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The Sitter: Parts 1-7

      
 
    1. A Wife’s Trip 
 
      
 
    I watched Sandra move around the room. She was like a bee flitting from flower to flower, from one closet to another, over to the dresser against the wall, back against the bed where her suitcase lay open. It was almost dizzying to watch her. I know it's a cliché, but like a lot of guys, I can pack for a trip in about 10 minutes. Maybe less. Then again, I probably only own about a quarter of the amount of clothes my wife does. 
 
    Not that I'm complaining. I like the way Sandra looks. She dresses well, and she works hard to maintain her figure. And when I look at other women her age, the wives of my friends and the women I work with, I know I'm lucky to have her. Whenever we go out, Sandra still turns heads. The years have been kind to her, barely daring to place a single crease on her face. She's more or less the same size she was when we met, back in our 20s. And to me, she's every bit as beautiful as she ever was. As she hurried around her bedroom, I watched her move, watched the light catching in the copper strands of her long hair. She was never more attractive to me than when she was leaving. And these days, she seemed to be leaving more and more. 
 
    A dresser drawer rumbled as she pulled it open. Gathering something up, she turned toward the bed to pack it, and I recognized the sly smile on her face. Something had occurred to her. Something naughty. I had learned what happened when my wife got one of her ideas. I watched as she thrust some black underwear into her open suitcase, and her blue eyes danced over my face as she watched my reaction. I recognized that underwear. And she was packing all of it. Not just the push-up bra and skimpy panties, but the garter belt and stockings that went with it. I gulped. The way she looked in that outfit was practically engraved on my brain, a memory I will be happy to take to the grave with me. But my heart fluttered in my chest at the thought of what it meant. 
 
    "You're taking that?" I said, my voice carefully neutral. But Sandra's smile deepened. As though this was the moment she had been waiting for. As though her entire performance had this one end, to make me think about what lay in the future. Well, it was working. Watching her suitcase slowly fill up with clothes, I couldn't think about anything else. Which, for her, was half the fun. 
 
    "Of course," Sandra beamed at me. "I know it's not exactly work appropriate. But we won't be working the whole time. There'll be some downtime in the evenings and so on. Dinners. Drinks. You know you want your wife looking sexy for that." 
 
    I nodded. The strange part was, Sandra was right. At least partly. The thought of how she would look, the thought of her wearing such provocative underwear out in public under her dress made my heart beat faster. It made my cock swell in my pants as I sat there on the bed beside her suitcase, thinking about the coming trip. It lent everything a bitter edge of twisted excitement, so that what might have been a mundane activity was transformed into something dark and thrilling. That was what Sandra was good at. Among a few other things. 
 
    "You-you're going to go ahead with this, then?" Again, I tried to keep my voice as neutral as possible. Sandra was a good person, and I had no doubt that my wife loved me. None of this would have worked or even been possible if I didn't know that to be true. But there were times when a certain mood took her over; at those times, it was dangerous to anger her. I had learned that the hard way. 
 
    "Well, we'll see," Sandra said. Closing the lid of the suitcase at last, she zipped it shut and pushed it off the bed. She turned back to me, and her eyes glinted dangerously as she looked me up and down. I knew that look. As though she was considering me. As though she was looking for something, some hint of defiance on my part, some word of protest. Even after all that had happened between us up to that point, it was probably hard for her to believe that I would go along with this. I was having a hard time believing it myself. But that, I had learned, was all part of the fun. There are times when you find yourself caught up in events you never thought you would have any part of, and certainly never thought you would have any interest in. Sometimes, it seemed to me that something was moving through both of us, something outside ourselves, some force that I couldn't put a name to that drove our wilder actions and reactions to one another. If I wanted it to stop, if I really wanted it to stop, I knew I could. That had always been the rule. If either one of us were to say 'enough,' the other would have to respect that. And we'd go back to the way our lives used to be, back when we were just a regular married couple. Instead of whatever it is we had become. 
 
    Sandra's eyes were still glittering as she climbed slowly onto the bed. Placing one knee on the mattress, she threw her other leg over my lap, straddling me. I felt my manhood swelling underneath her, pressing against the warm space between her thighs through the tight jeans she wore. She draped her arms over my shoulders. Inclining her head toward me, she kissed me. I kissed her back, feeling the faint catch in her breathing as she responded to the passion I displayed. That was the dark magic of what we were doing. These constant reminders of my wife's beauty, of her desirability, made me want her more. They made everything somehow more intense, the light and the shadow. It made my heart hurt to think of what she was about to do. But in that echoing dull ache, I found the strangest glow of pleasure. My wife was a slut. And it felt fantastic. 
 
    “Are you getting jealous?” Sandra’s face was just in front of mine, her eyes merging into a single pool of clear blue water as I stared into them. Of course I was getting jealous. That was the whole point. And so I nodded, temporarily unable to speak past the lump in my throat as I stared up at my gorgeous wife. 
 
    "I bet you are," Sandra laughed, tossing her red hair back from her face as she adjusted her position on my lap. I knew that she could feel the solid lump of my erection beneath her, pressing against her through the pants we both wore. I couldn't hide from her how much this all excited me, even as it terrified me. If I could, maybe things would have turned out differently. But Sandra knew me too well. She had always been able to see right through me, to read me like a book and know what was going on in my inner heart. It was another part of what made her so powerful, and so sexy to me. 
 
    "But don't worry," she went on, her voice the low purr it became in these moments, a kind of growl that spoke of her deep arousal. "I'll make sure you know about everything that goes on. You'll know the exact moment your wife betrays you. You'll know the exact moment when he puts his cock inside me." I groaned through gritted teeth, and Sandra's laughter only tormented me more as she basked in the power she had over me. "Does that turn you on?" She giggled. "Thinking about your pretty wife getting nailed by her boss while you're stuck here by yourself? Because it turns me on. I can't wait to seduce him. I can't wait to make you watch that." 
 
    “Oh my God,” I gasped. 
 
    "That's right," Sandra smiled. She lifted one of my shoulders, and her hand drifted downward. I moaned as she caressed my erection through the front of my pants, her fingers tracing the shape of my bulging cock as she teased me. And she didn't stop there. The same hand moved to the front of her jeans, and she unbuttoned them with one skillful movement. Her hand slipped under the fabric, seeking the warmth that I yearned for, and I felt my wife's warm breath on my face as she sighed in mounting pleasure. Slowly, she withdrew her fingers from the front of her jeans. I could see them glistening faintly with moisture as she raised them toward my face. 
 
    "Look how wet it's making me," Sandra chuckled. "Thinking about Tony fucking me in some hotel room somewhere is so fucking hot. You'll be here, knowing it's happening and unable to do anything about it. Will you be stroking your cock what you think about your wife getting nailed? Will you be imagining it's your cock pounding into my dripping pussy instead of his?" 
 
    "Yes," I groaned. Sandra traced the shape of my lips with her damp fingertips. I trembled as I smelled her scent. She was lying. It was clear that she was every bit as aroused as she claimed to be. And my cock twitched underneath her weight as I felt the same desire, the same deep physical yearning she obviously felt as she smiled down at me. 
 
    "That's hot," she chuckled. Sandra's hands reached for the bottom of my T-shirt, and in one swift movement, she pulled it off and hurled it to the floor. Overcome with lust, I did the same to her, exposing her breasts in the practical bra she wore, very different from the exciting ones she had packed for her business trip. Playfully, she placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down onto the bed. I didn't fight her. I knew better than that. Even as she crawled up my body, her long hair trailing over my stomach and chest. The smile on her beautiful face was bewitching as she hovered over me. I felt her hands grip my wrists, pinning my arms to the mattress above my head. My heart beat faster. I love Sandra no matter what, but I loved her especially in these moments when she took control. She took it so easily, as though there was nothing more natural than her being in charge. It hadn't always been that way. But the dynamic between us was now well-established. I couldn't resist my wife's whims, even if I wanted to. And when they led to her being the animal in bed I knew she was capable of being, why would I? 
 
    Sandra reached toward the headboard. I heard a faint rattle, and I knew what it meant. I had attached those cuffs with the long chain to the bed frame myself — under Sandra's direction, of course. And she had done plenty to make me regret that decision since. And yet there they still were, those cuffs, tucked under the mattress when not in use, but ready to be deployed at any moment. Just like now. My cock throbbed desperately as Sandra wrapped the cuffs around my wrists and locked them in place. She didn't want me going anywhere. And where else could I possibly want to be? 
 
    Now that she had me right where she wanted me, Sandra had no need to rush. She sat up, raking her hair back from her face as she smiled down at me. Lifting one leg from the mattress, she wiggled her way out of her tight jeans and cast them to the floor. Then, still smiling, she began to work on mine. In no time at all, she was pulling off my pants and my underwear, flinging them away while I lay naked beneath her. My cock rose into the air, swaying in time with her movements on the mattress beside me as she kneeled above me in her underwear. Her eyes moved over my body, and I felt a faint shiver move through me as my wife eyed me like a piece of meat. Finally, she reached out and wrapped her fingers around my cock, and I groaned with pleasure as she slowly began to stroke me. 
 
    “I think it turns you on almost as much as it does me,” Sandra said. “The thought of your wife being a total slut. You love it, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes," I groaned. But the reality was far more complicated. I couldn't frame my feelings about the games we played nearly so clearly. Yes, there was a part of me that loved it, a large part of me that wouldn't want to live any other way. But that didn't mean it didn't hurt. That didn't mean it didn't torment me, the thought of my wife being with anybody but me. And I knew that if I ever reached a point where it didn't bother me at all, the magic would evaporate. The whole point was that it was difficult. The whole point was that it was humiliating. The whole point was that Sandra got to do whatever she wanted to do, and I was unable to stop her. That was what made it so hot. 
 
    Slowly, teasingly, Sandra drew down her panties. The red strip of her pubic hair showed above her mound as she removed her underwear. I could see her arousal glistening on her lips. My heart hammered in my chest as I stared up her. Finally, Sandra threw one leg over me again, straddling me once more. We moaned together as she sat in my lap, pinning my hard cock back against my stomach as she ran her silky lips over it. 
 
    "Won't you be sad here all alone without me?" Sandra asked. In the state I was in, it took an effort even to understand her words. I didn't even try to figure out where she was going with this. After all, it didn't matter. Sandra would do what she wanted, no matter what. 
 
    “Yes,” I nodded, my mouth open as I gasped and moaned at the sensation she was drawing from my cock as she rode it. 
 
    “Maybe I shouldn’t leave you alone for so long without supervision,” Sandra went on, still smiling down at me with that wicked smile as she watched me writhe and gasp. “Who knows what trouble you might get into while your naughty wife is having a dirty weekend with her boss?” 
 
    "I won't," I protested, my words punctuated by long gasps and moans of pleasure. Sandra smiled indulgently as she reached down between her legs, lifting herself slightly off me so that she could once again take my cock in her hand. I felt the wetness of her sex against the head of my cock as she toyed with it, rubbing it for a moment up and down her slit. Then she held it upright as she lowered herself down onto it, and I gasped as I felt the tightness of her pussy enveloping my shaft. Sandra gasped too, her eyes closing momentarily in a bright burst of pleasure as she savored the sensation of being penetrated. She lowered herself down carefully, taking me inside her until she was sitting on my hips again, my cock buried deep within her. She opened her eyes, and a burst of excited laughter rose from her throat as she looked at me. Chained to the bed, completely at her mercy, I silently begged her to do what she was going to do. And Sandra leaned forward, her hands on my chest for balance as she began to pump her hips up and down. I cried out as pleasure swelled through me. And Sandra did the same, her wordless cries echoing back from the bedroom walls as she rode me. Clearly, the time for talking had passed. Now, it was all about desire. And wild visions of her flashed through my mind as I lay beneath her, desperately trying to hold back my orgasm until my wife had had one of her own. I knew better than anyone how sexy she could be. I knew how wild she could get when she was in the mood. Her boss was an unknown quantity, a man she had never played with up to that point. But Sandra wanted him. And I was living proof that what Sandra wanted, Sandra usually got. I didn't doubt for a moment that she would be able to seduce him. I knew for a certainty that when she exerted all of her charms, my wife could be utterly resistible. 
 
    I groaned again as I felt Sandra's pussy tighten around me. Powerful contractions gripped my shaft, milking my cock from base to tip while I tried to hold out. Sandra screamed, her fingernails clawing at my bare chest as pleasure tore through her. Her body stiffened, like a guitar string tightened almost to the breaking point, and then with a roar of pleasure, I felt her relax. A hot flood of her juices poured over me, anointing my cock and balls and inner thighs while she screamed and squirmed above me. Her orgasm had come, and I was unable to hold out any longer. With a yell of my own, my cock erupted, and Sandra moaned again in an echo of her orgasmic cries as she felt me pump my cum deep inside her. We both gasped, the bedroom air thick with pleasure as she continued to slowly ride on top of me, grinding her hips against mine as she milked every last drop of cum out of my balls. Her eyes were half-closed now as she grinned down at me, and I smiled back at her, the two of us locked in that most intimate of moments just after the pleasure subsides, while it's still glowing inside both of our bodies and making us feel more connected than anything else on earth. 
 
    Finally, with a sigh, Sandra climbed off me. The mattress bounced as she flopped down onto it, lying beside me, one hand on my scratched chest as it rose and fell. She turned her face to mine, and her kisses were tender this time, loving, the kisses of a woman in love. I kissed her back, feeling the warmth of her mouth on my own lips and tongue. I would have taken her in my arms if the chains attached to the headboard behind me didn't make it impossible. But Sandra seemed content with things as they were. She snuggled her body against mine, laying her head on my chest for a moment, draping one leg over my waist so that I could feel the warm wetness of her pussy against my hip. I lay still, trying to recover my breath. There was no use asking my wife to release me. She would do that only when she was ready. 
 
    "This is going to be so hot," Sandra said, her voice quiet almost as though she were talking to herself. "I've got so many naughty ideas. You're not going to believe what's going to happen." My wife chuckled as she felt me draw a big breath and let it out as a long sigh. I had learned long ago that Sandra's imagination far outstripped mine. I never could anticipate what she might do next. And that was a large part of the giddy thrill of letting her take control. Now that my orgasm had come and gone, I felt nervousness blooming in the pit of my stomach. Sandra was going to fuck her boss. I had no doubt about that. And all the men she had been with before, all the times we had played in this way, were different. Besides me, Sandra had only been with strangers. Men we found online or at parties. Men who could be dispensed with once they had served her needs. In that way, as humiliating as her extracurricular activities were, I still felt some modicum of control. Sandra might play with other men, but they meant nothing to her. She would never see them again. It was me she came home to.  
 
    Being with Tony was different. Being with Tony was a step we would never able to come back from, short of her quitting her job and us moving to a different town. Our secret would be laid bare. He would always know. And every time I saw him from then on, at whatever work functions Sandra dragged me to, we would both know. I would have to look him in the eye and know that he had fucked my wife. 
 
      
 
    It wasn't too late to say no. With the heat of the moment abated by our orgasm, the idea of this business trip suddenly held less appeal than it had. Fun to fantasize about, fun to talk about, but maybe a step too far. If I forbade it, absolutely and unequivocally, that would be that. For all her wildness, for all her occasional cruelty, I trusted Sandra not to go behind my back. That had always been our rule. It's not really cheating if I know about it. And knowing about it is all part of the humiliation and torment, the dark engine that drives our wild actions. 
 
    But I didn't say a word. I lay there beside her, naked and spent, thinking about my wife sleeping with her boss. And I didn't say a word. 
 
    Finally, Sandra sat up. Her long hair hung like bronze around her face as she smiled at me again. I watched her turn, bewitched by even the smallest of her movements as she slid across the mattress. Over on her bedside table, her phone sat, and she picked it up. I watched without understanding as she pressed the screen and tapped a few buttons, then set it aside again. Without a word of explanation, she climbed off the bed and stirred.  
 
    I had learned not to ask my wife questions when she was in this kind of mood. And so silence reigned as she made her way toward the bathroom. I listened to the water running and wondered what was coming next. It hadn't escaped my notice that Sandra hadn't released me, and my heart beat faster in my chest as I wondered what that might mean. Still shining with the juices of her orgasm, my cock twitched against my thigh, already trying to harden again. That was how much she turned me on. 
 
      
 
    Sandra came back from the bathroom, reappearing in the open door of the bedroom. Moving toward her underwear drawer, she produced a fresh pair of panties and pulled them on. I watched wordlessly as she got dressed again, pulling on her discarded jeans and lifting her T-shirt over her head. If it wasn't for the telltale pink flush in her cheeks, you'd never know you were looking at a woman who had just had sex. I watched as she crouched beside one of her closets and pulled out a pair of boots. Sitting on the bed beside me as though I wasn't there, she pulled them on over her jeans and zipped them up. She knew I liked those boots. Knee-high black leather with a tall heel that simply screamed of sex. Once the boots were on, she stood and turned to face me with her hands on her hips, that smile back on her pretty face. 
 
    "How do I look?" she asked. 
 
    “Beautiful,” I said, and she smiled.  
 
    "Fuckable?" she asked. 
 
    "Very," I nodded. 
 
    "Good," she grinned. "I better get going. I hadn't planned on fucking you. I'm gonna have to hurry to make that flight." As she spoke, she made her way across the bedroom and picked up the suitcase that lay on the floor. I watched her she headed for the door, her body swaying with every step she took in her sexy boots, jeans gripping the enticing bubble of her ass with every step. 
 
    "Aren't you going to untie me?" I called after her. Sandra set her suitcase down before turning toward me again. The look on her face made my cock throb, rapidly swelling right before her eyes as it rose into the air. The chain of the cuffs rattled as I shook my fists, but I knew better than anyone that I wouldn't be breaking free. It was attached to a heavy bolt driven right through the thick wood of the bed frame. My only chance of release was Sandra. And her smile made me nervous as she paused before answering. 
 
    “No,” she smirked. “I don’t think I will. You can stay there.” With that, she turned and picked up her suitcase again. 
 
    "Sandra!" I yelled after her as she disappeared down the hallway. But Sandra didn't stop. I could hear the thumping of her boot heels on the floor slowly recede as she made her way toward the front door. Tony would be picking her up, and my heart burned at the thought of him waiting outside, seeing my wife emerge in her sexy boots and no doubt wanting her, without realizing that she intended to let him have her. And fear gripped my heart as I listened. She was going to be away for a week. How would I eat? How would I go to the bathroom? She couldn't leave me tied to the bed the whole time, no matter how arousing the thought might be. 
 
    "Sandra!" I yelled again. But there was no response. Only, as I listened, I heard our front door open. I heard voices talking, Sandra speaking, and somebody else answering. I heard the front door again, opening and closing. For a terrifying moment, everything was quiet. And then I heard footsteps echoing through our house. Coming closer by the second while I struggled uselessly against the chains that held me. They weren't my wife's footsteps. That much I knew. 
 
    "Oh my God!" A bright burst of feminine laughter echoed through the bedroom. And I gasped in shock and shame and utter disgrace at the site in front of me. Clearly, my wife had no intention of leaving me alone without supervision. Because there, in the open door of our bedroom smiling at me in disbelief, stood Sandra's assistant Kate. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    2. Princess Kate 
 
      
 
    I could barely believe my eyes. Kate had never been to the house before. I knew her only from a couple of Christmas parties and other work functions I had been to. She had been my wife's assistant at work for about two years, and in that time, I had only spoken with her a handful of times. Of course, I noticed what she looked like. I'm a man, after all. And Kate was an attractive woman. In her early 20s, she still had that youthful glow about her, her skin clear and free of any hint of wrinkles, her body tight and toned. She was a curvy girl, but I don't mean that in the sense it so often means these days. There was nothing about Kate that was out of shape or unconditioned, her waist narrow and her stomach flat. She was blessed with a natural hourglass figure, with broad hips and an impressive bust that only accentuated her natural slenderness. I had noticed all of these things in the detached and decorous way of a happily married man. I had never tried to pretend that Kate wasn't attractive, but it had never even crossed my mind that anything would happen between us. That she would ever see me like this. 
 
    But there I lay, naked and chained to my own bed. The two of us were alone in the house. Sandra had presumably already left for her trip, without even saying goodbye. So eager to go and be with her boss. So eager to betray me. But for all that the thought of her and her extracurricular activities normally filled my mind to the exclusion of all else, I had other things to worry about. What was Kate doing here? 
 
    Her eyes moved over my body, wide and round as though she couldn't quite believe what she was seeing. I was as shocked as she was. Her white teeth showed between parted pink lips as she grinned. I noted, even in the depths of my disgrace and despair, the faint dusting of pale freckles over the bridge of her delicate nose, and the way the light shone in her golden hair, shimmering every time she moved her head as it cascaded down over her shoulders. My wife hadn't chosen her assistant based on her looks. But nevertheless, there was no doubt she had chosen a pretty one. 
 
    "Wow," Kate finally said, and her delicate voice shattered the dark spell of silence that had seemed to settle over us. "You guys are really kinky." I opened my mouth to protest, but said nothing. How could I argue? It was true. I had willingly let my wife tie me to the bed, willingly let her go on a business trip with every intention of seducing and sleeping with her boss. And I got off on all of it. Embarrassingly, my cock was fully hard once again, my erection obvious to Kate's pale blue eyes. What else would you call that if not kinky? In fact, kinky was a kind way of putting it. 
 
    "What are you doing here?" I said, finally forcing my lips to form words as my voice rasped in my throat. The smile never left Kate's face as she stepped forward into the bedroom. Besides the fact that they were both attractive women, Kate and my wife really looked nothing alike. Sandra was older, of course, and a redhead where the younger girl was blonde. They both had blue eyes, but to say they were the same color would be like comparing a bare winter sky in Kate's case with a deep and sun-speckled ocean in Sandra's. But there was something in Kate's smile that reminded me of my wife as she slowly approached the bed. As though there was any danger for her. As though there were anything I could do, chained as I was. Kate was completely safe. But I wasn't sure that I was. 
 
    And I watched her approach, my eyes drawn over her body involuntarily. She wore a thin black sweater that clung to her torso, the fabric straining over the mouthwatering swell of her large breasts. Her pants were blue, made of some elasticated fabric that was so tight it may as well have been painted onto her body, showing every curve of her hips and thighs and, I had no doubt, clinging tightly to her gorgeous round ass too. She wore black leather boots that reached up over her knees, ending around the middle of her thighs. I watched the leather shine as she stepped toward the side of the bed. My cock was at full salute, my body reacting to the site of a beautiful young woman in a way I couldn't have controlled if I wanted to. And maybe that was part of the reason Kate was smiling the way she was. Or maybe it was something else. 
 
    "Sandra asked me to come," Kate explained. She stood by the side of the bed, her hands behind her back, and I tried not to study the way her skintight pants clung to her thighs, or the way her breasts strained against the sweater. 
 
    "Why?" I asked. Kate's smile grew wider as she looked down at me. 
 
    "She said you needed a sitter," Kate explained. "She said you needed supervision. She said you couldn't be trusted by yourself. Maybe she was right." Kate giggled faintly, a sound that only emphasized the age difference between us as I gazed helplessly up at her. Sandra had hinted at as much, but I had thought that was just dirty talk. Something said in the heat of the moment. I should have known better. But I never could have foreseen this. I could never have imagined that my wife would have her assistant see me like this, in the depths of my humiliation. And my mind whirled like an over-revved engine as I wondered what it might mean. 
 
    "Untie me," I said, mustering all the authority I could while the chains rattled behind me. Kate's pink lips twitched at the corners, but she didn't step any closer. She just watched me, and her eyes moved over my face. I knew that look from Sandra. The wheels were turning in her pretty head, and as her smile grew broader, I felt the familiar feeling of nervousness and arousal combining inside my body to create an intoxicating potion. Up until that moment, only my wife had been able to do that. But now I was at the mercy of a young woman I hardly knew, and I couldn't deny that it was absolutely thrilling. 
 
    “Not yet,” Kate said, her golden hair shining as she shook her head slightly. “I need to know that you’ll do what you’re told first.” 
 
    "What I'm told? Where the fuck is Sandra?" The chains rattled again as I shook them. I'd be lying if I said there wasn't a huge part of me that wanted nothing more than to give in to this vixen, to see where this wild road was leading us. After all, Sandra had made no secret of her intentions to cheat on me while she was on her trip. Why should I try to stay faithful? Especially when my wife had so clearly set things up this way. But still, part of me resisted. After all, this was my wife's employee. If I submitted to her, I had no way of knowing where things might lead. Because this wasn't my wife, a woman who ultimately loved me and would never knowingly bring me any harm. Kate was almost a stranger. No matter how beautiful she was, I wasn't ready to simply go along with what she had planned. 
 
    And Kate seemed to understand. Without a word, she turned, her straight hair almost floating as she made her way back out the bedroom door. I watched her go, watching her blue pants strain over her beautiful buttocks just the way I had imagined they would. She returned from the living room with her purse over her shoulder. I watched her dig inside to produce her phone. She pressed the screen, smiling at me as she put the phone on speaker, and I listened to it ring. Sandra's voice answered. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    "Hi, Sandra. I'm just here with your husband, and I don't think he gets what's going on here." There was a slight pause. In the background, I could hear the steady hum of a car's engine. My heart clenched as I imagined my wife sitting in the passenger seat of Tony's car as I drove to the airport, her suitcase full of sexy lingerie in the back. 
 
    “Put him on,” Sandra said. 
 
    “You’re on speaker,” Kate replied. She held the phone out in the air between us. 
 
    “Rick?” 
 
    “Sandra,” I gasped, “what the hell’s going on here?” 
 
    "I can't really talk right now," Sandra said through the phone. "But I arranged for you to have some company while we're away. I asked her to do this, and she was nice enough to agree. So I think the least you could do is do what you're told." 
 
    “What?” I gasped in disbelief. 
 
    "You heard me." Sandra's voice was a stage whisper now, as though she was trying not to be heard by her boss beside her. "Do what she says. No matter what. Otherwise, I'm going to be very angry. She has her orders, and you have yours. I'll check in with you later. But for now, she's in charge. Whatever she says goes. Love you." 
 
    "I love you too," I echoed automatically, my lips parted by disbelief at what I had heard. But Sandra was already gone. Kate smiled as she set her phone aside on the bedside table, dropping her purse to the floor. 
 
    "There," Kate said. As though the brief conversation with Sandra had encouraged her, Kate seemed to be shedding her hesitance and disbelief by the minute. I felt the mattress sink beneath her as she sat down on its edge. I watched her pants strain over her thighs, the leather of her boots creaking as she bent her knees. "You have to do what I say. Your wife says so." I lifted my head to reply, some cocky quip coming to my lips. But I thought better of it. In that dark part of my brain that enjoyed these scenes more than I would ever have thought possible, ideas were forming. My wife was planning to spend her business trip acting like a whore, but she had given me an opportunity. I had no way of knowing what Kate might have in mind for us. But the fact that she had agreed to this situation at all demonstrated that she had at least some interest in the darker fringes of human sexuality. And she was undeniably sexy, sitting there on the bed beside me with her golden hair streaming down around her face. Would it be such a bad thing to play a few naughty games while Sandra was away? 
 
    "Okay," I said slowly, guardedly. But Kate's smile deepened. She already knew that she had won. 
 
    “I can’t believe this is real,” Kate said, giggling that girlish giggle again. “When Sandra told me about you, I could hardly believe it. But now I see that she was right.” 
 
    "She told you about me?" My heart hammered in my chest. The games my wife and I played were endlessly thrilling, but we had gone to great pains, both of us, to make sure they were hidden from the people who know us. Up until that point, we had only ever played with strangers. We had kept our sex life rigorously separate from our regular life. But now in one stroke, Sandra was shattering that rule. All of a sudden, everything was colliding. I couldn't help but feel nervous about that, even as I couldn't deny the thrilling possibilities. Everything we had done up to that point had been a game, something that we could abandon whenever we felt like and go back to living a normal life. This was different. These were people that we knew. These were people who would never forget the things they learned about the two of us. But I couldn't deny that the danger made the whole thing that much more exciting. 
 
    "She told me some stuff," Kate shrugged. "The highlights. Although looking at you here, I wonder how much she didn't tell me. Are you her slave?" I frowned in answer. I opened my mouth to deny it, and again reconsidered. Sandra and I had never bothered to put names to the roles we had fallen into. I was her husband, and she was my wife. That was what mattered. The fact that she indulged in her extramarital affairs with my knowledge and consent didn't change that. I had never thought of myself as any kind of slave, not even a willing one. But lying naked and cuffed to the bed, handed over to this woman I barely knew while my wife went off to enjoy herself, it was a difficult charge to deny. There was no doubt that Sandra was firmly in control when it came to our sex life. I might not be a slave, but we were a long way from equal. 
 
    "Not exactly," I replied. 
 
    "But you do what she says." Kate swept the long strands of her hair back from her face, and her boots creaked as she raised her legs to the bed. Her feet lay beside my head as she sprawled next to me, behaving with the most insolent entitlement, as though she owned the place. Propping herself up with one elbow, she smiled at me over my cock as it throbbed between us. "Does she punish you if you disobey her?" 
 
    "No," I scowled. We weren't the whips and chains kind. Well, not the whips, anyway. Nothing thrilled me more than having my wife take charge and tie me to the bed like she had that day. But the pain that turned me on was emotional, not physical. And the idea of my wife physically beating me just seemed silly. 
 
    "She should," Kate said again. "How else does she expect to train you?" The chilling words seemed entirely at odds with the woman who spoke them, her sweet smiling face far too pretty and innocent to play the dominatrix. As she spoke, Kate's free hand drifted up my thigh, the tips of her fingers barely brushing against my skin, and I trembled at her touch. Since I met Sandra, I had only been with one other woman, and that was a long time ago. It certainly felt nothing like this. 
 
    “She’s not training me,” I said. “We just… We just play like this sometimes.” 
 
    "Well, you're tied to the bed," Kate shrugged again. "Your wife just told you to do exactly as I say, or else you'll be in trouble. Kind of hard to deny you're her slave at this point, isn't it?" I gasped as she spoke. Kate's wandering hand had reached my erect cock, and as she slowly drew a single fingernail up my shaft from base to tip, undeniable pleasure soared inside me. I was helpless, and we both knew it. Worse, I wanted her. Lying there in my bed, I couldn't deny to myself or to her that I wanted Kate badly. The sex I had had with Sandra just moments before had only primed me to be even more vulnerable to the young woman's advances. 
 
    "I've never had a slave before," Kate went on, while I squirmed to her touch as she continued teasing my cock. "But I always thought it would be fun. So I guess this will be a learning experience for both of us. Because while your wife's away, I'm going to use you. In any way I want. That's what Sandra said." Kate smiled as a low moan rose in my throat. I couldn't help it. Her hand on my cock felt too good, and the things she was saying were driving me crazy with masochistic desire. Sandra hadn't even consulted with me about her plans. But if she had, there was no doubt in my mind that I would have been delighted. Kate was hot, and finding out she had dominant desires of her own only made her more darkly attractive to me. If Sandra had given me the opportunity to be with her assistant, I would've jumped at the chance. But she hadn't. My wife hadn't even asked. That only made the whole situation even more exciting. 
 
    "You should probably just go with it," Kate went on. Finally, she wrapped her whole hand around my cock, and I groaned in pleasure as she began to stroke it, her hand lubricated by my wife's juices that still shone on my skin. "If you're a good boy, you'll get rewarded. You want to be rewarded?" Kate's hand tightened momentarily on my cock as she spoke, leaving me in no doubt about the kind of reward she meant. I gasped as pleasure tore through me, sweeping away the barriers of pride and self-respect. 
 
    "Yes," I gasped, trembling to her touch as she toyed with me. Her eyes locked on mine, her smile as maddening as it was beautiful as she stared me down over my helpless body. 
 
    "That's not how you talk to me," she said, speaking over my moans and continuing to stroke my cock. "You need to address me with the proper respect. To show me you know your place. You can call me… Princess Kate." my cheeks flush with shame as she spoke. She only stepped into the room minutes ago, and already she was putting on airs. But the most humiliating aspect of it all was that I could feel my resistance rapidly slipping away. It's just one little word, my body screamed at me. Call her anything she wants to be called, so long as she lets you cum. And even though I knew that this was just the beginning, that if I gave in to her now, I would be giving in to her forever, I couldn't help it. As young as she was, Kate clearly knew exactly what she was doing. Her style of dominance was completely different to my wife's, and yet I found it no easier to resist her than I did Sandra. With my cock in her hand, Kate had all the leverage over me she would ever need. 
 
    "Okay," I panted while desire tightened my stomach. "Okay. Princess Kate." Kate laughed gleefully. I groaned as she squeezed my manhood again, reminding me of the pleasure she was capable of giving. She was training me; I could see that already. Using the promise of sexual rewards to make me say and do what she wanted. Who would ever have guessed, when I first met this young woman at a Christmas party, that things would end up here? 
 
    "That's better," Kate grinned. "You need to learn your place. Which is serving me and your wife like the slave that you are." She leaned on the word slave, drawing it out as though to torment me with it, and I trembled at her touch. Fine, I thought to myself in the darkness of my skull, my desire overtaking my reason. It Kate wanted me to be a slave, I'd be her slave. Just so long as she let me come. 
 
    But evidently, the young tease had other ideas. I groaned as she lifted her hand away from my cock, leaving my shaft to sway and throb in the empty air, denied the touch I craved. Kate had left me right on the brink, needing only a little more attention before I plunged over the edge of orgasm. And I didn't think for a moment there was anything accidental about it. If Kate was telling the truth when she said she had never dominated a man before, she was clearly a natural. Moaning and groaning on the bed beside her, I was ready to do whatever she said next. 
 
