cheeks burning with shame again as I cringed under her gaze. 
 
 "Ms. Butler sent me to check on you," she said by way of explanation. I didn't reply. I didn't know what to say. There was nothing I could say to mitigate the shame that coursed through me as the stranger stood in front of me. It was completely obvious what was going on. 
 
 “You okay?” She asked. I cleared my throat, finally forced to speak. 
 
 "Yeah, I'm okay." Emily slowly nodded. Red hair was swept back from her face in a side parting, and she had a faint dusting of freckles over the bridge of her nose. She was cute, I supposed, my cock throbbing embarrassingly as I looked at her. When Amber was in the room, it was virtually impossible to notice any other woman. She was so beautiful and so sexy that she seemed almost like some different species of human entirely. Besides, movie sets, I had quickly learned, are full of good-looking women. But Emily had a wholesome prettiness to her that was doing nothing to dampen the embarrassment I felt as she looked at me. 
 
 “You don’t look okay.” Finally, there was the faint hint of a smile on Emily’s lips. A fresh rush of blood burned in my cheeks as I realized that in her own way, she was teasing me. 
 
 "I'm fine," I said gruffly. But Emily didn't leave. She still held her ever-present clipboard, pressed to her chest now as she folded her arms in front of it. 
 
 “So you want to be here? She’s not holding you against your will or anything?” 
 
 “No,” I said. 
 
 "I didn't think so." Emily turned. A couple of steps carried her over to the chair in front of the vanity unit on the opposite wall of the trailer. She sat down; my heart sank. I had been hoping she would leave quickly, but evidently, she found herself with time on her hands. Or else she was making time, intrigued by what she had stumbled into. 
 
 “Amber Butler,” she said, raising her eyebrows. “I have to say, I’m pretty impressed. Are you guys dating or what?” 
 
 "I wouldn't call it that." Emily had no right to ask any questions of me, of course. I could have told her that, summoning all the authority I possibly could with another woman's panties draped over my face. But I didn't. Amber had told the other woman to keep her mouth shut about what she saw in the trailer, and seemed to be content with that. But I was painfully aware that this woman was now in possession of my shameful secret. Too many people already knew about my submission to Amber for my taste. The last thing I wanted was word spreading. So it didn't seem advisable to make Emily angry. 
 
 "No? You're just her fuck toy, then?" The crude words were somehow extra shocking coming from such a sweetly pretty face. My mouth opened, but I didn't answer. Emily's smile was broader now. It didn't seem like the kind of question that needs an answer. 
 
 "And you're her assistant, too, right?" 
 
 “Yeah.” 
 
 "Well, I'll give her one thing. Normally, it's the guys around here who are always trying to bang their assistants. At least she's turned around a bit." Emily giggled as she spoke. Her eyes were shining in a way I recognized. But she was nothing like Amber, and I don't mean just to look at. Emily was clearly curious about what was going on here, but there was a nervousness to her that I never saw with Amber. Amber was the kind of woman that you could put in any situation, and she would act as though she had been there before. Emily didn't have that kind of self-confidence. But then, hardly anyone does. I certainly don't. 
 
 "Does she do this a lot? Just leave you in here waiting for her?" 
 
 “Sometimes,” I said guardedly. I wasn’t inclined to get into a lengthy detailing of the exact nature of the strange and kinky relationship I had with Amber Butler. But I got the sense that that was exactly what Emily wanted. And it wasn’t as though I could get up and walk away. 
 
 "That's funny," Emily said. "I guess when you're as beautiful as she is, men will let you do anything to them. You know, I've heard rumors. People I know who've worked on sets with her before. She has a reputation for being a bit crazy. But then, most actors do. I never thought she'd be into this kind of stuff though." 
 
 “Me neither,” I said. Emily chuckled at that. 
 
 “So how did you guys meet?” 
 
 “At a premiere.” 
 
 "Oh. You're in the industry too?" 
 
 “No. Well, yes. I’m an actor.” 
 
 "Oh, really? What was your name again?" 
 
 “Chris.” 
 
 “Chris what?” 
 
 "Doesn't matter." Emily's smile only deepened slightly, faint dimples forming in her cheeks as she grinned at me. 
 
 "Okay then," she said. "Be coy. It doesn't matter." The chair creaked quietly underneath her as she shifted her weight, setting aside her clipboard and crossing her legs. She wore jeans and sneakers and a light jacket, practical and comfortable clothes for the number of miles she probably covered in a day. If I had met her in a bar, I supposed, I might have tried to pick her up. Back in the days when I did that kind of thing, before Amber came into my life and completely rearranged everything. After everything Amber had put me through, I wondered if I would ever have the confidence to approach a woman again. I hoped I would never need to. 
 
