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Their First Kinky Christmas 1-17 Complete


1. Latex Christmas

“Here. Open this one.”

Jonathan grinned as he held a present out toward me. The dimples around his smile showed even through the stubble that was growing on his cheeks, a concession to the holiday season. He didn’t have to go in to the office for a while, and so he had stopped shaving. Frankly, I liked it. It gave him a rugged, masculine appearance that made me want to run my hand over the bristles of his cheeks.

Carefully, I took the box from his hands. It was small, and fairly light, but not small enough to be jewelry or anything really tiny.

This was his family’s tradition. They got to open one gift on Christmas Eve, then had to wait until Christmas Day for the rest. Probably a concession to his parents getting annoyed with the nagging kids demanding to know what they were going to receive. Not a problem we had; not yet, anyway. In spite of Jonathan’s mother’s not-so-little hints that we should hurry up and give her grandkids already.

In fact, this was our first Christmas alone together in a while. Normally, we spent it with one or other of our families, but I couldn’t take his mom’s meddling this year. I mean, deep down, she’s a lovely woman. But she can be a little… intrusive. And while it was technically my parents turned to host us this year, my mom and dad had randomly decided to go on a Christmas cruise instead.

That left me and Jonathan alone for the holidays. And quite frankly, I welcomed it. It was a low-stress, low-hassle Christmas. I mean, sure, without family around, it did sometimes feel like something was missing. Hard to get excited about making dinner for just the two of us, or decorating a tree that only we would see. But it was nice to not get caught up in the chaos of the season, nice to take things a little more easy and spend some quality time together.

Sitting down on the sofa, I began to tear the wrapping paper off the gift my husband had given me.

He watched me, that grin still on his face, seemingly excited for my reaction. I had already given him my gift, and he made all the right noises as he unwrapped a bottle of whiskey I knew he liked. It was just a small present, with his main gift still under the tree waiting for tomorrow. A new set of golf clubs that had cost me plenty, but seemed like a good idea. He had doubts sometimes about his golfing, worrying he wasn’t spending enough time with me. And sometimes, that was true. But this gift was a way of telling him that his hobby was fine with me, that he was welcome to spend some time on the course with his friends.

I had no idea what he might’ve got me.

I’ll admit my hopes weren’t high. I’m hard to buy for. Generally, if I want something, I’ll just go out and get it. Plus, Jonathan, much as I love him, is a terrible gift giver. He just seems to get the strangest ideas in his head, as if he’s buying what he thinks people should want instead of what they really do. It’s strange, because he’s always so good with people, but something about the whole gift-buying process seems to scramble his brain somehow. There could be anything in this box, an ugly sweater or a pair of socks or a picture frame or any random item he had seen in a store and decided, for whatever reason, I might like.

When I pulled the wrapping paper off, I saw the box underneath was almost completely bare. There was just one word on it, the name of a company that I didn’t recognize. Feeling slightly nervous and painfully conscious of Jonathan’s big brown eyes watching me like an excited puppy dog, I opened the lid of the box and peered inside.

At first, it looked like cloth. Jonathan gave up buying me clothes a long time ago; he really doesn’t understand my style and has only the vaguest idea of my size. So seeing fabric inside the box wasn’t exactly a good start. But as the smell of rubber rose from the box and filled my nostrils, I reached inside and realized this fabric wasn’t what it seemed.

I lifted it out, setting the box aside on the sofa beside me and holding up the garment in my hands. I saw the shape of it, and I realized what I was looking at. A bodysuit. A catsuit, I guess. The kind of garment I had only ever seen on movies and TV, the kind of thing I had never worn before in my life, or expressed any interest in. I frowned at the catsuit as I held it up in the light, then looked at my husband.

“What - why did you get me this?”

“You don’t like it?” he said, suddenly crestfallen. My heart contracted just a little.

“I didn’t say that,” I said, trying without much success to force a smile onto my face. “It’s just – well, I don’t know if it’s really… me.”

“I think you’ll look amazing in it.”

“You think that about anything kind of skimpy.”

“True,” Jonathan said with a grin.

And now, my smile was more genuine. Having a husband who is inarguably and unashamedly attracted to you isn’t exactly a bad thing. We had been married for a couple of years now, dating for a couple more, and the spark between us remained very much alive. Despite the pressure to have kids someday, and our own desire to one day start a family, we were still enjoying being a young couple very much in love with no major responsibilities outside of our jobs. And Jonathan never hesitated to let me know how much he desired me. Sometimes, it was a struggle getting dressed in the morning without him trying to jump all over me.

Again, I’m not complaining.

Still, this was new. We had an active sex life, sure, but neither of us were particularly into kinky stuff. At least, I wasn’t. Jonathan had never tried to introduce anything new to the bedroom, happy enough with the classics, or so it seemed. But as I held up the catsuit that looked absolutely tiny in my hands, I imagined how I would look wearing such a revealing garment.

“Is it like a fetish thing?”

Now it was my husband’s turn to frown.

“I wouldn’t say that,” he said carefully. “It’s just…. Well, that movie we watched the other day…”

Right. It all came flooding back to me. Some stupid action movie, some woman who was supposed to be a vampire hunter, a beautiful actress who couldn’t have weighed more than 110 pounds kicking the crap out of guys twice her size. And doing it all in a skintight black latex catsuit, just like the one I was now holding in my hands. It all snapped into place.

“I thought you were paying a little bit too much attention to that movie,” I said, but I couldn’t keep the indulgent smile off my face.

It doesn’t make me jealous when Jonathan is attracted to other women. Not when it’s not in real life, anyway. Some actor on a screen somewhere? Go ahead. We all have little crushes, occasional fantasies about people we will never meet. It’s not a problem. In fact, in some ways, I always find it cute. It reminds me that my husband is a healthy guy with a healthy sex drive. And truthfully, she did look pretty spectacular in her catsuit, chasing vampires around or whatever she was doing. I have no interest in girls that way, but I recognize sex appeal when I see it. If I was jealous at all watching the movie with my husband, I was jealous of her and the way she looked.

Though not to the extent that I would have gone out and bought a similar outfit for myself.

“I just think you’ll look really sexy,” Jonathan said, a new urgency in his voice as he inched a little closer to me on the sofa. “Not that you don’t already.”

I smiled again at that. I was wearing fluffy pajama pants and a baggy T-shirt, my blonde hair pulled behind my head in a messy ponytail, the day’s makeup removed except for a light coat of foundation and a little bit of mascara. Sexy was about the last word I would have used to describe myself in that moment. Still, the way Jonathan was looking at me made me pause. It was like I could see the wheels turning in his head. Like I could see him already imagining how I would look in this little outfit he had bought me. And I knew where this was going, of course. But I wasn’t exactly opposed to that. I wasn’t feeling particularly sexy, sitting there unwrapping presents, but thinking about him thinking about me that way was having  its old reliable effect on me all the same.

“You have a one-track mind,” I said.

“Pretty much,” Jonathan grinned. Leaning toward me, he placed a hand on my thigh, and I felt its weight through my pajama pants. At the same time, he kissed my neck. A low blow, that one. He knows what that particular gesture does to me. And as he kissed me again, his bristly stubble brushing against my skin, I felt him murmur against my throat.

“Just try it on,” he said softly. “You never know. You might like it.”

“Yeah, well. We know you will, don’t we?”

I was having some light fun at his expense, but the truth is, his tactic, transparent as it was, was halfway to working. Already, I could feel excitement fluttering inside me. I had my doubts about the rubber garment I was holding in my hands, and I was taken aback by his interest in something so out of the ordinary. But they say it’s the thought that counts, and this gift he had gotten me, inappropriate as it might be, showed that I husband was having some very sexy thoughts about me. That was a turn-on all by itself.

“There’s no way this is going to fit,” I said. “It’s tiny.”

“They said it’s meant to be small,” Jonathan said, kissing my neck again. “It’s supposed to be tight. Besides, they told me latex is in right now.”

“Yeah, in Hollywood maybe, where they wear $10,000 gowns made out of it on the red carpet,” I said. “They don’t wear stuff like this.”

“Let’s just see it.”

I didn’t really have any more excuses to offer. Or I didn’t want to find them. It seemed like a lot of work, but sometimes in a marriage, you have to indulge your partner’s little quirks.

I stood up. Jonathan stood too, the grin of excitement reappearing on his handsome face.

“Let’s go upstairs,” he said, taking me by the hand. And as I draped the catsuit over my arm, he reached out toward the box I had discarded and grabbed a bottle of liquid that had come with it.

“It needs lubrication,” he said by way of explanation.

“Oh God,” I replied, rolling my eyes.

Still smiling, Jonathan led me upstairs. Toward the bedroom.

Of course, I knew exactly what he was doing. No doubt he had these visions in his head of how I would look, like the fantasy girl from his little movie, and it made me nervous as I wondered if I could live up to them. Leading me into the bedroom, Jonathan wrapped his arms around me. He kissed me, and I kissed him back. Perfunctorily, at first. But when I felt the rising passion in his embrace, I soon felt my own rising to meet his.

He wanted this. He wanted me, in his own adorably clumsy way. He had visions of a sexy Christmas, and who was I to shut them down? Besides, once he saw that the suit was way too small, that would be the end of it. No doubt we’d have sex, then drift off to sleep in one another’s arms and wake up on Christmas morning, ready to spend some time together. At least I would’ve tried. I would still be the good wife who supports her husband’s ideas, and he couldn’t say I wasn’t a good sport.

His hands moved over my body. I smiled as I felt him beginning to lift my T-shirt over my head. Then, as he dropped it on the floor and reached for my pajama pants, I grabbed his shirt, pulling it up over his stomach.

“You’re the one who needs to get undressed, not me,” he said, smiling as he spoke.

“Yeah, but where in the rules does it say you have to be dressed? Besides, if I’m getting naked, so are you.”

Jonathan didn’t complain, of course. As my pajama pants fell to the floor and I stepped out of them, I pulled his T-shirt over his head. His own sweatpants followed, and as he stepped out of them, I could see the bulge in his boxer shorts. He wrapped his arms around me again, reaching for the clasp of my bra.