    Kate's boots creaked as she shifted on the bed beside me. Kneeling upright, she reached for the hem of her sweater and lifted it over her head. Her blonde hair poured like honey out of the neck hole of the garment as she cast it aside. Her beautiful breasts rose high on her chest, barely contained by a padded bra that held them in place. They were bigger than Sandra's, and my wife was not flat-chested by anyone's standard. But her assistant was deliciously voluptuous, her body as soft and feminine as her voice was. My mouth watered just looking at her. 
 
    And my new princess didn't stop there. Already, she was reaching for the waistband of her pants. I watched the fabric cling to her as though reluctant to let go as she pulled them down. She didn't bother to take off her boots, and so she could only pull her pants down to around the middle of her thighs. But that was enough. Along with her pants, she pulled down her underwear. At once, I was gazing at her pussy.  
 
    The trimmed pubic hair formed a broad line that pointed down at her moist lips, and I could smell her arousal as she shuffled toward me on her knees. Her pants stretched as she parted her legs, lifting one over my body so that she straddled me, facing my feet. The round swell of her gorgeous ass filled my vision like something out of my wildest fantasies as she positioned herself on top of me. Her legs were spread, and she bent forward, arching her back as she thrust her body back toward me. My cock throbbed in the empty air, and I moaned in delight as I felt her hand grip it once more. If this was how it felt to serve Princess Kate, I couldn't have been happier with the way things were going. 
 
      
 
    "For the next week, you exist for my pleasure," Kate said. Again, her girlish voice was wildly at odds with the words she spoke. But that only increased my attraction as she squatted above me, her pussy hovering above my face. "So the first thing you need to do is lick my pussy and make me cum. The better the orgasm you give me, the more likely you are to get a reward. And hurry up. There's lots of other things I want to do to you after this." I yelped as Kate slapped my cock, not hard, but enough to make it sway wildly from side to side. She giggled, and her tight pants grew even tighter on her thighs as she spread her legs wider, lowering herself down onto my face. I craned my neck, raising my head toward her and extending my tongue, trembling with desire and disbelief as I licked her pussy. And that I had done for no woman but Sandra in many long years.  
 
    Kate's taste, I noticed, was no less exquisite than that of my wife, even if it was very different. My cock throbbed in the young princess's hand as I listened to her moan, her pleasure swelling with every movement of my desperate tongue. I pressed it harder against her, and Kate wiggled her broad hips from side to side, her ass pushing my head back toward the mattress as she sat on my face. Her hips bucked, rubbing her pussy against my lips while I frantically licked and kissed, as desperate for her pleasure as she was herself. In that moment, I all but forgot everything else that was happening. I forgot about Sandra and her naughty business trip, my slutty wife racing toward the airport even at that moment with the man she intended to seduce and sleep with. None of that mattered. All that mattered was the pussy on my mouth and the hand on my cock and the desperate pleasure that I was simultaneously giving and receiving, as eager to please this young woman as a well-trained dog. 
 
      
 
    And Kate moaned and groaned above me, her body responding to my actions with waves of obvious pleasure. I knew how my wife liked her pussy eaten, but I was discovering that Kate's tastes were different. Still, I had learned a thing or two over the years. Soon, she was howling and moaning above me, the bed shaking beneath her as her body rocked back and forth. And her hands stayed on my cock, gripping it tightly, holding it almost like a handle for balance as she basked in my rapid submission. I licked Kate's pussy as though nothing else mattered, as though I loved her, as though my whole purpose in life was to please her, just as she had said. And it worked. I felt her pussy convulse against my lips, the soft flesh suddenly gripping my tongue as I slid it inside, and Kate's cries of pleasure echoed in our bedroom where no woman besides Sandra had ever cum before. 
 
    The sudden flood of Kate’s juices was unexpectedly copious. Trapped between her thighs, I spluttered and gulped as her orgasm poured forth, swallowing as much as I could while she anointed my face with her juices. Finally, with a loud sigh, she lifted one leg and flopped down on the bed beside me. I heard her boots creaking as she moaned, rubbing her legs together while her hands gripped her fabulous breasts. 
 
    And my cock throbbed angrily in the air while Kate basked in selfish pleasure beside me. I still had not cum. Just as Kate had threatened, she had used me for her own pleasure without regard to mine. And it felt fantastic. Lying there still chained to the bed, all I could do was wait and see what happened next. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    3. A Short Sharp Shock
 
      
 
    Kate sat up. I turned my head to watch her, seeing her eyes sparkle as she looked down at me. She shifted on the bed, pulling up her pants to cover her nakedness. I tried to hide my disappointment. I had been hoping that she would take her clothes all the way off, perhaps climb on top of me, and start riding my cock. But clearly, I wasn't that lucky. Instead, the young woman pulled her tight blue pants up over her broad hips and climbed off the bed. Still handcuffed to the bed frame, all I could do was watch. With one final smirk in my direction, she turned, her straight blonde hair fanning out over her shoulders in a sweeping arc as she made her way back toward the living room. 
 
    I didn't cry out. I didn't try to stop her. I didn't say a word. Already, I sensed that Kate had very definite ideas about how she wanted the day to go. As though she had a script in her mind that she was planning to act out, and force me to be a part of. I already sensed that begging wouldn't do me much good. Clearly, Kate and my devious wife had worked everything out beforehand. And the thought of the two of them plotting against me, plotting to use me in such a demeaning and dominant way, set my heart alight. 
 
    In no time at all, Kate returned to the bedroom. This time, she carried a larger bag, an overnight bag that she sat down on the foot of the bed and unzipped. Clearly, she wasn't going anywhere. And a smug smile of satisfaction showed on Kate's face as she reached into the bag and rummaged around. Finally, she produced a small item that she held in her hand as she turned that smile on me again. 
 
    "Sandra said that you would do as you were told," Kate said. "But I can't take that risk. With all the things I'm planning to do to you, you might get overexcited and forget your place. Luckily, I have a way to make sure that won't happen." Nervousness rose inside me as Kate step toward me. Circling around to the side of the bed again, she bent over my body, her long hair trailing down around her face. I moaned as I felt again her hand on my genitals, but this time, Kate was all business. Bypassing my cock, she reached instead for my balls, cradling them gently. With her other hand, she placed something against the sensitive skin. My own throbbing cock obstructed my vision as I stared down the length of my body, trying to see what she was up to. There was a click, a quiet but sharp sound in the bedroom at the made me stiffen as I wondered what it could mean. Kate giggled as she lifted her hands away. I felt a slight unfamiliar weight pulling on my testicles. Pleased with herself, Kate walked back around to the foot of the bed and pulled another small device out of her bag. Sweeping her trailing hair back from her face, she addressed me again. 
 
    "This is a remote control," she said, waving the small rectangle of black plastic she held in her hand at me.  "It controls the toy I just locked onto your balls. Like this." Kate pressed the button, and the strangest feeling tore through me. My body stiffened, my muscles suddenly operating without my control. I cried out as pain radiated from between my legs, a sharp burning sensation that was impossible to ignore. Kate lifted her finger from the button she had pressed, and the pain ceased as abruptly as it had began. While I panted in shock and confusion, Kate giggled again. 
 
    "It's a shock collar," Kate explained. "Like you would use to train a dog. Except this one's been modified. It's built into a lock that I locked around your balls. I have the only key. It's not coming off the whole time I'm here. So you just better get used to it. It's even waterproof, so you can shower with it on." I yelled as another shock raced through me, and the sound of my distress formed the counterpoint to Kate's uproarious laughter as she watched me squirm helplessly on the bed. 
 
    “I think you get the point,” Kate said. “Do as you’re told, and you’ll get rewarded. Disobey me, and you get shocked.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess Kate," I panted. Inwardly, I cringed at the sound of my own submission. But this was no time to act tough. This young woman could hurt me with nothing more than the press of a button, and there was nothing I could do to stop her. Sometimes, you have to know when you're beaten. 
 
    "Good," said Kate. I watched as she slipped the remote into the top of her leather boot. "Now I can untie you without worrying about you getting any ideas. Can't I?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess Kate." I watched her circle around the bed again. It didn't seem to matter what she did to me, no matter what cruelties she inflicted. I couldn't stop looking at her. Just too sexy to ignore, and the mouthwatering curves of her gorgeous young body were prominently displayed by the tight clothing she wore. Above the waist, she wore only a bra, and I almost trembled as I watched her breasts shudder and bounce with every movement she made. A faint vertical line showed on her toned stomach, the muscle clearly defined. Her waist looked utterly tiny between the matching round swell of her breasts and her hips, as though I could put my two hands around her there. As though I would be allowed. Kate was such a pretty girl, and her blonde good looks made her the classic girl next door. But I never lived next door to a girl like this. Sandra was every bit as beautiful, of course. But part of Sandra's appeal came from that hint of devilishness in her smile, that knowing glint in her eye. My wife was a woman who had been around the block. But Kate looked so sweet and innocent. Until that day, I never would have suspected she was anything other than what she appeared to be. But I was quickly learning that within her pretty exterior lurked a heart every bit as dominant and deviant as my wife's. 
 
    Kate bent over me. I heard the faint creak of her bra as it struggled to contain her magnificent breasts. She reached for the drawer of my own bedside table, and produced a key I had not known was there. How far ahead had Sandra planned? She had to have placed the key there and told Kate about it. What I had taken to be a spontaneous bit of kinky play was clearly part of a well-orchestrated plan. 
 
    Kate slid the key into the cuffs around my wrists and unlocked them. I let my hands fall to my sides. Slowly, I sat up. Kate watched me closely. There was a dangerous edge in the bedroom air as the two of us locked eyes. Her hand hovered at her thigh like an old West gunslinger, her fingers made inches from where the remote control was. She was only a couple of feet away from me. I was far bigger and stronger than her. There wasn't much doubt in my mind that if I leaped forward at that moment, I could get to her. Even if she got to the remote control first, if I pushed through the pain, I could tear it away from her. And then the tables would be turned. I would be the one in control, and Kate's brief spell of dominance would be over. My still-hard cocked twitched at the thought of all the things I could do to her. All the ways I would pay her back for how she had hurt and humiliated me. 
 
    But I didn't do it. I couldn't. The truth is, I don't have a violent bone in my body, and I've never been in a fight with another man, let alone a woman. Kate might have hurt me with her electric shocks, but ultimately, it was play. It was a game. And a game that my wife wanted us to play. Ultimately, that was what sealed my decision. Sandra was probably at the airport by now, waiting for the flight that would take her away from me for a week. But her influence still hovered over me, directing my actions. Everything we did, all the strange and sexy games we played, relied on trust. I had to trust her when she went off on her adventures with other men. And she had to trust me to handle the emotional charge that came with knowing my wife was a slut. To bring a premature end to this game would be to demonstrate to Sandra that I didn't trust her, or the plan she had hatched. That was the last thing I wanted to do. 
 
    But let's not pretend that my motives were entirely pure. Kate looked unbelievably sexy, standing in front of me in her tight pants and tall boots and bra, and I wanted her badly. But the submissive part of my soul wanted even more to let her take charge. To see how it would feel to submit to a woman who wasn't my wife, a woman I barely know. Even the most happily married man sometimes craves a little variety in his sexual partners. My wife of all people was able to understand that. As much as it might not look like it from the outside, her sending Kate over to play with me was a gift. 
 
    And Kate seemed to see right through me. After a short pause, while we silently looked at one another, her smile deepened. As though she had been expecting me to lunge for her. As though she had been almost inviting it. But the moment had passed. Confident in her power over me now, Kate folded her arms under her breasts as she smirked at me. 
 
    "That's good," she said. "I've never trained a man before, but I'm getting the feeling it might be easier than I thought. Go make me a cup of coffee." I blinked at her words. But as the smile slowly slid from her face, I saw that she was entirely serious. I was happy to follow Kate's orders when they were of a sexual nature, when she made me eat her delicious pussy. I was more than willing to be this young woman's sex slave. But serving her as a servant in my own house was less appealing. Still, she had that remote control. I stood, my erection swaying embarrassingly in time with my movements. Kate stepped back to let me pass, the smile returning to her pretty face as I made my way to the door. 
 
    "And you better still be hard when you come back," Kate said. "In fact, you should be hard every time you're in my presence." 
 
    “Yes, Princess Kate.” Somehow, I didn’t think that would be a challenge. I heard Kate’s laughter following me as I made my way down the hall toward the kitchen. I heard the bedroom door close behind me. Kate was clearly making herself at home. 
 
    In the kitchen, I spooned coffee grounds into the machine and turned it on. Slowly, the air began to fill with the delicious scent. It felt so strange to be performing such a mundane activity in such a sexually charged way. Naked in my kitchen, I felt the weight of the shock device hanging from my balls as I reached up into a high cabinet for a mug. Setting the mug down on the counter, I took the opportunity to examine more closely this evil little toy. Kate was right. It resembled a padlock, with a steel hasp that was locked tightly around my scrotum above my balls. I grunted as I fidgeted with the device. There was no way to take it off without severely injuring myself. I tried to stifle the rising sense of panic inside me. This might be a game, but there was no denying that this device could really hurt me. No denying the power it handed to Kate. What if she ordered me to do something truly outrageous, something I really didn't want to do? Sandra and I had always had an understanding that our games would stop whenever either of us refused to play anymore. Had she instructed Kate on that same understanding? And did I want to know? It's important to play safe, but there was something endlessly thrilling about the idea that I truly had no choice any longer. I was going to have to keep Princess Kate happy, and inexperienced in these matters as she might be, I could already see that she was a natural. She seemed to grasp the power she had over me instinctively, and the possibilities it created. While the coffee pot bubbled and boiled, my mind raced, and my stomach churned. Just what had Sandra got me into this time? 
 
    It was only once the coffee was ready that I realized I had no idea how Kate liked it. As I poured the steaming liquid into the mug, I wondered what to do. I got the distinct impression Kate was looking for reasons to use the shocker against me. She seemed to get such a thrill out of watching me squirm. Better not to give her the excuse. 
 
    Trying not to think about the shame I was feeling, I made my way back down the hallway toward the closed door of my bedroom. I could hear Kate moving around inside, and some rustling noises whose origin I didn't dare guess. It was my house, and yet somehow, I felt as though I was intruding as I tapped lightly on the bedroom door. 
 
    “What?” Fear bloomed in my stomach at the annoyance in Kate’s voice. It hurt my pride to know that I was afraid of this pretty young girl. But it was the simple truth. 
 
    "How – how do you take your coffee, Princess Kate?" 
 
    The door opened suddenly. Kate stood in front of me. Her blue eyes stared directly into mine, blazing wrathfully. She was suddenly my height. And as I looked down, my eyes drawn toward her body in a way I couldn't even begin to resist, I gasped at the way she had transformed herself. 
 
    Kate, my wife's pretty assistant, stood in the open door of my bedroom, looking like the dominant goddess of every submissive man's dreams. She had shed her regular clothes and squeezed her gorgeous body into a black latex catsuit that clung to every inch of her, the glossy material shining in the light as she moved. Tighter than a second skin, it covered everything and yet simultaneously revealed it to my wandering eyes, the rounded shape of her thighs and the curve of her hips, her toned stomach and generous breasts. There was a kind of window cut into the catsuit below its high collar, a broad oval that bared what looked like acres of her cleavage. I longed to bury my face between those magnificent orbs, and my cock twitched desperately as I gazed at her in wonder. She had replaced her previous thigh boots with another pair, these ones far more provocative. Long laces ran up the front of her boots from the top of her foot to the middle of her thigh. Spike heels gave her the height to look me directly in the eye. She looked absolutely amazing, and the mere sight of her was enough to take my breath away. 
 
    "Get in here," she ordered. Kate hadn't lacked confidence from the moment she appeared at the door of my bedroom. But dressed now in her dominatrix outfit, she seemed only to be growing in authority. How could she not feel sexy when she looked the way she did? I had no doubt that there wasn't a man alive that will be able to resist her. Least of all me. My cock swayed as I stepped into the bedroom at her bidding, I heard her suit creak as she gripped the back of my neck with one hand and guided me toward the foot of the bed. 
 
    "Get on your knees," she snapped. The downward pressure of her hand encouraged me to do as she said as I sank to the floor at the foot of my bed. Humiliation burned my cheeks as I wordlessly complied with this young woman's orders, but I couldn't resist. She barely needed the remote control anymore to control me, but I hadn't forgotten for a moment that she had it. And as I stared up at her in a mixture of fear and desire, Kate raised one foot so that her leather boot creaked and set it down on top of the mattress in front of me. I raised my head, my eyes following the lines of her long legs, and saw the bulge of the remote control tucked into the top of one of her boots. 
 
    "If you're going to serve your Princess, you need to know these things," Kate said slowly. Her golden hair was loose on her shoulders, though I noticed she had pulled it back at the sides into a single braid behind her head. It made such a sharp contrast with the glistening black of the suit. She looked so beautiful as she stood above me, I found it difficult to speak as I tried to form an answer. 
 
    “Yes, princess,” I rasped. “That’s why I asked.” 
 
    “Are you getting smart with me?” 
 
    “No, princess,” I protested, but it was already too late. Her hand reached for the top of her boot with the speed of a striking snake, and I yelped in pain as she pressed a button. It was even more painful now than it had been earlier in the bed, the shock in my balls more intense. As she released the button, I kneeled at her feet, gasping and panting as I tried to recover myself. 
 
    "It can go a lot higher than that, too," Kate warned. I could hear the note of triumph in her voice, and as I raised my eyes to her again, I saw the smile that went with it. This was no act. This beautiful young woman was clearly thoroughly enjoying dominating me. And even while pain still radiated through my scrotum, my cock throbbed desperately in response to her. "You don't want to piss me off." 
 
    "No, princess." But Kate hardly seemed to hear my rote response. Her hair swung behind her as she abruptly turned toward her bag again. As she bent over slightly, I watched the black latex strain over her ass. My cock throbbed again as I noticed a zipper that ran from the small of her back between her legs. I couldn't keep myself from imagining her pussy underneath the fabric, the shape of her lips faintly visible through the latex. If she was even half as turned on as I was, I wondered how she kept control of herself. Kate was right, it seemed. Without the threat of the electric shock she could administer, I doubted I would be able to control myself. 
 
    Kate turned back toward me. This time, a pair of handcuffs dangled from her hand. The other held a large wand vibrator. Her eyes glittered with excitement as she bent down over me, her boobs threatening to spill out of the window that revealed them while my mouth watered. 
 
    "Give me your hands," she ordered. And I wordlessly did as I was told. The cuffs snapped shut around my wrists, locking my hands together in front of me. Once they were secured, Kate handed me the vibrator. I held it in both hands as I kneeled in front of her, waiting for further instruction. 
 
    And Kate turned. Her hair shone with almost the same luster as the catsuit she wore as she turned her back on me. In close quarters now, I saw and heard the rubber suit straining as she bent over, arching her back as she balanced with her elbows on my bed, her feet far apart. Her ass was right in front of my face, and I could smell the faint scent of the rubber she wore as she teased me with it. Kate giggled as she swung her hips from side to side, shaking her ass right in front of me. I didn't fail to notice as one hand reached behind her, drawing the remote out of her boot. 
 
    “Kiss my ass,” she ordered. “Show me how badly you want me.” 
 
    Kate laughed out loud as I lunged forward. Desperately, I pressed my lips against the flawless latex of her suit, feeling its smoothness against my skin as I kissed it. Over and over again, I pressed my lips to her cheeks, showering her ass with kisses. Worshiping it and worshiping her beauty like the goddess she so clearly was. My cock throbbed and ached as I abandoned myself in my role, willing to debase myself utterly for the privilege of touching the least part of her. And Kate giggled and laughed and mocked as she bent over the bed, savoring my adoration. 
 
    "See if you can pull the zipper down without using your hands," I heard her say. "If you touch me with your hands, I'll fry your balls." 
 
    "Yes, princess." I rose up on my knees, still clutching the vibrator in my cuffed hands as my mouth moved higher up her back. My tongue found and lifted the tab of the zipper, and Kate waited patiently as I tried to get it between my teeth. Finally, I had it, and carefully, I drew it downwards. The zipper parted in front of my eyes, the smooth cheeks of Kate's ass appearing in the widening gap as I pulled it downward. Sinking low on my knees, I craned my neck as I continued pulling the zipper between Kate's thighs. Slowly, teasingly, her pussy came into view. I heard her sigh with pleasure as my nose rubbed against her slit, and I felt her streaming moisture on my skin. The smell of her arousal was intoxicating, pouring out of the opening gap in her rubber suit. 
 
    "That's enough," Kate finally said, once the zipper was pulled all the way up to expose her dripping sex. "Now, make me cum." 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said at once. There was nothing I wanted more. Well, almost nothing. My own pleasure seemed like a forlorn hope. Clearly, I had no other purpose than to serve this woman. And the vibrator hummed in my hands as I switched it on, its rounded head spinning so fast it seemed motionless. I had seen toys like it before in porn movies, but never held one in my hands. Still, it didn't take a genius to figure out how to use it. Kate squealed in pleasure as I gently pressed the spinning head against her wet lips. 
 
    "Oh my God, that's it," she howled. I felt an absurd spasm of jealousy toward the toy that pleasured her so easily, that seemed to bring her to the throes of ecstasy almost immediately. But I tried to ignore my own feelings as I devoted myself to her pleasure. Slowly, I drew the toy back and forth, pressing a little harder so that the spinning head parted Kate's lips slightly. And her howls and screams of ecstasy guided me as I served her. 
 
    "Kiss my ass," Kate growled. Her face was buried between her arms, covered by the golden curtain of her hair as she moaned into the mattress. But I understood her just fine. Again, I pressed my lips to her backside, savoring the feel of bare skin against them along with the latex that still partially covered her. She moaned and howled as the vibrator did its work, and I worshiped her like a perfect submissive slave as she taunted me with her selfish pleasure. 
 
    Trails of moisture shone on the latex of her catsuit as they ran down the inside of her thighs. The smell of her arousal was driving me wild, like some powerful narcotic that was overriding my senses. I tasted the faint trace of salt on her skin as I humbly kissed her ass, feeling her body trembling uncontrollably as the vibrator did its work. 
 
    Finally, with a loud yell of passion, Kate came. Her whole body stiffened, her legs trembling rapidly as her orgasm swept over her. I  kept the vibrator pressed against her, allowing the rapid vibrations to rise up through her body and merge with the glow of orgasm. And with one last loud cry, Kate collapsed on the bed in front of me. 
 
    I shuffled backward. Kate dropped to her knees in front of me, her legs still spread, her upper body still lying on the mattress. Her shoulders shook. She seemed to be sobbing with pleasure. Her pussy dripped constantly, a small pool of her juices shining on the floor beneath her. It was one of the most enticing sights I had ever seen, and my cock ached with its continued hardness as I stared at her from behind. It took every ounce of self-control I had not to touch her, not to throw myself at her and drive my yearning cock between those trembling legs. But I knew what would happen then. Kate had left me in no doubt about that. 
 
    Finally, she raised her head from the mattress. Her smooth cheeks were flushed with the red glow of pleasure, her eyes glassy with orgasm as she turned. With a weary sigh, she rolled over and hoisted herself back onto the bed, sitting down heavily on the mattress. Her movements seemed clumsy, her body struggling to obey her commands with the pleasure it had just enjoyed. And her breasts rose and fell, straining the latex that contained him as they swelled in the window that presented them to my view. 
 
    “Good boy,” Kate marked as her blue eyes stared into mine. “That’s how I like my coffee. Served with an orgasm.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

    4. A Starring Role
 
      
 
    It was quiet. So quiet I could practically hear my own blood pulsing in my heirs. The only other sound was the faint creak of Kate's latex catsuit as she lifted a mug to her lips. She sipped carefully, sighing happily as she tasted the coffee I had made her. I hadn't made myself a cup; somehow, that didn't seem to fit with my new role. It was evident that Kate wanted me to be her servant. Except, I reminded myself, servants get paid. What I was, already, in the short time since my wife's assistant had appeared in my bedroom, was Kate's slave. And just the thought of that sent another bolt of desire to my twitching cock as I watched her. 
 
    She was mesmerizing. I had always known she was pretty, but I had never imagined her like this. Her body wrapped in shining black rubber, she looked every inch the dominatrix she was learning to be. And it was jarring to see this beautiful goddess sitting on our sofa, the one Sandra and I had picked out together, her legs crossed and one booted foot gently bobbing in the air as she sipped her coffee. After all, this was my house, and Sandra's. But with my wife away, Kate was the undisputed ruler. And there I was, kneeling on the floor of my own living room, my hands still cuffed together in front of me and an electric shock device still locked around my balls while I waited to see what Kate wanted to do next. That was all that mattered. What Kate wanted. My own desires were truly irrelevant. Because if they had mattered even one little bit, I would have been inside her at that moment, pounding away at her beautiful pussy until orgasm overwhelmed us both. But instead, I was waiting on my new young mistress. 
 
    "This is nice," Kate said at last. I felt a tremor run through me as she turned her pale blue eyes on me and smiled. You would never guess to look at her blonde and fresh-faced beauty that Kate had this dominant streak to her. But she was learning fast. "I should've done this a long time ago," Kate went on after taking another sip of the coffee I had made to her specifications. "I never knew it could be so easy to turn a man into my slave." I said nothing as she giggled girlishly. I could hardly deny the truth of her words. After all, I was serving her hand and foot. In the short time since Kate had arrived at our house, she had had two orgasms, and I was still waiting for one. And with the shocker locked onto my balls, I didn't dare even ask. Even while the thought of her still-wet pussy zipped up again inside her skintight suit made me ache with desire. Even as I stared hopelessly at her breathtaking cleavage revealed by the gap in the front of her high collared suit. She was a vision of irresistible desirability, and yet I couldn't have her. And if I was ever to get what I wanted, I knew it wouldn't come by asking. Kate was enjoying taunting me with her body, and there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop her. 
 
    “My phone is in my purse,” she said. “In the bedroom. Go get it.” 
 
    Wordlessly, I nodded. Rising to my feet, I stepped past the sofa on my way to the bedroom. Kate's suit creaked again as a hand shot out, and I stopped suddenly as she grabbed hold of my cock. She squeezed, and I winced as her painted fingernails dug into the sensitive skin of my erection. She looked up at me with a smile on her pink lips, her face as sweet and innocent as though butter wouldn't melt in her mouth while she held me by my manhood. 
 
    "What do you say?" she prompted. 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Kate's smile widened as she released her hold on my cock. Sweeping stray golden hairs back from her face, she turned her attention back to her mug of coffee without another word. Humiliated, I headed to the bedroom. 
 
    Kate's purse sat on the floor beside the bed. I crouched down and lifted her phone out of it. Briefly, I thought of touching myself. The thought seemed to come from outside me, rising unbidden from my deep and seemingly endless sexual frustration. My cuffed hands were in front of me, and I could easily take hold of my cock. But I resisted. Kate would know. As desperate as I was, I didn't doubt that I could take care of myself in record time. But then, if I returned to the living room without an erection, Kate would notice. And Kate, I had no doubt, would punish me for my disobedience. The thought of that only made it harder to resist seeking solitary pleasure, but I turned my throbbing cock toward the door and returned to the living room, carrying Kate's phone as instructed. Without a word, without even looking at me, she held out one hand. I placed the phone in her palm. Holding it in front of her face, she swiped the screen. 
 
    "Stand there," she said, pointing dismissively at a spot on the living room floor in front of her. I positioned myself where I was told. Kate didn't even look at me now, engrossed for a few minutes in her phone's bright screen. As though I didn't matter at all. As though whatever notifications she had were far more interesting than the kinky sexual drama playing out between the two of us. All I could do was wait. All I could do was simultaneously hope for and fear the attention of this beautiful young woman, hope that she decided to toy with me once again. 
 
    Kate finally set her phone down in her lap. She raised her eyes to me again. There was that smile, the maddening smile on her pretty face as she basked in her total control over me, my total helplessness before her. The remote to the shocker was still tucked into the top of one of her thigh-high boots, but she hardly needed it. Her beauty and my desire for her already gave her all the weapons she needed. 
 
    “How badly do you want to fuck me right now?” Kate asked. 
 
    "So badly, princess," I groaned. And Kate giggled, her suit squeaking as she squirmed happily on the sofa in front of me. As I watched her, I knew I was never going to forget what I had seen and done that day. How could I ever sit on that sofa again without thinking about this? And maybe that was what Sandra wanted, or maybe it was just an accidental side effect. But I knew that things were never going to be the same, now that Sandra had involved people we actually knew in our sexy games. 
 
    "I bet," Kate said. "But your pathetic cock isn't worthy of a princess like me. Is it?" 
 
    "No, Princess," I said, my cheeks again burning with shame as I humiliated myself in front of her. The glow of her phone lit Kate's pretty face from below as she held it up in one hand, her coffee mug still in the other. 
 
    "Say it," she demanded. "Say the whole thing." The black eye of her camera's phone was pointing directly at me. I drew a deep breath. It was one thing to play these games in private, behind the safety of closed doors. But did I really want this young woman to have a record of my submission to her? What additional power would that give her, on top of what she already had? And my cock throbbed at the thought. Because deep down, I wanted her to have that power. That was the humiliating truth. 
 
    Besides, what choice did I have? 
 
    "My — my pathetic cock isn't worthy of you, Princess Kate," I said. A faint crease appeared in Kate's smooth brow as she frowned. 
 
    "Not like that," she said. "Say it like you mean it. Look into the camera and tell me." While my stomach writhed with shame and disgrace, I raised my eyes to her phone. 
 
    “My pathetic cock isn’t worthy of you, Princess Kate,” I said, forcing my voice to be more firm and clear. Kate smiled, and her phone made a faint noise as she captured the recording. She raised her eyes to me again. 
 
    “Excellent,” she smirked. “Sandra must be in the air right now, but I’ll send that to her once she lands. She’ll get a laugh out of that. Maybe a few of my friends will, too.” 
 
    "No!" I gasped before I could stop myself. The smile dropped from Kate's face, her eyebrows rising challengingly as she stared at me. "I mean — please, Princess! Please don't show anyone else!" Kate held my gaze for a moment that seemed endless. Her phone in one hand and her coffee in the other, she simply stared at me, her face blank, the pink lips slightly parted. Fear rose inside me, fear of this pretty young girl who only a few hours ago, I would've thought was simply sweet and relatively innocent. But Princess Kate was anything but. 
 
    "Maybe I will," Kate said finally, "and maybe I won't. But if you don't want me to reveal what a little bitch you are, you're going to need to serve me very well." 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said. Just what I needed. For Kate to have even more leverage over me than she already did. For another long moment, Kate seemed to be thinking, and I all but squirmed on the spot in front of her, wondering what she would come up with next. 
 
    “On your knees,” she finally said. “Kneel at the feet of your Princess like a slave should.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess." At once, I did as I was told. I dropped to the floor in front of her, gazing up at her irresistible beauty with fear and trembling. The faint smirk had returned to Kate's face, but I had no idea what that might mean. She lifted her phone again, pressing the screen with her finger and turning it toward me. I felt as though a fist was gripping my heart as I knew she was recording me once again.  
 
    "You know, when your wife first told me about you, I couldn't believe it." I tried to suppress a groan as Kate spoke. "I mean, what kind of man lets his wife sleep around?" she went on. "But now, I think I understand it. You see, a woman needs a man. A real man. The kind of man who can just take her whenever he wants and fuck her brains out. That's the kind of man women want. And you're just not that kind of man, are you?" 
 
      
 
    "No, Princess," I said through gritted teeth as Kate giggled at me. 
 
    "No, you're not. But that doesn't mean that bitch boys like you don't have their uses. It's fun making you do what I say. Making you worship me. You're just so easy to control. I guess that's why Sandra keeps you around." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." 
 
    "I mean, it's certainly not because of this." Kate giggled again, and a spasm of humiliation raced through me as she tapped the toe of her raised boot against my cock. My manhood bobbed up and down, and I tried not to groan in pleasure and desire as she ran her leather boots along the underside of my shaft, pleasing me so easily. "With a cock as useless as this, you shouldn't be surprised your wife has had to look elsewhere for what woman needs. You should be glad that she lets you serve her." 
 
    "Yes, Princess. I am glad." 
 
    "Then you should thank her," Kate grinned. "Go ahead. Look into the camera and thank your wife for fucking other men. Beg her to take a big hard cock." I gulped, my stomach churning with humiliation. There was no way out. 
 
    “Thank you, Sandra,” I began in a croaking voice, staring at the phone Kate held while she rocked with laughter behind it. “Thank you for fucking other men. Please, Sandra, please fuck Tony. Please let him fuck you.” 
 
    “With his big, hard, beautiful cock,” Kate giggled. 
 
    "Yes, Princess. Please let him fuck you with his big, hard, beautiful cock." My voice cracked at the final word, but Kate's amusement seemed to know no bounds. It was all she could do not to splutter with laughter as she tormented me with my own inadequacy. 
 
    "Because it's so much better than yours," she prompted.  
 
    "Yes, Princess Kate," I said. 
 
      
 
    "Not that that's saying much. Every cock I've ever seen is better than this." I moaned involuntarily as Kate again ran her foot along my throbbing shaft. The sexual tension was unbearable. And Kate smiled down at me with utter delight as she played my manhood like an instrument. 
 
    "It gets you going just thinking about it, doesn't it? Thinking about your wife getting railed by her boss?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess." 
 
    "That's so fucked up," Kate giggled. "I can't believe there are guys like you around. It's pathetic." I couldn't argue with her there. Instead, I stayed kneeling where I was, my hands cuffed in front of me and my cock throbbing between my legs. I didn't even want to think about how pathetic I would look in the video Kate was making. Sandra had never humiliated me like this. Sure, she played around with it sometimes, talking about what she wanted to do with her boyfriends. But she had never put me through anything like what Kate was doing. Still, I knew that once Sandra received the video Kate was recording, she would be thrilled by it. And in a way, that was what scared me most of all. 
 