 "So you like this? You like being her little… Slave boy?" I couldn't help it. The word she said and the way she said them, the slight pause before she spoke in the slow syllables that left her lips as though she was tasting them, all conspired to turn me on. My cock stayed rockhard since Amber had left, and with Emily sitting there in front of me, it wasn't getting any softer. My member throbbed and twitched as I looked at her, all kinds of strange ideas beginning to form in my head. When Amber was around, it never even occurred to me to so much as look at any other woman. But for now, Amber wasn't around. 
 
 "I guess," I said uncomfortably. 
 
 "You guess? Looks like you like it to me." In case there was any possibility of me not understanding what she meant, her eyes flickered toward my erect cock as she spoke. I cringed in embarrassment again as she stated it, a fully closed stranger inspecting my erection at close range while I was powerless to do anything about it. Amber had set this whole situation up, but judging by the look on Emily's face, she wasn't exactly horrified by it. She seemed more curious than anything. And not for the first time, I had cause to resent Amber's twisted genius in creating these embarrassing scenarios, even as I could never bring myself to be angry at her for it. Life as Amber's assistant was many things, but it certainly wasn't boring. 
 
 "How badly do you want to cum right now?" After a period of silence between us, Emily spoke in a low voice. Her words startled me, like a faint echo of Amber's voice coming through this unknown girl. Before I even knew what I was saying, my lips were moving, and my voice sounded strange in my own ears as I spoke. 
 
 "Badly," I croaked. Emily's smile deepened. 
 
 "I bet you do," she smirked. "It can't be easy being teased by a woman as beautiful as Amber Butler. I bet she drives you crazy." 
 
 “She does.” 
 
 “It must be fun though.” 
 
 “For her or for me?” 
 
 "Both." Emily stood as she spoke. Her eyes were on my cock again as she stepped across the trailer toward me. My chest grew tight as I wondered what she was going to do. If she reached out and touched me, I wouldn't be able to stop her. Even if I wanted to. Why would I want to? Fantasies surged into motion in my mind, visions of this pretty young girl sinking to her knees in front of me and taking me in her hand or in her mouth, bringing me to the orgasm I craved while I sat bound and unable to do anything about it. My cock throbbed desperately as I looked up at her, the smell of Amber's pussy haunting me with every breath I took as I silently pleaded with her. Emily stood above me, looking down at my manhood, the same slight smile on her face as she took in the humiliating sight. She stood like that for a while, and I didn't dare say a word or make a move that might break the strange spell we were under. If she had asked, I would have done anything to have her touch me. I would have promised her the same things I promised Amber, offered her wherever she wanted just to be brought to orgasm in any way she saw fit. 
 
 But Emily didn't make my twisted fantasies come true. Instead, she gave a faint snort of laughter as she abruptly turned and headed back to the table on the other side of the trailer, sweeping up her clipboard and making for the door. 
 
 “Well, I’ll tell Ms. Butler that her sex slave is fine and waiting for her,” Emily said with a giggle. “And don’t worry. Discretion is a big part of this job. Actors are all crazy, and they all do strange things. I won’t tell anyone about what’s going on between you and her.” 
 
 "Thank you," I sighed. Emily paused, one hand already reaching toward the trailer door. She smiled at me. There was another of those long pauses, the air between us feeling heavy with unspoken words and unvoiced thoughts. And she nodded briskly and stepped outside, shutting the door by her. 
 
 I let out a long sigh of relief that turned into a growl of frustration. I had undergone another outrageous humiliation, as potent as any Amber had put me through. And I hadn't even gotten an orgasm out of it. 
 

 
 “What did you think of Emily?” 
 
 “Who?” 
 
 My ignorance wasn't an act. When Amber first spoke the name, I had no idea who she was talking about. The events of the day were still fresh in my mind, but it was hard to think of what happened earlier when the present was so absorbing. We were back at Amber's mansion, in her high ceilinged living room instead of the dungeon. She was dressed in her full dominatrix regalia, tall black boots and short skirt and corset, an outfit that never failed to make me weak at the knees every time I saw her in it. It wasn't as though a woman like Amber Butler needed any help to be beautiful and sexy. She was that no matter what she wore. But when she dressed up like this, she was irresistible. And she knew it. She didn't need the various instruments of pain and torture that lined the walls of her dungeon to keep me in line. All she needed was to look the way she did and hold out the faint promise that now and then, I might be allowed to pleasure her. 
 