“That too?”

“Yeah, everything,” he said. “You can’t wear anything underneath it.”

“Well, isn’t that convenient?” I said.

But Jonathan didn’t reply. Instead, he slid my unfastened bra down off my arms, then took my breasts in his hands. Every time was like the first time, in a way. Like he never quite got over them. Lowering his head to my chest, he kissed my boobs, first one, then the other. A little jolt of arousal registered inside me as his lips brushed against my nipple.

“Someone’s getting ideas,” I said.

And as I reached for the front of his underwear, I chuckled as I felt the swelling bulge of his cock through the fabric. Now I was really turned on, my body responding to his the way it invariably does, the sexual tension crackling between us. And Jonathan reached for my panties, sliding them down over my hips, letting them fall to the floor so that I was completely naked in front of him. At almost the same moment, I pushed his boxers down. His cock sprang free, already half-hard, and hardening even more as I wrapped my hand around it. Maybe we didn’t need the fetish gear he had bought me at all. We always got each other going just fine even without it.

“We need the lube,” Jonathan said, breathing heavily through his nostrils as he spoke. Honestly, I was almost impressed with the way he was able to turn away, my hands sliding off his cock.

“You’re really focused on this, aren’t you?”

“I think it’s going to look amazing,” he replied, frowning down at the bottle of lube as he opened it with some difficulty.

Naked, I stood there watching as he picked up the catsuit. Turning it around in his hands, he found the long zipper and opened it, reaching inside with the bottle of lube in his hands. He squirted some of the liquid into the suit, making sure he got both legs. Then, setting the suit aside again, he turned back to me.

“Now we have to lube you up, too.”

There was only the faintest little smile on his face as he spoke.

“Seriously? This seems like a lot of work.”

“Not to me,” he grinned. And he stepped forward, the bottle in his hands, already squirting a hefty dollop of the lubricant into his other palm.

I sighed. This had all been his idea, but now he had got me going, and frankly, this seemed like a little too much preparation for an end we both knew was coming. This was his gift to me, or one of them, but I felt like I was the one giving him something, indulging his little idea. Still, if you’re going to do it, go all the way. So I stood still, or as still as I could while a shiver passed through my body as he pressed his hand against my shoulder.

The lube was a little cold, but it soon warmed from the temperature of our bodies. And as Jonathan went about his business, rubbing his shining hands all over me, I couldn’t deny that it was doing something to me. Something exciting.

He began with my arms, but soon moved over my shoulders and down my chest. As his glistening hands reached my breasts, I chuckled. The slick feeling of his hands smearing lubricant all over my skin wasn’t exactly terrible. In fact, I could feel my nipples hardening to his touch, could feel my arousal growing by the minute. And Jonathan, like I knew he would, took his time, practically anointing my boobs with the oily material until they shone in the bedroom light.

Then, he moved down.

I sighed again as his hands slid over my stomach, over my hips. He sank to his knees on the floor in front of me as he rubbed his hands over my thighs, and I didn’t even try to stop myself cupping my boobs in my hands, gently teasing my own nipples with my thumbs. I hadn’t expected that this would be as sexy as it was, but the feel of his hands over his body and the level of concentration he was applying were turning me on so much. Reaching out one shining arm, I ran my fingers through his hair, and he smiled up at me, just for a moment.

Then, his busy hands found my pussy.

I moaned, just a little. After all, I was already turned on, and the feel of his lubricated hands sliding over my lips was incredible. Without even really realizing what I was doing, I thrust my hips forward, giving him better access. With one hand between my legs, the other slid up and down my thigh, the lubricant shining on my skin from neck to knees now. And Jonathan smiled as he made rhythmic little circles with his palm, his wet fingers teasing the lips of my pussy.

“Fuck,” I breathed. “This is kind of hot.”

“Yeah, it is,” he said. And then, he leaned forward. I let out a moan as I felt his lips brushing against my clit, his tongue teasing it out from under its hood.

Jonathan pulled a face.

“I should have got flavored lube,” he said. But that little observation clearly didn’t put him off too much, because a second later, he was back at it again. Pressing his face between my thighs and running his lips and tongue over my clit while his fingers slid easily into my pussy.

I gasped. Across the room, I could see us in the full-length mirror on one wall. Me, standing there shining with the light reflecting off my lubricated skin, and my handsome husband naked on his knees in front of me, his face between my thighs. I had to admit, I didn’t hate what I saw. I looked… Different somehow, myself yet not quite myself. Shining away there with the man I loved kneeling at my feet, I felt almost as sexy as my husband seemed to find me.

Jonathan kept lapping at my pussy, his movements getting a little more rapid now as I continued to run my fingers through his short hair. He has no problem going down on me from time to time, but he had never kneeled and served me like this. Honestly, it felt fantastic. I could feel excitement rising inside me, orgasm building by the second. If the idea of me dressed up like a fetish model got him to do this, it was starting to seem like a fairly cheap price to pay.

And he took his time. Sometimes, when Jonathan goes down on me, it feels like something he’s doing to get what he wants. To get me in the mood for sex or to get me to give him head. Not this night, though. This night, he really seemed to be enjoying it for its own sake. Making out with my pussy while I stood above him, shining in the light.

Raising one leg, I draped it over his shoulder, leaning my weight down on top of him and giving him better access. My legs slipped over his skin, leaving a trail of lubricant on him too, but he didn’t seem to notice. His head rocked back-and-forth as he licked and kissed me, and I closed my eyes, moaning in pleasure, my free hand continuing to tweak and tease one of my nipples. God, it felt amazing.

I came. It wasn’t the biggest orgasm of my life, but it shocked me all the same. Over the course of our relationship, I could count the number of times Jonathan had made me cum with just his mouth and fingers on one hand. Not that he didn’t try. He’s a generous lover, for the most part. But usually, he couldn’t hold himself back, wanting what he wanted too badly to spend the necessary time getting me where I needed to be. Not this time. This time, he seemed completely dedicated to what he was doing, fixated in a way I had never seen him before.

“Oh fuck, Jonathan,” I moaned, lifting my leg off his shoulder again. “Come on. Take me on the bed.”

“Not yet,” Jonathan said, grinning up at me from his knees. His face was shining with lubricant and probably with some of my juices as well, catching in the stubble on his cheeks and chin. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, and for a moment, I felt a pang of anger. He doesn’t get to refuse me! He doesn’t say no to sex!

But it was becoming increasingly clear to me that this was a new Jonathan I was dealing with.

He rose to his feet. And I watched, feeling a lot less steady on my feet than I had a moment before, as he picked up the catsuit from the bed.

“Let’s put it on,” he said, holding the garment between his hands that looked even tinier when he held it than when I had.

It wasn’t easy. The lube had seemed like overkill until I tried to actually put the suit on. It was only because of that that the rubber slid up my legs, over my hips, over my stomach. And Jonathan’s hands on me continued to keep me buzzing in a state of arousal as he helped me slide my way into the thing, the initially cold latex warming and stretching to the heat of my body and conforming like a second skin to my figure.

The suit had no sleeves, baring my shoulders. But other than that, it covered me from the ankle all the way up to my neck. It was already tight, even before Jonathan began zipping it up. And I had to suppress a groan as he reached between my legs from behind me, his wrist brushing against my pussy again as he carefully pulled the zipper closed. It went all the way from the front of my crotch, over my ass and up my back, and I felt a little hint of claustrophobia as the suit got even tighter around me. But it wasn’t the worst feeling in the world, either. Almost like being hugged on every square inch of my body, the tight suit holding me firmly even as its stretchiness allowed me to move.

“Now we have to shine it,” Jonathan said. Grabbing a cloth, he started rubbing another liquid over the suit. And as he did, the almost dusty-looking black rubber began to shine.

Again, my husband was diligent. He moved the cloth over every inch of my body, massaging my ass and my boobs especially until they shone like polished glass. Again, he worked his way down my body, kneeling at my feet as he shined my thighs, my knees, my shins. And again, I looked across the room at the full-length mirror, and what I saw almost took my breath away.

It looked amazing. The shining latex really was like a second skin, hiding every imperfection. Its tightness pulled my body in, holding everything high and tight, making my figure look better than ever. It even felt like it made me stand up taller. And there, again, was my naked and horny husband, kneeling at my feet, serving me.

A strange thought struck me, a thought I had never had before in my life, no matter what I wore, no matter how much effort I put in. I looked like a goddess. And I felt like one. Some beautiful creature that deserved this worship from Jonathan, a creature torn from his kinky dreams. Wearing the suit was somehow simultaneously mildly oppressive, yet at the same time felt almost like wearing nothing at all. It felt freeing and constricting at the same time, sexy and empowering, kinky and deviant and absolutely thrilling.

“You look absolutely amazing,” Jonathan said, smiling up at me from the floor.

“Yeah,” I said slowly, unable to take my eyes off myself in the mirror. “I do, don’t I?

“Best present ever,” Jonathan said.

And he moved to rise to his feet. But I stopped him, placing a hand on his shoulder and pushing him down.

And almost to my surprise, he let it happen. He sank back on his knees, and I raised my eyes from him to look at myself in the mirror again. Slowly, I ran my other hand over my hip, over my stomach, enchanted just like he was by the shiny fabric that covered almost every inch of my skin. Maybe even more enchanted than he was. Skeptical as I had been, the suit was weaving a spell over me now, making me feel like a different person. Making me feel like anything was possible.

“I think I like you down there,” I said, finally tearing my eyes away from my own reflection in the mirror to smile down at my surprised husband. “I think I like having you on your knees. Worshiping me.”

“You want me to worship you?” Jonathan said with a grin.

I reached for the front of the suit, right at crotch level. It had two zippers. The one Jonathan had pulled up my back all the way to my neck to close the suit, and another one at the other end. I pulled it down between my legs, exposing my pussy to my husband as he kneeled with his face right in front of my crotch. And his eyes dropped to my sex, desire written plainly all over his handsome face.

“Yes, I do,” I said, hardly recognizing my own voice as I spoke. “Worship that pussy until I tell you to stop.”

And that’s exactly what he did.