    “Are you thinking about your wife getting fucked right now?” 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said through clenched teeth. I was. The things Kate had done to me since she arrived had helped distract me from the reality of what was going on with Sandra and Tony, but now her words were bringing me right back to the awful truth. On a week-long business trip, my wife had every intention of seducing and fucking her boss. There was absolutely nothing I could do about it. 
 
    "Look how hard it makes you," Kate marked. "Your tiny little cock looks angry. You want to cum while you think about your wife getting pounded?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I groaned. I watched as Kate set aside her coffee mug. Still holding her phone aimed at me, she ran her free hand over her body, over the black latex that gripped it tightly. I could see the twin points of her nipples showing through the fabric as her hands sunk ever downward, ending up between her thighs. Her legs spread in front of me, she rubbed herself gently, her fingers tracing the visible shape of her lips through the suit she wore. 
 
    "Mmmm," she moaned through parted lips. "You know, there's nothing quite like taking a real pounding off a real man. A man with a big cock who knows exactly how to use it. God, I could use some of that myself right now." Soft moans and gasps of pleasure punctuated Kate's words as she continued to play with herself. In an agony of frustration, all I could do was watch, my whole body yearning for her while I kneeled helplessly at her feet. "Too bad there's only you here. And I'm not letting that pathetic excuse for a dick inside me. You know you don't deserve that." 
 
    "No, Princess," I said as humbly as I could manage, noticing her pleasure at my submission. 
 
    "I tell you what I will allow, though," Kate said. She was blinking slowly now as she looked at me, her eyes half-closed with the mounting pleasure that she felt. "I'll let you cum on my boot. You can stroke your little cock think about your wife getting fucked and squirt your little puddle on my foot." 
 
    "Yes, Princess! Thank you, Princess!" And the most shameful thing of all was that I meant it. I was genuinely thankful for Kate's indulgence. She cackled with wild laughter at my pathetic capitulation. 
 
    "There's a catch, though," Kate went on, her voice now saturated with pleasure as she continued to rub her pussy through the latex catsuit. "I don't want your cum stains on my beautiful boots. So once you're finished, you're going to have to lick it off. You're going to lick my boots clean. And I'm going to record you doing it." 
 
    A shudder of fear wracked my body. What Kate was proposing was outrageous. It horrified and disgusted me in equal measure. And the thought of my complete humiliation being captured forever on video scared me witless. There was only one reasonable answer, and that answer was to tell Kate where to get off. The game had gone far enough now. As thrilling as it had been to submit to her dominant beauty, I couldn't allow things to go any further. 
 
    And yet the deep inner ache of my body told me I had no choice. Every nerve inside me cried out for orgasm, at any cost. What did humiliation matter compared to the bright pleasure of desire? While reason warred with my lust, Kate smirked as she watched the whole sorry display, waiting on my decision. As though she already knew the outcome. As though there was only one possible way for this to end. She was right. 
 
    "Yes, Princess." 
 
    Kate shrieked with laughter, the phone shaking in her hand as she struggled and failed to control herself. I was almost as incredulous she was. How had this near-stranger reduced me to this in so short a time? But my desperate desire didn't allow for much intelligent analysis. I needed to cum. Having agreed to a terrible price for the privilege, it was the least I felt I deserved. 
 
    "Okay then," Kate smiled. "You can cum on my boot. Just make sure you're thinking about your wife fucking another man while you do it." She didn't need to tell me twice. No sooner were the words out of Kate's mouth than my cuffed hands were reaching for my manhood. She sat above me, stroking herself through the thin material of her suit while I wrapped her hand around my cock. Kate couldn't know what I was thinking about, of course. Even if she did seem to share some of my wife's ability to guess what was going through my head at any given moment. But even in the darkness inside my own skull, the only place I could have even the least bit of control anymore, I obeyed her instructions. I couldn't help it. She had reminded me of what was going on, of what this next week would be all about. And I couldn't forget. I couldn't help but think of Sandra moaning and screaming in pleasure while her boss manhandled her. Pinning her down on a hotel bed and plunging his cock remorselessly into her streaming pussy. And the moans and gasps of pleasure that rose from Kate were distant echoes of Sandra's orgasm as I closed my eyes and trembled. Pressure bloomed in the pit of my stomach, and I moaned desperately as it rose slowly along my cock. I gasped at the sudden eruption as my orgasm tore through me, my cock throbbing in my hand as it spurted my cum all over the shining black leather of Kate's boot. I gasped and panted as I opened my eyes, watching the white fluid slide slowly over the glistening black leather. Kate watched it too, her eyes shining as she continued to touch herself, her fingers busy between her beautiful thighs. Shame and fear and regret rose up inside me, as though they had only been waiting for my passion to subside. Kneeling at Kate's feet, slowly recovering my breath as my physical bliss faded, I felt a rapidly growing fear at what I knew was going to happen next. 
 
    "Go on," Kate prompted. Her booted foot twitched in the air between us. "You know what to do. Lick up your slime and make my boots nice and shiny again." 
 
    "Princess," I gasped. I knew it was a bad idea even as the words left my mouth, but I couldn't help it. There had to be something I could do to get her to relent. But the way Kate's pretty face hardened immediately terrified me. I lost my nerve. My lips moved, but I couldn't bring myself to form the words as I gazed up at her, silently begging. 
 
    And Kate had no remorse at all. 
 
    Her free hand reached for the top of her boot. I knew what was coming, and I tried to brace myself for it. But it hardly mattered. As Kate pressed the button on the remote control, pain tore through me. I howled pitifully as I squirmed on the floor in front of her. She held the button down a long while, letting me gasp and beg and squirm, unable to do anything about the agony she was inflicting on me. When she finally lifted her finger, she left me gasping and trembling, my body convulsed with agony. 
 
    "You'll do as I fucking tell you," Kate said, her eyes blazing. All at once, there was no trace of the physical pleasure she had been feeling just moments before. All at once, she had become a different goddess entirely, one that was wrathful and merciless, where she had previously been playful and seductive. 
 
    "Yes, princess," I said pitifully, my resistance collapsing completely. And while my stomach churned with self-disgust, I inched forward on my knees. Kate's satisfied smile returned to her face as she watched, eager to see me debase myself further. The merciless eye of her phone camera captured every moment of my degradation as I leaned forward, placing my hands on the floor to balance. At Kate's feet, I bowed my head like a penitent, taught the error of my ways. 
 
    The leather of her boot was warm and slick on my toe. I winced as I blindly found the wet mess I had left behind. Scooping it up from the patent leather was difficult, and I tried not to taste my own ejaculate as I hurriedly swallowed. Kate turned her foot this way and that, relishing the spectacle in front of her. 
 
    "That's it," she giggled. "Get all of it. Get my boots nice and shiny again." And of course, I did exactly as I was told. Resisting her was more than unwise; it seemed all but impossible. Cringing in fear and shame, I did the unthinkable, slurping up my calm from Kate's boot while my wife's young assistant watched. 
 
    It wasn't a quick process. But Kate savored every moment of it, her eyes flickering over me she watched as though committing the whole humbling spectacle to memory. Not that she needed to. The camera captured everything. 
 
    "That's better," Kate finally said. "Nice and shiny again. Aren't I a nice princess for letting you come?"  
 
    "Yes, Princess," I gasped. There wasn't much point in trying to resist anymore. What Kate had just made me do seemed like the most humbling experience imaginable. If this young Princess could make me do that, it was suddenly clear to me that there was no limit to the depth of my submission to her. 
 
      
 
    Kate pressed the screen of her phone and set it aside at last. But I wasn't foolish enough to believe for a moment that my torment was over. I knew just from the way she was looking at me, her bright eyes dancing over my kneeling body, that there was more humiliation in store for me at Kate's hands. And this time, she didn't leave me waiting long. 
 
    "Fuck," Kate breathed slowly. Her breasts heaved as she sighed, the beautiful flesh swelling again in the cutout panel at the front of her suit. "That was fucking hot. Making you do that - oh my God." Kate's high heels slipped on the living room floor as she pressed her thighs together, one hand still buried between them, clutching at her sex. The sight of her so caught up in desire tugged mercilessly at my own, despite the orgasm I had so recently had. Kate was beautiful no matter what, but she was especially beautiful when she was turned on. Looking up her from my knees at that moment, I knew that she was very turned on indeed. 
 
    "I think you need to make your princess cum again," Kate smirked at me. Rising up on the sofa, she reached behind her back for the zipper of her suit, drawing it down over her ass in between her legs again to expose her dripping pussy to me. As the smell of her arousal filled the air, I felt my cock twitch. The fluid of my last orgasm had barely stopped dripping from its tip, yet already I could feel desire boiling inside me again. Kate and her special brand of dominance was doing something to me that I could barely believe. Something I knew I was never going to forget. 
 
    "Get to it, bitch," Kate giggled as she spread her legs wider. "Get your pathetic face in there and make your princess cum." I didn't hesitate. I lunged forward, and Kate cackled in delight as I buried my face between her latex-covered thighs. My tongue was already straining for her, straining to taste her sex as I mumbled against her skin. 
 
    “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    5. Checking In
 
      
 
    Kate was almost a stranger to me, but gradually I was learning her rhythms. Fear will do that to you. So long as she held the remote control for the shock device locked around my balls, I was forced to attend to her movements and moods as if my life depended on it. As though there was nothing more important in my life than her. Which, I suppose, was the whole point. 
 
    Once I had pleasured her fully, licking her to orgasm while she sat on my living room couch in her sexy latex outfit, Kate pushed me away. On my knees, I watched her rise to her feet, the black latex shining with every move she made as she walked toward the bathroom. The sharp sound of the high heels of her boots reverberated through the house and seemed to echo in some dark chamber of my heart as I listened. What was going on here was barely believable. But it was real. And despite the orgasm she had recently allowed me to humiliatingly release all over her boots, my cock was rock hard again. I could taste her pleasure in my mouth, and it was tugging on the fraught cords of desire inside me, making me want this young woman more desperately than I felt I had ever wanted anything in my life up to that point. Kate could claim all she wanted that this was as new an experience for her as it was for me, but she seemed to know how to use my lust against me like a pro. As though she had been doing this all her life. 
 
    When Kate finally returned from the bathroom, she smiled to see me still on my knees. The smile hovered on her pretty face as she made her way back to the sofa and sat down again. I couldn't help but notice that she hadn't zipped her catsuit back up, that it was still open between her legs as she sat down. And that gave me some faint hope for the future. My jaw ached from going down on her, but I would gladly have done it all again just to taste her nectar. Just for the wild thrill of obeying this young woman, of serving her like a sex toy. 
 
    But Kate ordered nothing of the kind. Instead, she crossed her long legs, depriving me of the site of her wet pussy while the black latex shone on her thighs. Dismissively, she ordered me to the kitchen to make her a sandwich. And shamefully, I did as she said. My cock lurched from side to side with every step I took as I wandered through my own house, my hands cuffed in front of me and the shock device locked around my testicles to ensure my compliance. Like a lowly servant, I made my Princess her sandwich, bringing it to her on a plate and standing by as she ate it. I couldn't take my eyes off her. The startling contrast between her blonde girl next door looks and the unbelievably sexy latex outfit she wore had lost none of its power. And the way her full breasts swelled and strained against the rubber material with every breath she took had lost none of its appeal. I was rock hard, desperate for the body she teased me with. And Kate didn't even need to do anything to torment me with her beauty. All she had to do was sit there. 
 
    Once she had finished the sandwich, she held out the plate toward me without even looking at me. Taking her meaning, I took it and carried it to the kitchen. I didn't even feel my own hunger, although it had been hours since I had eaten. Every cell of my body seemed devoted to a different craving, a deep sexual hunger that made all other sensations seem to vanish. When I returned to the living room for my next set of orders, I saw that Kate had switched on the TV and had her phone in her hand once again. It was a sight that made me nervous, knowing what was stored in the memory of that phone. A high-quality recording of my complete humiliation. But I didn't dare to ask her what she was doing. The top of the remote control showed against her thigh, held in place by her shining leather boot. Her power over me seemed complete. 
 
    Briefly raising her head to knowledge my presence, Kate pointed to the floor at her feet. 
 
    "You can sit down there," she said, her soft and feminine voice totally at odds with the dominant goddess she appeared to be. "Take a break. But you're not allowed on the furniture." She giggled softly at that, but I knew better than to argue. The fact that it was my house, my sofa that she was sitting on, was totally irrelevant. Kate had been in charge from the moment she entered my home, and we both knew it.  
 
    I sat down where she indicated, leaning back against the front of the sofa. Kate's latex outfit creaked faintly as she lifted her legs and draped one over my shoulder. I felt the cool slickness of her high-gloss leather boot against my skin, her leg running over my chest and stomach, her foot in my lap. Her spike heel hovered dangerously close to my twitching cock. Kate wasn't even looking at me. Nor was she watching the TV, where some bland couple were thinking about buying a home. Her attention was all on the screen of her phone. My stomach churned with nervousness as I wondered what she was doing. But I couldn't deny the feelings bubbling inside of me. While Kate sat with her crossed legs draped over me, I reached up and tentatively caressed her calf through the slick leather. Kate sighed and said nothing. Encouraged, I ran my hands over her legs, savoring the feel of her boots and legs that they covered. Kate allowed it. And even though I knew it was doing me no good, even though I knew the sensation of touching her was only adding to my desperate desire and the agony of sexual frustration, I couldn't help it. I couldn't keep from reaching out to her with my cuffed hands, eager to touch even the most insignificant part of her. 
 
      
 
    I don't know how long we sat like that. There was no clock visible from where I sat, and I wore no watch. The time seemed to pass in a kind of haze, blurry and indistinct. It was a feeling unlike anything I'd experienced before. I don't know exactly how to describe it. Just that my attention was all on her, on the feel of her boots and the weight of her legs on my chest, and on the feeling of being powerless in her presence. Of sitting at the feet of a goddess and awaiting her further instruction. From time to time, a slight movement of Kates's legs would cause her foot to brush against my erection, and I would struggle not to groan in tormented desire at the feeling of it, and Kate would pretend not to notice, but I knew that she did. I knew that she did, because those random moments of contact became steadily more frequent. Eventually, Kate shifted on the sofa. I tried not to think about the moisture of her bare pussy seeping into the cushions of my couch. As she moved, the top of her foot stroked the underside of my shaft, and stayed there. My cock rubbed against her boot as she sat above me, still on her phone, still ignoring me even as she tormented me with the closeness of her body. I continued rubbing her legs, devoting every crumb of self-control I had to keeping myself from pathetically rubbing my manhood against her foot in the hope of another shameful orgasm. It was harder than I would ever have imagined. Every cell of my body cried out for release, no matter how I got it. My hips seemed to move by themselves, gently rubbing my manhood against her leather footwear. And still, Kate pretended not to notice. 
 
    After a lifetime of this delicious agony, Kate abruptly swung her legs off me. Her high heels rapped loudly on the floor. Leaning forward, she sat on the edge of the sofa cushion, and her blonde hair hung down around her face as she turned her eyes to me. There I sat, humbled, cuffed, erect, right where she had told me to sit. I saw the smile that crossed her pretty face as her eyes flickered over my features. The faint dusting of freckles on her cheeks and nose emphasized her youth and accented the shamefulness of my surrender to her. She was so much younger than me, younger than my wife, and yet she had so easily conquered me. And I knew that my wife would hear all about it. And I knew that things between us would never be the same again. And that nervous fear only added to the desperate arousal of the situation I was in as I waited to see what Kate wanted to do next. 
 
    "Come with me." Kate stood, moving with perfect grace on her impossibly tall heels as she rose to her feet. She had made her decision. I struggled to stand, my cock waving embarrassingly as I lurched to my feet beside her. Kate still held her cell phone in one hand, but the other reached toward me, and I gasped as she wrapped her fingers around my throbbing cock. I felt the smooth warmth of her latex outfit against my cuffed hands for a moment as she turned. Her heels beat out a rapid march on the floor of my house as she led me back toward the bedroom, dragging me by my cock. Not that I was reluctant. As my member surged in her hand, hope swelled in my heart as she led me toward the bedroom. I had no idea what she had in mind, but I knew that whatever it was, chances were good it would be sexy. 
 
    Kate told me to lie down on the bed, and I complied immediately. As instructed, I lay down on my back and didn't resist as Kate circled around to the side of the bed and took hold of my cuffed hands. She used the cuffs that were attached to the bed to secure me in position, just as Sandra had done before Kate arrived. Then she climbed onto the bed beside me. I couldn't suppress my groan of desire as she straddled me, her bare pussy showing between the sides of the open zipper of the catsuit. Kate smiled down at me, completely triumphant as she sat on top of me. But to my disappointment, she kept moving. Lifting her leg, she swung it over my body and rolled over to sit on the mattress beside me, leaning back against the headboard. Reaching over my head, she positioned a pillow behind me so that my head was propped up comfortably. Then she draped her legs over me again, her feet resting on my thigh as she crossed them at the ankle, her heels dangerously close to my desperate cock. Brushing her hair back from her face, she held her phone up in front of her and pressed the screen. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched what she was doing. She was calling Sandra. And even though I knew that this would happen, my heart lurched in my chest at the thought that my shame was about to be exposed to my wife. 
 
    Sandra's face appeared on the screen of Kate's phone. Behind her, I could see the bland surroundings of a corporate hotel room. In the screen's bottom corner, I could see a mirror image of what my wife saw, Kate and her golden hair and her heaving breasts filling most of the screen, with my mortified face somewhere in the background. Sandra's eyes moved over the screen, and I saw a wicked smile spread over her face. My cheeks prickled with the heat of embarrassment as my wife saw what was going on. 
 
    “Hello,” Sandra said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Are you guys having fun?” 
 
    "A bit," Kate shrugged, while I opened my mouth to protest and immediately thought better of it. It seemed to me that Kate had been having more than just a bit of fun at my expense. The multiple orgasms she had experienced were more than a bit. But I knew better than to argue. Sandra's smooth brow wrinkled in a frown, but the smile never left her face as she spoke. 
 
    “Only a bit? Has he been a good boy?” 
 
    "He's been okay," Kate said noncommittally as the two of them carried on a conversation as though I wasn't even there. "There's been a couple of little incidents of defiance. But I found a way to deal with them." 
 
    "I bet you did," Sandra chuckled. "What did you do?" In the reflection on the screen of the phone, I saw Kate smile. My stomach tightened in fear as she reached the top of her boot, where the remote control was. I cried out as the now-familiar pain erupted between my legs, spreading out in racing waves through my lower body as I trembled and writhed on the bed. It didn't last long; Kate was relatively merciful this time. And while I lay gasping on the mattress, the pain of the electric shock vanishing as quickly as it had arrived, I cringed as I listened to the laughter of both Kate and my wife as they enjoyed my suffering. 
 
    "My God," Sandra spluttered. She leaned closer to the screen as though to get a better view. Kate held her phone, turning it so that more of my body showed. I heard Sandra gasp as Kate showed her the shock device locked onto my balls. 
 
    "I saw them online," Kate explained. "Once you told me about what you were planning to do, I did some research on how to train a man. This seemed like the easiest way." 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Sandra said. “How does it feel when she shocks your balls, honey?” 
 
    “It hurts,” I panted, and both women laughed again. 
 
    "Well, you'd better do what she says then, hadn't you? You'll have to tell me where you got that, Kate. I think I might want to get one of my own when I get back." I stared up at the phone in horror at my wife's words. But Sandra went on smiling at me, the same maddening smile, in a way, theat Kate so often wore. It was a smile of complete confidence in the power these women had over me. A smile of conquest. I knew that if my wife did as she said, she would make me her slave as easily as Kate had. And there was no reason not to believe she would do it. Prior to that night, I never would've imagined my wife had an interest in domination and submission. But now the cat was very much out of the bag. Through the screen of Kate's phone, over the many miles between us, I could see the glow in my wife's pretty blue eyes, and knew what it meant. She liked what she saw. I knew for myself strangely arousing it could be to see the person you love having sex with somebody else. But who would have imagined my loving wife would take such pleasure in my pain? 
 
    "It's got lots of different levels," Kate exclaimed, turning the camera back on herself as she held up the remote toward her phone."You can do anything from just a gentle little tickle to a full-blown electric shock. It's pretty awesome." She giggled girlishly, and Sandra laughed with her, the sound of their merriment only increasing my shame and desire as I lay helplessly beside my wife's assistant. 
 
    "So what have you two been up to?" Sandra asked. "I was on that flight for hours. Don't tell me you didn't find some way to pass the time." 
 
    "No, we had fun." Kate turned for a moment toward me, her blonde hair sliding over her catsuit as she grinned.  "I've been training him to please me with his mouth and with toys. He's learning. I'm trying to teach him that it's a woman's pleasure that matters, not his." 
 
    "Damn right," Sandra chuckled. "The sooner he learns that, the better. So you haven't fucked him?" Sandra asked the question so casually, as though she was talking about the weather. As though it was a matter of complete indifference to her whether I stepped outside the bounds of our marriage or not. And I knew it was silly; after all, she herself had had no end of fun with other men. But I had always been faithful to her. Still, that faithfulness was being tested by Kate in a way it never been. I couldn't deny the way my cock throbbed at her words, and the faint possibility they raised. 
 
    "No," Kate said, shaking her head. Her heel tapped lightly against my bristling shaft as she spoke, turning the phone toward my body again. "I mean, no offense, Sandra. But this cock… It's just not enough, is it? It's not worthy of being inside a woman." While I cringed with embarrassment, Sandra shrieked with laughter. I watched her press her hands to her mouth as she tried to regain control of herself, her outrage mingling with her amusement as she cackled at my humiliation. 
 
    "I know what you mean," she said, while the deepest shame yet burned inside my chest. "He tries, but… Well, there's a reason I'm out here trying to get nailed by a real man." It was Kate's turn to laugh while I squirmed beside her. Burning with humiliation, I watched as my wife pulled off her shirt, sitting in front of the camera in only her bra. Kate turned the phone back to herself, and I watched her eyes move up and down the screen again. 
 
    “I love your outfit, by the way,” Sandra said. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “You must be driving him crazy, looking like that.” 
 
    “Of course,” Kate grinned in satisfaction. “Did you see the video I sent you?” 
 
    "Not yet," Sandra said. "We just got to the hotel. I'm just going to change, and then I'm going out to dinner. With Tony." 
 
    “Are you going to fuck him?” I cringed as Kate asked the question, and cringed even more as my wife took a moment before replying. 
 
    "We'll see," she said at last with a devilish smile on her face. "How long is this video? I don't have a lot of time, but I want to see what the two of you have been up to." 
 
    "It's not long," said Kate. "You could watch it right now. I'd be interested to know what you think about it." 
 
    "Okay," Sandra giggled. The camera swirled around the hotel room as she leaned forward, exposing more of her breasts in her bra to my view. When she straightened up again, I saw she had a laptop in her hand. Still holding the camera, she opened her laptop and pressed a few buttons. After a pause, I saw her face lit by the screen's eerie glow, and the sounds of my deepest humiliation rose from the tinny speakers. I groaned out loud, and Kate, without so much as looking at me, pressed her free hand over my mouth to silence me while she kept her eyes on the screen. My wife watched me debase myself in front of her, and her pretty eyes studied the small screen in front of her as though trying to memorize every detail. In despair, I gazed up at the ceiling. I didn't need to watch Sandra to know what she was seeing. I had lived it. I knew without a doubt that I was never going to forget it. 
 
    "Oh my God," Sandra said, eyes fixed on the screen of the laptop as though she couldn't tear them away. "Oh my… No. He's not going to… Oh my God!" But her sounds of disbelief were punctuated by wild bursts of laughter. Whatever else Sandra thought of what her assistant had made me do, she found it endlessly amusing. I felt the skin all over my body prickling with shame, as though I were blushing from the tips of my toes all the way up to the roots of my hair. Now that my wife had seen what Kate made me do, I knew she was never going to forget it anymore than I was. 
 
    "Wow," Sandra said as the video came to an end. "I… I don't even know what to say. I knew he had some submissive tendencies. I mean, he'd have to, to enjoy watching me get fucked by other men. But I had no idea he was this much of a bitch." 
 
    “It’s amazing what you can get a man to do with the right motivation,” Kate giggled. 
 
    "I see that." The tone of my wife's voice made me nervous. I could almost hear the ideas blooming inside her mind. A pretty assistant had shown her just how far I could be pushed, and I had no reason to doubt that Sandra had every intention of finding out for herself the moment she got back from her trip. The thought of what the future held made me dizzy with anticipation as I lay there on the bed, Kate's feet on my thigh close to my cock while she and my wife basked in their endless victory. 
 
    "That's… Wow," Sandra said. "I didn't think… Damn. That was hot. I'm going to be thinking about that all the way through dinner now. That's got me going. Shit. Tony better fuck me tonight." While Kate rocked with laughter beside me, I groaned despair. The two women were oblivious to my discomfort. Or more precisely, they reveled in it. As Kate turned the camera of her phone back to herself, I saw Sandra stand. Without the slightest trace of shame, as if there was nothing more normal than having her assistant see her in her underwear, Sandra set down the phone somewhere and stood in front of it undressed. 
 
    “I need your advice,” she said to Kate. “I was going to wear this to dinner tonight. But now I think it might be a bit too conservative.” 
 
    “It’s a hot dress,” Kate shrugged. 
 
    "But is it hot enough? I don't want to take any chances. Not after seeing that. I want Tony to want me so badly he drags me to his room and tears my clothes off me before we've ordered dessert." My chest rose and fell as I listened helplessly. Hearing how horny my wife was, how desperate she was to fuck another man, drove hot nails of despair and desire through my chest. The thought that watching Kate humiliate me was what had made her so horny only added to the bitterness and the thrill that I was feeling. My wife was miles away, and even if her assistant didn't have me chained to my bed, there was nothing I could do to stop what was going to happen. Even if I wanted to. But to see Sandra so excited, more excited than she had been by me in I didn't know how long, was a bitter pill to swallow. The bitterness that brought out the wild sweetness of my kinky games with Kate. 
 
    "You have great legs," Kate said. "Show them off. Wear something shorter, and the highest heels you've got. I've seen Tony looking at me at the office when I wear a short skirt. Maybe he's a leg guy." On the screen, Sandra turned again to the suitcase I had watched her pack. I knew what it contained, as though I had an itemized list of its contents committed by heart. The things she had packed, I wondered if she would have the guts to wear in public. Some of them I hadn't seen in years. Others had been bought especially for the occasion. And when Sandra lifted a deep red dress up in front of the camera, I knew exactly how she would look wearing it. I remembered the anniversary dinner she had worn it to years ago, only once. I remembered how desperate I had been to get her in bed and peel the skintight fabric off her. Jealousy bloomed behind my eyes as I helplessly watched. 
 
    "Yes!" Kate said. "Now that's sexy." The two women giggled together like old friends. Encouraged by Kate's response, Sandra wiggled her way into the dress, tugging the tight fabric over her body with some difficulty. She hadn't gained an ounce since the last time I saw her wear that outfit, but it was designed to cling to her. Just as the deep neckline with its network of architectural straps was designed to at once conceal and reveal her breasts, to draw the eye toward her chest and over her toned stomach and down toward her long legs. Once the dress was on, Sandra posed and preened in front of the camera while Kate whistled her approval. 
 
    "Yeah?" Sandra asked. The dress was short, so short that I knew that Sandra risked exposing herself whenever she sat down. It was why she had worn it only once. For all her confidence, Sandra was subject to the same doubts as any woman. But her obvious desire seemed to sweep all of that away. 
 
    "Definitely," Kate nodded. "He'll love it. I want to fuck you myself in that dress." Sandra giggled happily at the compliment. 
 
    "Okay," she said. "I have to go. Tony will be here soon, and I need to get my makeup on." 
 
    "Okay. Go heavy with it. This is no time for subtlety. The sluttier, the better." Sandra giggled again. 
 
    "Okay. I'll check in with you guys later let you know how my night's going. Have fun." 
 
    "Oh, we will," Kate grinned. "Well, I will, anyway. And that's all that matters." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    6. Pleasure Slave
 
      
 
    Setting down her phone, Kate turned slowly toward me. The skintight fabric of her latex catsuit creaked, barely able to contain the abundant curves of her beautiful body. Her thigh-high boots shone in the light as she lay on her side facing me, her head supported by one arm while the other rested on my stomach. I felt as though I could still hear Sandra's voice ringing in the empty air of the bedroom. Although she was gone, her presence hovered around us like a ghost, there in that room where we had had our most intimate moments. But now my wife's beautiful assistant had injected herself into our sex life, and there would be no going back. After the shameful things I had said and done, nothing was ever going to be the same. Even if I wanted it to be.  
 
    But even as fear boiled inside me as I contemplated the future, I couldn't bring myself to regret what was going on. All I had to do was look at the dominant goddess lying in bed beside me, her body wrapped in clinging rubber and her delicious breasts swelling through the window cut into the fabric. Without these games, I would never have been with a woman like Kate. And as shameful as it was to admit even to myself, that was something I feared even more than what lay ahead. 
 
      
 
    "Your wife's going to get fucked tonight," Kate smiled at me. I panted in pleasure as her free hand drifted down my body, teasingly approaching my erect cock. Finally, she wrapped her fingers around my shaft, and I didn't even try to suppress the moan of pleasure that rose from my throat at the feel of her hand around me. 
 
    “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    “That makes you so horny, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    “Pathetic.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Kate laughed out loud at that. There was no point denying it. It was pathetic, and my submissive desires were a constant source of shame that only made them even more enticing to me. It was a complex loop of emotion, a whirling circle that fed on itself and grew stronger by the minute. And looking at Kate lording it over me wasn't exactly helping. She looked like sex incarnate, wrapped up in her shining catsuit with its zipper pulled up between her legs so that between her shapely thighs, I knew that her pussy was exposed. The ghost trace of her taste still hung in my mouth, driving me onwards, driving me deeper into this pit of desire and despair that seemed to have no bottom. I gazed at her in desperation, and she smiled as she slowly stroked me, teasing me mercilessly as she basked in my defeat. 
 
    “She did look hot in that dress, didn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    "Has she ever worn that dress for you?" 
 
    “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    “And what did you do?” 
 
    “I… I had sex with her, Princess.” 
 
    "Lucky her." Kate rolled her eyes theatrically as she spoke. "She probably had to fake an orgasm to protect your fragile little ego. But she won't be faking it tonight. Tony's hot. In that dress, I bet he won't be able to keep his hands off your wife." 
 
    "No, Princess." My voice cracked as I spoke. It wasn't just the humiliation I was enduring or the jealous rage that burned inside me. It was the maddening feel of Kate's soft hand on my cock, sliding gently up and down, only the merest contact to keep me boiling on the edge of pleasure without ever going over. This young girl knew exactly what she was doing. She was toying with me as though she were a seasoned expert at these kinky games. She could claim inexperience all she wanted, but I was finding it increasingly hard to believe that Kate had never done this to a man before. After all, it seemed to come so easily to her. 
 
    “While she’s having fun, you’ll be here. With me. Desperate to fuck. You want to fuck me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess! Of course, Princess!” 
 
    "Of course you do," Kate smiled. Releasing her hold on my manhood, she sat up, her boots creaking she curled her legs underneath her, her long hair trailing over her shoulders. I braced myself as she reached for the remote control tucked into the top of her boot, knowing what came next. But when Kate pressed the button, I didn't feel the same pain she had inflicted before. Instead, I felt a strange buzzing begin at the device locked onto my balls and quickly spread my twitching cock. I moaned as I felt it vibrating through me, fueling my already rampant desire while Kate watched curiously. 
 
    "I want to try something," she said. As though I had a choice in the matter. Holding the remote in one hand, she wrapped her other hand once again around my cock. She pressed the button, and my cock pulsed in her hand. A sly smile spread across her face while I gasped and writhed at her touch. 
 
    “It’s like you’re a vibrator,” she giggled. “On that lowest setting, it doesn’t give me a shock. But I can feel it in your cock. Oh, this is going to be fun.” I didn’t need to ask for who. I already knew what Kate’s idea of fun was, and whose pleasure it was that mattered. She had been more than clear about that. And she laughed out loud as my cock buzzed in her hand again, just as she said. Just as though it was the toy she claimed it was, an object over which she had complete control. 
 
    Kate rolled over. My heart swelled with hope as she straddled me again, her latex covered thighs gripping my hips as she sat on top of me. My cock was pressed back against my stomach, and I could feel the wet lips of her pussy against my skin as she sat on top of me. I felt as though I were a prisoner at the gates of heaven, able to peer through the bars at what I couldn't quite reach. Kate smiled down at me like a golden sun, endlessly pleased with her total control of my body. 
 
    "You'll never please a woman with this pathetic thing," Kate said. And there was no need to ask what she was talking about as she slowly rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing her dripping pussy slowly against the underside of my shaft. "But maybe it's not completely useless. Maybe we can find a way to get me off with it." Kate leaned forward as she spoke, and her pale eyes stared deep into mine as she gripped me by the throat. I felt the tips of her fingers pressing into the side of my neck, not hard enough to cut off the air supply, but firmly enough to demonstrate that she could if she wanted to. 
 
    "Watching your wife get all dressed up for her date has made me horny," Kate said, her soft voice dripping with menace she spoke. "So I'm going to use your cock now. You better not cum. This isn't about you." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." As I gazed up at her astonishing beauty, Kate's order seemed completely impossible. With my trapped cock throbbing beneath her, I was already on the edge of orgasm. The slightest touch would be enough to send me over the edge. But I wasn't going to argue with her. 
 