 And at that moment, the only pleasure Amber wanted from me was my total submission. She sprawled in an armchair, her long legs draped over its arm, her boots shining in the firelight that was reflected in the shining walls of the wineglass she held it one hand. A glass of wine I had poured for her and served her before dropping to my knees on the floor beside the chair. I was naked but for the leather collar I wore around my neck, the one with the tag that proclaimed me Amber's Bitch Boy. The leather leash was attached, hanging from my collar and rising to Amber's free hand as she sprawled in the chair. The humiliating tag had never been more true as I kneeled at her feet, humbly kissing and licking her boots in an act of reverent worship while she sat above me like a queen on her throne. 
 
 “Who?” Amber smiled down at me. “That girl from today. The assistant who saw you in my trailer.” 
 
 "Right," I said, struggling to keep my voice level while the humiliation and shame the day had brought me replayed in my mind. "Her." 
 
 "Yes, her," Amber said, her eyes shining as she stared down at me. "What did you think of her?" 
 
 "She seemed okay," I said carefully. I didn't know where Amber was going with this conversation, and I didn't want to say anything I would regret. Besides, it wasn't like I had much time to form an opinion of the stranger in the short time we'd spent together. I had been too focused on my own embarrassment and desire to think much about her. 
 
 “You think she’s pretty?” 
 
 “I suppose.” 
 
 “I do. I think she’s really pretty. What did she say to you when she came to check on you?” 
 
 "She asked me about us," I said, racking my brain to remember the conversation that had passed between us. It always felt strange, having a somewhat regular conversation with Amber while I kneeled naked and hard at her feet, every nerve in my body crying out to touch her. But Amber never seemed to notice the strangeness of it. My submission to her was just a fact of life, something she took in stride and took advantage of whenever it suited her with no regard for how I felt. That was what kept me on my knees for her, that kind of oblivious selfishness. In a way I struggled to explain even to myself, it made her even more attractive than she would already have been without it. 
 
 "She asked my name," I went on. "She asked if we were dating. I told her that we weren't. She said —" I trailed off. As I went over the conversation with Emily in my mind, I saw things in a different light than I had at the time. Not that I was any less horny in Amber's living room that I had been in her trailer. But repeating Emily's words with my own seemed to cast them in a different light. And more importantly, I wondered how Amber might react. 
 
 "What did she say?" Amber's voice was soft as she spoke. But there was no missing the unspoken command in her words. She tugged lightly on the leash she held as she spoke, a reminder of my place as I kneeled on the floor, my face close to her shining leather boots. 
 
 “She said it must be fun,” I said, my voice tight as I spoke. 
 
 “What must be fun?” 
 
 "This," I answered. "This… Relationship we have. Me being… Your assistant, and —" 
 
 "My submissive bitch boy?" The leather leash creaked as Amber wrapped it around her fist, pulling it tighter as she spoke. My cheeks flushed. 
 
 “Yes,” I mumbled. 
 
 “It must be fun,” Amber grinned. “And how did it feel? Having a stranger see you like that?”  
 
 "it was completely humiliating, Amber," I answered truthfully. The high ceiling rang with the mocking laughter of my mistress. 
 
 "Of course it was," Amber spluttered as her eyes returned to me. "Just think. Now she knows all about your little secret. And every time you see her on set, you're going to know that she knows. Were you hard when she came to the trailer?" 
 
 “Yes, Amber.” 
 
 "Of course you were," Amber chuckled. "Just like you were when I came back from shooting my scene. Just like you are now. You can't help yourself, can you? Your little pecker just gets so excited when there are pretty girls around." 
 
 “Yes, Amber.” 
 
 "Well, you'd better get used to it. I mean, what's the point in having a slave boy if nobody knows it?" In the silence that followed Amber's words, I could hear the blood roaring in my ears. I stared up at her, the goddess sprawled in the armchair above me, slowly sipping her wine and looking at me over the glass while she held my leash in her other hand. She knew as well as I did that I couldn't stop her. I didn't want to. I had never been able to resist her, not from the first moment I saw her in the lobby of the movie theater in her red dress and boots, her beauty drawing every eye and capturing me in an instant. I never had figured out how to say no to her. But what she was talking about terrified me. She had mentioned it before, and it scared me then too. But now, after the encounter with Emily, I couldn't deny to myself that it excited me just as much. 
 