2. Taking Charge of her Husband

Pleasure raced up and down my spine. Standing there in our bedroom under the assault of ecstasy, it was getting harder and harder to keep my balance as my legs lost their strength. But I stayed.

I’ve never been the kind of woman to watch herself. I wouldn’t say I’m ashamed of my body either, but who doesn’t have at least some issues around their appearance? And seeing yourself in a moment of pure pleasure, when you’ve let go of everything else, can be unbelievably exposing. Yet, for the first time in my life, I was getting off on it.

I could see myself there in the bedroom mirror, could see the skintight latex suit I was wearing shining on every curve of my body, and it was driving me wild with excitement. This was all Jonathan’s idea, the kind of thing I would never have done and never even have thought of by myself. But in the end, as kinky and unexpected as it was, it turned out he was right. I loved the way I looked in my new outfit. It made me feel like someone else, someone sexier and naughtier than little old me. And while I glistened above my husband while he worshiped my pussy, I felt very different from the person I normally am.

Because that was the word for what he was doing. Worship. Jonathan was going down on me as if his life depended on it, as if there was nothing he wanted more in the world than to get me off. And it was working. He had always known what he was doing when it came to oral sex, but now, it seemed like he was on a different level. Maybe nothing had changed in his technique, but his enthusiasm was greater than ever. In the quiet of our bedroom, I could hear his tongue working on my body, could hear him grunt and moan from time to time, as if this was exciting him as much as it was me.

But soon, his noises of pleasure were completely eclipsed by my own. I couldn’t hold it back, and I didn’t really try. I gave into it, my sighs becoming moans, my moans becoming cries, and pretty quickly, it became apparent to me that my husband was going to make me cum using only his mouth.

To be clear, that pretty much never happened. Not necessarily because Jonathan wasn’t up to the task, but because usually, one or the other of us decided it was enough. I love receiving oral sex, but sooner or later, it starts to feel like it’s time for the main event. Time to put the foreplay aside and get down to business. Usually, anyway.

But not this time.

This time, it felt like the main event. This time, it felt like it was all I could possibly want. This time, and for the first time in my life, I let a guy go down on me without thinking about what came next. Without thinking about what he was thinking and whether he was enjoying himself. After all, it was plainly obvious that he was. What was even more obvious was that it didn’t even matter. Looking at the latex goddess in the mirror, I asked myself why a woman who looked like that should even care about anything but her own pleasure, and I couldn’t come up with an answer.

It was amazing, the effect this outfit was having on me, but at the time, I didn’t even think about it like that. All I thought about was pleasure, the wild desire for an orgasm that I knew was coming, knew was inevitable.

And underneath me, Jonathan kept lapping away, not even trying to get me into bed and get his dick inside me. Just like me, he seemed to feel as if for now, this was enough. As if all he wanted to do was adore my body and be part of the orgasm swelling inside me.

Finally, I came. The cry of pleasure was torn from my throat as my body trembled under a kind of assault of ecstasy. My voice rang out in the bedroom, a wild cry of passion erupting from my throat, and the shiny latex catsuit creaked as I breathed deeply, the stretchy fabric still squeezing my body as I moved.

I stepped away from Jonathan. Breathlessly, I stared down at him, barely able to believe what had happened. And he grinned as he looked up at me, his face shining with the juices of my orgasm. I had come in his face, and the look he gave me showed me that he loved it.

And there was still that fire of lust in his eyes, still that wild desire that had been visible on his face from the moment I opened my Christmas present from him. He wanted me so badly. This handsome, hunky, funny guy, the man I loved, the only man in my life for the last few years, was absolutely desperate for me. Looking at me like he wanted to devour me, like I really had transformed into the gorgeous actress from the movies that had started this idea in his head.

Or maybe even better than that. Because I was real, really here, my body wrapped in shining latex that made me somehow look and feel more than naked, even though I was mostly covered up. Except where it mattered most, I thought to myself. My pussy was completely on display, totally accessible, and I could feel the cool air of the bedroom on my wet skin as I stood in front of him and in front of that mirror that had, in its own way, become part of what had happened between us.

I breathed heavily. Despite the powerful orgasm Jonathan had given me, desire was still burning deep inside me, inspired in no small part by the way he was looking at me. It was the way we all want to be looked at sometimes, the way I’m told some married women miss as the years go on and the passion fades. Luckily for me, that wasn’t something I had experienced yet. But now, Jonathan was looking at me like he was seeing me for the first time, like I was the first and only woman he had ever seen. Like he couldn’t believe what stood in front of him. And looking in the mirror, honestly, neither could I.

“Jess…. I want you so bad right now.”

Jonathan spoke in a strained voice, as if just forming the words was a big struggle for him. As if desire had overtaken him to the point that even the simplest tasks were beyond him. And it turned me on. As I looked at him, literally kneeling there on the floor in front of me, I could see that he wasn’t lying. His cock was rock hard, sticking out from his body in desperation for me, and it sent a wild thrill racing up and down my spine all over again to know how bad he had it for me. Just little old me, his wife, who moments ago had been sitting there in pajamas with no makeup, looking like nothing special. Now, thanks to this tiny little suit, transformed into a sex goddess couldn’t take his eyes away from.

It was such a turn-on to be this object of desire, to be this fantasy he had never before expressed. This might’ve all been his idea, but in that moment, I wouldn’t have dared say that I was any less excited by all this than my husband was.

But. There was something else going on inside me too, something completely outside the realm of my normal experiences. I loved him, and right now, I wanted him too, his desire for me sparking an answering desire of my own. Despite the powerful orgasm I had just had, I wanted more, my body practically aching for it, for him. But that wasn’t all I wanted. And I didn’t have the experience or the vocabulary to fully understand what was going on with me, but I knew that all I could do was follow my instincts, wherever they led.

My heart was pounding in my chest, a wild rhythm urging me onward, practically demanding that I keep pushing, chasing this unexpected excitement. Somehow, this felt like an opportunity that I would be a fool to ignore.

“Yeah? How badly do you want me?”

I hardly knew where the words were coming from, surprising myself even as I spoke them. And the look on Jonathan’s face echoed my own surprise. He looked frankly astonished as he gazed up at me, a sexy creature he had created but now had no idea how to handle. I had no idea what I was doing or what I was saying, but this unexpected excitement pushed me on.

“What do you mean?” Jonathan said.

“I mean…”

What did I mean? I had no real idea. There was no grand plan to guide me through, no past experience to tell me what I should say or do next. I didn’t even really know what I wanted, except to say: more of this. More of the feelings that were flowing through me at that moment, the feelings of power and pure sex appeal that I had never craved but now didn’t want to be without. As if wearing the suit and looking so sexy, having my husband desire me so badly, was giving me a confidence I had never had before. Certainly, it was giving me ideas.

“I mean, what would you do to have me?”

As I spoke, I smiled wickedly down at Jonathan, my tongue in the corner of my mouth. At the same time, I ran one hand down over my body, over the swell of my breasts, over my visibly swollen nipples beneath the shining black rubber. And then further down, over my stomach, over my hip, tracing the contours of my body that the suit so provocatively showed off.

It was hard not to laugh out loud as I watched Jonathan’s eyes follow the progress of my hand. His entire attention completely captured and devoted to me. In some ways, this was almost too easy. Driving him wild by doing nothing except just standing there in the outfit he had chosen, as if he had given me the keys to his own cage. Why did that turn me on so much?

And Jonathan was looking at me with an expression of disbelief on his face. Honestly, I was hardly any less surprised than he was at this new development. But I wanted to keep up the illusion that I knew what I was doing, that I was completely in control. The woman in the mirror in her sexy latex catsuit looked like the kind of person who should always be in charge.

Jonathan’s tongue showed for a minute as he licked his bottom lip, his mouth suddenly dry.

“What do you want me to do?”

“I haven’t decided yet,” I said honestly, smiling as I spoke. It was a genuine smile, too. Because my husband’s response told me everything I needed to know. He was ready to do what I wanted, ready to do as he was told and give me control. Something I never before thought I wanted, but now couldn’t resist the idea of.

And my smile only widened as a new idea lit up my mind.

“Are you ready to do what I tell you?”

Nervousness throbbed in the pit of my stomach. I’ve never been the best at improvisation, and what we were doing now, I knew, would tax all of my limited skills. But somehow, I didn’t doubt that it would be worth it. This feeling of power, of pure confidence, of total sex appeal was addictive, and already, I knew I wanted more of it.

“Yes,” Jonathan said, quietly and carefully, and it took every ounce of self-control I had not to burst out laughing in pure triumph. I had him right where I wanted, ready to do whatever I said, and all it took was this kinky outfit that he had bought for me.

“That’s a good boy,” I said, and my husband gulped. Then, I stepped past him. I could feel his eyes on me, his head turning to watch as I walked across the room in my latex outfit, pussy out. In our closet, I found an old scarf and grabbed it. Then, I turned back to face my man.

“Get on the bed,” I said.

In fact, I ordered it. I’ve never been a bossy person, but now, bossing Jonathan around seemed like the natural thing to do. And clearly, I wasn’t alone in thinking that. Because to my undying delight, he did what I said.

Rising from his knees, he walked toward our bed and climbed on, turning to sit down on the mattress and watch me as I approached, scarf in my hands. I wondered if he guessed what I had in mind as I climbed onto the mattress, the light shining from my freshly-polished latex outfit, crawling toward him where he sat on the bed, waiting for me. I kneeled beside him, his cock rising up from between his legs, a testament to his undying desire for me.

“Give me your hands,” I said softly.

And if he hadn’t guessed what I was up to already, he certainly must by now. But still, he didn’t put up a fight. He didn’t even try to resist.

Without a word, he held out his hands toward me. And I didn’t even try to keep the smile off my face as I wrapped the scarf around his wrists, tying it in a knot. Loop after loop, I wrapped it around him, tying his arms tightly together before tying the scarf off. And then, once his hands were bound tightly together in front of him, I placed my hand on his shoulder and pushed him back on the bed.

“There,” I said with satisfaction as I kneeled above him. “Now you’re all mine, and I get to use you however I want.”