    Sitting upright again, Kate reached down between her legs. I felt her hand on my member as she guided it between her lips. I moaned desperately as I felt the infinite warmth and softness of her womanhood opening for me, my cock sinking slowly between the tight walls of her pussy as she guided me inside. For all her talk of how small I was, it was a snug fit. And she could talk about my inadequacy all she liked, but she couldn't hide the look of pleasure on her face as she impaled herself on my manhood. Her eyes closed for a moment, and a sigh escaped her parted pink lips. I felt her pussy spasm around me, and I wondered how on earth I could keep myself under control as she settled down on top of me. 
 
    Kate began to rock back and forth. The light shone back from every curve of her body, bouncing off the latex catsuit that covered her. The soft flesh of her breasts bounced and jiggled above the rubber. Her knees gripped my flanks as her pussy gripped my cock, and the cuffs on my wrists bit tightly as I struggled against them. Kate was moving slowly, teasingly, enjoying the moment and savoring her control while all I wanted was to pound her. But as she said, this was about her pleasure, not mine. She reached into the top of one boot for the remote control. I knew what was coming next. 
 
    Kate moaned in pleasure as my cock pulsed, and I moaned too. Waves of sensation radiated out from between my legs, rising slowly through my body. And Kate kept her thumb pressing down on the button, keeping my cock buzzing inside her like a personal toy while her pussy spasmed around it. Clearly, her plan was working just as she had hoped. She gasped and moaned, her eyes still closed as the sounds of her pleasure filled my bedroom. She rocked her hips back and forth, but her movements stayed agonizingly slow, sometimes stopping altogether as she trembled and spasmed on top of me. She didn't need to move much. The constant buzzing of my cock inside her was giving her all the sensation she needed. And as her gasps and sighs turned to shrieks and yells, I gritted my teeth as her pussy tightened around me. She was going to have an orgasm already, right there and then on top of me while the electric current passed through my manhood and made it vibrate for her pleasure. I breathed steadily, doing my best control myself while Kate's pussy seemed to grow even tighter, even wetter. And with a loud cry, she came, a hot flood of her juices pouring over my cock and balls and thighs as she anointed me with her bliss. Kate's juices soaked into the mattress below us. I had never seen Sandra cum like that. I'd never seen that kind of volume of fluids from a woman before. It was hot. In some way I was in no state to articulate, it thrilled me to know that I had pleased her. That for all her sneering talk about my inadequacy and insignificance, I had made my Princess come. Even if only in this strange way, assisted by the electricity of the shock device flowing through me. 
 
    Finally, Kate opened her eyes. She stared down at me open-mouthed, her teeth showing in the dark cavern between her lips. She seemed almost surprised by her own pleasure. Her smooth brow was creased, her eyebrows rising as she stared down at me wordlessly. Gasps and moans still echoed in her throat, and her latex outfit shimmered as her whole body trembled above me. She looked absolutely divine. And as my cock began to buzz inside her again, I realized that my Princess wasn't done with me yet. One orgasm was never going to be enough for a woman like her. I wondered how I could possibly resist the ever-growing pressure in my own body as I tried not to cum and incur her wrath. As sweet as Kate looked, I had no reason to doubt her resolve when it came to punishing me. I had already had enough of that.  
 
    But as her pussy slid more easily up and down my cock now, lubricated by the copious flood of her hot juices, it seemed impossible that I could hold out. The buzzing sensation she was giving me helped to distract me from the feeling of her warm wet sex clinching around me, but it seemed impossible that it could be enough. And Kate's movements were more aggressive now, a catsuit shining as she bounced up and down on top of me, have breasts bouncing in time with her movements and driving me wild with desire. 
 
      
 
    My cock swelled between the wet walls of Kate's pussy. I gasped and moaned as I felt my orgasm bubbling inside me, rising unstoppably through my body. I no longer cared what kind of price she would make me pay for my failure to control myself. I only cared about release. 
 
    But Kate seemed to read my body as easily as she read the notifications on her phone. With perfect timing, she rose up, lifting herself off my body. My cock slid out from between her spasming lips. And she pressed the remote control, her eyes blazing as she stared down at me. This was no gentle tickle. I cried out as a much more powerful shock made me jump and squirm underneath her. Somehow, the sudden pain in my balls suppressed my orgasm, pushing it aside as I gasped and groaned. When Kate released her hold on the button that was tormenting me, my urge to cum had subsided. It was still there, of course. My whole body was still tuned to pleasure, my cock as hard and erect as ever. But my imminent orgasm had receded. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Kate gasped, and a sly smile spread across her flushed cheeks as she stared down at me. “Did I just stop you from coming?” 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said through gritted teeth. 
 
    "That's amazing," Kate panted. "I can fuck you all night and still not let you cum. Give me that cock." Kate's fingers closed around my manhood once again, and she guided me easily inside now that both our bodies were shining with her abundant lubrication. The remote control in her hand, she began to ride me again, using the low setting to make my cock buzz inside her. I all but sobbed with frustration and desire as she used me, her beautiful body tormenting me as she bounced down on top of me, drawing blissful sensations from my body that I knew would never reach their peak. Kate's juices streamed over my body, forming an ever-growing puddle on the bed beneath us, and soon the bedroom was echoing once again to her cries of pleasure. Another hot flood of her juices spurted out from her spasming pussy as she came, her pretty face the picture of an ecstasy that tormented me with my own powerlessness as she enjoyed the sensations she denied me. 
 
    If you had shown me Kate in her sexy outfit and asked if I wanted her to ride my cock all night long, I would have jumped at the opportunity. Any man would. But the new trick she had discovered turned what should've been a blissful experience into a strange combination of heaven and hell. Every time she felt me getting close, Kate would lift herself off my body and deliver a more painful shock to my balls that suppressed my advancing orgasm so that she could continue riding me. And there was nothing I could do to stop her. Resigned to my unbelievable fate, I lay below her on the bed, the lower half of my body soaked in her orgasmic juices, my cock an easily controlled instrument for her pleasure as she came again and again. I stopped counting Kate's orgasms after a while. As the night wore on, they seemed to be coming faster and harder all the time. But she never lost her control over me. She kept me in a desperate state of longing without ever letting me come. 
 
    And when finally, after one last powerful orgasm that made her whole body shake and the bed tremble beneath us, Kate collapsed on top of me, her long hair clinging to my sweaty chest and her breath tickling my skin, I was simultaneously disappointed and relieved. Disappointed that I would no longer get to watch her cum and feel the voluminous flood of her juices wash over me. Relieved that somehow, I had followed her instruction not to have an orgasm of my own. Not that it was my doing. Without the shock device, I knew for a fact I would have been unable to control myself. 
 
    Kate lay like that for a while. I could feel the weight of her body on mine, her breasts pressed against my stomach, her head on my chest in a position that was almost strangely affectionate as she recovered herself. She swung one leg over me, pressing her thighs together as she curled her legs beneath her, panting and gasping. I didn't say a word. Her golden hair shone in the light, and if I had had my hands free, I might have felt the urge to run my fingers through it. Or else I might have felt the urge to pin her down on the mattress she had soaked in her cum and fuck her brains out. Torn between strange affection and an understandable desire, it didn't matter what I felt. I couldn't do anything about it. All I could do was lie there and listen to Kate breathing, her body shaking and trembling as she slowly recovered from the multiple orgasms I felt as though she had stolen from me. 
 
    This oddly tender moment couldn't last forever. Eventually, Kate stirred. She lifted her head from my chest and sat up on the bed, looming above me. A goofy grin showed on her face as she stared down at me. She seemed hardly able to believe what had happened herself, as though the depths of her imagination and creativity even startled her. 
 
    "Holy shit," she said. "That was amazing. I bet you've never made a woman cum that many times in your life, have you 
 
    ?" 
 
    "No, Princess." It was the truth. Without the electric shocks Kate delivered to me, I would never have been able to hold out nearly as long as I had. 
 
    "Well, don't be too pleased with yourself," Kate smirked. "It was the toy that did it, not your worthless cock." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Kate sighed as she moved down the bed, placing her feet on the floor and rising unsteadily to her feet. She stumbled toward the bedroom's open door, unsteady in her tall heels after the orgasms that had racked her body. But as she reached the door, she turned to look at me over her shoulder. She stood with one hand on the door frame for balance, looking at me as I lay on the bed, covered in her cum, my cock still hard and desperate as I stared back at her. She looked incredible from the back, the round globe of her ass straining against the shining black latex that covered it like a second skin. My dripping cock throbbed as I stared at her. 
 
    “Now, you can just stay there until I’m ready to play with you again,” Kate said. “And I don’t want to hear a peep out of you until then. Just lie there like a good toy until I decide otherwise.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said. There wasn't anything else I could say. And Kate smirked in the knowledge of how little choice I had as she turned and headed out of the bedroom. I listened to her footsteps receding through the house, echoing on the floor as she headed for the bathroom. She was in there for a while, the water humming in the pipes as she cleaned herself up. After that, she made her way to the living room. I heard her sigh as she sat down on the couch, the volume of the TV rising as she turned it up. As much as I hoped otherwise, Kate seemed to be done with me for the moment. And just as she had said, all I could do was lie there like an object and wait for my Princess to use me again. 
 
    Kate kept me waiting a long time. It was dark outside now, but the clock on Sandra's bedside table kept me informed of the time. And every minute seemed to pass like an hour as I waited with nothing to occupy my thoughts but Kate. And Sandra. While Kate's juices cooled on my skin, my cock surged desperately as I thought of the two women. The latex-clad dominatrix in my living room, and my slutty wife out on a date with another man. I wondered what was happening. Were they still at dinner? Or had they already moved the action to a room of the hotel? With Sandra looking the way she did, I had no faith that things wouldn't go the way she had planned. I didn't imagine for a moment that her boss would be able to resist her. If Sandra really wanted this, if she really pursued him, she would get him. I knew that. And not just from my own experience. I had seen her often enough with other men to know just how seductive she could be. I was blessed with a very beautiful wife, and cursed with a very unfaithful one. Sandra knew just how to seduce a man, just how to employ the right combination of mystery and flirtatiousness to get him interested. And in the state she had been in when we spoke on the phone, I didn't have much hope that Sandra wouldn't go through with her plan. 
 
    Meanwhile, Kate sat in my living room watching TV. More likely, on her phone. And that terrified me. She had already sent the video of my humiliation to my wife. What else might she do with that? Right at that moment, she could have been broadcasting my submission to the world. And there was nothing I could do to stop her. 
 
    Fear mines centuries out of hours. The time passed with agonizing slowness, and every time I turned to look at the clock, I could barely believe how little time had passed. But Kate was in no hurry. I lay in the purgatory of the bed fragrant with female pleasure for a long time before my cruel Princess returned to toy with me some more. 
 
    Finally, Kate did return. My heart leaped at the sight of her as she appeared in the bedroom's open doorway, still wearing the latex outfit that shone on her body in a way that drove me wild with desire for her. She paused theatrically in the doorway, her eyes drifting over my body as I trembled in front of her. I hardly dared open my mouth. Whatever she had come to do to me, I welcomed it versus the torment of being left abandoned.  
 
    And Kate said nothing as she moved to the side of the bed. Without a word, she unfastened my arms from the cuffs that held them. For the first time in long hours, I was free. As free as I would ever be with her looking the way she did, that is. As free as I could ever be as long as I had the shock device locked onto my balls. In other words, not free at all. And Kate knew that as she directed my movements. 
 
      
 
    "Get up," she ordered. "Up on your knees." I did as she said, just as I always did. Shoving aside my pillow, I kneeled at the head of the bed, my cock rising into the air in front of me as Kate completely ignored it. Instead, she reached behind my back and took my wrists in her hands. I knew that my short-lived freedom was coming to an end already, but I didn't fight her as Kate reattached the cuffs that were bolted to the bed frame. Once I was secured, Kate stepped back. She climbed onto the bed in front of me, the latex suit shining with every movement as she kneeled like me on the mattress. Kate leaned forward, balanced on elbows and knees right in front of me, her legs parted, her ass straining the fabric of her outfit even further. The zipper between her legs was open, and her pussy was right in front of me, right in front of my twitching cock as she crouched on all fours. But Kate ignored me as she toyed with her phone. She set it up at the foot of the bed, balancing the device on a pillow so that we could both see the screen. And Kate crawled down the bed, away from me, away from my cock as it throbbed and surged in the empty air in response to the sight of her. Her blonde hair trailed over the mattress as she turned to look at me over her shoulder, her eyes shining with excitement and her pretty face lit up by an even prettier smile. 
 
    "Lick my pussy," she ordered, and once again, I was struck by the contrast between her sweet looks and her dominant nature. But I didn't waste a lot of time thinking about it. The chains on my wrists rattled as I bent forward awkwardly, supported by the cuffs that grew taut behind me as I lean toward her. Kate giggled happily as she positioned herself in front of me, wiggling her ass until she reached a spot right at the limits of my reach. I craned my neck and was just able to run my extended tongue over her pussy, tasting her arousal and hearing her sigh with bliss. 
 
    And while I licked her, running my tongue over her pussy and ass, feeling her soft skin and the smooth latex that still covered most of her body, Kate turned to her phone. She pressed the screen, and it lit up. Raising my head to see over the gorgeous curve of her ass, my heart convulsed. Once again, my Princess was calling my wife. And fear raced up and down my spine as I wondered what Sandra would be doing. 
 
    "Don't stop," Kate warned. The remote control of the shock device was still in the top of her boot. I knew I had no choice. I kept licking her, pleasuring her, while my wife's phone rang and rang. And as I pressed my tongue harder against Kate's trembling pussy, I heard Sandra answer. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    7. Showtime

      
 
    My position was uncomfortable. Kate had set things up in such a way that to reach her with my mouth, I had to lean far forward, letting the cuffs chained to my wrists take almost the full weight of my body. My neck began to ache almost immediately in concert with my jaw. It wasn't something I ever thought I would hear myself complaining about, but clearly, I had been eating far too much pussy that night. But what was I going to do? Complain to Kate? In the few hours that passed since she had become my mistress, I had already learned that was a very bad idea. 
 
    Besides, all of these physical complaints paled in comparison to what was going on in my heart. To tell the truth, I barely felt the discomfort of my awkward position. It didn't matter. Because the turmoil that raged inside me eclipsed everything else. 
 
    My wife intended to cuckold me. We all knew that. It would hardly be the first time that I watched Sandra with another man. But that didn't lessen the burning jealousy I felt every time my wife had sex with someone else. And the humiliation was far greater this time, now that she had chosen to sleep with someone she knew. 
 
    Was my situation made better or worse by the fact that I could see everything that was going on? I didn't know. Being forced to watch my betrayal was a bitter pill to swallow. But whether I saw it or not, I would know it was happening. And if I couldn't see, I would have wondered. I would have worried. I would have been denied the dark arousal I felt as I watched the scene playing out on Kate's phone. I couldn't see everything; the screen was small and far away from me. The twin round globes of Kate's ass blocked my view, forcing me to raise my face from her dripping pussy to see what was going on. I had to peer past the black latex of her catsuit that shone on her buttocks, over her arched back, past her blonde head to get a look at what was going on. So that's what I did, alternating between licking Kate and watching Sandra like a man snatching breaths of air before diving back underwater. But even at those times when I couldn't see, when I tried to focus on pleasing the beautiful young dominatrix who had so much power over me, I could hear every word of what was going on. 
 
    "Is it okay? That my husband watches?" On the bed in a nondescript hotel room, my wife was talking quietly to her boss. She had set up her phone in front of the bed, probably on a dresser or end table so that the camera took in everything that was going on. I could see her long legs, the solid muscle of her thigh showing underneath her dress as she sat with her legs crossed. I could see how her scarlet dress clung to her, the elasticated fabric stretching over the swell of hip and ass and breast in a way no man could ignore. I could see the way her eyes studied Tony's face, watching his expression to gauge his reaction to everything that was going on. And I saw, no matter how hard I tried not to, the satisfied smile on Tony's face as his eyes flickered toward the camera before returning to my wife. 
 
    "Yeah, it's okay," he said with a smile. Of course it was okay. He would've said anything to get his hands all over Sandra and peel that clinging dress right off her body. Just like I would have. It's not every man that's comfortable with these kinds of situations. We've learned the hard way that some guys can't handle being watched. But I had a feeling Sandra would never have suggested playing with Tony if she didn't have reason to believe he would be okay with it. Clearly, she had been right. And although I was hundreds of miles away, I felt as though I were in the hotel room with her. I could practically smell the wine the two of them had shared, that had lowered their inhibitions so that they could do what Sandra had planned. I could practically feel the tension in the air, the thrilling trace of uncertainty that comes with any new sexual encounter. The excitement of the new, something I always thought you had to sacrifice to be in a marriage. But Sandra had found her way to keep the spark alive. 
 
    "Good," Sandra said. She spoke the words softly, slowly, drawing it out though it tasted good on her painted red lips. I saw her eyes, too, flicker toward the camera. She might have done this before, but never quite like this. Never with the audience she had now, her assistant watching just as closely as I was. But Sandra leaned toward Tony, and he leaned toward her, his big hand trailing over her smooth cheek as they kissed, and a familiar fist clenched my heart as I watched. 
 
    I winced as the shock device locked to my balls buzzed. Not hard, with the powerful shocks that caused me pain and made my body convulse when I displeased Kate. She had used the low setting, the gentler yet unignorable reminder of what she could do if she wanted to. A reminder that I was there to do more than merely watch. And so my wife and her new lover temporarily disappeared from my view as I lowered my head back down to Kate's pussy. Her juices were flowing freely, coating my tongue and chin as I ran my mouth over the sensitive folds of her sex. It was like devouring some ripe and dripping fruit, and as Kate's taste filled my mouth, my cock surged. I wanted Kate as desperately as I had ever wanted anything in my life, but I also knew with a painful certainty that I couldn't have her. Not in the way I wanted, anyway. Ordinarily, licking the pussy of a beautiful young woman like her would have been a pure and unalloyed pleasure. But these were anything but normal circumstances.  
 
    Still, I did my best to please her, my efforts rewarded by the slow moans that began to rise from her throat. Kate never took her eyes off the screen in front of her. Her growing sounds of pleasure were the only acknowledgment that I was doing anything. I realized with a spasm of masochistic pleasure that I was serving as her sex toy while my wife performed like a porn star. I had no doubt that the situation was as new to Kate as it was to the rest of us. 
 
      
 
    Over the sounds of Kate's pleasure, I could hear the soft, moist sounds of my wife and Tony making out. I listened closely while jealousy boiled in the pit of my stomach. I could hear them losing themselves to passion, losing themselves in one another, abandoning restraint as pleasure brushed aside the objections of the rational part of their brains. My wife's gasps grew louder as she pulled her mouth away from his, and I lifted my head and peered over Kate's ass to see Sandra move. 
 
    She climbed up onto the bed, her tight dress rising even higher on her thighs as she moved. She still wore the same high heels she had worn to dinner, and I knew she wouldn't take them off.  
 
    My wife knew what men are like, and how to drive them crazy. She understood the importance of visual appeal. And she had never looked more visually appealing to me that she did at that moment as she crouched on the bed beside Tony, balancing on her elbows and her knees as she leaned her head over his lap. I gasped, knowing what was coming next. Sandra's fingers showed like white streaks in her red hair as she used one hand to push her hair back from her face, sweeping it over to the other side of her head. She wanted me to see. She didn't want anything to obstruct my view of what came next.  
 
    I saw her devilish smile as she glanced at the camera again, and her elegant fingers reached for the front of Tony's pants. I felt an animal growl rising inside me as the shame of what was happening washed over me. But there was more to my feelings than shame and jealousy and arousal — as though those weren't already enough for me to deal with. I couldn't deny, I would never try to deny, that as I watched what Sandra was doing, I felt a strange spasm of love for her. My beautiful, sexy wife, that could seduce any man she wanted and give him the night of his life. And yet she was married to me. Why shouldn't a woman like her enjoy other lovers? Especially when I enjoyed seeing her with them so much. Even if it did cause me the sexiest kind of suffering imaginable. 
 
      
 
    Confident that she had the attention of both me and Kate, Sandra went about her business. Tony's cock sprang free of his pants, swelling rapidly into the air as Sandra hovered over it. And I gulped nervously as I watched it. Despite the games we play, I don't have a bisexual bone in my body. All my desire is for Sandra, and watching her take a cock like the pro she is. But as Tony's member rose to my wife's face, it was impossible not to see what she was dealing with. Impossible not to notice that he was bigger than me. In case I had somehow missed it, I could rely on Sandra to point it out. 
 
    "Oh my God," Sandra said. Her eyes smiled as she wrapped her hand around her boss's shaft, and her lips smiled too as she raised her head to look up at him, peering at Tony from between the curtain of her red hair. "Look at this thing. If I had known you were hiding this in your pants, I would've done this a long time ago." Tony chuckled smugly as my wife turned her attention back to his lap. I saw her eyes dart toward the camera again, and the wicked smile widened on her lips as she lowered her mouth down onto him. Sandra kept looking at the camera as the head of Tony's cock disappeared into her mouth, and she bobbed her head up and down while he sighed in pleasure above her, the two of them thoroughly enjoying my absolute disgrace. 
 
    "Get your face back down to my pussy," Kate ordered. There was no venom in her words, no trace of anger. But it didn't seem to occur to her that I would resist, either. She was right about that. As the shock device buzzed once again on my balls, I dropped my head downwards, running my tongue over Kate's sensitive folds again. What a pair we made, I thought bitterly to myself as I licked. Sandra sucking Tony's cock while I ate her assistant out. Hardly the sex life I had imagined on the perfect summer's day when I exchanged vows with my wife. 
 
    Kate's moans grew steadily louder. Once again, I felt the juices running over my face. Our mattress was soaked with them, the air in the room thick with the smell of her pleasure. And only hers. Mine was denied again, and my cock ached from being too hard for too long as I served her. I felt as though the faintest touch would be enough to send me over the brink of orgasm. I found myself wondering if it were possible for me to cum just from watching what was going on, just from looking at Kate's pussy. I hoped it was. But on the other hand, I found myself wondering what would happen then. How would I feel about this whole twisted situation if desperate desire wasn't raging inside me? Not that it mattered. With my hands chained to the bed, and Kate showing no interest in allowing me any pleasure of my own, all I could do was focus on hers. I felt her pussy spasming against my mouth as I did my best to please her. 
 
    From the phone in front of her, I heard the wet sounds of my wife sucking Tony's cock. His grunts and groans were getting louder too, his own pleasure swelling just as his cock swelled in Sandra's mouth. Bitterly, I remembered how it felt to have Sandra sucking my cock. In the early days of our marriage, it had been a regular treat. Lately, it had become rarer. But clearly, my wife was more than willing to give head to other men. Bigger men. Men who presumably would never allow themselves to end up in a situation like the one I was in, a pathetic slave to a young woman he barely knew. The difference between us couldn't have been more clear as Tony received oral pleasure while I gave it. Our roles were set. 
 
    Kate trembled and gasped. The bed we were on shook along with her movements as her pleasure got the best of her. Her cries rose into the air, louder and more piercing than the sounds of Tony's pleasure coming from the speakers. Ignoring the pain in my neck, I pressed my tongue harder against her, rubbing it along the length of her pussy in a steady rhythm while she shrieked and screamed. I wanted nothing more than to look at the screen, to see what Sandra was doing now, but I forced myself to stay where I was. Kate, I knew, was on the very edge of orgasm, and she would never forgive me if I abandon my duties now. She'd use the remote control in her hand to fry my balls until I was a eunuch.  
 
    So I kept on licking while she howled and moaned in front of me. I was no longer surprised at the copious flood of her juices, the sudden gush of lubrication that poured out of her when she achieved orgasm. I had experienced it before. I swallowed as much of the hot torrent as I could while more of it poured down the inside of Kate's shaking thighs, poured down my face, pooling in a dark puddle on the mattress. 
 
      
 
    With a soft sigh, Kate leaned forward. At last, she lowered her hips onto the bed, sprawling along the mattress with her head hanging off the foot of the bed, the phone now in her hand as the sounds of Sandra blowing Tony continued to rise from the speaker. I leaned back, finally able to relieve the pressure of the cuffs on my wrists. Kate rolled over, her clinging latex catsuit shining with every movement of her body as she turned to lie on her back. I admired the soft jiggling of her breasts in the window cut into the latex as though I couldn't help myself. I couldn't. My eye was drawn to her body in a way I couldn't have prevented even if I wanted to. I was a prisoner of my desire as much as I was of her. 
 
    Kate's face was flushed as she looked up at me. A few stray strands of her golden hair clung to her cheek, trailing over the corner of her open mouth. I didn't need to taste her lingering on my tongue to know that she had just cum. Anyone would have been able to see it. And she looked absolutely beautiful lying there like that, the powerful dominatrix temporarily overcome by the irresistible sensations of her own body. Sensations I had given her. It was the only tiny bit of control I seemed to have any more. The closest to any form of power I was likely to get. And I would take what I could. 
 
    But the show was far from over. Kate lifted the phone in her hand, and the devious little smile on her pretty face reminded me of Sandra as she held it out toward me. God forbid I miss a minute of what was going on in that hotel room. Kate held the phone in both hands, balancing it on her toned stomach, just above the point where the zipper of her catsuit split to expose her delicious pussy. I watched my wife on the screen balanced above the woman I had just licked to orgasm, barely able to believe what was happening. But it was happening, whether I believed it or not. 
 
    Tony was puffing and panting. Sandra's cheeks hollowed as she sucked his cock, one hand wrapped around the base of his shaft as her head moved rapidly up and down. My own cock surged at the sight. I knew how skilled Sandra was at this particular act, and even though I tried to ignore Tony's reactions, I could tell that he was close. I wondered for a moment if that was what Sandra had in mind. But I soon learned better. 
 
    Sandra turned her face to the camera, lifting her head slightly so that Tony's cock was no longer in her mouth. Instead, she ran her hand up and down his shaft, lubricated by her saliva, her fingers teasing him while he groaned and gasped. Through the magic of video, her eyes met mine, her mouth still open and her eyelids half-closed with desire. 
 
    "Look at this cock," she said in a voice thick with desire. A voice I knew from this very bedroom, and from others. When Sandra got in these moods, I knew, she was willing to do anything. "Honey, it tastes so good," Sandra remarked. "Look how big it is. I can hardly get my hand around it. Just imagine how good that's going to feel in my tight little pussy. What do you think? You want to see your wife get fucked by a real man?" 
 
    "Yes," I panted, while a howl of laughter rose from Kate. Sandra laughed too, a soft chuckle that nevertheless sent hot wires of embarrassment crawling along my spine. 
 
    "Such a dirty boy," Sandra said. "You're lucky that I let you watch me with other men. That I let you play with my assistant. Aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes," I gasped. As she listened, Kate extended one foot. I groaned as I felt the toe of her boot sliding along the underside of my shaft. She loved to see me humiliated. And it was Kate's natural dominance that had brought this cruelty out in my wife. I was sure of it. Seeing what Kate could do to me, what she could make me do, ignited Sandra's erotic imagination too. 
 
    Sandra rose on the mattress. The tight dress was up around her hips as she put one leg on the floor. She turned to Tony, and I saw the urgency in her movements as she began to unbutton his shirt. Tony reached for her dress, his hands moving around her body to the zipper in the back. But Sandra shook her head with a smile, gently pushing his hand away. 
 
    "Leave it on," she said. "I want you to fuck me in this dress so that my husband will remember every time I wear it." Tony laughed at that. Kate and Sandra laughed. The only person who wasn't laughing was me, the butt of every joke. But I didn't care. All that mattered was the unignorable sensations in my body as Kate continued to toy with my cock, and Sandra continued to humiliate me.  
 
    I watched her strip off Tony's shirt, and he quickly shed his pants. Sandra instructed him to sit back down on the bed, and he was hidden from my view for a moment as my wife stepped in front of him. Facing the camera, she pulled up her dress, slowly, teasingly. The tiny thong panties she wore underneath were quickly shed, and I was staring at my wife's pussy. I couldn't fail to notice the puffiness of her lips, the faint shine of wetness that showed me how turned on she was by all of this. Still facing the camera, she stepped backward. I watched her spread her legs, positioning herself above Tony's lap while facing away from him. She reached down between her thighs and took hold of his cock. I heard my wife groan in pleasure as she lowered herself down onto it, impaling herself inch by inch on her boss's manhood. 
 
      
 
    "We have to take this slow," Sandra said, peering for a moment over her shoulder at Tony before turning her attention back to me. "I'm not used to something this big." 
 
    "No problem," Tony said. His big hands gripped my wife's hips as she sat in his lap, straddling him while facing me. The muscles swelled in her thighs as she began to move up and down, groaning and moaning happily as Tony's cock penetrated her. I could see it all, could see her lips gripping his shining shaft as she fucked him. Sandra was in ecstasy, every cell of her body alive with pleasure. And as that pleasure grew, as my wife's juices streamed out over another man's cock to anoint his thighs and balls, her movements grew quicker. Every time she bounced in his lap, he seemed to go a little faster, a little deeper, and her shouts of pleasure rang out a little louder. Soon, despite her words, she was bouncing up and down on top of him in a kind of frenzy, her red hair swirling around her flushed face like a blood-red cloud. She was screaming at the top of her lungs, and I wondered if the people in the rooms next door could hear her. Not that she cared. She wanted to be heard, by me most of all. She wanted me to know just how good it felt to betray me. 
 
    And while I watched the whole humiliating spectacle take place, Kate moved. Her knees bent, rising into the air as she slid down the mattress toward me. Her legs were parted, her pussy exposed as she hooked her feet behind my legs. I heard the leather of her boots and the rubber of her catsuit creak in unison with every movement she made as she positioned herself on the bed in front of me. Her dripping pussy was mere inches from my straining cock as she looked up at me, her pale blue eyes shining as I tore my attention momentarily away from my wife. 
 
    "Fuck me," Kate ordered. "But don't you dare cum." She brandished the remote control in her hand as she spoke, and I dumbly nodded. I knew just as well as Kate did that there was only one way she could keep me from the orgasm I craved. We both knew she would do it. I groaned in long-denied pleasure as I leaned forward, my hard cock slipping easily between Kates's well-lubricated lips as she guided it inside with one hand. The feel of the warm walls of her pussy around me was exquisite, even better than I had imagined in the depths of my desperation. But a swift shock from the device locked to my balls suppressed the orgasm that was already boiling inside me. And Kate howled in pleasure as she felt my cock vibrate inside her, flesh and blood converted into her favorite toy. 
 
    Sandra was in a similar state of ecstasy. Her open-mouthed cries echoed in the hotel room and reverberated around our bedroom as they rose from the speaker of Kate's phone. The muscles of her legs were taut, but her upper body seemed limp now. Her breasts bounced in the front of her tight dress as Tony held her by the hips and lifted her up and down, letting her sink all the way onto his cock before raising her up again. She gripped one of her thighs with one hand while the other pawed at her breasts, her nipples plainly showing through the red fabric as she howled and gasped. I watched my wife throw back her head, her beautiful red hair trailing over Tony's face as she screamed in pleasure. 
 
    "Keep going," Kate growled. And in an agony of frustration, I did as I was told. I moved my hips back and forward, feeling my cock throbbing inside Kate, feeling her pussy spasm in response as it grew ever tighter around me. My orgasm boiled in my balls, and I growled through gritted teeth as I tried to resist the irresistible process of pleasure. But Kate knew exactly what she was doing. She seemed to have a sixth sense for the reactions of my body as she used the shock device to keep me hovering on the edge of orgasm without ever plunging over. And all the while, her own pleasure swelled and grew, her cries of bliss as loud as Sandra's as the two of them basked in bliss. 
 
    Sandra came first. I knew better than anyone on earth the way her body tightened, the way her voice caught in her throat at the moment of ultimate bliss. I saw her pause, suddenly stock still as though flash frozen for a moment. Then with a loud scream, she dropped down into Tony's lap one final time, falling back against him as she lost control of her body. She reached an arm back toward his face, turning her head to kiss him, and he kissed her back, his hands pawing at her breasts and mauling her body as he continued to rock beneath her. Shamefully, I heard his own muffled groan, and Sandra's faint cry as he came inside her. My wife's pussy claimed by the seed of another man while my heart burned in my chest and the shock device buzzed around my balls. 
 
    And the device buzzed even more urgently as Kate's pussy clenched tightly around my cock. She screamed as my manhood vibrated inside her, and her sex spasmed wildly.  
 
    Another urgent flood of juices poured out of her pleasure-wracked body, her orgasm washing over us both while mine was kept just at bay by a series of electric shocks. I howled in denial and frustration as I felt Kate cum, felt every drop of her orgasm pouring over me and teasing me with my own inadequacy as she sighed happily and slumped back on the bed. My cock was still hard inside her as her pussy spasmed and twitched wildly, experiencing the aftershocks of pleasure. Everyone, it seemed, was satisfied but me. I had no reason to believe that the situation was going to change anytime soon. 
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    8. A Weekend With Kate 
 
      
 
    I knew, of course, that the week would have a sting in its tail. Kate had virtually moved into our house, sleeping in my bed, eating our food, and generally making herself at home. I had no idea what her own living situation was, but given her age and her job as my wife's assistant, I assumed she probably lived in some apartment somewhere. Our house is no palace, but Sandra and I have done our best over the years to make it comfortable. I was willing to bet that it was an improvement on her own home. I could hardly blame her for moving in while Sandra was away. And that was without even mentioning the fact that I was there. Ready and at least somewhat willing to serve her in any way she saw fit. Sexually or not. 
 