 "I'm going to talk to Emily," Amber said, pulling on the leash so that my head was drawn closer to her boots again. Taking the unspoken hint, I began running my tongue over the supple leather again, kissing her feet in humble worship as my goddess decided my fate. "After all, if she's going to keep our little secret safe, she deserves a reward. If she wants to, I might let her play with you. Would you like that?" 
 
 "Yes, Amber," I mumbled between kisses. 
 
 "Trick question," Amber laughed with another vicious tug on my leash. "You know it doesn't matter whether you like it or not." 
 
 “No, Amber.” 
 
 "It's a fun idea though," Amber mused, taking another sip of her wine. "I'm going to be quite busy on set the next little while. It wouldn't be a bad idea to have her check in on you. And if she wants to use you, that's fine. I don't mind sharing my toys. Although I can't imagine she'd get much use out of that worthless little cock of yours. Will she?" 
 
 “No, Amber.” 
 
 "Say it." Amber's voice grew suddenly harsh, pretty eyes flashing as she pulled again on the leash. I raised my head from her foot, and the look on her face sent fear racing through my blood. 
 
 "She won't get much use out of my worthless little cock, Amber," I managed. Amber's beautiful face softened into a smile again at my capitulation. 
 
 "That's true," Amber mused as I returned to worshiping her boots. "But you have other uses. I could loan you out like a whore to any woman who wants their pussy licked. Or their feet. Imagine that. Imagine having to kiss Emily's feet. Imagine how much she'd laugh at you. Imagine how pathetic you'd look to her." 
 
 "Very pathetic, Amber." My cock throbbed as I crouched at her feet. The leather of Amber's boots creaked as she uncrossed her legs. Her skirt barely covered her as she sat back in the chair, and as she set the wine glass down on the floor and shifted her position, I noticed an hour freehand strain toward the bearskin of her thighs. My cock raged as I stole glances up a, and knew once again, my beautiful mistress was getting turned on by my submission. 
 
 “But you’ll do what you’re told.” 
 
 “Yes, Amber. I’ll do what you tell me.” 
 
 “Good. So if I tell you to kiss the ass of woman you’ve never met, you’ll do it immediately.” 
 
 “Yes, Amber.” 
 
 "Fuck." Amber cursed with a sigh, as though giving in to some powerful impulse inside her. She swung her legs over my head as she sat up in her chair, and I crawled over to her as she pulled on the leash. Her feet were apart, her legs spread in front of me, her tiny skirt irrelevant as she pulled it up around her hips. Her pussy shone in front of me, the same pussy I had been smelling all day through her panties, the pussy I dreamed of and longed for seemingly every minute of every day. Amber Butler pulled on the leash, pulling me toward her sex, and there was nowhere I would rather be led to. I crawled forward on hands and knees, lowering my head between her thighs, trembling with desire as I pressed my lips against her womanhood. 
 
 "That's it," Amber sighed happily as I began to kiss and lick her pussy. Already, I could taste the moisture of her fluids. Getting dressed up in her dominatrix gear and having me lick her boots turned her on just as it turned me on. The only difference was, she was allowed to do something about it. I tried to brush aside any thoughts of my own desires as I devoted myself to pleasuring my beautiful mistress. 
 
 "I know a few girls who might get a kick out of you," Amber said, her voice breathless with passion as I continued to eat her out. "Even if they're not turned on by it, they'll think it's funny. That's probably even worse for you, isn't it? To be laughed at. To be humiliated. But you know that gets me going, and that's all that matters. I could have you serve at a party for me and my friends, totally naked. Probably with your silly little hard on waving around in the air while everyone laughs at it. Oh my God. Oh my God, that's such a good idea." 
 
 With every word Amber spoke, I could hear her excitement growing. Along with my own. The warm juices of her arousal streamed out from between her trembling lips as I licked and kissed them, grateful to taste her again even as my ignored cock throbbed enraged. There was no doubt in my mind that Amber was perfectly capable of doing what she threatened. I had learned over the last few weeks never to doubt her. And after that day's encounter with Emily, it seemed that my mistress had no compunctions about revealing the true nature of our relationship to others. It terrified me. It embarrassed me. And it turned me on more than I would ever have believed possible. 
 
 Amber let out a long moan as she squeezed my head between her hands, pulling me against her pussy. She flung one booted leg over my back, and I rocked my head back and forth, running my tongue up and down her trembling lips until she held an orgasm. Her whole body stiffened with the force of her pleasure, and I drank down the hot flood of juices that spewed from her until she finally relaxed, sighing in breathless pleasure as she sat back in the armchair. 
 
 And like the submissive slave she had turned me into, I kneeled at her feet, my face shining with her juices, awaiting her next instruction. 
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