“Oh my God,” Jonathan gasped, and I giggled as he spoke.

It seemed like I was blowing his mind with all this, and I had no more idea where was coming from than he did. But I couldn’t be passive like he was. Whatever was going to happen, I had to make it happen. It was a lot of pressure, but somehow, I never doubted that the rewards would be worth it.

Jonathan lay back on the bed, looking up at me with that same expression of deep desire and desperate arousal on his face. I felt like a sexy queen as I kneeled over him, enjoying his helplessness. Leaning over him, I reached out toward him, and as I closed my hand around his cock, he groaned with a mixture of pleasure and frustration. It was exactly what I wanted to see. And as I moved my hand slowly up and down, toying with his manhood, he reached out to me with his bound hands. He sat up, raising his head to my latex-covered boobs, his lips already pursed to kiss me. Yet as much as I wanted to feel his mouth on me, to feel the electric sensation of his skin against mine through the thin fabric of the latex that seemed to enhance every sensation, I pushed him back down on the bed, laughing as I did it.

“No no, greedy boy,” I said, my pussy dripping with arousal as I taunted him. “You don’t get to do that.”

And Jonathan groaned again, more of that desire and despair audible in his voice as I continued to tease him.

It felt good. In fact, it felt much better than that. I love my husband, and all I ever wanted was to see him happy. So I didn’t really understand why it felt so good to tease him like this, to deny him what he wanted, except to say that it enhanced my own feelings of power and desirability. The more I teased him, the more he wanted me, and the more wanted I felt, the more comfortable I became with being in charge.

His cock was rigid in my hand, rock hard and eager for whatever pleasure I chose to give him. And as I ran my hand up and down, it felt as though I could feel the life inside him, the raw lust for me that had made him buy this sexy suit in the first place. I didn’t know if I was making all his forbidden fantasies come true, but certainly, he wasn’t complaining. And truthfully, I was just as focused on my own pleasure, if not more so.

Finally, unable to resist my own desire anymore, I climbed on top of him. The tight latex suit groaned around me as I swung my leg over him, straddling my husband where he lay in the bed. With my hand still gripping the base of his cock, I guided it inside me, and as he slipped easily inside, lubricated by my free-flowing juices, we both moaned in pleasure. No one counts how many times they’ve had sex with their spouse, but it had to be in the hundreds if not the thousands. Still, somehow, this felt better than ever. This felt like something new and exciting instead of something we had done so many times before, the pure kinkiness of it transforming it from a normal part of life into something secret and forbidden and thrilling.

His cock felt amazing inside me. And judging by the sounds he made underneath me, he felt the same way. I rode up and down on top of him, my latex-covered thighs pressing against his sides, my hands on his chest as I leaned forward, feeling his heart pounding underneath his ribs. He lifted his bound hands towards me, trying to squeeze my boobs through the latex, but again, I pushed him away. In fact, I pushed his hands over his head, using one of my hands to pin them in place as I leaned forward. And then, inspired by this unexpected sadistic impulse within me, I took hold of his throat with my other hand.

Jonathan looked up at me, his eyes half-closed now with pleasure and desire, the brown gleam of his irises showing between the dark bars of his lashes. I could feel his pulse in his throat, and the way the breath rattled up and down in time with the rising and falling of his chest. As I peered deep into his eyes, it felt almost as if I had his heart in my hands. As if I had total control over this sexy man, and could do whatever I wanted with him. Another shiver raced through me at that thought, and I slammed my hips up and down on top of him, driving his cock deeper and deeper into my spasming pussy.

The feeling was incredible. The sex was amazing. So passionate, so wild, and all I had to do was take charge. All I had to do was please myself. I felt as if the more sexually selfish I was, the more turned on Jonathan would get. The more he would love me for it. In that moment, with both of us on fire with desire, desperate for more of the wild pleasure we were feeling, it seemed absurd that we had never done this before. That we had never explored this darker side of desire and seen where it could take us.

“Are you going to cum?”

I spoke in a soft voice, my words nonetheless dripping with the sounds of my breathless pleasure. And Jonathan nodded, looking up at me with that same astonished look, still unable to process everything that was happening.

“Yeah, I am,” he managed to say. Though watching his face as he spoke left me in no doubt just how much of an effort it cost him to speak at that particular moment.

“Don’t,” I said breathlessly, my latex-covered ass still bouncing up and down on top of him. “Don’t do it. I’m not ready yet.”

And all the while, my own orgasm was boiling inside me, pushing me on toward that peak of ecstasy I knew was coming. Jonathan stared up at me, completely enraptured, completely obsessed with the way I looked and the way I was making him feel.

“What if… I can’t help it?”

I looked down at my husband, still holding him by the throat. And even as my pussy contracted around his cock, I stopped, sitting down on top of him with his manhood buried deep inside me, but no longer riding it. I was so lost in sexual pleasure that all my inhibitions seemed to have vanished. All that mattered now was feeling good, driving both of us crazy with this desperate desire for each other.

“If you cum without my permission? Well then, I guess I’ll just leave you tied up until you’re ready for me to use again.”

“Oh God!”

Jonathan groaned, closing his eyes as the words erupted out of him. And I laughed, a wild laughter soon merged with another moan of pleasure as I started to bounce up and down on top of him again. I had no idea where they were coming from, these ideas, this dominant tone I was taking with my husband. But it was exactly what I wanted.

It was almost like being possessed, as if putting on this it suit had transformed me into a different person. Some kind of selfish dominatrix who took whatever she wanted and didn’t care about anything but her own pleasure. In that moment, that was what I wanted to be. Because deep down, I knew that that was what Jonathan wanted too. Denying him, teasing him, driving him wild with lust was also pleasing him. But first and foremost, it was pleasing me.

And as Jonathan lay beneath me, struggling to obey my order, I let myself go completely. Still leaning forward with her hand wrapped around his thick neck, I close my eyes, grinding my hips against his body with his cock buried inside me. I cried with pleasure, filling the whole room with my wild and passionate shouts, once again holding nothing back. And once again, my pussy convulsed with pleasure, the juices pouring out of me in a hot flood.

Again, Jonathan groaned underneath me. Between my legs that gripped his sides, I could feel his body trembling, the poor man trying to resist, trying to do what I told him while I let myself do whatever I wanted. And that sadistic realization combined with the orgasmic pleasure I was feeling, taking it to a new height.

When I opened my eyes again, I saw stars. I couldn’t remember the last time I came that hard, the last time I had had such a wild and powerful orgasm. Maybe never.

I had always considered myself happy with our sex life, but I had never imagined anything like this. Certainly, I had never appreciated what a wild thrill it was to be completely selfish, so outrageously bossy and in charge. And in the blinding light of that incredible orgasm, I saw the full potential of the gift Jonathan had given me.

I could get whatever I wanted. I could have sex my way, on my terms, and never feel bad about it, because it was exactly what my husband wanted. Strange that it’d taken a kinky latex outfit to reveal that truth to me, but as they say, late is better than never. I might’ve been coming to my husband’s buried desires later than I should, but as I slowly tried to recover from my wild pleasure, it felt like we had all of our lives ahead of us to discover and enjoy more about one another.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I had been holding in a long sigh, and the latex catsuit creaked as my breasts strained against it again. My head was spinning as I grinned down at Jonathan, staring up at me in pure astonishment.

Somehow, he had held out. Even though I didn’t doubt how hard it must have been for him as my pussy clenched around his cock, as I exploded in a loud orgasm to reinforce what I had denied him. His cock was still rockhard inside me, still vibrating with desperate lust. And I just sat there, trying to control my breathing, letting go of my grip on his throat as I sat upright with my hands on my hips.

“This is amazing,” Jonathan breathed. “I want you so badly.”

“Glad to hear it,” I giggled. And, with his words glowing in my ears, I turned toward the full-length mirror in the bedroom again.

It didn’t catch me completely. The angle was a little bit wrong where we lay in the bed, so I and could only see part of myself, along with Jonathan’s legs. Still, as I moved on top of him the light shone in the glossy black latex wrapped around my body, I liked what I saw. I looked so powerful, so in control, sitting on top of him and taking my selfish pleasure while denying him his. The suit was amazing. It did more than make me look good. It felt as if it actually transformed me into the goddess it made me resemble, made me feel this wild power and control that I had never experienced before. As if wearing it somehow made me a different person.

Turning back to Jonathan, I ran my hands over the latex again, rubbing both my thighs through the shiny fabric. I could feel him trembling as he watched me, the desire in his heart as unignorable as ever. And my own heart seemed to contract as I gazed down at him, filled now with love for this man who still wanted me desperately, who loved me as a husband should yet still saw me as a sexy woman he would do anything to have. The best of both worlds, in a way.

“You know what? I was skeptical at first. But I think I really like this Christmas present,” I said, leaning forward again. “Now, beg me to fuck you again.”

“Oh, please, Jess, please fuck me,” Jonathan panted, and again, I couldn’t keep myself from laughing. It was almost too easy, and too exciting for words. But as I started to rock up and down on top of my husband again, I knew that thanks to the suit he had bought me, I had him completely where I wanted him. Wrapped around my finger and desperate for my control.



3. A Friend’s Advice

“How was your Christmas?”

Nicole didn’t answer right away. I heard the yelling of a child in the background, and then I heard her voice, turned away from the phone, telling her son to go back to the living room. As his loud voice slowly receded, Nicole turned back to our conversation with a sigh.

“Crazy, as you can probably hear,” she said.

I smiled. She had been married to her husband Tom for years before I married Jonathan, and they had three young children now. She had been one of my closest friends since college, so even though her hectic schedule as a mom made it harder to spend time together, we still made the effort to keep in touch whenever we could.

“Tom’s parents are visiting too, which makes it easier in some ways, with the kids,” she said. “But in other ways, it’s more difficult too. You know, you have to find things to entertain everyone, to keep everyone busy. It’s a lot of work. I kind of envy your quiet, low-key Christmas.”

“Yeah, well. It turned out it was not quiet after all.”

“Oh really?”