    When the weekend came, I was worried about what might happen. I would be a Kate's mercy for a solid 48 hours, and who knew what new depravities she might decide to indulge in over that time? Yes, it excited me. Of course it did. The thought of playing with Kate never failed to get me going. But it terrified me too. Young and inexperienced as she might be, Kate had shown a remarkable amount of creativity when it came to conjuring up new ways to hurt and humiliate me. And Sandra had been only too willing to go along with it too. Judging by the show she put on for me with her boss, my wife was having the time of her life on this business trip. She'd be in no hurry to come home and free me from Kate. And even when Sandra did return, I knew that things wouldn't be the same as they had between us. I'd never suspected my wife had such a taste to see me dominated. And I had never expected that I would enjoy it so much. No matter what happened, I knew our relationship would never be the same. 
 
    But the weekend had started off relatively pedestrian. I say relatively, because it was still fraught with sexual tension. Ever since Kate had discovered how to use the shock device locked around my balls to keep me from orgasm, she had been even crueler than she was before. I trembled now every time I look at her. The dark liquid shock in the mug I held as I brought her morning coffee to her bed — my bed, I mean. She had taken the master bedroom, and I had been relegated to sleeping on the couch. In my own house. 
 
    Kate was already awake. Her eyelids sprang open the moment I stepped inside the bedroom, and her blue gaze followed me as I made my way across the room. I was naked, of course. That was another of Kate's rules. She wanted me naked and hard in her presence at all times, a visual display of my deep desire for her. So far, it hadn't been a problem. Just the thought of what this pretty young girl was doing to me was enough to keep me in a state of permanent arousal. And a faint smile showed on her full lips as she watched my cock swaying embarrassingly with every step I took toward her. 
 
    “Someone’s happy to see me,” she grinned as she took the mug from my hand. 
 
    "Yes, Princess." I stood at attention at the side of the bed as Kate sat up. Her long blonde hair fell loosely around her shoulders, slightly tangled from sleep. Remnants of makeup clung to her eyelashes, making them darker and thicker than they would otherwise have been. But other than that, she looked natural, and her youthful prettiness shone in the morning light. The faint dusting of freckles on her cheeks and nose stood out without foundation to hide them. Her shoulders were bare, and nothing covered her glowing skin until the blanket that covered her breasts and the rest of her body. My cock surged as I wondered if she had slept naked. And I had lain on the couch with a restless erection while this goddess was in my bed. Another ripple of shame and humiliation washed over me at the thought of my own impotence. 
 
    Kate took another sip of her coffee. For a long time, she said nothing. No further instructions. No orders. I didn't quite know what to do with myself. I hadn't been dismissed, and so I just at that. Besides, I didn't want to leave. I didn't want to stop looking at her. She was no longer wearing the black latex catsuit that made her look like the dominatrix of every submissive man's fantasies. Her appeal now was different, but no less irresistible. Now, she looked more than ever like the sweet girl-next-door, wholesome and pretty and soft. I could smell her scent rising from her body and from the pillows and sheets, the combination of her perfume and the shampoo she used functioning like a hot wire to spark lust for her in some cavern of my brain. As she studied me, I stared at her, my cock raging in the empty air as I thought of what I longed to do to her. 
 
    Don't get me wrong; I'm a married man. Happily married, too. I love Sandra, and the wild games we play, the times she makes me watch her fuck other men, only makes me love her more. As I stood there looking at Kate in the morning light, I realized I was developing feelings for Sandra's assistant. Not feelings of love, mind you. After all, as much as we had played together, I knew next to nothing about Kate. The only side of her personality I had seen up to that point was the demanding dominatrix that haunted my dreams. Her own hopes and fears remained a mystery to me. I wasn't falling in love with Kate. But I was falling deeper under her spell. Falling in lust with her, maybe. Desiring her more with every passing day, every passing hour. And the longer she kept me horny and frustrated, the deeper that desire grew. 
 
    The remote control lay on the bedside table. With a lunge, I briefly thought, I might've beaten her to it. If Kate could no longer shock me, she would lose a lot of the power she held over me. But not, I had to admit to myself, all of it. In fact, not even a majority of it. The real weapon Kate had was her undeniable beauty, and she knew exactly how to use it. Even if the shock device wasn't locked around my balls, I would still want this young woman desperately. And the only way to have her, the only tiny chance I had of getting what I wanted, was to do exactly as she said and serve her like the humble slave I had become. 
 
    After taking another sip, Kate set her mug aside. It made a quiet thud on the bedside table as she placed it right next to the remote. My heart sank as she picked up the remote and lay back in the bed, her hair spread out around her face as she slid further down on the mattress. I had missed my chance. And even if I knew I was never going to do it, the thought that I could had given me some sense of agency. Now that was gone. 
 
    But the gloomy thoughts didn't last long as Kate flung back the blanket that covered her in one dramatic motion. Clearly, she had slept naked. The soft skin of her beautiful bare body called to me, a tangible ache developing in my chest as I gazed at her beauty. Her large breasts seemed to defy gravity as they rose from her chest, her pink nipples large and swollen as they pointed up at the ceiling. She spread her legs apart, her firm thighs shifting on the mattress, and my eyes dropped at once to her fragrance pussy. 
 
    "Time for breakfast," Kate giggled. "Get down there and make your Princess come. Just your mouth. No hands." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." I didn't even try to keep the note of eagerness out of my voice. By this point, Kate knew where we both stood. She knew that under all my protests and my fears and doubts, I loved being treated like this. I loved any opportunity I could get to touch her, to please her. In the absence of Sandra, I loved nothing more than seeing Kate cum. Even though it tormented me with jealousy and inadequacy. Even though it haunted me when I tried to sleep. Without a moment's hesitation, I climbed on to the bed and lay down on my stomach, shifting uncomfortably as I positioned my cock underneath me. 
 
    I started slow. It was hard to believe that only a couple of days had passed since Kate came into my life. In those few days, I had had plenty of opportunity to learn how to please her. I savored the feel of her tender skin against my tongue as I licked her, and my cock bristled at the faint sigh of pleasure she gave. She lay back against the pillow with her eyes closed, her chest heaving as she breathed. I wondered what she was thinking of, and again felt that delicious spasm of jealousy. Probably some other man. Probably thinking of being fucked by a guy like Tony while she used me as an implement of her selfish pleasure. I wasn't complaining. As I licked and kissed at her womanhood, I felt the juices begin to flow, and her moans grew steadily louder and more frequent. The small bud of her clitoris rose as her desire grew, and I didn't neglect it. She gave a shout of pleasure as I ran my tongue over it, gently teasing the sensitive organ before returning to her now dripping lips. Her taste filled my mouth, the delicious taste of her pleasure, and my cock kept on surging uselessly beneath me as I served her. 
 
    For a long while, the only sound in the bedroom with Kate's increasing pleasure and the wet noise of me licking her. Strange to think that this was the bedroom where my wife and I had had our most intimate moments. Strange that this usurper was lying on Sandra's side of the bad, replacing my wife while she was busy elsewhere. I wasn't foolish enough to even begin to imagine a life with someone else. Sandra was and is the only woman for me. But when my wife returned, I found myself wondering, would all of this evaporate? Everything that had happened between Kate and I had to mean something. It wasn't love, but it was some truly exciting sex. Was it possible, even remotely, that once Sandra returned, I would still get to play with Kate like this? The thought was thrilling. After what these women had put me through, it would be no more than I deserved. But Kate had already taught me that deserve didn't come into this. What mattered was power. And she and Sandra had all of it. My unstoppable desire for them both made sure of that. 
 
    Kate thrashed on the mattress. My hands rested on her thighs, feeling the tight young muscle under the soft smooth skin, and I felt the sudden trembling in her legs as her pleasure approached. Kate gripped the sheets in her fist, her back arching as she pushed her hips up in the air. And I responded the way I knew she wanted, pressing harder with my tongue and increasing the rhythm of my licking to draw her orgasm out of her. It worked. Her body tightened like a spring, and then the abrupt flood of her passion coated my face. I spluttered and coughed while she howled in bliss. I'd never been with a woman who came the way Kate did, who produced the sheer volume of fluid that this young woman did. But it was hot. The taste and smell of her flooded my senses, and despite myself, I felt a feeling of accomplishment to know that I achieved my goal. I knew exactly how to make this princess cum. That was one thing even she couldn't deny. 
 
    Kate's orgasm rose and fell, demonstrated by her cries and moans and the trembling of her young body. I kept licking, but less forcefully now, reducing the pressure since I knew she would be sensitive. Diligently, I lapped up as much of her still-flowing juices as I could, as though her body was some oasis in a burning desert of desire. And Kate lay back like a queen, her eyes still closed, her lips trembling as she savored the sensations I was giving her. 
 
    But finally, she had enough. She raised one leg and placed her bare foot against my shoulder. Before I knew what was happening, she shoved me away, and I tumbled to the floor. Sitting up, I saw Kate struggling to sit up again, her eyes shining as she stared down at me and that wicked little smile back on her pretty face. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Now, you can go. I’ll let you know when I have further use for you.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said, trying to hide the disappointment in my voice as I rose to my feet. It's not as though I honestly thought that she would have sex with me. And even if she did, I was almost certain she wouldn't allow me an orgasm. But that didn't mean I didn't want more. No matter how much it hurt. Still, Kate's instructions were clear. I felt her glittering eyes following my every movement as I headed for the bedroom door. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Everything shone. The stainless steel of the faucet shone. The tiles shone. In Kate's body shone and glistened, shining before me with a luster that put me in mind of the latex catsuit that made me desire her so badly. Not that her birthday suit was any less appealing. Warm water streamed over us both, plastering her blonde hair to her shoulders and back, gurgling happily down the drain as it ran over every inch of her body, delighted with the honor of touching her. And it was an honor that, for once, I shared. 
 
    Kate’s blue eyes seemed to glow as she stared at me. In her bare feet, she was several inches shorter than me. But the discrepancy in our sizes only added to the strange appeal of our power relationship. Kate was firmly in charge. And even though we were both naked in the shower together, she wasn’t about to let me forget that. 
 
    Still, once again, I had to admit that the moment was strangely intimate. Sander was the only other woman I had ever taken a shower with, and that had been years ago. We didn't do things like that anymore. Often, showering with a woman isn't the thrilling experience it promises to be. Often, you just end up shivering in a corner while she monopolizes the hot water. But showering with Kate, I was quickly learning, was every bit as exciting as I hoped it would be. 
 
    "Soap." Kate watched me with delight as I wordlessly obeyed her instruction, reaching out once for the bottle of scented body wash. Sandra already had a staggering collection of toiletries, but like most women, Kate brought her own. I squirted soap into my hands and rubbed them together, creating two fistfuls of lather while the scent of oranges rose into the warm air. I tried to keep my hands from trembling as I stepped forward. And Kate stood there, still smiling at me, basking in the mute adoration I lavished on her. I couldn't keep my eyes off her body. And as I ran my hands over her shoulders, down along her arms, moving toward her chest, my cock ached with unrelieved desire. 
 
    Kate chuckled to herself as I carefully washed her breasts, soap sliding over her engorged nipples. It took everything I had to resist the urge to lower my head to her chest and take one of those puckered nipples between my lips. But somehow, I held out. And Kate said nothing, standing with her hands on her hips and her feet apart as my hands moved steadily down her body. I held her hips in my hands, and my cock throbbed visibly between us, bare inches from her and yet completely ignored. I moved further down. 
 
    Kate's hand was gentle but firm on my shoulder. She pressed down, and I took her meaning at once. Under the running water, I sank to my knees. Her pussy was right in front of me now, its lips shining as the water ran over them. Tentatively, I reached a hand between her legs, cupping her sex as she smiled down at me. 
 
    "That's right," she said." Get it nice and clean. The cleaner it is, the tastier it is, right?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I mumbled through lips that had turned suddenly dry. Kate laughed as I washed her pussy, gently moving my hand over the sensitive flesh while desire screamed inside me. 
 
    But if I was hoping that Kate would become excited and play with me again, I was sorely disappointed. Once she was satisfied I had done a good job, she turned around. Her gorgeous ass filled my vision as she bent at the waist, leaning with one arm against the wall of the shower. 
 
    "Get to it," she said without looking at me. The remote control sat outside the shower, beside the sink. But it didn't matter. Her word was still very much my command. And it was a command I was happy to fulfill as I ran both hands over her firm buttocks. Her youthful body felt like paradise under my hands, and the soap shone on her skin as the water washed it away. I felt myself sinking once again down the rabbit hole of frustration and desire as I served my Princess. 
 
    “You want to kiss it?” Kate asked. 
 
    “Yes, Princess,” I croaked. Her laughter tugged at some humiliating string inside me. 
 
    "Go ahead," she said. "You can kiss my ass will you tell me how pretty I am. But don't you dare touch your cock." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." I didn't hesitate. I felt her thighs under my hands again as I pressed my lips to her ass, showering her with kisses. Her skin felt incredible on my mouth, the faint taste of the soap already all but washed away by the streaming water that I gulped down as I worshiped her. "You're so pretty, Princess," I said between desperate kisses. "You're gorgeous. You're beautiful. Your ass is amazing." A gasp rose from Kate, and I felt her body moving. While she leaned with one arm against the wall, her other hand crept between her legs. And a snarl of desire rose inside me as I realized she was touching herself. But there was nothing I could do about it. My job was to serve Kate in any way she saw fit, and clearly, this was how she chose to be served. 
 
    "You're so beautiful," I said again, and pressed my lips to her ass. Kate moaned and shuddered, her cries of pleasure loud in the small space of the shower cubicle. I could feel the frantic movement of her hand as her whole body rocked in time to it. I kept on kissing her ass both literally and figuratively as I rhapsodized about her beauty. Finally, Kate howled at the wet wall in front of her, her whole body shaking. The streaming juices mixed with the clear water of the shower as it continued to pour over her. 
 
    Once the spasm passed, she turned to face me again. She towered over me as I looked up at her from my position on my knees, her smooth cheeks flushed with warmth and pleasure and her wet pussy right in front of my face. Leaning over me, she reached for the faucet and turned the water off. 
 
    “Go get me a towel,” she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Princess." I stepped out of the shower, feeling the water dripping from my body as I stood on the bathmat. Leaving wet footprints on the tiled floor, I crossed to the closet and produced the best towel we had. Grabbing another, I quickly dried myself off before returning to the open door of the shower cubicle. Kate stepped forward, raising a hand. I took it in mine as I helped her out of the stall. She took the towel from my hand and used it to dry her hair, completely unashamed in front of me as she stood as naked as I was. 
 
    "My legs are shaky after that," she giggled. "Come over here. Get on your hands and knees." I obeyed unquestioningly. It had been like that all day. After I ate her out for breakfast, I had been left to my own devices for a while. But I could think of nothing other than the beautiful young dominatrix I was sharing my house with. From time to time, the device locked on my balls would buzz, summoning me to her side and sparking hope every time it happened. And yet Kate had given me only menial tasks to perform. It wasn't until the evening, when she declared that she was going out, that I had been allowed the bittersweet pleasure of helping her shower. And all the while, I obeyed her without complaint, knowing the price of resistance. 
 
    So I crouched on the floor of my own bathroom, on all fours in front of the sink. Kate carelessly draped her towel over my back and stepped over me. I felt her weight settle down on my shoulders as she sat on me, using me as a bench. I stared at the floor in front of me and listened as her hands moved over the selection of cosmetics she had previously arranged next to the sink. No more significant to her now than any other piece of furniture, I waited while I listened to her make herself up. It took a long time. Kate was clearly in no hurry. And all the while, my cock throbbed and raged beneath me at the indignity of being used like this. 
 
    Once she was done with her makeup, Kate plugged in a hairdryer. I listened to it roar, feeling her weight shifting on my back as she moved from side to side. Next came the curling iron. I knew how much effort Sandra put in when she wanted to look good for an evening, but if anything, Kate seemed to take even longer. And yet I didn't say a word. 
 
    And finally, she stood. Pulling the towel from my back, she flung it to the floor. 
 
    "How do I look?" she asked. I lifted my head to gaze up at her. 
 
    "So beautiful, Princess." It was the only acceptable answer, but it happened to be the truth. Kate had styled her normally straight blonde hair into loose curls that hung around her face and framed it strikingly. Her lips were her favorite shade of pink, and the blue of her eyes stood out even more strikingly under her darkened eyelids. I couldn't decide which version of Kate I liked better, the glamorous made-up diva in front of me, or the fresh-faced young woman who smiled at me that morning. But I didn't have to choose. 
 
    "Come with me," Kate ordered briskly. She stepped past me, and I rose to my feet to follow her out of the bathroom and back to the bedroom. She lifted a dress from her bag and laid it on the bed. It was made of some sparkly metallic fabric and seemed outrageously small. Returning to the bag, Kate produced a pair of tiny thong panties and a strapless bra. I watched in silence as she put on her underwear, my stomach growling with the never-ending desire I felt for this woman. 
 
    Once she had her underwear on, Kate lifted the dress. It shone in the light as she lifted it over her head, her agile hands plucking out it as she arranged it over herself. It was backless, revealing the elegant curve of her spine all the way down to her ass. It barely covered her, stopping at the very top of her thighs. The front was cut low too, revealing plenty of her gorgeous breasts as she fussed with the neckline. She looked incredible. And as she returned to her bag and bent to fish out a pair of strappy metallic stilettos, my cock surged urgently as the dress rose up her body and revealed a good portion of the ass I had been kissing. 
 
    Once Kate put on her shoes, she was almost the same height as I was. I watched as she crossed the bedroom, walking as easily in her high heels she did without them, to pick up her phone from where it lay on the bedside table. And she walked back toward me. She sat on the foot of the bed, crossing her legs, and the bulging muscle of her thigh showed as her dress fell ever higher. She smiled up at me devilishly. 
 
    “You want to fuck me, don’t you?” Kate said softly. 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I gasped. "Of course I do." Kate giggled. 
 
    "Well, too bad. You know you're not worthy. But I tell you what I'll do. I'll let you cum right now." 
 
    “Really?” Kate laughed again at the desperation in my voice. 
 
    “Really,” she nodded. “But I don’t have a lot of time. So get on your knees right there and jerk off while you look at me and fantasize about what you’ll never have. I’ll give you… 30 seconds. Starting now.” 
 
    Kate's giddy laughter rang out in the bedroom as I dropped at once to my knees. Every cell in my body screamed at me not to let this opportunity pass. My fingers curled around my cock, and I felt the organ swell in response to the long-awaited touch. Kate sat above me, as regal as the Princess she was, and turned her phone to face me. My heart sank at the thought I was being filmed again. But I was too horny and desperate to care. Gazing up at her, staring at her long legs and had full breasts and her beautiful face, I felt an orgasm rising inside me almost immediately. I didn't need 30 seconds. With a groan and a gasp, my cock erupted in my hand, and my cum spurted into the air to splatter on the floor at the feet of my Princess. 
 
    “Good,” Kate smiled as she set her phone down again. “Now, clean that up and get dressed. It’s time to take me to the party.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    9. Watching Kate
 
      
 
    The hours passed slowly. Without Kate around to keep tabs on my behavior, I was finally free. Freer than I had been at any point since Sandra left for her trip. But I was learning, just as I had suspected I would, that freedom isn't all it's cracked up to be. Perhaps, haunted by the memories of everything that had happened and the anticipation of what might still lay ahead, I could've indulged my desires and jerked myself off. But since Kate had let me cum just before she left, I felt no immediate need for that particular release. Even as the night wore on, and my desire began to grow again. 
 
    She had looked absolutely stunning in that dress. The shimmering fabric clung to her body in all the right places, and barely covered her ass. She risked exposing herself with every movement she made, but then, I knew that was the point. If you've got it, flaunt it, and Kate most definitely had it. She hadn't told me much about the party she was going to, but I had no doubt that she would be receiving plenty of attention. If I had been at a party with her, I would've struggled to keep my eyes off her. But I never would have suspected what devious ideas lurked in her mind, hidden behind her youthful and pretty face. Any man would want to be with her, I knew. But none of them would know what that meant. Still, with Kate looking the way she did, I doubted it would stop them. It certainly wouldn't stop me. In fact, her dominant nature only made her that much sexier to me. As if, with a body like that, she needed any help in that department. 
 
    The house was already scrupulously neat and tidy. Kate made sure I kept it that way. I tried to watch TV, but I couldn't concentrate on anything. Stray images of Kate drifted through my mind constantly. I found myself wondering what she was doing right at that moment, and with whom.  
 
    And of course, Kate wasn't the only wicked woman in my thoughts. I hadn't heard from Sandra in a while. She was on a business trip with Tony, but I doubted any business would be conducted over the weekend. More likely, the two of them were enjoying themselves in a new city, far away for the responsibilities of home. My stomach churned as I thought of just how they might be enjoying themselves. My wife is an absolute slut, and Tony was clearly enjoying everything that that entailed. 
 
      
 
    I suppose I should be grateful to Kate, I thought with a slight ironic smile.  At least when she's here, she gives me something to think about other than Sandra's betrayal. 
 
    But thoughts of the two of them haunted me. And before long, my cock was hard and throbbing again. I had thrown on a T-shirt and some sweatpants to take Kate to her party, and I was still wearing them as I lay on the sofa in the living room. Somehow, it felt strange to be wearing clothes in the house. Right where I lay, right there, was where Kate sat as she filmed me debasing myself in front of her. The pressure of desire seemed too great to bear. 
 
    I rose to my feet. My cock tented the front of my pants, sticking out in front of me like a dowser's wand as it led me through the house. Toward the bedroom. I lay down on the bed, inhaling deeply. Kate's smell, her perfume and shampoo and the enticing scent of her body, rose from the bedclothes all around me. Still so strange to smell another woman in my marital bed. Pushing back the blanket, I rolled across the mattress. The sheet no longer bore any trace of Kate's abundant juices, but I pressed my face to it anyway, breathing deeply as I tried to detect some morsel of the orgasm I had given her that morning. Shame at what I had become was eclipsed by outrageous desire as I thought I detected just the barest hint of her. It was as though I was addicted to her body, hooked on her beauty and on the games we played. A junkie who knows that the thing he most desires will destroy him, but remains unable to resist it. I scanned the bedroom, lust darkening my eyes. Moving to the closet, among Sandra's clothes, I found the latex catsuit Kate had worn. It seemed so out of place, shining darkly among my wife's jeans and shirts. I lifted it out of the closet, laying it down on the bed and unzipping it at the crotch. Inside, it smelled of rubber, but also of Kate. Her smell was stronger than it had been on the mattress, and I whimpered as I breathed, trying to draw as much of her into my lungs as I could. 
 
    My phone buzzed. I pulled it out of my pocket, and a bright burst of fear bloomed in my stomach before I could suppress it. It was a message from Kate, and for a moment, I thought that somehow, she knew what I was doing and didn't approve. Reminding myself it was impossible, I opened the message. It was a short video, without a caption, playing in a loop of just a few seconds. Clearly, somebody else had filmed it with their phone, because the video showed Kate and two of her friends laughing. The three of them stood with their bodies pressed together, their eyes on the screen of Kate's phone that she held in front of them. My heart stuttered. Kate could've been showing her pretty young friends anything. But she knew where my thoughts would go. I remembered the video she'd taken of me on the first night we were together, and the much shorter video she just recorded while I jerked off her feet. Fear twisted inside my guts. Even from a distance, my Princess was more than capable of terrifying me. 
 
    My cock throbbed urgently. But jolted out of my erotic reverie, I lifted the latex catsuit and hung it in the closet again. My pride had taken so many blows in such a short space of time, it was a wonder there was anything left. But somehow, whatever last vestiges remained made me reluctant to do something as pathetic as jerk off simply to the smell of Kate. She could make me do seemingly no end of embarrassing, humiliating things. But there was no need to compound that by doing the same thing to myself. 
 
    And so I returned to the living room, my guts alive with fear. I told myself it didn't matter. I'd never see these people. They didn't know who I was. What did I care what Kate's young friends thought of me? But all the reasoning in the world didn't lessen the sense of shame I felt. 
 
    Another tricky evening passed, with me engaged in a never-ending war against myself. Body battled with brain in an uneven contest. But somehow, I held out. For reasons I didn't really understand myself, I resisted the urge to masturbate while replaying everything Kate had done to me. My cock raged desperately in my pants, but I let it. As though Kate had somehow gotten inside my head and convinced even me that I couldn't cum without her permission. 
 
    Finally, I received another text. Clearly, Kate didn't believe in typing. It was another short video, just her this time, smiling at the camera while a party raged on around her. Her blue eyes glittered, and her golden blonde hair shone appealingly in the light. I was reminded all over again of what I had had no opportunity to forget: that my wife's assistant was very beautiful, and that every time I saw her, she made me feel weak. 
 
    "Come pick me up," Kate said in the video. She smiled as she spoke, and there was no trace of command in her voice. Still, I knew that that was exactly what it was. I texted her back, on my way. Slipping the phone into my pocket, I made my way to the door. 
 
    I remembered where I dropped Kate off, at the house of some friend of hers. Every mile I traveled towards it made my nervousness grow. I wanted her back in the house with me, wanted it more than I would ever have believed I could want such a thing. But it made me nervous, too. There was never any knowing what new ideas this young woman would come up with. All I knew for certain was that they would be humiliating. My only hope was that she might be horny enough from the party to have sex with me. Maybe, just maybe, if I did exactly as she said and did nothing to annoy her, I might be allowed to cum again. 
 
    Pulling up outside the house, I reached for my phone and texted her to let her know I was outside. A few minutes passed. The front door opened. I saw her, silhouetted by the light behind her. The report of her high heels on the few steps down to the street seemed as loud to me as gunshots. She made her way over to the car, and I rolled down my window. She leaned forward, smiling wickedly at me. I smelled the alcohol on her breath as she greeted me. 
 
    "Ready to go home?" she said. 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said in a low voice. There was no one around to hear us, and the deep bass thump of the music from the house drifted through the entire neighborhood. But I dreaded discovery. And Kate knew that. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “You have to be a really good boy for me, okay? Don’t embarrass me. You have to do absolutely everything I say without question. And if you do, maybe I’ll give you a little treat. If you don’t… Well, you know what happens then.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess, I said, suppressing a sudder as Kate laughed at me. She hadn't taken a purse to the party, and her abbreviated dress left nowhere to hide anything. But I did search the house, and hadn't been able to find the remote control for the shock device locked onto my balls. Still, I had no doubt that Kate knew exactly where it was. And experience taught me that she wouldn't hesitate to use it. 
 
    "Wait there," she said. "I'll be back in a minute." I watched her turn, her metallic minidress shining under the streetlights as she hurried back to the house. She trotted nimbly up the steps, her tall high heels barely encumbering her movements as she stepped back through the front door. A few minutes passed. When the door opened again, Kate stepped out. But with fear rising in my heart, I saw that she wasn't alone. 
 
    "This is Nathan," Kate said as she climbed into the car, almost exposing herself to my desperate eyes in the rearview mirror as she sprawled in the backseat. "He's coming home with us." I opened my mouth to protest, but the look in Kate's eyes warned me to keep quiet. She slid along the backseat of my car, and a young man climbed in after her. He glanced for a moment at the rearview mirror, nodding in greeting. I nodded back, hoping that the darkness hid the burning blush in my cheeks. The man was Kate's age, probably in his early 20s. Wearing a ridiculous baseball cap with a flat brim and a nondescript hoodie with a T-shirt underneath. Kate and her friends took so much effort over their appearance, and this guy looked as though he had just climbed out of bed. Fear gripped my heart at the thought of what Kate had in mind. But before I could even pull away from the curb, I saw in the mirror as she reached out for Nathan. Draping her beautiful long legs over his lap, she took his face between her hands and kissed him passionately. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her gorgeous body into his lap. And I drove away from the house without a word, the two of them making out in the backseat while I chauffeured them to my house. 
 
    Pulling up outside, I stepped out of the car. Nathan followed. I heard Kate giggling as she pranced along beside him, her heels ringing on the concrete path as they walked arm in arm. I opened the door of my house, and the two of them stepped through it. As though she owned the place, Kate led Nathan over to the living room couch, pulling him down to sit beside her as she once again draped her legs over his lap. 
 
    "Go get us some drinks," Kate ordered, her eyes flashing as she turned them momentarily on me. I could feel Nathan staring at me, and I tried not to think about what must be going on in his head. I tried not to think about how I would feel in his position, with a gorgeous goddess like Kate so clearly ready for sex, and this unknown old man hanging around. But I did as I was told. I had a few beers in the fridge, and I cracked one for each of them, carrying them back into the living room while my heart prickled with shame. 
 
    “Thanks,” Nathan said uncertainly as I handed a bottle to him. 
 
    "You don't need to thank him," Kate giggled. "He does what I tell him. Don't you?" The smile never left her pretty face, but Kate's eyes seemed to harden as she turned them on me. There was a challenge in her stare. As though she was daring me to defy her, daring me to resist the dark magic of her beauty and her dominance. I had never wanted to defy her more. But somehow, I didn't seem to have it in me. Staring into the twin blue skies of her eyes, all my resistance seemed to drain away. I knew what she wanted. I knew as well as she did that one way or another, she would get it. Trying to fight her would only make things worse, and ensure I would get no kind of reward for enduring this fresh humiliation. 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I muttered. And while Kate howled with laughter, Nathan snorted in disbelief. 
 
    "You serious?" he asked. 
 
    "Totally. Isn't it awesome? Here, let me show you something." Kate swung her legs down from Nathan's lap. She adjusted her dress as she stood, tugging the metallic fabric down before walking out of the living room and toward the bedroom. I waited, cringing in utter embarrassment. Nathan was looking at me, but I couldn't return his gaze. Neither of us knew what was about to happen, but I had a better idea than he did. 
 
    "Here we are," Kate said with a smile she swept back into the living room. With a spasm of fear, I saw that she held the remote control in her hand. She waved it playfully at me as she took a seat beside Nathan on the couch again. She pressed a button, and I groaned in pain as a powerful shock erupted between my legs. My body spasmed involuntarily, and I clutched at my genitals even though I knew there was nothing I could do to protect them. Kate held the button down, and I sank to my knees on the floor, pain radiating from my balls as I trembled and moaned. Finally, she lifted her thumb from the device. 
 
    “What the fuck was that?” Nathan asked. 
 
    “Have you ever seen those electric shock collars they used to train dogs? It’s like that. With this remote, I can shock him whenever he does anything I don’t like. Or just if I feel like it.” Kate giggled again, and I cried out as the device began to buzz again between my legs. This time, however, it was a far milder shock, the kind she used to summon me from across the house. Nathan’s eyes were wide with disbelief as he looked from her to me and back again. 
 
    “That’s crazy,” he muttered. “He lets you do that?” 
 
    "Of course he does," Kate smiled. He swept back her hair from her face as she draped an arm around Nathan's shoulders. "He wants me so bad, he'll do whatever I want. And right now, his wife's out fucking another man. I'm  in charge until she gets back." 
 
    I found myself hoping that an earthquake would hit and the gaping earth would swallow me up to hide me from the shame I was feeling. Nathan couldn't believe what he was hearing, and I could hardly believe it myself. When you put it into words, it was astonishing. But it was true. 
 
    “That’s nuts,” Nathan said. “Is he your slave?” Kate turned her bright eyes back on me, seeming to coolly consider the question as she looked me up and down. 
 
    "Basically," she said. "But don't worry about him. I didn't bring you here to show you my boss's pathetic husband." Kate leaned forward, pressing her lips against Nathan's. And he kissed her back, once again wrapping his arms around her narrow waist just as he had in the car. My cock throbbed and ached as I watched them make out on my sofa, Kate's long legs exposed by the tiny dress that rose ever higher on her body as she lay back. Nathan moved with her, on top of her, the sounds of their growing pleasure loud in my ears. She swept his stupid hat off his head and tossed it to the floor, reaching immediately for his hoodie and peeling it off his shoulders. He helped to remove it, their kiss breaking momentarily as he lifted his T-shirt over his head. Kate smiled up at him as she reached for the front of his pants and unfastened his belt. I might as well not have been there for all the attention they paid me. Desperately, humiliatingly, I watched these two young people making out on my sofa, taunting me with the pleasure I myself was denied. 
 
    Nathan kicked off his shoes, and his pants soon followed. Kate's dress shimmered and shone as she sat up and lifted it over her head. Removing her bra, she cast that, too, to the floor, my living room now carpeted with their discarded clothes. 
 
    Kate moved. I watched her bare breasts jiggle with the motion of her body as she climbed off the couch. Dressed now in only a tiny thong and a pair of high heels, she kneeled on the floor in front of Nathan. She had her back to me, and I studied the curves of her body from behind as though trying to commit them to memory. The swell of her hips and the round shape of her ass drove me wild with desire as she swept her hair back from her face. I couldn't see, but I had no doubt that Nathan's cock would be rock hard as she took it in her hand and began to stroke. She looked up at him, and he gazed down at her, his face blank with pleasure. Kate bowed her head, and I cringed as she took his cock in her mouth and began to blow him. 
 
    Nathan's head dropped back on the sofa. He placed his hands on her head as Kate bobbed it up and down, and she let him. Her golden hair shone in the light, and the wet sound of her sucking filled the living room, making my defeat more bitter with every passing second. There was no reason to believe I would ever know what it felt like to receive a blow job from Kate, to feel those plump lips wrapped around my cock just like they were wrapped around Nathan's. But this stranger was somehow worthy of the reward I barely dared to allow myself to dream of. The message Kate was sending couldn't be clearer. 
 
    "I want to make him watch." Kate's voice was breathless as she lifted her head from Nathan's cock. Her hand continued to move, stroking him, pleasuring him, making him weak as she toyed with him expertly. "Please? He won't do anything. I just want him to watch a real man fuck me. He wants me so bad, and It'll be such a mindfuck for him. Plus, it'll really impress my boss." 
 