As Nicole spoke, I could imagine the wicked arch of her eyebrows as they climbed her forehead. She loved bit of gossip. Who doesn’t? Partly, that was why I had called her. And partly, it was because I knew she was probably the most sexually adventurous of all my friends. She always had the wildest stories from back before she met her husband, and even since then. She was an open-minded woman with a healthy libido, and if she hadn’t tried something in bed, then it probably wasn’t worth trying.

“Yeah. I mean, in a good way. We’ve just… Well, honestly, we spent most of the time in bed.”

“Oh, nice,” Nicole chuckled. “If you wanted to make me even more jealous of you not having kids, you’re going the right way about it.”

“Yeah, it’s been great,” I said.

I felt nervous, hesitant to speak. You know that feeling you get at the top of the roller coaster, when it’s finished its climb and just sort of hangs there for a second before plunging you down on the wild ride you know is coming? It was like that. I knew I could rely on Nicole not to be judgmental, not to put me down for what I had done. Still, our newly kinky sex life was still hard for me to mentally process, let alone talk about.

At the same time, I felt the urge to reach out to someone. Jonathan and I had talked about what had happened, once we had both had our orgasms and could finally think at least a little bit straight. But there’s a big difference between talking about your sex life with the person you share it with and discussing it with an outside observer.

“It all started because Jonathan bought me this… outfit…”

“Oh, okay,” Nicole said, and I heard her shifting the phone against her cheek. It sounded like she was moving, and I could clearly imagine her getting more comfortable in her chair or wherever she was sitting, perhaps on her bed where she had gone to get a little refuge from the family obligations of her hectic holiday.

“Tell me all about it.”

“Well… It’s kind of kinky. He gave it to me on Christmas Eve, and it’s like this… latex catsuit.”

“Sexy! I like it. But I never knew Jonathan was into that kind of thing.”

“That’s the thing, me neither,” I said, shaking my head.

There was no need to keep my voice down to keep my husband from hearing. He had gone out to the driving range, the first day it opened after the holidays, to test out the new golf clubs I had bought for him. Honestly, as much fun as we were having over the Christmas period, it felt good to spend some time apart. When we were together, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

“He’s never talked about it before,” I went on. “But we watched a movie a little while ago where the girl in it was wearing something like that, and I guess it gave him ideas, so he bought this thing for me. And the thing is… Well, I kind of like it.”

Nicole laughed down the phone.

“Doesn’t sound like a problem to me,” she said. “You like it. He likes it. You probably look super sexy in it. Sounds like he actually got you a good present for once.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said with a smile.

My friends knew just how hopeless my husband usually was at buying me Christmas presents, the topic becoming a kind of running joke between us. I said it with affection, not to make fun of him except in the gentlest way. But Nicole was right. As skeptical as I had been when I unwrapped this particular gift, I could hardly argue with the results now.

“It’s just… I mean, what’s it about? I kind of get it. You’re right. The suit is super sexy. And when I wear it, I feel… I don’t know. Pretty good.”

“Sexy? Powerful? Turned on?”

This was exactly why I had called Nicole. Somehow, I guessed that she would know exactly what I was talking about, the feelings I struggled to put into words myself.

“Yeah,” I said. “All of that.”

“Well, that’s the whole point, isn’t it? I bet he can’t keep his hands off you when you wear it, either.”

“No, he can’t,” I said with another chuckle. “But now it’s got me thinking. Like, what else does he like that he hasn’t told me about? I mean, when I wore it that first time on Christmas Eve, we got kind of… carried away.”

“Oh, come on, Jess,” Nicole said, a note of pretend exasperation entering her voice as she spoke. “You can’t say something like that and then get all coy about sharing the details. Come on, out with it. Give me all the gossip.”

I took a deep breath before I spoke. Obviously, this was exactly how I had expected the conversation with Nicole to go. I guess it was exactly what I wanted from her. Still, it wasn’t easy opening up like this. We all shared the details about our sex lives from time to time, Nicole more than most of us. It was just that in my case, ordinarily, the details weren’t all that exciting. Jonathan and I had good sex quite regularly, but there usually wasn’t much of a story behind it. Not like this time. This time, there was most definitely a story to tell. It’s just that I wasn’t sure how to begin telling it.

“ Well… I don’t know. I don’t know if it was wearing that suit and how different it made me feel, but I was kind of… bossy. I guess.”

“Oh my God. Jess, are you trying to tell me that you dominated Jonathan?”

I bit my lip as I held the phone to my cheek. That wasn’t necessarily the term I would have used. Still, while I don’t have Nicole’s experience with the kinkier sides of human sexuality, I’m not a complete novice. I’ve heard things and seen things, in books and movies and TV, even if I haven’t done them myself. I knew what sexual domination was, at least in the abstract sense. Haven’t we all been curious, at least once or twice, about what it would be like to give up control? If I had thought about it at all, it was always in that context. The idea of being the one who gets dominated, not the one dishing it out.

But no matter what terminology I might use, it wasn’t going to change what had happened.

“I mean… Kind of, I guess? In a way?”

“In a way? You either did or you didn’t. What did you do to him?”

“Well… I made him go down on me. And then… I tied him up.”

“Good girl,” Nicole said, an approving purr in her voice. “And what did you do to him after?”

“Had sex with him,” I said. “Nicci, it was just so fucking hot! I never even thought of doing anything like that, never really got it. But the way he looked at me, like he wanted me so badly. Begging for me. It was the hottest thing we’ve ever done.”

“Attagirl,” Nicole said, and I could hear her evil grin in her words as she spoke. “It’s nice to be in charge sometimes, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “Like I say, it’s totally new to me, and not something I ever thought I would do. Have you ever tried it before? Dominating a guy, I mean?”

“Yeah, I’ve bossed the odd slave around from time to time,” Nicole said, as if it was no big deal at all.

But at the same time, I could still hear the smile in her voice, still tell how much it pleased her to be hearing this from me. As if now I had entered some club with her, finally getting at least close to her level.

“You have? Like Tom, you mean?”

“Tom? Oh God, no. He wouldn’t be into that at all. But before we met, I was seeing a guy that was deep into that kind of stuff. BDSM, all that. Actually, I’ve dated a couple of guys who were into it, but he was the most extreme.”

“That’s what I’m worried about,” I confessed. “I don’t want things to get too extreme. I mean, it’s been so much fun, and putting that suit on totally does make me feel like the kind of goddess who should have men on their knees, worshiping her. But I don’t want to hurt him. I love him.”

“You don’t have to,” Nicole said. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. Don’t do anything you’re not comfortable with, even for your husband.”

“But… Isn’t that what this BDSM stuff is all about? Whips and chains and things?”

Nicole laughed down the phone.

“It’s about power exchange,” she said. “But within that, it’s about whatever you want it to be. There’s no right or wrong way to do it. You just have to figure out what you want, what he wants, and what each of you is comfortable with. Everyone who does this stuff does it a little bit differently.”

“But, like… what do you do?”

“Well, you’re going to have to figure that out with your husband,” Nicole said. “If you’re going to play like this, boundaries are super important. For both of you. I know the whole game is for you to pretend that you’re some evil bitch just making him do whatever you want, but in reality, nothing could be further from the truth. In some ways, it’s the submissive person in the relationship who has all the power. They get to say yes or no to everything that happens.”

“I mean… I guess I kind of see that,” I said. “And I definitely don’t want to do anything too crazy, or anything he doesn’t want to do with me. It’s just… When I wear that suit, it feels like I could get him to do anything. But I’m not sure what that anything should be.”

“Oh, Jess, that’s the best part,” Nicole said with a chuckle. “Anything you want, as long as it doesn’t cross any of his boundaries. And I bet his boundaries include a lot. Most men are kinkier than you would imagine. Get them horny enough, and you can get them to do just about anything.”

Again, I heard her moving on the other end of the phone. For a moment, she said nothing, and I listened instead to the muffled sound of her movements. I heard a door close, and then heard her sit back down.

“You could have him go down on you for hours if you wanted to,” Nicole said, without the slightest trace of hesitation or embarrassment in her voice. “You could make him worship the ground you walk on. You could have him give you a foot rub. You could even make him do chores around the house if you wanted to, and instead of complaining about it, he would be completely turned on by it.”

“Really? Housework?”

“Oh yeah,” Nicole chuckled. “I once made this guy I was dating vacuum my place completely naked while I sat on the sofa eating chips, and he had the biggest boner you ever saw in your life.”

I burst out laughing, and so did Nicole. The image was ridiculous, of course, but at the same time, I’d have to be stupid not to see the possibilities. All this mistress and slave stuff sounded so ridiculous from the outside, but once you got caught up in it, once the blood started flowing and desire started building, suddenly, it didn’t seem so silly at all. And I had no idea how far Jonathan wanted to take things. For all I knew, he was only interested really in the outfit, the way it clung to my body and made me shine. But I remembered how he looked at me as I tied his hands together, how he had begged me for pleasure as I pinned him down underneath me and basically had my way with him. He wanted more. I was sure of it.

And the more Nicole talked, the more ideas she filled my head with, the more I was willing to accept that so did I.

“I just don’t even know where to start with this.”

“Then it’s a good thing you called,” Nicole said, thoroughly settling into her role as the wise advisor to my blushing novice. “The key to it all is making him want you more than he’s ever wanted you before, driving him crazy with desire. After that, the rest is easy. He’ll be putty in your hands. And you already know at least one thing he likes.”

“What?”

“Latex, obviously,” Nicole said. “And guys who like that usually like a bunch of other stuff too. Maybe you need to do a bit of shopping. I mean, the sales are on right now, so it’s kind of the perfect time.”

“Shopping? For what?”

But part of me already had at least some idea of what my friend was talking about, without her needing to explain herself. Already, my mind was buzzing with ideas. I might be completely new at this, but Nicole was right that Jonathan had given me at least some insight into the way his mind worked and what his desires were. And as Nicole had said, I needed to talk to him about all this anyway. Along the way, I felt sure I could uncover a little more of what he truly wanted.

“I’ll send you some ideas,” Nicole said. “Hmmm. You know what? All this talk about kinks is kind of getting me going. You’re so lucky having just the two of you in the house for Christmas. All you have to worry about is having a good time.”

*****

I knew Jonathan was wondering. I knew he had noticed the boxes arriving, day after day, a stream of delivery people coming to our door to drop off my online purchases. But he didn’t ask what I was up to, and I didn’t think for a second that he imagined.

I’m not a huge shopper, but at the same time, it’s not exactly unheard-of for me to make some online purchases during the post-Christmas sales. Never to quite this extent, perhaps. But he probably just imagined I was buying regular clothes and household items, nothing he would be particularly interested in.

If only he knew, I thought to myself more than once as I carried the packages up to my bedroom and stashed them in the wardrobe.

Once I had amassed my collection, I chose my time. An evening in those ordinarily dull days between Christmas and the new year, when there’s not much to do except stay inside out of the foul weather, watch TV, and try not to get fat. But this year, I had different and more energetic plans.

Jonathan was downstairs watching a movie as I headed to the shower. I took my time getting myself clean, shaving my legs, getting everything ready. In a way, it was almost a ritual by itself, part of the prelude to what I had in mind.

It’s not like it’s ever been hard to get my husband to have sex with me. I could practically ring a dinner bell and yell at him to come and get it, and he’d be more than happy about that. But there’s something to be said for putting in a little effort. For now, it was all one-sided, all the effort on my part. He didn’t even know what I was up to. But that was okay. I felt confident that I would get my reward.

Naked under the streaming water of the shower, I could feel my excitement rising. But I resisted the urge to do anything about it. My own experiences, along with some more advice from Nicole, told me that anticipation was everything. Part of the reason the sex was so hot with Jonathan lately was because of the latex suit he had bought and the way it got us both worked up. And I shivered in the shower as I remembered how I had ordered him not to cum on Christmas Eve, and how somehow, he had managed to obey me until I had had a powerful orgasm of my own.

Stepping out of the shower, I dried myself off. I let my hair dry while I did my makeup. There was nothing subtle about the look I was going for that night. After all, it wasn’t like we were going to leave the house. It was all for him, for my husband’s enjoyment, and my own.

By the time I was finished, my lips were a bright shade of red. My eyelids glittered with metallic blue powder, bringing out the blue of my eyes along with the dark mascara I wore. The blush on my cheeks helped to shape my face a little, bringing out my cheekbones. Jonathan was going to like what he saw, I knew. And I wasn’t even close to done yet.

Wrapped in a towel, I headed to the bedroom. Downstairs, I could still hear his movie playing. Good. I needed time to complete my transformation into the sex goddess of his dreams, and I didn’t want to be interrupted.

Taking the catsuit out of the closet, I lay down on the bed. It still looked absolutely tiny, making it hard to believe I could even wear it. But now I knew from experience that it would fit, with a little effort. The lubricant and the shining spray for the suit were also in the closet, on the shelf, ready to be deployed, and I carried them over to the bed with me. Sitting down on the mattress, I began to lubricate the suit. Then, I dropped the towel and started lubricating myself as well.

Somehow, it wasn’t quite as erotic as it had been when Jonathan had done it for me. I trembled at the memory of the feel of his hands on my body, sliding easily over my skin, appreciating every inch of me. That’s not to say it didn’t get me going until. And there I was, in the mirror, my skin starting to shine again with the lubrication I had applied. My nipples were swelling, my pussy already wet just at the thought of what I was about to do. Transforming myself into what my husband wanted, I supposed, but once it was done, I knew exactly who would be in charge.

Slowly, I pulled the latex suit on, feeling again the rubber stretching and conforming to the shape of my body. It wasn’t easy, with my hands slippery with lubrication, but I was determined to get it right. As fun as it was to have my husband dress me, I felt like I needed to master getting dressed myself if we were going to continue doing this in the future. And that was something I very much wanted.

Nicole had been a fountain of information, and some careful Internet searches had provided the rest of what I needed to know. I had bought myself a long string with a clasp on the end that I attached to the zipper of the catsuit. Then, once I had laboriously pulled the suit onto myself, I used the string to pull the zipper all the way up my back, unfastening the string from the zipper once it was at the back of my neck.

Then, it was time for the polish.

I grabbed a cloth and the spray that would make the suit shine and began applying it to myself. And I honestly tried not to look in the mirror too much as I did it, but I couldn’t help it. As the suit began to shine to my touch, I found myself more and more enraptured by what I saw in a reflective glass. And as I moved the cloth over my body, I felt the thrill of the tight rubber gripping me and the way it seemed to enhance and amplify the sensation of touching myself.

The cloth slid over my breasts, my nipples swelling against the newly shiny latex, and my breathing quickened. I rubbed my stomach and my back, the cloth sinking inexorably all the while. Down over my hips, my thighs. Turning my back on the mirror, I shined up my butt, astonished already at how big and round the latex made it look, gleaming in the light. And then, I moved the cloth around the front, reaching between my legs and gasping as I rubbed it against myself.

It was so horny. Standing there alone in the bedroom in my sexy outfit, knowing my husband was downstairs, completely oblivious to what I was doing. The latex between my legs was already as shiny as it needed to be, but I didn’t stop. I gasped again, rocking my hips back-and-forth, teasing my own pussy through the thin costume. I could feel everything, the tight rubber pressing against my sex and the movement of my hand over my clit that was rapidly swelling with my excitement. Desire was crackling inside me, and it seemed impossible to resist the urge to make myself cum right there.

But in the end, I tossed the cloth aside. There would be plenty of time for excitement of that kind soon enough. For now, I still had to finish getting ready.

The boots came next. Another piece of advice from Nicole. I took the box out of the closet and opened it, smelling the smell of new leather that rose up to meet me. They were long and bright red, with laces up the front and buckles on the sides. Outrageously high heels mitigated only slightly by a platform sole that I hoped I would at least be able to walk in. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I pulled the boots up my legs one by one, then zipped them up and started fastening the laces.

It wasn’t a quick job. The laces and the buckles required a lot of work, but as I tightened them around me, I could feel how the shoes added to my sense of power. And that was even more pronounced when I rose to my feet, taking a few tentative steps back-and-forth in front of the mirror. I looked amazing. It might sound conceited to say it, but standing there in front of the mirror, I could see that I looked like an absolute goddess, even more than I had on Christmas Eve. The boots added such a wicked edge to the already sexy costume, making me stand taller and look more dominant than ever.

And I still wasn’t done.

The heels of my boots clicked on the bedroom floor as I returned to the closet, bending down to pick up another box. I wondered if Jonathan could hear my footsteps downstairs as I carried the box over to the bed and opened it.

A black leather corset to complete the outfit.

I wrapped it around myself, pulling up the hidden zipper on one side. Then, I started working on the laces, once again standing with my back to the bedroom mirror so I could see what I was doing over my shoulder. I pulled them tight, impressed by the way the corset pulled my waist in and exaggerated my hourglass figure. My shiny butt stuck out even more prominently thanks to the high heels on the corset, my waist shrinking to give me an incredible hourglass figure.

I was finally done, and I felt slightly breathless as I tied the laces off in the small of my back, then turned toward the mirror to take another look at myself.

I hardly recognized the woman I saw in front of me. She looked so tall, so shapely, so beautiful. I posed with my hands on my hips, turning this way and that to admire the way the light gleamed from my tight outfit. And no matter how I stood, no matter what direction I turned in, I loved the way I looked. Sure, it wasn’t comfortable. And just getting dressed was a massive chore, taking over half an hour to make this transformation.

Looking at it now in the mirror, I bring myself to regret it. Far from it. Inside the skintight suit, my pussy was buzzing with wild arousal, not just from the rubbing I had given myself earlier, but from the thought of what awaited. The thought of what I was going to do to my unsuspecting husband.

One last item. In the closet, I found the small box that contained the handcuffs I had bought. And I almost shivered with lust as I took them out, setting them down on the bed and hiding the box back in the closet again. Then, swaying from side to side in the tall boots I wore, I made my way to the top of the stairs.

“Babe, can you come up here for a minute?”

“What is it?” Jonathan yelled back at me.

I rolled my eyes. If only he knew what I had in mind, he would be racing up those stairs.

“Just come here,” I said. And I turned back toward the bedroom, listening to his heavy tread on the stairs coming toward me.

Following my command, I thought with a smile as I sat down on the bed to wait for him. He’d better get used to that.



4. Yes, My Lady

Jonathan’s face was an absolute picture. He stepped through the open door of our bedroom, and immediately, his eyes found mine.

They didn’t stay there. Straightaway, they dropped down over my body, taking in the sight of my every curves so provocatively displayed by the latex outfit I was wearing. And yes, I felt incredibly self-conscious. Somehow, wearing that outfit in some ways felt more naked than being naked actually was. Like I was somehow even more exposed than I would be wearing nothing at all. But after all, that was part of the thrill. That, and above all, the way it made my husband look at me.

For a moment, he didn’t say anything at all. He stood there staring at me, as if trying to take every detail in at once, as if trying to memorize the way that I looked. As if he couldn’t believe what he saw. It was exactly the reaction I was hoping for, of course, but at the same time, it was more than I would ever have imagined. I could see the desire on his face, could see it practically radiating off him like the heat haze that dances above a road in summer. With him looking at me like that, I felt like an absolute goddess. I felt like I was everything he wanted me to be, the sexy creature he had imagined me being when he first got this crazy idea to dress me up in latex.

“Oh my God,” he said, his voice tight in his throat, “you look… amazing.”

And the best part was, I knew he meant it.

“Thank you,” I said with a grin, faking a confidence I didn’t feel. Inside, my stomach was all butterflies, flapping and fluttering and almost making me tremble with doubt. But I remembered what Nicole had said. This was what he wanted, I told myself. He wanted a sexy dominant goddess for a wife, not a woman scared of her own shadow. And for Christmas, I was determined to give him exactly that.

“Now, don’t you think you should take your clothes off?”

I arched my eyebrows as I spoke to him, being a little condescending, I suppose. But again, I told myself that was the role I was there to play. Tonight, I was going to be in charge. Tonight, it was all about me. And as Nicole had said, the more selfish I was, the meaner I could make myself be to the man I loved, the more he was going to enjoy himself.