    “Okay,” Nathan nodded, as breathless as she was as pleasure built up inside him. “Okay.” And I knew there could be no other answer. If I couldn’t deny Kate anything, no matter how degrading, how humiliating, how can I expect another man to hold out against her better than I could? Nathan was only lucky that her plans for him would give him what he wanted. If she had decided to turn him into what she had turned me into, I wondered if he would have been able to resist any better than I did. 
 
    "Yay!" Kate clapped her hands together with joy. She rose easily to her feet, holding out her hand that Nathan took. He stood too, letting her lead him naked across my living room toward the bedroom. Her hair tumbled over her bare shoulders as she turned to me in passing, without breaking stride. 
 
    "Come with us," she ordered. As though it never even occurred to her that I wouldn't. I did. Rising to my feet, I followed as Kate, laughing with delight, led Nathan into my bedroom. 
 
    At the foot of the bed, she turned to face him. They kissed again, and I watched from the doorway as her hand drifted down his body to stroke his cock again. Then she playfully pushed him backward onto the mattress. Turning to me, she pointed to a spot at the foot of the bed. 
 
    “On your knees right there,” she ordered. “Don’t say anything. Don’t do anything. Just watch. And don’t you dare touch yourself.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said. Kate's burning eyes followed me across the room as I stepped past her and kneeled where I was told. Satisfied, she reached for the thin strings of her thong that clung to her hips and pulled it down, wiggling her way out of the underwear to expose her pussy to me. She bent over me, her breasts hanging tantalizingly in front of my face as she pulled her underwear down over my head. Smiling, she positioned it so that the fabric that had been pressed against her pussy all night was over my nose. With every breath, I took in her scent and felt my cock throb and surge in recognition of its new owner. 
 
    "There," Kate laughed. "That's all you get. You get to sniff my panties while I have fun. That's what a princess does." She turned, and I watched her stalk toward the bed, naked now but for her heels. She climbed onto the mattress, and Nathan turned toward her, as intent on ignoring me as I was on ignoring him. Kate lay sideways across the bed, and Nathan positioned himself on top of her, their lips meeting again as they kissed. His hands groped her beautiful breasts, traveling downward over her body greedily. My heart burned with jealousy as I remembered the feel of her body in the shower earlier, remembered cleaning her pussy so that she could give it to this stranger. And Kate lifted her legs, spreading her thighs as Nathan climbed between them, her high heels pointing up in the air. She groaned in pleasure as he slid his cock into her, pushing past the faint resistance of her sex and filling her in the way I so desperately longed to do. 
 
    "Oh my God, that feels so good," Kate groaned. Her eyes were closed, her smooth brow furrowed with pleasure, her mouth open as she gasped and groaned. "Oh my God, yes. Fuck me, Nathan. Make me cum while this loser watches." Nathan grunted something that might have been words, but I wasn't paying attention. My focus was all on her, my sitght seeming to narrow down to a hard sharp point with Kate at its center. And as she opened her eyes, turning her face toward me, I saw her giddy smile. 
 
    "Oh, it's so tough, isn't it?" she mocked. Her body rocked to Nathan's thrusts, her words punctuated by groans and gasps as he increased the pace. "Everyone gets to fuck but you. I bet your wife is getting fucked like this right now. I bet Tony's pumping that big cock of his in and out of her pussy. I bet she's forgotten your name, he's fucking her so good." I said nothing, cringing in shame and fear as I breathed in the scent of Kate's pussy and endured a torrent of abuse. And her eyes danced over my body, her cries growing louder as her orgasm approached. She wrapped her legs around Nathan's hips, pulling him in deeper while she howled in pleasure. My hands gripped my thighs as I struggled against the urge to touch myself, trying to obey her orders while she tormented me with her body. 
 
    "That's it," she panted, her eyes closing again, her mouth a perfect round O as she moaned and yelled. "Oh my God! Oh my God! I'm going to —" 
 
    And with a loud shriek that seemed torn from the depths of her body, I watched Kate cum in my bed,  her tight pussy spasming wildly around another man's cock. Her moans and cries went on and on, like nails driven into my brain as I watched and listened and smelled. Alive with unbearable desire, all I could do was watch. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    10. Kate’s New Plan

      
 
    "Good morning." Sandra sounded sleepy. Her voice through the phone was thick and warm, pulling my thoughts all at once to the countless mornings we had woken up together. My heart ached to hear her, a connection to the old life we had shared before any of this craziness had happened. It had only been a few days, and yet it felt like a lifetime. An unbridgeable chasm seemed to stretch between then and now. The truth is, in life you can never go back. Only forward. 
 
    "Hi," I said, suddenly unsure of myself. I had picked up the phone and called her without giving myself time to overthink it, without time to talk myself out of it. It was the bright morning that came after a long and sleepless night, and I was feeling abandoned. There were more people in my house than they usually were, and yet I had never felt more alone. And I despised this weakness in myself, this sudden lurch toward sentimentality. But I couldn't help it. I felt what I felt. And I needed to hear my wife's voice at that moment. 
 
    "What's up?" I could picture Sandra's face as she spoke, as clearly as though she was standing in front of me. Her red hair would be falling chaotically around her shoulders, gathered up in clumps and whorls from being slept on all night. Her face would be puffy with sleep, but no less beautiful for that. There was a softness about her in the mornings, a  vulnerability that lent sweetness to her beauty. I could see it all, having seen it so many times before. But what haunted me, even more, was everything I couldn't see. 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” I said. And then, “Are… are you alone?” 
 
    "I can be." A rustling sound came down the phone as Sandra moved. A lump rose in my throat as I listened. The muffled sounds gave nothing away, but I already knew the truth. She hadn't spent the night alone. And even though I knew that she had no intention of doing so, even though the thought of her having sex with her boss excited me like nothing else, it brought me pain to think of her waking up beside him. That was a kind of intimacy that had always been reserved for me. In the past, when Sandra played with other men, it was purely about sex. She never stayed the night. She would always come home with me. It was silly, perhaps, but I felt as though it was one thing that was still mine. Evidently, not anymore. 
 
    "Hold on a second." More rustling came down the phone. I imagined her hurriedly pulling on clothes while still holding her phone in one hand. Then she was on the move. I heard a door close and another open. 
 
    “Okay,” Sandra said. “I’m alone.” 
 
    “Did you sleep with him last night?” 
 
    "Oh, honey. Of course I did. It wasn't planned. I guess he just wore me out." There it was, the sadistic little giggle that set my heart on fire as I cringed and listened. Sandra knew what she was doing to me. She played her role as though born for it, as though there was nothing more natural in the world. Just the same way, I thought to myself, that Kate did. Was I the only one who couldn't believe what we were doing? The only one who had any doubts? 
 
    "Does that upset you?" Sandra's tone had changed. My silence must've given away my fears and doubts, because suddenly she was my wife again. 
 
    “No,” I lied. “Well — I mean, yeah. It does. But, you know. In that way.” 
 
    "That way you like," Sandra said, and I heard the smile in her voice again as she spoke. 
 
    “Yeah,” I admitted. 
 
    “So how are things back there?” 
 
    “It’s hard,” I said. “I miss you.” 
 
    “Awww. I miss you too. I mean, don’t get me wrong, Tony’s a lot of fun. But it’s not the same. I wish you were here. For more reasons than one.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    "So what did you two get up to last night? I know Kate had something planned for the weekend, but she didn't tell me what was. Was it fun?" 
 
    “Maybe for her.” A bright burst of Sandra’s laughter followed my words. 
 
    “Oh, poor baby,” she chuckled. “Was the pretty girl mean to you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    "Well, that's too bad. Maybe I need to have a word with my naughty assistant when I get back. Should I tell her to stop? I mean, we both know you like it when she's mean to you." 
 
    “I do. It’s just… Hard.” 
 
    "I bet it is." Sandra laughed again as she spoke. 
 
    “I don’t mean that,” I scowled. 
 
    “Maybe not. But am I wrong?” 
 
    Sandra couldn't see the expression on my face. And she couldn't see the way the blanket I lay under was tented above me by a raging erection. But she didn't need to see it. My wife knows me better than anyone. My silence confirmed it without the need for me to utter a word. 
 
    "I knew it!" Sandra's voice was dripping with joy as she laughed. "That's okay. That's good. This is supposed to be fun. I know I'm having fun, and I bet Kate is too. But I want you to enjoy it. That's why I set this up." 
 
    “I am. It’s just… We’ve never done anything like this.” 
 
    "I know. That's what makes it so exciting. Trying new things. So tell me, what did mean old Kate do to you this time?" 
 
    "She — she brought the guy home." 
 
    "What?" But I knew Sandra had heard be perfectly well. Even as she spoke, she erupted in laughter once again, howling with delight at what Kate had done to me. 
 
    "She brought some guy home," I went on, speaking over my wife's uproarious laughter, "and fucked him." 
 
    “My God! That’s so naughty! She had you right there, and she chose someone else instead. I bet that hurt your pride, didn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    "Did she let you watch, at least?" 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    "Ha! How was it? Was it sexy?" 
 
    "It was pretty sexy." 
 
    “I bet it was. How big was this other guys cock?” 
 
    “I wasn’t really looking at that.” 
 
    "Sure you weren't, honey. Sure you weren't. Anyway, I'm sure it was bigger than yours. I can't see Kate bringing home a guy that was smaller than the one she already had. God, she's really good at this, isn't she? Sounds like she's got you well-trained already." 
 
    I had no answer to that. There wasn't much I could say when it was so obviously the truth. Even after everything that happened to me, I was still reluctant to admit it. But this pretty young woman had taken control of me seemingly effortlessly, turning my desire and frustration and humiliation against me with unbelievable skill. And the fact she had never done this before only made it even more astonishing. Kate dominated me as though she had been doing it her whole life, as though this was her real job, not answering Sandra's phone calls. Even in the depths of my disgrace, I had to admit that Kate was talented. 
 
    “So you watched me fuck my boss, and now you have to watch her fucking other guys. Seems like everybody’s having sex but you.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said through gritted teeth. 
 
    "Good. You're going to be extra horny for me when I get back. You know what? In a way, I can't wait to get back and see you and tell you all about the dirty things we've been doing. But the same time, I don't want this trip to end. I'm having way too much fun. It sounds like you are too." 
 
    "Yeah." It was hard to admit even to myself, and much harder to admit to my wife. While fun might not have been the word I would've chosen to describe what happened over the last few days, I couldn't deny the thrill it gave me. I couldn't deny its power. Desperate as I was for the sex I seemed to be continually denied, I wouldn't have traded this undying frustration for anything. My sex drive was at an all-time high, my cock seemingly permanently hard and ready for what I was not allowed. Every day was a thrill as I wondered what would happen next. Every moment was dripping with possibility and excitement. How do you go back from that? 
 
    "We'll definitely have to do this again." A new note entered Sandra's voice, a note I knew well. I knew exactly what it meant. Picturing her betraying me with her boss had only added fuel to the desire that burned inside me. But clearly, hearing about Kate's exploits had been the same for my wife. She had shaken off her morning grogginess, and as she woke, her lust seemed to be awakening with her. 
 
    "But for now," Sandra said, her voice low and dripping with scandalous thoughts as she spoke into the phone, "I'm going to go back to Tony's room. I'm going to see if he's awake yet. And if he isn't, I'm going to wake him up. You want to know how going to do that?" 
 
    “Yes,” I said, trying and failing to suppress the quiver in my voice. Sandra laughed, a sound at once thrilling and menacing. 
 
    "I'm going to wake him up with a blowjob. I've never done that to you, have I? But I'll do it for him. I just love sucking that man's cock. And once he wakes up, all hard and ready, he's going to fuck me again. And that's something I want very much. God, I love how he fucks me. He just completely takes control. Just throws your little wife around the bed and does whatever he wants. It's so fucking hot. We don't have any meetings today, so hopefully, he's going to spend all day pounding me in bed. What do you think about that?" 
 
    "I — I don't know what to say." I didn't. Sandra knew what she was doing. She knew that the image she conjured would torment me, dancing all day in my brain and increasing both my desire and my frustration. But I couldn't stop myself from thinking about her. I didn't want to. Because it was hot. That was the simple truth. No matter how much thinking about her being with Tony hurt me, I didn't want to stop doing it. Nothing excited me more than seeing my wife overcome with pleasure. Even just thinking about it was enough to make me tremble with desire. 
 
    “That’s okay,” Sandra said softly. “You don’t have to say anything at all. Now, I’m going back to Tony’s room. And you should probably go see what Kate has planned for you today. I can’t wait to find out. Have fun.” 
 
    "I love —" but the phone had already gone silent, cutting off my words. Sandra was gone. My heart ached all over again as I thought of her rising and returning to Tony's bed, still warm with the heat of their entangled bodies. My fantasies were so vivid, it took me a long time to realize that the sounds of sex that drifted through my head were real.  
 
    Sitting up on the couch, I listened. Kate and Nathan were at it again. Their young bodies were tireless, and I could hear the bed I had chosen with Sandra rocking and shaking with their passion. Under the blankets, my cock surged and ached. Just like Sandra had said, it seemed that everyone was having sex except me. And my own inadequacies merged with my irresistible desire as I listened. Sandra was right. All I could do now was wait and see what Kate decided to use me for next. 
 
      
 
    I heard the shrieking noise of Kate reaching a climax. I heard the low moan of Nathan coming inside her, depositing his orgasm in that beautiful body that haunted my every waking moment. For a while, everything was quiet in the house. I battled with myself, fighting the urge to reach a hand under the blanket that covered me and take hold of my own cock. Only the knowledge that Kate would punish me if she found out kept me from jerking off right there on the living room couch. 
 
    But after a while, I heard movement again from the bedroom. Someone got up. Water ran through the pipes of the house. The mysterious person returned to the bedroom. Still, I waited. The shock device locked on my balls didn't buzz once with the signal Kate had trained me to watch for. It was as though I had been forgotten completely. 
 
    And finally, steps came toward me down the hallway. Two sets. I sat up straighter, thankful for the blanket that covered my erection as first Nathan then Kate appeared in the living room. He was dressed again, back in the same ill-fitting clothes he had worn to last night's party. But Kate wasn't dressed. Instead, she had simply pulled the sheet off the bed and wrapped it around herself. Even in that, she looked fantastic. Her eyes shone as they darted across the room toward me, a pretty smile showing on her flushed face at the sight of me. Her hair shone like spun gold as it trailed down over her bare shoulders. 
 
    Nathan barely glanced at me. After an unforgettable night, he seemed more uncertain than ever about my presence. And I was no more comfortable than he was. I avoided his eyes, instead watching Kate as she followed her new lover to the front door. They kissed there, whispering goodbyes before he opened the door and stepped outside. Never to be seen in this house again, I hoped. Not that I had anything against him personally. It was Kate that was really tormenting me. Nathan, in his way, was as much of a tool for her to use as I was. But I couldn't bring myself to hate her. So he was all that was left. 
 
    With Nathan gone, Kate turned her attention fully on me. For a moment, she stood in silence, looking me up and down, one hand holding the sheet close around her. I said nothing, instead simply gazing at her, waiting to see what would happen. There was no need for her to be coy. I had seen her naked plenty of times. But Kate seemed to understand the value of scarcity intuitively. The less of herself she showed to me, the more I wanted to see. The less she had sex with me, the more badly I craved it. I waited breathlessly to see what would happen, and finally, Kate spoke. 
 
    "That was a fun night," she said. Her voice was as soft and feminine as it always was. The bottom of the sheet she wore trailed along the floor as she walked toward me. I shifted aside to make room for her on the sofa, and she sat down next to me. The warm smell of her body wafted over me, her perfume mixed with the faint scent of the sex she had just had driving me wild with rampant desire. I saw her eyes flicker over me again, and I knew she had noticed the bulge in the sheet that revealed my erection. Not that it mattered. I had been almost continually hard ever since this young dominatrix came into my life, and it didn't seem to change anything. Kate wanted me hard, insisted on it. And then made no use of it. Just one more demonstration of the power she had even over my body. 
 
    "Did you enjoy watching me get fucked?" Kate asked. Swearwords always sounded so strange dropping from those full pink lips of hers. Maybe it was her youth, or her wholesome good looks. Sandra swore like a pro when she felt the need, curse words as natural to her as any others. But Kate, even though I knew better, seemed somehow too innocent for that. 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said. Kate's ever-present smile grew slightly wider. 
 
    "Good answer," she said. "But I know it must've been hard for you watching a stranger get what you want so badly." Her hand reached toward the blanket that covered me, and I didn't try to stop her. She tugged it aside. My cock stood out, rock hard as it rose from between my thighs, and Kate chuckled to herself. I gasped as she reached out and wrapped her fingers around it, slowly stroking my shaft while I moaned in long-suppressed pleasure. 
 
    “You didn’t jerk off?” 
 
    "No, Princess." It was an effort to form words as pleasure swelled inside me with every touch of Kate's hand. I knew her cruelty, the deep delight she took in teasing me, her almost uncanny knowledge of my sexual responses. But none of that stopped a faint hope from blooming inside me as she continued to toy with my cock. Maybe this would be the time she allowed me to finally cum. I know I would never have chosen to have it like this. But though I would far rather have been burying my rage and frustration and desire in her gorgeous body, I would take what I could get. 
 
    "Good. That's good. You're learning. Imagine how pathetic that would be, jerking off while you listen to me get fucked in your bed. Would't that be humiliating?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Of course it would. But to be honest, it would pale in comparison to the hundred humiliations I had endured in the last few days. Kate knew that as well as I did. 
 
    “I wonder what your wife got up to last night?” Kate smiled as she looked me in the eye. But for once, I was ahead of her instead of the other way around. 
 
    "She was… With Tony, Princess." There was no point in hiding the truth. All Kate had to do was call Sandra to find out. The two of them were partners in my ongoing humiliation, my ever-deepening submission. They worked very well together. 
 
    "Of course she was. Getting fucked just like I was, I bet." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." I tried not to sigh with regret as Kate abruptly removed her hand from my throbbing shaft. Raising her hands above her head, she stretched, sitting back on the sofa, and the sheet wrapped around her threatened to slip away and reveal the breasts it barely covered while I watched. 
 
    "Of course," Kate said. "You know, sometimes it's really nice being a woman. When you want to get fucked, there's always some guy around willing to do it. Often more than one." Her smile was chilling as she turned it on me, her eyes dropping once again to my frustrated cock bobbing in the empty air. Kate knew just how badly I wanted her. She only had to look at me to see it. And she basked in the fact. It seemed to fuel her cruelty along with her desire. 
 
    “I have a plan for this afternoon,” Kate said. She lowered her arms, and the grip of the sheet on her body became even more precarious as she turned to face me. “I’m guessing you’re not going to like it. Or maybe you will. Who knows what goes on in that dirty brain of yours? But it’s something I want to do. And that’s all that matters, right?” 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Even as I spoke the words, fear boiled in my heart. What could Kate be talking about? She felt no need to ask my permission before she brought a stranger home to have sex with her in my bed. What could she possibly be planning that she felt the need to pre-warn me like this? 
 
    "Just remember, I can be very nice to you as well as very mean," Kate went on. "If you're a good boy, if you serve me today as well as you did yesterday, I'll give you a treat. I might let you cum. Who knows? I might even let you fuck me. But only if you're very, very good." 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I gasped, trying and failing to hide the desperation in my voice. Kate laughed, reminded again of just how helpless her beauty made me. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “But first, I need to shower. And you know what that means, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Kate laughed again as I sprang to my feet. My erection bobbed and waved in front of her as I held out my hand. She took it, her skin soft and warm against mine. The sheet finally gave up the struggle and slid away from her body as she stood. Completely naked in front of me, she looked spectacular. The warm glow that follows an orgasm gave a pink hue to her skin, and the tender folds of her pussy were swollen and wet with pleasure. It was all I could do not to whimper in sheer desire as my eyes traveled all over her body. And Kate allowed it. She liked me to look at her. She liked me to stare at the beauty she wouldn't allow me to possess, not fully, not in the way I wanted to. It was just one more way for her to torment me. 
 
    Kate turned. Still holding my hand, she led me across the living room. I followed, bewitched by the entrancing curves of her body. Her round ass swayed with every step she took, and I remembered kissing it the last time she showered, and I longed to do it again. Kate led me toward the bathroom, and my excitement grew with every step. I followed her into the shower cubicle, and she turned on the water, letting it cascade over her skin again. The blood roared in my ears as I looked at her, overcome with the same lust that had gripped me ever since the moment Kate showed up in my bedroom days earlier. 
 
    "Wash me," Kate ordered. "Get me nice and clean again." And I did as she said. Without hesitation, without a word, I reached for some body wash and a sponge, eager to touch her in any way I could. The warm water and the soapsuds slid over her rosy skin. I trembled as I caressed her, at once fearful and desirous, torn between the rapture of being so close to her and the agony of not being allowed to go too far. 
 
    But I remembered Kate's promise. And the wild hope it had planted in me bloomed in the dark. I knew what she was like. I knew what serving her meant. But I wanted that reward. And so I diligently washed her and tried to pretend I wasn't dying of pure desire with every second that passed. 
 
    Finally, Kate decided that she was clean. She stepped out of the shower ahead of me, leaving me to turn the water off. Taking a towel from the closet, she wrapped it around herself and turned toward the mirror. Her sprawling collection of cosmetics still lay there from the night before, and as I dried myself off, I saw that she was already making herself up again. She was too beautiful to resist even without makeup. With it, the contest was even more desperately unfair. And she knew that. 
 
    "I need you to go to the store," Kate said without taking her eyes off the mirror. Her eyelashes darkened as a small brush moved over them. "I need you to pick up a few things for me. Go get a pen. Make a list." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." I was so overcome with lust and hope that it barely even registered that I was being treated like a servant in my own home. Not that there was anything new about that. That had been the dynamic between us from the start. I left Kate in the bathroom for a moment as I raced to get a pen and paper, then returned to her side. And, her focus still completely on the mirror in front of her, Kate told me what she wanted me to buy. 
 
    With every item, my immediate future became clearer. Kate was planning something, all right. I had a feeling the things she was telling me to buy weren't for me. Questions burned in my brain, but I kept them there. Princess Kate didn't like to be questioned. 
 
    Once the list was complete, I hurried to the bedroom and pulled on some clothes. I tried to ignore the smell of sex that still hung in the air while my cock throbbed and ached in the prison of my jeans. Ignoring it all, I went to my car. Kate wanted me to be a good boy. And so a good boy I would be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 


    11. Princess’s Friends

      
 
    "How do I look?" 
 
    They could only be one answer to that question. And Kate knew that as well as I did. But that didn't make it a lie. I had heard her coming down the hallway from the bedroom, her footsteps loud in the high heels she wore. With every step she came closer to me, my cock throbbed a little more urgently. I turned to face her, and let my eyes travel up and down over her body, drinking in the sight of her now fully dressed. She wore a plain gray T-shirt, the deep V of the front exposing the swell of her breasts and clinging to her flat stomach. The pair of black leggings clung even tighter than the T-shirt did to her hips and thighs, showing off the hourglass shape of her body that drove me wild with desire. It was a casual look, the kind of thing any woman might have worn on a shopping trip or some other mundane errand. But you could rely on Kate to make even casual clothes look endlessly sexy. The fabric was tight enough to flaunt her breathtaking body. And her golden hair shone on her shoulders as it fell around her face. The waves she had put into it last night had softened, but were still there. And between the parted curtains of her hair, her bright eyes glowed. Only the faintest hint of her freckles showed through the makeup on her face. Her lips were full and glossy, painted her trademark pink. 
 
    And as casual as her outfit was, her shoes were anything but. I gulped as my eyes traveled down her body and saw at once that she was wearing the same thigh-high patent leather boots she wore with the latex catsuit that still haunted my dreams. The sexy footwear was out of place with the rest of her outfit, her dominatrix footwear at odds with the clothes that you could see on any high street. But it worked. At least for me. Kate the comfortable mistress was every bit as sexy to me as any other of her incarnations that I had seen. And I didn't fail to notice the remote control tucked into the top of one boot. 
 
    "You look fantastic, Princess," I said truthfully. Kate smiled as she posed in front of me, one hand on her cocked hip as she drank in my adoration. True to form, my cock surged and throbbed at the sight of her, thick and hard with the same erection I had been maintaining for I no longer knew how long. I could say all the kind words I could muster, but none of it meant more than the visual display of my desire for her. 
 
    “Good,” Kate said. “Have you been working hard in here?” 
 
    "Yes, Princess." The truth was, it hadn't been all that hard. Even a goddess like Kate couldn't have sex all the time. Sometimes, after she had used me for her pleasure, she would send me off to do some menial task such as vacuuming or cleaning the kitchen. She got off on the ability to order me around in my own home. And so did I. But the result was that the house was as clean as it ever was. Since Kate came along, it never really got the chance to get dirty. Still, I cleaned up as best I could. I disposed of the beer bottles from the night before and wiped down every surface until it shone. She still hadn't told me why. But princesses don't have to justify themselves. Princesses give orders, and their servants obey. 
 
    "It looks… Okay," Kate said at last. She was never going to give me any better than that. It was part of her persona, the role she played so well. She could never be impressed by anything I did. Or at least, she could never admit to it. Just as I could never admit, that was part of what made her so maddeningly attractive to me. The constant quest to win her affections that I knew I would never succeed in. It brought out something strange in me, something submissive, but also almost competitive. As though I had to win her over precisely because I knew I couldn't. 
 
    Either way, the kitchen, like the rest of the house, was ruthlessly clean. If Sandra could have seen it, she would have been impressed. And at the thought of my wife, another hot nail was driven into my heart. 
 
    The high heels of Kate's boots echoed on the tiled floor as she stepped closer toward me. I heard the leather creaking with every step and watched her hips sway from side to side. Just the way she walked in those boots was enough to drive me to distraction. Just the smell of her was enough to bring me to my knees. The strange spell she wove over me, an enchantment of endless desire, was only growing stronger the more time I spent with her. No matter what the cost, no matter how much I might have to endure, I thought again that there was no way I could live without her now. I love my wife, and my wife alone. But standing there in my kitchen naked in front of her fully dressed assistant, I knew that my infatuation with Kate was only growing stronger. 
 
    "They'll be here soon," Kate said, her voice a low purr now that she was standing directly in front of me. "Remember, I want you on your best behavior. Keep doing as you're told. Keep showing me the proper respect. No matter what they do. Don't worry about them. This is about you and me." 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said, my voice cracking with nervousness. She still hadn't bothered to explain who they were. But clearly, I was about to find out. I didn't even know what to hope for as I waited to see what was in store for me next. 
 
    Right on cue, the doorbell rang. Kate's white teeth showed in a broad smile as she grinned at me. Without another word, she turned, and the sharp report of her high heels echoed through the house as she made her way to the door. My heart beat rapidly in my chest as I waited to see what fresh humiliation would greet me next. 
 
    Female voices rose into the air. It was one of those over-the-top greetings that women, especially young women, give each other. I heard the door close and more footsteps on the floor while I waited in the kitchen. Fear twisted up my guts as I heard Kate talking to her friends. I didn't hear any male voices, only female ones. I wondered to myself if that was better or worse. Not that it mattered how I felt about what was going on. That much was clear. 
 
    And while the unknown women chattered among themselves, my fear became reality. The signal I'd been waiting for arrived, in the form of an insistent but not yet painful buzzing of the shock device locked around my balls. Kate was summoning me to her side, just as I was. To parade naked in front of strangers. Taking a deep breath, I let out a long sigh, as though there was anything I could do that would lessen the humiliation I was about to endure. And then, before I could overthink it or try to talk myself out of it, I stepped out from the cover of the kitchen into the living room. 
 
    There was a pause. A kind of silent intake of breath as the air in the room abruptly changed. And then, just as I knew it must, my house rang to the sounds of female laughter. 
 
    Kate sat on the sofa, her legs crossed and her glossy boots shining wickedly. Another woman about her age sat beside her, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a red dress, the thin fabric doing little to hide the curves of her gorgeous body as she sat on my sofa. Her lips were painted the same vibrant red is the dress, and her dark eyes smoldered between long lashes. She had a Spanish or vaguely Middle Eastern look about her, with her dark hair and black eyes, so completely different to Kate's appearance. 
 
    Over on the armchair, the other woman's hair was perhaps even darker. Long and straight, it hung in jet black strands over her slender shoulders. The slant of her eyes spoke of Asian heritage as she stared at me in open-mouthed disbelief. She wore a striped shirt and jeans that clung to her legs almost as tightly as Kate's leggings did to her. Both of Kate's friends, I noticed with a dull sense of longing, were almost as beautiful as she was. 
 
    For a moment that seemed horribly long, everything in my living room was silent. And although I was the only person who had any real right to be there, I felt like the imposter, intruding on these three women.  
 
    And then, the dam broke. Kate burst out laughing, and her friends began laughing with her. The lilting sound of their merriment haunted me, piercing right down to the marrow of my bones as I cringed with shame in front of them. And still, my erection wouldn't yield. Still, it stood out in front of me, rock hard and twitching with desire. In case Kate's friends had any doubts about what I was feeling, my own body gave me away. 
 
    "Oh my God, it's true!" said Kate's Asian friend. "I know you said you had a slave, but I didn't really believe it." 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Kate said, her voice as calm as though someone had questioned whether she ate food. “It’s a new thing, but I have to say, it’s so much fun. I never did anything like this before, but it’s awesome.” More laughter rose from my small audience. 
 
    "So this is your boss's husband?" It was the other girl who spoke now, the one with the gorgeous dark features. Her voice dripped with a husky sweetness as she spoke, as though her words were dipped in honey. Her dark eyes flashed as she looked at me. 
 
    "Yep," Kate beamed. "Sandra asked me to watch him while she's away. Honestly, I'm starting to think I could make this into a business. I could be a cuckold sitter for hire." The other women exchanged looks as Kate spoke. The Asian girl's lips parted for just a moment before she spoke. 
 
    "What — what's a cuckold?" 
 
    "It's a guy whose wife cheats on him and doesn't keep it a secret," Kate patiently explained. "It's a guy who gets off on seeing his wife get fucked. I know — pathetic, right? But it's a pretty sweet deal if you're the wife. Sandra gets to fuck whoever she wants, and this little bitch can't do anything about it." More laughter. A dull sense of shame and defeat washed over me with every word she spoke. The way Kate was going, I felt as though the whole town would soon know our private business. But I knew as well as she did that I was powerless to stop her. And that exposing me like this, humiliating me like this, was all part of the fun for her. 
 
    “Wow,” said the Asian girl. “I can’t believe that’s a real thing.” 
 
    "It's more common than you would think," Kate explained. "When Sandra told me about it, I did some research. There's so much of this stuff online. I mean, I know you can find everything online. But it's crazy how many guys there are that are into this." 
 
    "So what's that?" It was the other girl who spoke this time, extending a manicured finger forward as she pointed at my surging cock. She didn't seem even the slightest bit uncomfortable with the situation, with having a naked man with a desperate erection standing in front of her and her friends. Instead, she seemed amused by the whole thing. I knew exactly what she was pointing at, and so did Kate. 
 
    "That's the shocker," Kate grinned. "That's how I get him to do what I want. Watch this." I cringed as she slid the remote control out of the top of her boot. I knew what was coming, and I feared it. But I knew there was no point trying to stop it. Kate wanted to show off for her friends, to demonstrate her absolute control over me. And being humiliated in front of these two beauties was completely different than how it felt to be embarrassed in front of Nathan. Somehow, it was at the same time both less and more humiliating. Even more exciting. Because looking at Kate's friends, I wanted them almost as badly as I wanted her. And even though I knew the chances of me getting what I wanted were almost nonexistent, I couldn't help but feel a faint spark of hope. The short time I had spent submitting to Kate must've rewired my brain in some way, because I found with a dull sense of surprise that a large part of me wanted to submit to these women, too. As though that was what beauty now demanded of me. As though that were my reaction to an attractive woman. The masochistic desire to serve in any way I could. 
 
    I cried out as Kate pressed a button on the remote control and delivered a painful shock to my balls. It went on and on, spreading through my body from between my legs until all my muscles began to dance. Howling in pain, I sank to the floor, my hands instinctively covering my genitals even though I knew it would do nothing to stop the pain. And as the shock abruptly vanished, I heard again the sounds of the women laughing at me. 
 
    "You're so mean!" said the Asian girl. She was still smiling, still laughing just as loud as the rest of them. Her eyes darted from Kate to me and back again, disbelief still showing on her delicate features as she watched everything that was going on. 
 
    "He loves it," Kate said dismissively. "Besides, it helps remind him of his place. Look how he dropped to his knees in front of us. He knows what his role is." Kate leaned forward slightly, resting her forearms on her thighs as she sat with crossed legs, the remote control still in one hand. She had my undivided attention as I peered up at her from the floor, still breathing heavily as I tried to recover from the shock she had given me. The last thing I wanted in the world was more pain like that. And I knew the outrageous demands Kate would make of me. But I also knew it was better to do what she said. 
 
    And Kate didn’t waste any time. 
 
    "Crawl over here on your hands and knees and lick my boots," she ordered. "Show Sam and Jasmine how you worship the ground I walk on." Gasps and splutters of laughter rose from the watching women. But I tried to ignore the burning shame I felt as I did as I was told. I crawled forward like a beaten dog, inching toward where Kate sat, one foot on the floor while the other dangled in midair. I lowered my face to the floor, trying not to see my own reflection in the glossy patent leather of her thigh-high boots. Closing my eyes, I lowered my face even further, feeling the slickness of her shoes against my tongue as I cravenly licked them. Kate sighed happily as she sat back on the sofa, accepting my worship as though it was her due. And I heard springs creak as the other women moved, trying to get a better look, trying to see every single moment of my complete disgrace. 
 