A grin spread slowly across Jonathan’s handsome face. His hands reached for his T shirt, pulling it over his head and dropping it unceremoniously on the floor. I allowed myself to look him up and down, taking in the faint lines of his abdominal muscles as he pulled off his sweatpants. He was still in good shape, still a good-looking specimen of manhood, the only man I ever really wanted. As sexy and gorgeous as I felt, my body couldn’t help respond to the sight of his. Inside that tight, clinging suit that covered everything and yet hid nothing, I could feel my excitement growing. I could feel myself getting wet as Jonathan pulled off his sweatpants and stepped out of them, an obvious bulge already showing in the front of his boxer briefs.

“Those too,” I said, trying to act like I had every right to order him around. As if me being in charge should be obvious. And maybe, judging by the way I was dressed, it should have been. Certainly, I looked more dominant and in control than I felt. But you know what they say. Fake it till you make it.

Jonathan didn’t hesitate. Still grinning, he pulled down his boxer shorts, and his cock sprang out. Not fully hard yet, but getting closer seemingly by the second. Just from looking at me. Just from the sight of me, totally covered up in a kinky outfit. It was such a turn-on to be looked at like that. Not that I ever really doubted Jonathan’s desire for me. Most of the time, he had a hard enough time keeping his hands off me as it was. This was different. This was pure and more powerful. I had never felt so sexy as I sat there on our bed, fully clothed while my husband stood naked in front of me, his manhood rising in a display of his obvious lust for me. I’ll admit, it was intoxicating.

But what do you do with a naked man who wants you so badly? I had a few ideas, and Nicole had given me a few more. It was tempting just to give in to my own desires, to jump on him there and then and have my way with that body that still turned me on, that now was turning me on more than ever. And in some ways, I knew that was what my husband wanted. But in other ways, I knew he wanted more. And I was starting to recognize that I did, too. After all, I didn’t get dressed up like this and put in all this effort and spend this money just to have regular sex, as tempting of a proposition as that was.

“Good boy,” I said, feeling ridiculous as I said it.

But the look on Jonathan’s face made it infinitely worthwhile. The smile vanished from his face, his look of delight replaced by one of pure astonishment. He couldn’t believe what I was saying, and neither could I, but I did my best to hide it. Seeing him respond to those two simple words sent another jet of arousal roaring through me, and it encouraged me in what we were doing. If Nicole was right, if he wanted to be dominated and talked down to like this, as if I was somehow better than him just because I was a woman, well, who was I to say no to that?

My boots creaked as I uncrossed my legs. I pushed myself up off the bed, balancing carefully on the spike heels of the boots. Again, Jonathan’s eyes traveled up and down my body, taking in every gleaming curve, every shining inch of me wrapped in latex and boots and corset. And I let him look. Teasing him was key to this whole game, I knew, and so I put a little extra sway into my steps as I walked toward him on my spike heels, the leather corset keeping my waist pulled in tight and forcing me to thrust out my ass and my boobs to counterbalance each other. Behind him, I could see myself in the mirror, and the sight of it gave me another little burst of arousal. There he was, naked, his cute little butt displayed in the mirror as he stood naked in front of me, his hands by his sides. And there I was, looking like an absolute vixen, almost as tall as he was in my high heels and undeniably in charge.

As I walked toward my husband, he raised his hands a little from his sides, about to take me in his arms. But I stepped right past him. He turned his head to watch me go, an almost agonized expression on his face that made me smile. He didn’t have to say it. He wanted me so badly. No words could possibly demonstrate that any more clearly than the way he was looking at me, the way he was halfway reaching toward me. With every second that passed, I felt more and more powerful, more and more turned on. More and more alive.

But I stepped right past him, heading to the closet. The boots and corset weren’t the only things I had bought for myself to become the mistress of my husband’s dreams. And I could feel his eyes on me, watching me as I stood in front of the closet, reaching into a dark corner to grab what I needed.

“Stop looking at my ass,” I ordered without turning around.

“Sorry,” I heard Jonathan mumble, thrown completely off balance by my words and his own desire. “I… I can’t help it.”

A sense of power surged inside me. This was going far better than I had feared. I had worried he would burst out laughing when I tried to take control, then tell me to stop being silly. But already, I could see how confused he was, how suddenly uncertain. Normally a fairly confident and composed guy, Jonathan seemed completely wrongfooted by the way I looked in my outfit. And that, I knew, was the source of all my power.

I turned to face my husband, letting him see the smile on my face. Again, his eyes slid over my body. He really couldn’t help himself. I could practically feel his gaze traveling over my breasts swelling against the black latex and over the cups of the corset, down over my artificially narrow waist, over my hips, resting between my legs. Like the way you can feel the heat of the sun, even with your eyes closed. And of course, my wetness only grew to think of my husband looking at me and knowing what he most wanted, his cock rockhard now, absolutely desperate for me. Controlling myself, I was quickly starting to realize, was going to be at least as much of a challenge as controlling him. I wanted him inside me so badly, and I knew that all I had to do was say the word. But I wanted more than that, too. The experience we had shared over Christmas had shown me something, a little glimpse of another life. And I wanted more. We both did.

“I know you can’t help yourself, baby,” I said, letting that condescending tone into my voice again as I moved slowly toward him, swinging my hips. “You’re just a man, after all. Slaves to your desires. That’s why I’m going to help you. If you can’t control yourself, I’m just have to going to have to control you instead. Now, put your hands behind your back.”

Jonathan still had that look of total astonishment on his face. But I was hardly any less astonished than he was. I didn’t know where these words were coming from, really. All I knew about domination was what I had seen on TV, and Nicole had warned me that the common perception in the media is a long way from the truth. I didn’t have to hurt him, she had reassured me. I didn’t have to do anything I didn’t want to. All I had to do was recognize the power I had, the power my husband’s desperate desire gave me. Standing in the bedroom with my husband naked and horny in front of me, I could feel that power raging in my blood.

Jonathan hesitated. For the first time, a look of doubt showed on his face, his uncertainty reflected in his eyes. But I kept smiling at him, giving him nothing. Trying to reassure him without saying anything. And then, to my delight, he did as he was told. Slowly, he put his hands behind his back, his naked body and his erect cock looking even more exposed than ever with his hands hidden behind him.

I circled around behind him. He turned his head to watch me go, looking over his shoulder with his mouth open as I stood behind him. The steel handcuffs dangled from my hand. I had practiced with them a little, when they first arrived, snapping them onto my own wrist and then unlocking them with the tiny key that came with them. Easy when you’re hiding in the bedroom by yourself. A lot harder when you have a naked man much stronger than you are standing in front of you. But somehow, I managed to control the nervous trembling in my hands as I locked the steel bracelets around Jonathan’s wrists.

He didn’t resist. He just stood there, watching over his shoulder as I bound his hands behind his back. Maybe he made the slightest little gasp, the tiniest little expression of surprise. That was all. He didn’t move, and he didn’t say a word.

Once I had his hands tied, I circled back around to stand in front of him. Now we had switched positions, him facing the closet and the mirror while I stood with my back to it. He kept his eyes on me, though I’ll admit it crossed my mind that he would have an incredible view of my shiny latex-covered ass if he looked in the mirror behind me. Again, there was that jolt of arousal, that surge of sexual energy that came from thinking about myself in that way, the way I knew my husband was thinking about me. Being objectified isn’t always such a bad thing, I guess. Especially when it goes both ways.

I stood close to Jonathan now. Close enough that parts of my body brushed against him, the latex now warmed from my body heat touching his skin where my breasts and my hips strained against it. I was almost shivering with desire as he looked at me, his lips moving slightly as if he wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. And as I reached out and wrapped my hand around the shaft of his cock, he let out a quiet moan of desire and despair that made my pussy vibrate with powerful lust.

His skin was soft, but his shaft felt as hard as iron. I ran my hand up and down it, stroking slowly, feeling every ounce of his desire for me in that organ. My pussy trembled, and it was so easy to imagine how that rod would feel inside me, how badly I wanted him to take me. It was a wonder my juices weren’t running down my legs inside the skintight suit as I kept toying with my husband, his cock now an object for me to play with and use to control him.

“And just what were you hoping to do with this?” I said, looking into his eyes.

With an effort, he met my gaze. His lips trembled even more before he spoke.

“I was hoping to… fuck you,” Jonathan managed to blurt out. I smiled just a little, still stroking his shaft.

“That’s a crude way of putting it, isn’t it?” I said. “Not very romantic.”

“Make love to you?” Jonathan tried.

I rolled my eyes.

“Too little, too late, baby,” I said. “And if anyone’s getting fucked tonight, it’s you.”

Jonathan actually gulped at that. I watched his Adam’s apple bob in his throat. By now, he was almost gasping with desire as I continued to toy with him. It was all so easy. Just like Nicole had said. The hardest part was denying myself the sex I craved. Making him weak was easy.

Inspired by my success, I decided to push things further.

“How badly do you want me right now?”

“So badly,” Jonathan babbled immediately. “I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” I said, raising my eyebrows in mock surprise. Even though this was exactly what I had wanted, exactly the point I had been trying to get to. It felt so incredible to be here, to be totally in control, to have him like putty in my hands. I might not know exactly what to do with this man who was now mine to use as I saw fit, but I knew I wanted more of this addictive feeling.

“That’s a dangerous thing to say, my love,” I said. “We’ll see. Let’s see how obedient you can be. You can start by calling me… My Lady.”

I had actually given this some thought. Everyone, from Nicole to the few online forums and blogs I had read, seemed to agree that the submissive partner should have to use a title of respect for the dominant one. Mistress seemed like the most common choice for a dominant woman, but I couldn’t quite get behind it. It sounded kind of silly to me. Besides, it has that other connotation, the woman a married man sleeps with behind his wife’s back. I wasn’t Jonathan’s mistress. I was his wife, and if I was going to be his dominant wife, I wanted to choose a title with a little more class and elegance to it. Finally, My Lady was where I had settled, feeling undeniably a little excited when it came to me. Now, I was aching to hear that same title from Jonathan’s trembling lips.