    "You do have him well-trained," said the girl I assumed to be Jasmine, the dark beauty sitting beside Kate. 
 
    "I know," Kate smirked. "It's only been a couple of days. But it's amazing what a few electric shocks will do to a guy. That, and the fact he wants to fuck me so badly." 
 
    “His wife let you do that?” 
 
    "His wife's not here," Kate chuckled. "Besides, she's too busy getting her brains fucked out by a real man to worry about what I do with her pathetic little husband. He's mine until she gets back. Isn't that right?" 
 
    “Yes, Princess,” I said, enduring the giggles that I knew would follow when I spoke. 
 
    "He calls you Princess!" Sam shrieked with laughter as she spoke. 
 
    “Of course,” Kate shrugged. “He needs to show me the proper respect at all times. And you need to show my friends the proper respect, too,” she added, leaning forward to stare at me as she spoke. “Understand?” 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said. Kate's boots creaked as she uncrossed her legs, the heel of her raised foot cracking against the floor as she set it down. I leaned further forward, licking that boot just as I had done for its sister, and Kate smiled at her friends as they enjoyed the show. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Kate said. “Go get us all a glass of wine.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess." I all but jumped to my feet to obey Kate's order. More laughter chased me out of the room as I hurried toward the kitchen, my rigid cock swaying from side to side with every step I took. Kate had ordered me to get a few bottles of prosecco from the store, and even as I did it, I had a feeling it wasn't for me. Now I knew the truth. She had a gathering planned with her friends, and I was going to have to serve them just as I did her. The idea was exciting beyond belief. It took every ounce of restraint I had not to reach for my cock there and then in the kitchen and rub myself to a lonely orgasm. But I knew it would be a bad idea. Kate would be bound to punish me severely for such a transgression. 
 
    Instead, I filled three wine glasses and took them in my hands as I headed back to the living room. Three sets of eyes watched my every step as I reappeared, one blue, the other two dark. One by one, I handed the women their drinks. First Kate, then Jasmine, and finally Sam. Even as wild desire bubbled and boiled inside me, I tried not to look too closely at their gorgeous bodies. Something told me that Kate would be sure to punish that, too. 
 
    “Thank you,” Sam said quietly as I handed her a drink. 
 
    "Don't thank him," Kate said sharply. "He's just doing his job. Besides, he should consider it a privilege to serve us. Shouldn't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I said, knowing I had no other choice. I could feel Sam looking up at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief as they strayed over my body. Slowly, she raised her hand, and I saw her teeth sink slightly into her bottom lip as she reached toward me. 
 
    “Can I — can I touch him?” Sam asked. I hardly dared breathe as both she and I waited for the answer. 
 
    "If you want," Kate shrugged, as though it were a matter of supreme indifference to her. "We can do whatever we want to him." Jasmine laughed at that, but Sam didn't. Instead, she turned to me in her chair. I felt her fingertips on my skin as she touched my stomach, slowly tracing the ridges of my muscles as her hand drifted down. It was all I could do not to moan and gasp at her touch, and it took everything I had to stand still in front of her, my cock throbbing in the empty air in front of her face as her hand drifted ever downward. I could feel Jasmine and Kate watching, and from the corner of my eye saw them exchange a quick but meaningful glance. But my attention was all on Sam now. Just as hers was all on me as her hand traveled ever downward. 
 
    "You've really got him horny," Sam said, addressing Kate without taking her eyes off my body. 
 
    "I know," Kate giggled. "You should've seen him last night. I brought some guy home from the party and made him watch as I fucked him in his bed. He was so turned on, I thought he was going to cum right there and then without even being touched. Be careful with that, it's a loaded weapon." All three girls laughed as Sam gently wrapped her fingers around my shaft. I could do nothing to prevent the moan that rose from between my trembling lips as she stroked my twitching cock with maddening softness. Sam stared up into my face, smiling at me as she toyed with my manhood. A complete stranger, and she was playing with my cock like a toy. 
 
    "This is so naughty," she said. But I was sure I didn't imagine the faint breathiness in her voice. This display of humiliation was turning Sam on. Why else would she be stroking my cock the way she was? And once again, I was at war within myself as I tried not to cum, even though there was nothing I wanted to do more in all the world. After all, Kate hadn't given her permission. 
 
    "It's fun, though, isn't it?" Kate said. Taking a sip of her wine, she sat back on the sofa, making herself comfortable. "Men are so easy to mess with. Once you touch their cocks, they're yours. It's so much fun to make them wait and drive them crazy. I've been doing a lot of that over the last few days." 
 
    "I bet," Sam said. Her grip was just a little tighter now, her hand moving just a little faster. My head was spinning as pleasure roared through me, driving the breath out of my lungs as my cock surged in her hand. I tried not to think of Sandra and what she might be doing at that particular moment in time. I tried not to think about what she would think if she could see what these young women were doing to me. I tried to think of anything but what was happening to me, of ball scores and of yardwork, trying desperately to think of anything but sex while Sam toyed with my desperate cock. Easier said than done. 
 
    "Watch this," Kate grinned. "Keep holding his cock." As she raised the remote control, I knew what was coming next. I tried to brace myself for it as best as I could as Kate pushed the remote control she held. My hands clenched into fists at my side. Sam shrieked in surprise as she felt the buzz generated by the shock device travel through my cock and into her hand. It wasn't painful, nothing like the shock she used to punish me. It was just enough to chase my building orgasm back down into my body. As my pleasure subsided without ever vanishing, I growled deep in my throat with utter frustration. 
 
    "I found out how to stop him from coming," Kate said to approving noises from her friends. "If I give him a little shock before he nuts, it makes him last longer." 
 
    "Really?" Sam said. "It feels so weird!" 
 
    "I know," Kate smiled. "It makes his whole cock buzz, doesn't it? Kind of like a vibrator. Only smaller." More laughter followed her words. And Sam went on stroking, rebuilding my raging desire stroke by stroke as I hummed and whimpered in front of her. My hands hung limply at my sides; I didn't dare try to touch her. Not without permission. 
 
    “I wonder how long he can keep this up for,” Sam said. 
 
    "A while," Kate said. "It's kind of perfect, really. He's so turned on that he would only last a second if I let him fuck me. But with the shocker, he can last long enough to make sure I'm completely satisfied. I can't wait to tell his wife about it when she gets back." 
 
    "So you fuck him?" That was Jasmine, her lustrous dark hair shining on her shoulders as she turned her face momentarily toward Kate. 
 
    “Sure,” Kate shrugged. “You know, if playing with him gets me excited. But usually, I find it’s more fun just to tease him. That’s why I brought Nathan home last night. That way, I get the best of both worlds.” 
 
    More laughter. More shame. These women were driving me wild with desire, and as my orgasm swelled again inside me, I waited for Kate to shock it back again. But as Sam spoke, I could hardly believe my luck. 
 
    "What do you think? Should we let him cum?" My eyes darted across the room toward Kate involuntarily. And I saw her staring at me, that maddening smile on her pretty face again as she held my fate in her hands. Silently, I begged her to show me some mercy. And Kate's white teeth gleamed in her smile as she stared me down. 
 
    "You can if you want," she said finally, I couldn't repress a sigh of relief that rose from somewhere deep in my chest as she spoke. "You can do whatever you want with him. If you want him to cum, he'll cum. But he knows he has to clean up his mess afterward." 
 
    "Okay," Sam giggled. Turning her face from Kate, she smiled up at me again. I groaned as her hand tightened around my cock, rubbing me more quickly now. "Come for me, slave," she said. And although the word sounded foreign in her mouth, although she possessed none of Kate's natural dominance, it still electrified me to hear a stranger talk to me that way. I cried out as my cock throbbed in Sam's small hand, and she gasped as I erupted in pleasure. Semen spurted out of my cock as though launched from a cannon, and all three girls laughed and cheered as I spurted my cum all over the living room floor. I shook and shuddered, barely able to keep my feet while Sam continued to stroke me, milking my cock of an orgasm that seemed to last forever. And as the last dregs of fluid dripped from the tip of my twitching cock, I felt a renewed sense of shame washing over me, an overpowering feeling of humiliation and defeat at how easily these three women toyed with me. 
 
    "Well," Jasmine said quietly, an ironic little smile on her red lips. "That's a lot of cum." 
 
    "It is," Kate agreed. "Now, bitch boy. Clean it up." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    12. A Performance
 
      
 
    I crouched on the floor of my own living room. My knees ached from contact with the hard floor, but I barely noticed. The strain in my body filled my thoughts to the exclusion of all else. That, and the deep burning shame that flooded me as I sat naked on hands and knees in front of Kate and her friends. 
 
    “You know what to do,” Kate said. “Don’t make me punish you again.” 
 
    "Maybe you should anyway. Teach him his place." That was Jasmine. I didn't need to turn my head to know that. I had my back to both her and Kate, facing Sam as I kneeled at her feet. But I wasn't looking at her either. In fact, I couldn't bring myself to look at any of them. My eyes were on the floor, and on the glistening puddle of semen that shone in front of me. Kate was right. I knew exactly what she wanted. The same thing, in a way, that she always wanted. My complete and utter humiliation. Because nothing made Kate feel more powerful than forcing me to do things she knew I didn't want to do. And as bad as that was when it stayed between the two of us, it was so much worse with an audience.  After all, that was the whole point. 
 
    And before I could protest — and what would I say if I tried? — I yelped in pain as the shock device buzzed on my balls. And her friends burst out laughing as I squirmed and grunted, trying to endure the agony my young mistress could inflict with nothing more than the push of a button. As though I needed a reminder. As though the thought of my helplessness against this woman didn't already occupy my thoughts at every waking moment. The only break was when I thought of Sandra, and in its way, that was even more painful than anything Kate could do to me. 
 
    The shock stopped as suddenly as it had begun. The girls were still laughing as I bent my head to the floor. There was no point resisting. Better to just get the ordeal over with as quickly as possible. It's not like Kate hadn't made me do this before, after all. And without looking up, I could feel the attentive eyes of all three women on me as I pathetically licked my ow, cum off the floor. Sam's feet twitched right in front of me. 
 
    “Wow, this is so pathetic,” she giggled. 
 
    "I know, right?" Kate agreed. "He just does whatever he's told, no matter how disgusting or humiliating it might be. Honestly, it's so much fun having a slave. I totally recommend it to anyone." More laughter followed Kate's words. I went on licking, scooping up my ejaculate with my tongue while the women watched. I felt a weight on my back as someone — probably Kate — rested her feet on me as though I were a footstool. After a moment, I felt the weight increase as another pair of feet joined the first. Jasmine. A woman I didn't even know, who I had only just met, was using me in the same dismissive way as Kate. And all three of them were obviously enjoying the rush of power my submission gave them. 
 
    The trouble was, so was I. Even as I cringed inwardly with deep humiliation, I could feel my cock already beginning to twitch as it hung limply between my legs. Kate and friends were all so sexy, and being dominated by them like this was driving me wild with desire. Despite the ejaculation I had just had, my cock was already trying to get hard again.  And naked as I was, there was no way to hide that fact from my giggling audience. Somehow, that made the shame and disgrace all the more powerful. Which, in turn, fed my masochistic desire. 
 
    "Oh my God, he's getting hard again," Jasmine giggled. 
 
    "Horny little slut, isn't he? I don't think I've ever known a man that was easier to turn on this one. The worse I treat him, the more he loves me for it. Isn't that right?" I winced again as Kate's sharp boot heel dug into my side. 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I muttered to another chorus of laughter. 
 
    "I can't believe you've got him whipped so quickly," Jasmine said. As she spoke, I felt her own high heel moving over the skin of my back. Not as aggressively as Kate, but it was there all the same. As the point moved slowly over my skin, I felt as though sparks were erupting from my flesh as she teased me. 
 
    "It's easy," Kate said. "You can see how much he gets off on being treated like this. And he wants to fuck me so bad. That means he has to do as I say. It's kind of perfect." 
 
    "And meanwhile, you get to fuck other guys," Jasmine added. I didn't need to look at her to hear the smile in her voice. The floor in front of me was clean now, or as clean as it was ever going to get. No trace of my semen remained; only the wet shine of my saliva from where I had licked it. I stayed where I was, on hands and knees, serving as a footrest for these wicked women. Slowly, I watched Sam raise one of her feet from the floor and lay it on my shoulder. Minute by minute, these friends of Kates were getting more comfortable with the power they had over me. 
 
    "Of course," Kate said, as though it were the most natural thing in the world. "It's really fun having a slave boy to order around. But when it comes to the bedroom, you want a real man, not some little bitch like this. That's why his own wife has to go elsewhere for good cock." Both Sam and Jasmine howled with laughter at that, the crude words seeming out of place in Kate's soft feminine voice. 
 
    "So what else do you do with him?" That was Jasmine again. After my display with Sam, she seemed to be getting more and more interested in the strange relationship I had with Kate. I wondered what that meant. I tried not to think about this beautiful stranger getting turned on by my humiliation, but my cock surged all the same. 
 
    "Whatever I want," Kate said. "I'm training him to be a good pussy licker for when I can't get a real man to fuck me." More laughter. My cheeks burned with shame as I cringed under the feet of the three women. 
 
    “Is it good?” 
 
    “He’s getting there,” Kate shrugged. “Want to try him out?” 
 
    "Are you serious?" Even without looking, I could feel the way the air in the room changed. There was a sudden tension in the atmosphere, and I hoped it meant what I thought it might mean. But I didn't dare jeopardize her by saying something or even raising my head. As mute as the piece of furniture they were treating me as, I simply waited and listened. 
 
    "Why not?" said Kate. "He's here to serve us. I bet he would be delighted to serve you that way. Wouldn't you, slut?" Kate's question was punctuated with another jab of her boot heel into my ribs. 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I babbled, unable to keep the obvious eagerness out of my voice. 
 
    “Beg her,” Kate growled as she lifted her feet from my back. “Beg to eat my friend’s pussy like the useless little whore you are.”  
 
    I turned. Both Sam and Jasmine lifted their legs off my back as I straightened up, still on my knees. I turned toward the sofa where Jasmine and Kate sat. Jasmine crossed her legs, tugging at the hem of her red dress that revealed the vast expense of her shapely thigh. Her dark eyes were fixed on me, glowing with the same amusement that shone on her smiling lips. And beside her, Kate smiled too. The remote control for the shock device was still in her hand, resting on her knee, visible against the glistening black leather of her dominatrix boots. The two of them looked incredible, and my eyes darted from Jasmine to Kate and back again to Jasmine.  Two very different but equally ravishing examples of female beauty. In some small part of myself, I felt lucky to even be in the same room as them. And I knew that I never would be if not for these wild games that Kate enjoyed so much. So really, what was a little more humiliation compared with that? 
 
    "Please," I said as humbly as I was able as I looked up at Jasmine seated above me. "Please, may I lick your pussy?" Once again, the whole room erupted in laughter. The same laughter that pierced my heart with deep shame, that caused me to cringe and tremble as though from a blow at the exact same time as it inflamed my desire. Jasmine's dark eyes were wide with disbelief as she smiled down at me. 
 
    "Ever had a guy beg to give you head before?" Kate prompted. 
 
    "No. Never." Jasmine's eyes never left me as she spoke. One hand was in her lap, between her crossed legs, and I saw the toned muscle twitch as she pressed her thighs together. There was no longer any doubt in my mind. She was turned on. I didn't have much hope that a young woman who looked like her would have been especially attracted to me under normal circumstances. No, it was this crazy situation the Kate had engineered that had us all so desperately excited. Women like Kate and her friends, I had no doubt, would never have looked at me twice otherwise. 
 
    "Please," I said again, channeling all of my desire and frustration into my words as I looked up hopefully at Jasmine. It was only partially an act. The truth is, I did want what she offered, even though I knew it would only make things harder for me. It was utterly disgraceful, a married man literally on his knees and begging a perfect stranger to let him pleasure her. But that was the whole point. 
 
    "You can take him into the bedroom if you want," Kate said, still in a tone of voice that suggested nothing about what was going on was in any way extraordinary. She treated everything as though it were a matter of course, as though it was a foregone conclusion that I would bow to her whims and those of her friends. And nothing that had happened in the past week suggested that she was wrong about that. "Or you can do it here. Might be fun to watch." Jasmine snorted with laughter as she turned her burning eyes momentarily to her friend. But I knew for myself just how Kate's tone made the wildest things seem somehow normal. I was living proof that Kate had a way of getting people to do things they wouldn't normally do. So I suppose I shouldn't have been too surprised when Jasmine turned her face back toward me and without a word, uncrossed her legs. Off to one side, I heard Sam laugh, more in surprise than genuine amusement. And as I watched, Jasmine sank down on my couch, her hands reaching down to pull up her dress. I watched intently, the pale pink of her panties coming into view as she pulled her dress further up. And as she reached for her underwear, Kate stopped her with a gentle hand on one arm. 
 
    "Don't," Kate said. Her shining blue eyes slid toward me as she spoke, and the sly smile on her lips sent a shiver racing along my spine. "Make him do it. There's no point having a slave if you're going to undress yourself." Jasmine chuckled, but I noticed her hands fell to her sides. And I knew what it meant. Under three sets of watching female eyes, I inched forward on my knees, reaching tentatively toward a woman I had only just met. 
 
    Jasmine's eyes glittered as she watched me. Her skin was as smooth as silk under my trembling hands as I reached toward her hips. The fleeting thought of Sandra tore through my mind as I wondered what my wife would think if she could see me now. Probably, she would approve. It wasn't just Kate who had revealed hidden depths of kinkiness to me over the last few days. As wild as I knew my wife could be, I had never realized just how much she was willing to try. From the phone calls I had had with her since she had gone on her trip, I had learned that my wife was ready to push the boundaries of our sex life further than I had ever thought she would. And if this was what that meant, I felt the same way. 
 
    Jasmine drew a deep breath as my careful hands found the fabric of her panties. As gently as though she were made of glass, I drew her underwear down. Her pussy shone in front of me, crowned by the dark strip of her pubic hair, the intricate folds of her pink lips already puffy and shining with desire. There was no doubt that Jasmine wanted this. And there was no doubt that I wanted it too, my cock now at full mast as the smell of another woman's excitement filled my nostrils. I breathed Jasmine in with every breath, reflecting that this was only the second pussy I had seen besides Sandra's since my wife and I first began to date years ago. I had thought, when I made my vows to Sandra, that she was the last woman I would ever be with. Then again, I had thought at that time that she would never be with another man, and how false that had proved to be. Sandra had been with more men since she married me than she had been with before. And as much as that excited me, this bizarre sexual drama playing out in my living room excited me even more. 
 
    Slowly, I pulled Jasmine's panties down over her legs to the floor. She lifted her feet one by one, and I disentangled her underwear and set it aside. My eyes still on her, waiting at any moment for her to tell me to stop, I leaned forward again. Jasmine didn't say a word. She just sat on my sofa, her legs spread, her eyes watching my every movement while one hand fidgeted with the neckline of her red dress. Finally, my head was between her thighs. I ran my tongue over the lips of her pussy, tasting her for the first time. My cock throbbed as I heard the sharp intake of her breath that told me of her pleasure. She tasted completely different to Sandra, completely different to Kate, but no less exciting to me. My cock was pointing up at her as though a token of worship as I slowly caressed her pussy with my tongue. 
 
    "Not bad, huh?" Kate said. I looked up to see her lay a gentle hand on her friend's bare thigh, and Jasmine's dark hair clung to the cushions of the sofa as she turned her head to smile up at her friend. 
 
    "No," Jasmine sighed, and already I could hear the growing pleasure in her voice as I continue to lick her womanhood, "it's not bad." 
 
    "Don't be afraid to tell him how you like it," Kate said. "Remember, he's here for your pleasure, and that's all. It doesn't matter what he wants, only what we do. Besides, I want him to learn how to pleasure lots of different women. Part of serving me is serving my friends, too." Over on the armchair, I heard Sam laugh at that. I didn't miss the wild edge in her laughter, that spoke of something more than mere amusement. These women were clearly enjoying treating me as their sex toy, and I loved it. Not only had I already had a rare orgasm at Sam's hands, but now I was getting to eat out stunning Jasmine. If this was what life was like as Kate's sex slave, I had no complaints. Far better than the agony of watching her get pounded by Nathan, anyway. 
 
    "Kiss it," Jasmine ordered. Just as I had with Sam, I noticed a faint trace of hesitation in her voice; hesitation Kate had never had. From the moment she appeared in my home when Sandra left for her business trip, Kate had acted as though my submission to her was a foregone conclusion. Her friends might not be quite as confident. But they didn't let that hold them back. And every obeyed command only made them feel more secure in their position of power over me.  
 
    I obeyed that one, too. I heard Jasmine moan with pleasure as I kissed her pussy on command, making out with her as I slipped my tongue inside while my lips pressed against hers. She spread her legs wider, placing one foot on my shoulder to give me better access. I pressed my mouth a little more firmly against her, the movements of my tongue becoming a little stronger as I heard her breath grow short. Under my hands, I felt her thighs begin to tremble. When she placed one hand on the top of my head, holding me in position, I knew beyond any doubt that I was giving her what she wanted. 
 
      
 
    “You know what? This is pretty hot,” Kate said. 
 
    "Yeah it is!" Sam growled in the chair beside me. Jasmine said nothing, but her voice wasn't silent. She seemed beyond words now, her mouth devoted to cries of pleasure growing louder and more insistent by the minute. I kept licking her, bobbing my head under her hand as I established a rhythm. My nose was rubbing against her clitoris, and the wild spasming of her legs told me that she was enjoying the sensation. What Kate said was embarrassingly true; she had taught me how to please her. I combined that knowledge with everything I had learned of the course of my marriage to make this stranger cum. 
 
    "You look so beautiful," Kate said in a soft voice, I knew she wasn't talking to me. Jasmine moaned in response, the compliment serving to increase her desire. I raised my eyes to watch Kate leaning over her friend, stroking her silken black hair while Jasmine moaned and writhed, her eyes closed and her face contorted in ecstasy. My cock throbbed desperately as I longed for Kate to touch her friend, to kiss her, to squeeze the magnificent breasts I could see straining the front of Jasmine's dress. But none of that happened. Instead, Kate just watched her friend at close range, stroking her hair while Jasmine moaned in pleasure. 
 
    I felt her pussy spasm against my lips. The steady trickle of her hot juices turned into a flood. I kept on licking, feeling her fingernails scratching my scalp as her grip on my head tightened. Jasmine cried out, and my living room rang with the orgasmic cries of another woman that was not my wife as I licked Jasmine to orgasm. I swallowed the nectar that flowed out of her spasming pussy just the way I knew Kate would want, just the way I wanted myself, as Jasmine moaned and panted above me. As the spasm of her orgasm finally passed, she slumped back on the sofa, her eyes opening slowly as her chest rose and fell.  
 
    Momentarily exhausted by pleasure, Jasmine looked as though she couldn't believe what had just happened. What Kate had just made me do to her. And I raised my face from between her legs as I sat back on my heels, my face shining with the juices that I could feel slowly cooling on my skin. My cock was as hard as ever, as hard as though Sam had never touched me, as hard as though I had not cum for a month. As the three women stared at me, I stared back at them, alive with shame and disgrace but also with wild desire. I wanted every one of them. I wanted to run my hands and my mouth over every inch of all three of their gorgeous bodies. I would do whatever it took to get whatever they were willing to give me. And I didn't care that that was exactly what Kate wanted. Her crazy games had never seemed more appealing to me than they did in that moment. 
 
      
 
    "Wow," Kate said at last, breaking the silence. "That was so sexy. You look really beautiful when you cum, Jasmine." Jasmine snorted with laughter, and I sensed that the red flush in her cheeks was due to more than just the orgasm I had given her. Kate had an ability to be direct that not many people possessed. It was one of the lesser weapons in her arsenal. 
 
    "Good boy," Kate smiled as she turned to me. And to add to the powerful sensations of shame I was already feeling, my heart swelled at the compliment, like a well-trained dog that responds without thinking to the voice of his mistress. "Now, you need to thank my friend for the privilege of pleasuring her." 
 
    "Thank you, Jasmine," I said without a moment's hesitation. "Thank you for letting me pleasure you. Thank you for letting me kiss your beautiful pussy." Sam shrieked with laughter as I spoke, and Jasmine smiled giddily. Even Kate seemed a little bit impressed. Jasmine struggled to sit up, her red dress riding up around her hips as she loomed over me. 
 
    "That's Mistress Jasmine to you," she said. My eyes darted toward Kate, who nodded slightly without saying a word. It wasn't as though I had forgotten the remote control tucked into the top of her sexy boot. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Jasmine,” I said as meekly as I was able to, while the women laughed at me again. 
 
    “What about you, Sam?” 
 
    "He can call me mistress, too," Sam said. Kate and Jasmine both laughed. "Okay," Kate smiled. "But I meant, do you want him to serve you too? Like I said, I want him to get used to serving my friends." 
 
    There was a pause. I turned my head toward Sam, just as Kate and Jasmine did. Sam smiled, drawing out the long pause as her dark eyes looked into mine. I could practically see the wheels turning in her head as her smile grew deeper. I got the sense that she had never engaged in any kind of play like this before. But then, until Kate came along, neither had I. And neither, for that matter, had Kate. Or least that was what she said. Sam might not be the natural dominatrix that her friend was. But she wasn't exactly shy about exploiting my position. 
 
    “Okay,” Sam smiled. “I guess I may as well see what all the fuss is about.” 
 
    "Good girl," Kate smiled at her friend. Her patent leather boots creaked as she uncrossed her legs. Kate rose easily to her feet, towering above me in her tall heels. She looked every inch the Princess as she took a step toward me and seized a handful of my hair. I winced in pain as she tugged on it, and both Jasmine and Sam laughed. They were learning, it seemed. Learning that my pain was irrelevant, that it was in fact entertaining for them. Their initial doubts seem to vanish now that they had seen just how much I enjoyed the way Kate treated me. With a strange trembling feeling in the pit of my stomach, I suspected that I couldn't expect any of the three of them to go easy on me from that point forward. 
 
    "Come on," Kate said to me. Still holding my hair, she turned and began to walk across the living room. I had no choice but to follow, scurrying along at her heels on hands and knees as she dragged me across the house. I heard the noise of the couch springs relaxing as Jasmine and Sam got up to follow us. It was quite the procession we made as Kate led me down the hallway toward my bedroom. Three fully clothed women and one naked man crawling like a dog at their feet. It wasn't an image that did anything to calm the raging erection that swayed between my legs. 
 
     Kate led me into the bedroom and ordered me up onto the bed. Giggling, Jasmine and Sam watched as Kate bossed me around, making me lie down in the middle of the mattress on my back. Then Kate climbed onto the bed too, the knee of one shining boot pressing down on my chest as she reached for the cuffs attached to the headboard. I let her tie me down, knowing it was useless to resist. The remote control to the shock device was right in front of my eyes, tucked into the top of her boot, a wordless threat of what this young goddess could do to me if she wanted to.  
 
    Once Kate had me mobilized, she lifted her knee off my chest. Her hands on her hips, she turned to face her friends with a broad smile on her pretty face. She looked endlessly pleased with herself, delighting in her in unquestionable control over me. And her friend's eyes shone just like hers did as they looked at me, helpless in my own house and ready to be used in whatever manner they chose. 
 
    “Okay,” Kate chuckled. “Let’s have some fun.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

    13. Don’t

      
 
    From my position on the bed, I looked up at Kate. She kneeled above me like some kind of mistress of ceremonies, the unquestioned director of whatever action was about to take place. Predictably, my cock was rock hard, rising up into the air above me and swaying with every movement Kate made on the mattress beside me. Already, the breath was short in my chest. Every nerve of my body sparked and crackled with desire. I could still taste Jasmine's pussy in my mouth, and it was driving me wild with naked lust. But as always when it came to Kate, it didn't matter what I wanted. It only mattered what she decided to do to me. 
 
    Still smiling, Kate climbed off the bed. I watched, just as uncertain as her friends were, as she pulled down the long zippers of her tall boots. She pulled the boots off one by one, and I felt a little bit sad to see them removed. Kate looked sexy wearing more or less anything, but the boots only added to her undeniable appeal. Still, I wasn't about to complain as I  watched her pull down the tight black leggings she wore. Casting them to the floor, she sat down on the edge of the bed as she pulled her boots back on and zipped them up again. She smiled, evidently enjoying the audience. And I couldn't take my eyes off her. I watched her lift her gray T-shirt over her head and fling that to the floor too, so that she was wearing only her underwear and the sexy thigh-high boots. Then she stood and turned to her friends, still watching fully clothed in the doorway. 
 
    "Go ahead, Sam," she said with an encouraging smile. "Sit on his face." Sam burst out laughing at the suggestion, that same laugh I had heard before that had more to do with surprise that amusement. But Kate wasn't joking. Not even a little. My cock surged again at the thought of what was about to happen as Sam looked uncertainly at me before returning her eyes to her friend. 
 
    "Really?" she asked. Kate shrugged.  
 
    "If you want to. We can do whatever we want with him. I just thought, since Jasmine got her pussy eaten, it was only fair if you got the same." Sam laughed again. Her eyes continued their rapid dance between Kate and me. But even from where I lay chained to the bed, I could see the idea excited her. I watched Kate bend to pick up the remote control that had fallen out when she took off her boots and slip it back into the patent leather that gripped her beautiful thigh. With a kind of sigh of resignation, Sam's resistance folded. She reached for the front of her jeans to unfasten them, and Kate's smile deepened. 
 
      
 
    Sam stepped toward the bed. Now she was going through with it, she seemed unable to meet my eyes. Too shy, perhaps. But not too shy to peel off her skintight jeans in front of her friends. Not too shy to climb onto the bed beside a naked and bound man that she'd only just met, whose cock she had stroked to orgasm in the living room. Not too shy to pull down her panties and struggle out of them, her movements accompanied by raucous cheers from Jasmine and Kate as they watched. Encouraged by their approval, Sam moved around on the bed beside me, stripping off her shirt and bra so that she was completely naked. Finally, she lifted her leg and straddled my head. She was facing my feet, her round ass directly above me, and my mouth watered as I looked up at the delicate folds of her sex. Without a word, she lowered herself down onto my mouth, and Jasmine and Kate shouted their approval as their friend sat on my face. 
 
    I didn't hesitate. Keyed up as I was, I was more than willing to play whatever crazy game the girls decided they wanted. I ran my tongue over Sam's pussy and was rewarded with a delicious shudder as she moaned in pleasure. Once again, I was struck by the significant differences in the way women can taste. Sam was no less delicious than her friends, no less exciting to me. But her taste was all her own. It was indescribable as it filled my mouth, and I ran my tongue along her pussy again. Different, too, from Sandra, my wife, who had been until recently the only woman I have gone down on in years. Now, I reflected, I had licked two different pussies in a single day. Kate had changed absolutely everything. 
 
    "Be a good boy and make Mistress Sam cum," I heard Kate order. With my head buried beneath Sam's thighs, I couldn't see anything. But I heard Jasmine laugh, and above me, Sam chuckled too. The shock device buzzed against my balls, but I was grateful that Kate had chosen not to deliver any real pain. It was just another reminder of what she could do if I didn't please all three of these demanding women. And so I licked and kissed Sam's sex with every bit as much passion and enthusiasm as I had licked Jasmine's, chasing the heat and taste of her gorgeous young body with my tongue until she sat moaning and squirming on top of me. The sounds of her pleasure filled my bedroom as I devoted myself to my task, eagerly gulping down the moisture that dripped steadily from Sam's pussy as I served her. 
 
    I could see nothing, but I felt the bed move as someone climbed onto it. In my mind, I could visualize the room and the three women in it with startling clarity. My senses strained to keep track of what was going on. And not being able to see what was coming only enhanced the physical sensations as someone took hold of my cock. I gasped in pleasure at the feeling. A soft female hand was stroking my cock, and I had no idea who it belonged to, but I hardly cared. Being touched by either Jasmine or Kate felt amazing, and I groaned and trembled helplessly on the bed as an unknown woman toyed with me expertly. 
 
    "He's so turned on right now," I heard Kate giggle. From the sound of her voice, I suspected it was her that was stroking my shaft. Just the thought of her, in her underwear and gleaming black boots, made my manhood throb in her busy hand. "I could make him cum so easily. But I don't think he deserves that yet. Two orgasms in one day is way too much for a slave like this. He's going to need to make all of us cum first, I think. What do you girls say?" 
 
    “Absolutely,” I heard Jasmine agree. She might not be on the bed with the rest of us, but her voice told me that she was no longer standing in the doorway. She had stepped further into the bedroom, perhaps to get a better view of what was going on. “Women come first.” Kate laughed at that, and Sam’s chuckle turned into a long moan of pleasure as I slid my tongue between her silken folds. 
 
    But despite her words, Kate went on stroking me. Her touch was light and maddeningly soft. I could feel the first stirrings of orgasm boiling in the pit of my stomach, but Kate knew me too well. She had learned my body and its responses over the past few days. I had no reason to doubt that she would do exactly what she said she would. Besides, there was the shock device locked onto my balls to consider. If I lost control of myself, I had no doubt that Kate would make me pay for it dearly. To disobey her like that in front of her friends was something my Princess would never forgive. And so, as I licked Sam's pussy and she moaned and howled above me, I was at war with myself. Every fiber of my being wanted nothing more than to cum, but my brain resisted. And that was exactly where Kate wanted me, torn between desire and fear while she toyed with me mercilessly. 
 
    Up above me, Sam howled. I tried to concentrate on her and her body, her needs, doing my best to ignore the infuriating sensations of pleasure Kate's hand was causing me. I felt Sam's whole body tighten, her thighs squeezing my head as she gave in to pleasure. The flood of warm juices that erupted from her pussy was nothing like the copious torrent that Kate released in similar situations. But it told me that I had done my job. Just as Kate had ordered, I had made her friend cum. And somehow, I had managed to resist doing so myself. At least for now. 
 
    As Sam's orgasm tore through her, I felt her body relax. Her weight settled down more heavily on my face as she sat back. I could still see nothing as I lay beneath her. But Kate lifted her hand off my cock, leaving my member throbbing and twitching in the empty air as though it could somehow get the sensation it needed to push me over the brink. Sam climbed off my face, and I blinked in the light, licking her cum from my lips as she sat on the bed beside me. 
 
    “That was awesome,” Sam panted giddily. Kate smiled. 
 
    "He definitely has his uses," she said grudgingly. "But that still doesn't mean he's earned the right to cum." With that, Kate rose up on her knees and crawled toward me. I watch the light shine on her patent leather boots as she swung one leg over my body. She straddled me, facing me, smiling down at me with her pretty face and amazing body and sexy boots gripping my flanks. My cock strained and throbbed just beneath her, her pussy still covered by the black panties she wore and denying me the contact I craved. Smiling, Kate sat down on top of me, trapping my cock between my body and hers. Slowly, she rocked her hips back and forth, chuckling to herself as I groaned and gasped. She always knew exactly what to do to drive me wild. 
 
    "Don't cum," she warned me, her pretty blue eyes staring deep into mine as she rode my cock back and forth. I panted and nodded, gazing up at her open mouth, as enraptured as ever with her irresistible beauty. Her hands gripped her thighs as she moved, the remote control for the shock device threateningly close to her fingers as it sat tucked into the top of one boot. Kate wasn't a woman who needed to scream and rage to get her way. She had all the ammunition she needed. Even the shock device was almost overkill. The humiliating truth was that I would have done what she wanted just in the hope of getting to have sex with her. In whatever manner she would allow. 
 
    And as I watched, my heart swelled with excitement as Kate moved. She lifted one leg, balancing athletically above me as she began to pull her panties down. Rocking over to the other side, she lifted the other leg, struggling out of her underwear before finally throwing it to the bedroom floor. She had no more qualms about being naked in front of her friends than she did in front of me. And with a body like that, who could blame her? Kate was a woman with absolutely no reason to feel self-conscious about the way she looked. 
 
    The panties discarded, Kate sat down on top of me again. Now I could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy against my rigid cock, and it was driving me wild with desire for her. Again, she rocked her hips back-and-forth, sliding her sex over mine without allowing me inside. Sam watched wordlessly from the bed beside me, and Jasmine stood off to one side. Everyone's attention was on Kate as she teased me, making my body hum with monstrous lust. 
 
    Lifting herself slightly on her knees, Kate reached down and took hold of my cock once again. She guided it inside her, and my eyes rolled in my head as I felt at last the pressure of her snug pussy around my cock. Kate continued to lower herself down on top of me until I was all the way inside, buried in her, feeling the sheer joy that came from the contact I had been longing for. 
 
    At once, Kate began to bounce up and down on top of me. Her eyes shone as she stared down at me, her long blonde hair whipping around her face and shoulders with the force of her movements. The mattress bounced underneath us as her excitement grew. Kate began to moan with pleasure, and I began to moan too, feeling ecstasy blooming inside me. But Kate knew what she was doing. She reached the top of her boot and grabbed the remote control without breaking her rhythm she rode me. She cried out as she shocked me, my cock buzzing like a toy inside her while my balls ached and my building orgasm was forced back down. I moaned in a combination of pleasure and despair, knowing that my pretty Princess could keep this up all day if she wanted to. Her control was undeniable, her power irresistible. And her friends watched as she so expertly toyed with me. 
 
    Kate kept riding me. And inspired by the show taking place in front of her, Sam moved on the mattress beside me. Once again, she straddled my face without a word. She lowered her pussy once again down to my waiting mouth, and I frantically lapped at it, hearing her cries of pleasure merged with Kate's. I had never been with two women at once, although I had imagined it from time to time. I had never imagined it like this, though. This was wilder and hotter than anything I had done in the past, and my cock surged and throbbed between the wet walls of Kate's pussy as she used the shock device to keep my orgasm at bay. Trapped beneath the two women, all I could do was lie there and serve them sexually, hoping that if I gave them enough pleasure, they would finally allow me to cum. 
 
    With a loud cry, Kate reached an orgasm of her own. I felt the familiar sensation of her juices covering me, pouring over my cock and balls and thighs as she abandoned herself in orgasm.  
 
    As Kate's climax came and went, she lifted her body from mine. I felt her warm weight vanish, my cock slipping easily out from her pussy as she dismounted. The smooth leather of her boots rubbed against my sides as she climbed off me. I didn't want her to go. My balls were boiling with unreleased semen, my orgasm still lurking somewhere in the twisted pathways of my goats, kept at bay by her well-timed and merciless electric shocks. But Kate had had her fun. And that was all that mattered. 
 
    Besides, it wasn't as though I didn't have other things to concentrate on. Sam was still sitting on my face, grinding her pussy against my mouth with frantic motions as her own orgasm approached. I licked her frantically, hungrily, and the sounds of her ecstasy filled the room as she came too. Her juices filled my mouth as I swallowed them down, absorbing her pleasure like the toy the women had turned me into, as though nothing else mattered but making them happy. 
 
    Sam rolled away from me, sprawling limply on the mattress, her body worn out with pleasure. I blinked in the sudden light as I felt her juices cooling on my face. Finally, I was able to get a look at my beautiful captors again. In the glow of sexual desire, they looked more beautiful than ever. And as I watched, breathing heavily, trying to regain what little control over my body I was still allowed to have, Jasmine stepped forward. 
 
    Her eyes were burning like twin coals under glittering lids as she strode toward the bed and climbed on top. Kate watched with an approving smile, her own face flushed pink with orgasm as her friend climbed onto the mattress. Jasmine didn't say a word. There was no need for her to say anything, least of all to me. I knew what she wanted. And I knew she was going to take it. And Kate, of course, was more than willing to help. 
 
    Jasmine crawled over the mattress. She pulled her dress up over her hips again, not bothering to remove it. Her panties, I remembered, were still lying on the living room floor where I had eaten her out earlier. My jaw ached from all this oral service to Kate's friends, but I wasn't complaining. Jasmine climbed on top of me, moving on all fours like some predatory feline, her eyes locked on mine as though she was intent on devouring me. She climbed on top of me, one hand on my chest for balance, her other already reaching down between her legs. I sighed as I felt her take hold of my cock, still slippery with Kate's juices. There was no more hesitation. No more doubt. Watching her friends use me for their pleasure had clearly lit the fuse on Jasmine's own desire, and now I was witnessing the explosion. She held my cock tightly, positioning her pussy above it before lowering herself down just as Kate had. She moaned in gratitude, and I moaned too, the tightness of her wet walls gripping me just as Kate had and sending jolts of pleasure racing up and down my spine as I lay helpless on the bed beneath her. Jasmine's predatory smile as she looked down at me gave me chills, even as my cock surged inside her. And as she reached forward to rake her fingernails over my chest, drawing sharp red lines along my skin, I felt as though I was about to become easy prey for this dominant vixen. 
 
    "Don't cum," Kate warned. Swinging her legs back onto the bed, she hurried up the mattress toward the headboard. She was on the other side of my body from where Sam lay, the three of them surrounding me. I could hardly believe the drama that I had been drawn into. It felt like some strange mixture of heaven and hell, to be in bed with these three gorgeous women and yet to be unable to enjoy the climax of that experience. But Kate didn't care. Kate was all about her own needs. And Kate, my wife's sexy dominant assistant, was never more beautiful than when she was selfish. 
 
    Turning, Kate kneeled beside my head, facing Jasmine. Jasmine was already bouncing up and down on her knees, impaling herself over and over again on my erect cock. Already, I could feel her pussy spasming around my shaft, torturing me once again with that irresistible rhythm that drew a predictable response out of me. But Kate had the remote control in her hand. She lifted her leg, her tall boots shining in the light as she straddled my face just as Sam had done moments earlier. Her beautiful pussy hovered above me, shining with the moisture of her excitement. I could smell her scent, and after licking both Sam and Jasmine, Kate's delicious aroma seemed endlessly familiar to me. It seemed, in some twisted way, like a return to normality. Even though it was anything but. As Kate straddled my face, her pussy just out of reach even as I raised my head toward her, I winced as I felt electric shock device buzzing against my balls again. 
 
    Jasmine cried out. Feeling my hard cock buzzing inside her like a vibrator was a new experience for her, and I remembered how delighted Kate had been with the sensation when she first discovered it. But my beautiful mistress couldn't have timed her intervention any better. Or worse, depending on how you look at it. Without the sudden sharp pain of electric shock, I very much doubted I would've been able to hold out any longer. Jasmine's pussy was too slick and warm, too soft and at the same time tight, for me to resist through willpower alone. There was only one thing that could stop me from ejaculating inside her at that moment, and it was Kate and her favorite toy. As I winced and trembled, I felt my orgasm subsiding again, though never quite disappearing. It still lurked somewhere at the base of my cock, growling like some savage beast that retreats from the lash of the whip only to wait for its next opportunity to strike. 
 
    But Kate didn't worry about that. She released the button of the remote and sank down on my face, and in spite of myself, I welcomed the feel of her swollen lips against my mouth. I licked and kissed her passionately, even more hungry to taste her orgasm than I had been for that of Jasmine or of Sam. Because as beautiful as those women were, they didn't have the raw sex appeal that Kate did. It was more than just the way she looked. It was the things she had done to me. The things she had made me do. The trials and torments she had put me through made Sandra's assistant unbelievably exciting to me. But my feelings for Kate were complicated. And trapped underneath her and her friend as one rode my cock and the other rode my face, I knew it was hardly the time to explore them further. 
 
    "That's it," I heard Kate growl above me as she rocked her hips back and forth, her leather boots creaking in time with her movements. "Eat that pussy. Make your Princess cum." As though I didn't know exactly what she wanted. As though I wasn't already doing it, using every ounce of skill I had to please her while she ground her dripping sex against my face. 
 
    And Jasmine moaned in excitement as my cock buzzed again, and I groaned against Kate's pussy, and Kate cried out with pleasure at the sensation between her legs. They could keep me like this forever, I realized with a kind of panic that had more than just a hint of hope about it. Kate had an uncanny ability to know just when to shock me to keep my orgasm at bay while still bubbling inside me, so that I would do anything to please her and her friends. With the three of them rotating in and out like this, they could use my mouth and my cock for as long as they wanted, and I would be powerless to stop them. I had to hope somehow to outlast the sexual energy of three young women. It seemed impossible. 
 
    And while Kate and Jasmine howled in pleasure, their voices forming a song I could hear even with Kate's legs pressed against my ears, I felt Jasmine's fingernails scratching at my chest and stomach. I felt the shock device buzzing and burning against my balls. I felt everything, pleasure and pain merging and mingling, humiliation and desire joining to become one single sensation for which I had no name. There was only one thing I could call it, one name I could cling to in the maelstrom of all the powerful emotions and sensations I was feeling. Kate. It was the only name for what was happening. 
 
    Kate cried out in ecstasy above me. I felt her pussy spasming against my lips, and I felt for a moment like I was about to drown in the sweet tide of her abundant juices. Jasmine and Sam had both cum, but nothing like this. Kate coated my whole face with her nectar, and it kept coming, gushing out of her spasming pussy while she moaned and howled and squeezed my head between her thighs. While I spluttered and swallowed as best as I could, Kate slumped forward, sprawling across my chest while she panted and moaned in the aftershocks of pleasure. 
 
    I raise my head from the pillow beneath me. Kate's perfect round ass filled much of my vision, her streaming pussy right in front of my face. But I craned my neck to look past her to where Jasmine was still bouncing up and down on top of me, her hands now holding back her streaming black hair, her eyes closed and her mouth open in an expression of total bliss as she filled the bedroom with her cries of pleasure. Her pussy was spasming wildly, and I heard my teeth grinding in my skull as I tried to resist once again the urge to ejaculate. Absorbed in her own orgasm, Kate seemed to have abandoned her job of keeping my pleasure at bay. But I knew she wouldn't tolerate me coming without her permission. So I tried my best to hold out as Jasmine howled and moaned, her body completely taken over by sexual excitement. And somehow, I managed it. Somehow, I held out. Jasmine screamed, and her juices poured over me, anointing my cock as she came. 
 
    At that, Kate raised her head. Lifting herself up with her hands, she inched further down my body. Jasmine opened her eyes to see her friend approaching and gave Kate a giddy smile disbelief at what had happened. Kate placed a hand on Jasmine's shoulder, and Jasmine seemed to understand what the other woman was getting at. Stiffly, she climbed off, letting my still-hard cock slide out from between the dripping lips of her pussy. She flopped down on the bed beside me, close to where Sam was sitting, exhausted by pleasure but still curious to see what came next. 
 
    So was I. But for once, Kate didn't keep me waiting for long.  
 
    A wild cry was torn from my throat as I felt a new tightness around my shaft. Kate lay on her stomach on top of me, her head toward my feet, and her head began to move up and down as she sucked my cock. She didn't seem to care that it was still covered in both her and Jasmine's juices. She was caught up in the moment, almost as much a prisoner of desire as I was, and Kate always did exactly what she wanted. Right there as her friends watched, she sucked my cock like a pro, and I waited for the electric shock that never came.  
 
    Her hand slid up and down my shaft in time with her mouth, and I yelled again as I felt my orgasm rising up through my body, and if I hadn't been chained to the headboard, I felt almost as though I would have been lifted right off the mattress with the force of the pleasure that ignited inside me. Kate, my beautiful dominant Princess, sucked the cum right out of my balls until my orgasm filled her mouth, and she swallowed every drop, drinking down an orgasm that seemed to go on and on while I moaned and convulsed beneath her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    14. A Hotwife Comes Home
 
      
 
    I knew what day it was. Even with everything that had happened to me in the last few days, I wasn't about to forget that my wife's business trip had finally come to an end. Although to call it a business trip seemed inaccurate. From the phone calls and video chats I had been forced to endure while she was away, it seemed that most of what Sandra had been doing while she was away was getting fucked by her boss Tony. 
 
    But now she was coming home. And even though I couldn't wait to see her, I felt nervous to know that Sandra was on her way. After all, everything had changed between us. Kate had made sure of that. 
 
    It wasn't as though we had the most conventional marriage. Sandra fucked around, and I loved that about her. I loved her seemingly insatiable sexual appetite, and her raw sexiness that seemingly no man could resist. I love to watch her cum while a stranger fucked her, my beautiful wife reduced to a howling animal that only cared about her own pleasure. Until this past week, watching Sandra get nailed was about the hottest thing I could imagine. 
 
    Until Kate came along. 
 
    And now, everything was different. Now, I knew that no matter what happened, things would never go back to being the way they were. It's one thing to have your wife have sex with strangers with your consent. It's another thing entirely when she begins an affair with her boss. And it's another thing again when she has her assistant dominate you sexually while she's away. All four of us, Tony, Kate, Sandra, and me, were now embroiled in this strange drama. Even if nothing like this ever happened again, none of us were likely to forget what had taken place. 
 
    And so, as usual, I was a bundle of nerves as I waited to see what the day had in store for me. 
 
    Kate's friends had left the night before. After a long stretch of debauchery, even Sam and Jasmine eventually reached their limit. The three girls used me for their pleasure over and over again, heedless of how I felt about it. Then again, they had to know that I loved it. By the time they were done with me, my jaw ached from eating pussy, and my cock ached from being ridden and tugged on and sucked again and again. Not to mention the lingering pain in my balls from the electric shock device that Kate so loved to use, and the angry red marks running in vertical lines down my chest and stomach from where Jasmine had scratched me. I was a mess. Yet I had rarely felt so good in my life. As humiliating as the whole scene had been, there wasn't one ounce of regret that it had happened within me. And even while I dreaded ever seeing Jasmine and Sam again, knowing that they knew what Kate turned me into, I also longed for them. Their pretty faces and gorgeous bodies and ever-growing dominance. The wild selfishness that Kate had encouraged them in. 
 
    Today was a new day. And from the bathroom, I could hear the water running as Kate showered. For once, she hadn't insisted that I bathe her. I missed it. The sight of her beautiful young body shining under the stream of water drove me wild with sexual frustration every time I saw it, and yet I wanted to see it again. Even just thinking about her in there made my erection throb as I waited in the living room. I didn't dare touch myself, of course. If Kate caught me, her punishment would be swift and terrible. And the last thing I wanted to do was cause any problems on the day my wife was due to come home. But it took every ounce of self-control I had not to take my cock in my hand, aching as it was, and make myself cum while I thought of Kate. 
 
    The house was spotless. Kate made sure of that. She had ordered me to clean up after her little party, and I had done it. Sandra, I suspected, would want to come home to a spotless house. And if nothing else, the tedious tasks of getting the kitchen and living room back in order provided a small distraction from the desire that I was feeling. But only a small one. Every glimpse of lipstick on the side of a wineglass reminded me of what had happened the night before. Sam and Jasmine and Kate, all using my body for their selfish pleasure. A tremor of desire raced through my body every time I thought of it. 
 
    In the bathroom, the shower shut off. But Kate didn't emerge immediately. She'd need to put her makeup on, of course. She'd need to fix her hair. Kate devoted a lot of time to her appearance, but I couldn't argue with the results. If she didn't look the way she did, maybe I might have been able to resist her. Maybe. But she did look the way she did, and so I was helpless. I couldn't say no to her anymore than I could say no to my wife. And soon, I suspected, Sandra was going to find out just how submissive I could be. 
 
    I waited and waited. The dishes were done. The kitchen gleamed. There was nothing more for me to do except wait. And wonder what Kate had in store. Sandra was coming back, but I had a feeling that Kate would have something new in mind. She wasn't the type to just let an opportunity like this pass her by. I suspected that she would be happy to share with my wife everything that had happened between us. She would want to show off. Just as she had shown off my pathetic obedience in front of her friends. I knew, without having any idea exactly what Kate had planned, that she was going to humiliate me in front of my wife. 
 
    Finally, Kate emerged from the shower. Her golden hair shone in the light as she stepped out, a dense cloud of steam rolling through the open door behind her. She was completely naked. After all, there wasn't much point in being coy anymore. I had seen her in the most intimate situations imaginable, and had studied every inch of her beautiful body every chance I got. There was no point in her being shy around me, anymore than there was any point in me trying to hide my nakedness from her. And at the sight of her beauty, my cock throbbed anew, as enraptured as the rest of me was by the undeniable beauty of my dominant Princess. 
 
    But Kate didn't say a word. With the total confidence that great beauty allows, she strode naked down the hallway of my house, her hips swaying with every step as she moved. I watched her go, resisting the urge to follow her to the bedroom where she was headed. After all, she hadn't given her permission. And after all this time at her mercy, I had learned my place. If Kate wanted me in the bedroom, she would summon me, either with her voice or with a small shock from the device locked onto my balls. She had done neither. And so I waited. 
 
    I waited a long time. Of course, all times seem long when you're waiting to see what your mistress has in store for you. Occasionally, I heard mysterious noises from my bedroom. Or Kate's bedroom, as it had become since she showed up at our house. The master suite I shared with my wife had become the mistress suite that Kate took for herself. It was the least of the humiliations the woman forced me to endure. 
 
    And just as I knew it would be, when Kate emerged from the bedroom at last, I saw that it had been worth the wait. 
 
    Her blonde hair hung loosely around her shoulders, bright and clean, a wave of spun gold that framed her beautiful face. Her makeup was heavier than usual, her blue eyes glittering like shards of ice under smoky eyelids. My eyes traveled over her body the way they always did, the lustful tribute my body paid to her each and every time I was in her presence. My cock was rock hard, just as it always was when Kate was around. But at the sight of her, the tender flesh tried to swell even further, as though there was some level of hardness it could reach that would make her want to touch me. 
 
    She was wearing her catsuit again. The black latex that clung to every curve of her gorgeous body as though it were painted on, covering her from neck to toe and yet seeming somehow more revealing even than her nudity had been. She was wearing her gleaming thigh-high boots again, too, the boots I had hungrily kissed and licked as I groveled at her feet. Above the startling narrowness of her waist, her breasts swelled, straining the rubber that covered her as her soft flesh threatened to swell out of the window cut into the catsuit to show off her enthralling cleavage. Below, her hips swelled outward, and the zipper of the catsuit that ran between her legs called to me with desperate desire. In her outfit, she looked every bit the powerful dominatrix, and the contrast between that look and her wholesome girl-next-door prettiness managed to simultaneously enhance both aspects of her personality. Kate was more than a Princess. She was a goddess. And as I gazed at her in rapt adoration, bewitched all over again by the irresistible sexiness of this incredible woman, I felt once again the strange and powerful feelings she engendered in me. I wasn't falling in love with Kate, I told myself. But the sheer power of the lust I felt for her was enough to confuse me. I had wanted Sam, and I had wanted Jasmine. The world abounds in pretty women, and sexy ones too. But Kate was on another level. I might not be in love with her, but I was desperately in love with that incredible body. For a long moment, Kate simply stood there, at the edge of the living room where I sat. She had one hand on her hip, her body turned slightly sideways like a movie star posing on the red carpet. Her eyes gazed steadily at me, her facial expression neutral. She wanted me to look. And so I did. As though I could do anything else. As though I could possibly bear to tear my eyes away from such a vision of loveliness. 
 
    "I love the way you look at me when I'm dressed like this," Kate said finally. Her voice was as soft and feminine as ever. "Like I'm the sexiest thing you've ever seen in your life." 
 
    "You are, Princess," I breathed. And Kate smiled, her perfect white teeth showing between the pink pillows of her lips that I could still feel wrapped around my cock in the display of unexpected generosity she had shown the night before. 
 
    "Be careful," Kate warned. "I don't think you would want me to tell your wife that you said that." 
 
    "Apart from her, Princess," I hurriedly added. Kate's smile only grew wider. 
 
    “So are you saying she’s sexier than me?” Kate was still smiling, but I noticed the dangerous rise of one carefully shaped eyebrow, and I gulped nervously. 
 
    "No, Princess," I tried. "You're both the sexiest women alive. You're both so beautiful. I — I couldn't choose." 
 
    "Well, maybe I should make you choose," Kate grinned. "I'm sure Sandra would be very interested to see that, too." 
 
    "Please, Princess." 
 
    "Please what?" 
 
    "Please don't make me choose." Kate laughed out loud, the sound of her amusement filling the living room while I stared helplessly at her. 
 
      
 
    "You're so pathetic," she giggled. "Crawl over here and beg for my forgiveness. Lick my boots one last time." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Without a moment's hesitation, I dropped to the floor. It still embarrassed me at least a little how easy it was for Kate to order me around. But I didn't have the strength to resist her. We both knew that she was more than capable of making me do whatever she wanted. And she had made me do far more embarrassing things than this. In fact, as addicted as I had become over the past few days to Kate's dominance, I relished the task. On all fours, I crawled toward my mistress like a beaten dog and bowed my head at her feet. The slick feeling of the patent leather of her boots against my tongue made me tremble with disgrace and desire. 
 
    "Please forgive me, Princess," I croaked as I licked and kissed her feet, not daring to raise my head any higher up her body for now. "Please forgive me for saying the wrong thing." Kate stood impassively above me for a while, basking in my adoration. She said nothing as I groveled and begged. She would rather keep me guessing, keep me wondering what was in her mind while I debased myself in front of her. A stray image of Sandra flashed through my mind, and I wondered what my wife would think if she could see me now. I wondered if Kate would make me do this while Sandra watched. I knew, if she did, I would do it. Sandra was about to see a whole new side to her husband. 
 
    "Enough," Kate finally snapped. "Stand up." Obediently, I rose to my feet. The towering heels of her tall boots make her close to my height, and I could barely bring myself to look her in the eye as she stared me down. Her delicious breasts rose and fell as she breathed, and as close to her as I was, I could hear the faint creaking of the latex outfit she wore as it clung to her body. I could smell the scent of soap and perfume rising from her warm skin. All I had to do was raise my arms, just a little, and I would be touching her. Touching that firm young body underneath the flawless rubber that wrapped it as tightly as I wanted to myself. But I didn't dare. This pretty young girl, far younger than me, had me completely under her thumb. 
 
    "Stay there," she finally said. Her boot heels echoed with every step she took as she stepped past me, heading for the kitchen. I watched her go, listening to her footsteps like an echo of my pounding heart. She was heading for the door. The back door of my house that led out to the yard. Surely, I thought to myself, even someone as confident and comfortable in her own skin as Kate was wouldn't be willing to go in public, in broad daylight, dressed as she was. But I should have known. Kate was a natural dominatrix, and she didn't care who knew it. I heard the door open and close as Kate stepped outside, and trembling, I waited to see what new development was coming. 
 
    I didn't have to wait for long. After a couple of minutes, I heard the door opening again, and Kate stepped back into the house. I heard her grunt with effort as the door closed behind her. 
 
    “Get in here,” she ordered. At once, I hurried toward the kitchen, my stiff cock swaying ludicrously with every step as I raced to obey my Princess. 
 
    I don't know how Kate even knew we had a garage, still less what was in it. I could only assume that Sandra had told her. Because I knew I hadn't, and in all the time she had been in our house, Kate had gone nowhere near the place. But now, she seemed to have found what she was looking for. A bunch of wide straps hung from one hand, the kind I used to tie things down in the bed of my truck when I needed to. Her other arm was carrying a two-wheeled dolly that I had more or less forgotten I owned. I couldn't even begin to imagine what she wanted with these commonplace items, but I knew better than to ask. I grabbed the hand truck and followed Kate back toward the living room. 
 
    "Put it there," Kate ordered dismissively, pointing to a spot on the living room floor. I stood the hand truck up on its base, and Kate smiled as she turned to me, still carrying the straps. "Stand on it," she ordered. "Facing me. Hands at your sides." 
 
    A faint panic began to rise inside me. But I did as I was told. I stood on the metal platform on the bottom of the hand truck, feeling the cold steel bars of its frame against my bare skin. Without another word, Kate stepped forward. I knew now what she had planned. She wrapped one of the straps around my chest and circled around to stand behind the hand truck. I heard the metallic sound of the hooks at either end of the strap being joined together, holding me in place. The ratchet built into the straps clicked as Kate tightened it a couple of times. I grunted quietly. The strap around my chest meant I could only raise my arms from the elbow, and there was no way for me to reach behind myself to undo the strap. Already I was trapped. If she wanted to, I reflected, Kate could have kept tightening that ratchet to the point where it broke my ribs. But that wasn't her style. Kate was eminently willing to deal out pain, but only when she thought it served a greater purpose. When Kate hurt me, it wasn't as much for the fun of it as to remind me of the consequences of disobeying her. It was a lesson I had learned extraordinarily well. 
 
    And while I stood there immobilized, Kate went on with her task. Another strap was wrapped around my body lower down, just above my wrists and around my stomach. When she tightened that one, too, my arms were completely immobilized. A third strap was wrapped around my thighs, and a fourth went around my ankles. As Kate crouched at my feet, in a reversal of our usual positions, I couldn't keep myself from peering into the cutout of her suit, my breath catching in my chest as I watched her breasts jiggle and bounce in the tight rubber. I was on fire with lust, and the less I was able to do anything about it, the greater my desire. Of course, Kate knew that. She relied on it. 
 
    "There," Kate smiled. With the straps all fastened in place and tightened thoroughly, she rose easily to her feet. My cock, still free, pointed up at her, throbbing with rampant desire as she stood smiling in front of me, pleased with her handiwork. I could move nothing but my head, the rest of my body completely secured by the inescapable straps. And the smell of Kate's perfume wafted over me again as she stepped closer to me, running her fingers along the underside of my boiling shaft. I gasped, and Kate chuckled softly to herself. 
 
    "You love it when I tie you up, don't you?" she said softly, her warm breath brushing against the skin of my cheek as she spoke. 
 
    “I love everything you do to me, Princess,” I said wretchedly. Kate giggled. 
 
    "Good answer," she said. "But it must drive you crazy, not being able to touch me. Not even being able to touch yourself. Wouldn't you just love to rub your face all over these tits? Just bury your face right there, in my cleavage?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I croaked. As Kate spoke, her free hand stroked the exposed flesh of her boobs, and I watched it as though hypnotized, my mouth literally watering as she tormented me. 
 
    "I bet I could get you to do anything right now, couldn't I?" Kate went on, as if she didn't know the answer. "If I told you I would let you lick my pussy if you sent me everything in your bank account, you'd do it, wouldn't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess," I moaned wretchedly, while Kate shrieked with laughter. 
 
     "That's so pathetic," she said. "You're lucky your wife's my boss, and that's her money. Otherwise, maybe I'd take you up on that. I'm a princess, after all. I shouldn't have to work. Maybe I can get myself a few more slaves like you, and then I wouldn't have to."  
 
    "Yes, Princess." I didn't doubt the truth of her words. Kate told me she had never dominated a man before, but she was exceptionally good at it. And looking the way she did, I didn't doubt there would be a long line of men willing to bow down at her feet just as I did and offer everything they had to be owned by her. If I wasn't married, I doubted I would be able to resist the temptation myself. And to be honest, the thought of Kate becoming a mistress of other slaves was powerfully erotic to me. I could picture her, dressed just as she was, reclining on a throne while men hurried to obey her every whim. It was intoxicating. 
 
    "I'm wondering whether I should let you cum," Kate said as her fingers continued their maddening dance on my cock. "I mean, you don't really deserve it. You did lick my boots and beg for my forgiveness, but that's just your job. Doing what you're told doesn't entitle you to an orgasm. At the same time, what I'm going to do to you later is going to get you so turned on, you might cum without anyone even touching you. It might be a good idea to give you a little spurt now, so that we can really enjoy ourselves later." 
 
    "Oh God, yes, please, Princess," I begged, my words almost drowned out by Kate's wild laughter. "Please let me come, please, Princess! You know I've been good. You know I'll do whatever you say. Please, Princess, please take pity on me!" 
 
    "Now that's what I call begging," Kate grinned at me. Her eyes were on fire, the way I had seen them many times before when she got excited. I thought of her womanhood getting moist inside the clinging latex of her catsuit, and my lips trembled as I drew a ragged breath. Gracefully, Kate raised one foot from the floor, and the glistening leather of her thigh boot ran up my leg until her knee was nudging my balls, sliding along the underside of my cock as her hand continued to tease it. The feeling was incredible. 
 
    "The only thing is, I don't want to untie you," Kate went on, while I struggled to listen through the rising howl of pleasure inside me. "But you know you have to clean it up every time you make a little mess for me. So we'll just have to figure something out, won't we? I'll be back in a minute." Abruptly, Kate let go of my cock and turned away, and an involuntary moan of despair rose from me as I watched her go. Her blonde hair whipped through the air as she turned on her heels and strode off toward the bedroom, her latex catsuit straining over her hips as she swung her ass from side to side with every step. All I could do was wait for her to return. And soon, Kate did. She held a piece of fabric balled up in one hand, and a stick of my wife's lipstick in the other. Giggling to herself, she uncapped the lipstick and twisted it so that the red bar of makeup emerged. Then she used it to begin writing on my chest, just above where the strap held me tight to the hand truck. 
 
    "There we go, "Kate grinned as she finished writing on my chest and moved down to my stomach. I peered at the upside-down letters she had left on my skin. Across my chest, the lipstick read, welcome home. I craned my neck to see the letters Kate was writing on my stomach. A sinking feeling in my heart greeted the realization the following words were, from Kate's Bitch. 
 
    "Now there'll be no doubt about what you are when your wife comes home," Kate grinned. Recapping Sandra's lipstick, she slid the small tube into the top of her boot. The fabric was still in her other hand, and as I stared at it, I realize that Kate was holding a pair of my wife's panties. But I had no time to wonder what she had in mind. Again, she raised her knee and stroked the underside of my cock with her boot while her hand began its work on me again. 
 
    "Now, come for me, bitch," Kate giggled. "Splatter your nasty cum all over my catsuit, like I know you want to. And guess what I'm going to do then?"  
 
    "I — I don't know, Princess," I panted. Already, my orgasm was rising inside me, and I knew that in a moment, it would overwhelm me completely. 
 
      
 
    "Well, I'm going to wipe up your mess from my leg," Kate went on, her blue eyes dancing over my face as she studied my anguished reaction. "I'm going to wipe it up with your wife's panties, and then I'm going to stuff them into your mouth so that we can't hear your pathetic sniveling anymore. You're going to stay like that until Sandra comes home." 
 
    "Oh my God," I gasped. Everything Kate was saying was endlessly humiliating and endlessly exciting. And at that moment, my cock surged in her hand. I cried out as I launched my cum against her leg, the hot white fluid splattering all over her thigh and hip as she milked me. 
 
    Kate smiled. Just as she had promised she would, she transferred Sandra's panties to her other hand and began to wipe up my semen. I watched as she took her time, making sure to get every drop. Once Sandra's panties were soaked in my fluids, she raised them to my face. 
 
    "Open up," she ordered. Wretchedly, I did as I was told. Giggling, Kate stuffed my wife's panties soaked with my cum into my mouth and pressed her hand over my lips to keep them there. Her eyes burned as they stared into mine. 
 
    "Now, your wife should be home any minute," Kate said. "And then the real fun can begin." She leaned forward and planted a loud kiss on the back of her own hand that covered my mouth. Giggling, she lifted her hand away and turned. Again, I watched her stride across my living room, a vision of unadulterated sex appeal as she disappeared into my house. There was nothing to do but wait. 
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