“Really?” he said, his eyes flickering over my face as if he was trying to find some sign that I was anything less than serious. I smiled, trying to show total confidence, trying not to let him see the doubts that still fluttered inside my stomach even at this slight challenge. I felt as if with the wrong word, the wrong facial expression, the whole edifice of this kinky game could come crashing down. And I knew I didn’t want that.

I had to be firm. Nicole had warned me that even though she was sure Jonathan wanted this, he might challenge me from time to time. I had to be ready for that.

“Yes, really,” I said. “I mean, you want to fuck me, don’t you? If you want any chance of that, you’re going to have to do what you’re told.”

Jonathan let out a long shuddering sigh at that, and I felt his cock leap in my hand. He actually closed his eyes, just for second, his eyelids fluttering. As if the words I was saying were just as big of a turn-on as my hand wrapped around his cock. Maybe they were. Maybe Nicole was right, and my husband was just a big old submissive who had been hiding his desires from me for all these years. If so, it was a shame he hadn’t trusted me with them before now. But late, as I was discovering, is far better than never.

“Okay… My Lady,” Jonathan said.

He put a wry smile on his face as he said it, as if trying to turn it all into a joke. Trying to minimize what had actually happened. But as I felt a shiver of power race through my latex-clad body, I knew the truth. I had made him submit. I had made him do something he was reluctant to do, imposing my will on him by using my sexuality like a weapon. It felt incredible. The last thing I ever wanted to do was be mean to my husband, but having this power over him was the most incredible thrill of my life.

Reaching out with my free hand, I wrapped my fingers around the back of his neck and pulled his face down to mine. Aggressively, I crushed his lips against my own, my tongue invading his mouth. His cock pressed against the latex on my thigh as I squeezed it with my other hand and kissed him deeply, and after a moment of surprise, Jonathan kissed me back. I could feel that desperate passion within him, could feel the deep desire he had for me. And I felt an extra little thrill as I heard the handcuffs rattle behind his back, my husband instinctively reaching out to wrap his hands around my body and then realizing he couldn’t. I wouldn’t allow it.

With the taste of him in my mouth, I finally pulled my lips away. Slightly breathless, I looked at him, the grin returning to my face as I saw the desire in his eyes.

“That’s better,” I said. “Maybe you will make a worthy slave for me after all.”

“On my God,” Jonathan gasped, looking at me with astonishment again.

And I smiled at him, pleased with how I had delivered the line. In the cold light of day, all this talk about slaves and mistresses seemed faintly ridiculous. But now, in the bedroom, with desire crackling between us, it seemed to make sense. He was mine. All mine. He had said himself he would do anything to have me. What else did that make him but my own personal sex slave? And again, I felt my pussy tremble at the thought, felt a fresh wave of arousal sweep over me at the idea of the incredible power I now had.

“Oh my Goddess, more like,” I said. “Because that’s what you’re going to do for me, husband. You’re going to worship me like I’m your god.”

“What has gotten into you?” Jonathan said, shaking his head in disbelief. But I was determined not to break character. In fact, if anything, his disbelief even made me slightly angry. At times, it really was like putting on this latex suit changed my personality. Like it had its own agenda, its own ideas, its own personality that combined with mine and made me say or do things I otherwise never would have.

Or maybe it’s just easier to make excuses for myself.

Either way, I felt anger at his insolence flare up inside me, and I was determined to prove to him that I was fully in charge.

“What did you just say to me, slave boy?”

Raising my free hand again, I took hold of his short hair at the top of his head. He grunted as I pulled, cranking his head backward. At the same time, my other hand shifted on his manhood, and I pressed the nails of my fingers and thumb into either side of his cock, making him wince. I didn’t press hard; I didn’t want to really hurt him. But suddenly and unexpectedly, I was seized by the desire to prove a point. To show him that while this might be a game, it had its rules.

“Ow!” Jonathan said. And I’ll admit that I felt a twinge of pity for the man I loved. But I pushed it aside, that other, darker voice whispering inside me that a real mistress would never tolerate even the slightest bit of disobedience from a man who wanted her so badly.

“I’m in charge here, slave,” I hissed, trying to make my voice sound as menacing as possible. “You don’t question. Not if you ever want to get this cock inside me. You do exactly as you’re told. Got it?”

Jonathan hesitated. Like he didn’t want to agree, didn’t want to give me the ferocious power I demanded. We both knew he had no choice. I waited, and the moment seemed to go on forever, that very un-dominatrix-like nervousness fluttering in my stomach again as I waited for him to answer. If he really defied me, if he really resisted me, I didn’t know what I would do. If he didn’t want to play like this, I couldn’t make him. But I surprised myself by how much I wanted to play like this. It surprised me how incredibly good it felt to be in charge, to have this power over him. Nothing had ever turned me on as much as this.

When Jonathan’s resistance finally broke, I felt like I was going to cream myself inside my latex suit right there and then.

“Okay, My Lady,” he moaned.

And I let out a long sigh, biting my lip to keep my own moan of pleasure from merging with his. More than ever, I felt the desire to unzip my latex suit and give him what he wanted, to have him fuck me right there and then. But again, I held firm against it. After all, everything that had happened so far only convinced me that the longer I held out, the more crazy things I said and did, the more exciting things between us would get.

“Good boy,” I said again. “Now, show me you know your place.”

Letting go of his hair and his cock, I stepped away. I circled around my husband, finally sitting down on the edge of the mattress like I had been when he entered the bedroom. He turned to watch me, his cock sticking out in front of him, pointing toward me, the object of all his desires. Slowly, I crossed my legs, the red leather boots I wore creaking with the movement as they rubbed against each other, and Jonathan looked at them, an expression of obvious desire on his face. Despite the pain I had inflicted on him, his cock was still as rock-hard as ever. As desperate for my body as he had ever been.

“Kneel,” I ordered, snapping my fingers imperiously and pointing to the floor at my feet. Again, I could hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth. I could hardly believe what I was saying, but in the moment, it all seemed right.

And there was another one of those moments. One of those moments when my stomach fluttered again, and my nervousness grew at the thought that maybe I had gone too far. That Jonathan would finally draw a line and say, enough, and I would feel ridiculous taking this game too far and too seriously. For a moment, he said nothing, standing there unmoving, still staring at me with clear desire on his face. And moments like this, with those butterflies battling in my guts, only served to demonstrate to me how much I wanted this game to continue.

Then, Jonathan moved. His eyes dropped to the floor, as if he couldn’t meet my gaze anymore, as he bent his knees and dropped to the floor.

I squeezed my thighs together. I bit my lip again, harder than ever this time, my pussy emitting a fresh wave of hot juices with my desperate arousal. My nipples pressed against the clinging latex that clung to them like a second skin, enhancing every sensation as I sat above my humiliated husband. I had done it. I had broken his will with nothing more than pure sex appeal, made him kneel in front of me like a lowly slave while I sat above him like a queen on her throne.

I looked over his head, at the mirror behind him. What I saw there only fueled my incredible desire. I had looked dominant and sexy already in my provocative outfits, but now, with a beautiful naked man kneeling at my feet, promising me the world, I truly felt like a goddess. Nicole was right. The idea of kinky sex had intrigued me, but I had never imagined it would feel so amazing to be in charge.

Without even touching myself, I already felt close to orgasm, just from the sheer theater of what was happening. And still, I craved more.

“That’s right. On your knees, where you belong,” I said, and Jonathan finally raised his eyes to look up at me again.

The expression on his face was indescribable. A mix of shame and fear and wonder and desire, all of it combining there on his face to show me just what I was doing to him. It was such a rush, I barely even gknew how to handle it myself

Still, the night was far from over. Desire crackled between us like lightning, and yet we had barely even touched each other. There was no going back now. Nothing to do except see just how far I could take things, how much fun I could have making my husband into my slave.



5. Exploring His Desires

Jonathan watched me like a hawk. His eyes were locked on me, gazing up from where he kneeled at my feet on the floor of our bedroom. Just like that. His will surrendered to me almost immediately, just by putting on a skintight latex outfit, a corset, and some boots. That, and cuffing his hands behind his back, I supposed with a little inner thrill of excitement. Nicole had promised me he would enjoy this. She had told me that taking control of my husband might be easier than I had thought. She had told me, too, that I might well come to enjoy it more than I ever expected.

She was right on all counts.

What do you do what you have a horny slave boy at your mercy? My friend had given me a few ideas, and my online research a few more. The possibilities seemed wide open, limited only by my own desires. Some of the more extreme practices I had seen online didn’t appeal to me at all, and I doubted they would to Jonathan either. But the power exchange between us, the idea that I was completely in charge and he was at my mercy? Clearly, that was turning us both on more than probably either of us had ever expected. That was something that was worth pursuing.

Again, I raised my eyes above my husband to look in the mirror. God, I loved that sight, him kneeling naked at my feet with his hands cuffed behind his back, his shoulders humched with shame, and me sitting on the bed with my legs crossed, red boots contrasting with the black latex catsuit and making my legs look long and toned, my whole body shining like some prize in front of him, something beautiful yet unattainable, at least for now. I wished I could take a picture, but something told me Jonathan might not be okay with that. Besides, it seemed better just to be in the moment. The image I saw in the mirror, along with the way I felt with the skintight latex clinging to every curve of my body, was already burning itself onto my brain in a way that made me feel I would never forget it.

“Are you going to be a good slave boy for me?” I said, lowering my eyes back to my husband.

Again, he looked at the floor. He struggled to look me in the eye when I embarrassed him like this. For some reason, that made me want to do it more.

Jonathan didn’t say anything. He just kneeled there, his cock pointing up at me, the muscles of his torso on display, this handsome hunk now powerless with his hands secure behind his back and his desire completely in my hands. It was sexier than it had any right to be, and again, I felt the need to push. To push him and to push myself, to push this game even further into the darkness that seemed to gleam just like the black latex that covered my vibrating body.

My leather boots creaked as I straightened my leg, extending one foot. Jonathan gasped as I pressed the sole of my boot against his chest, pressing the heel into his skin. He winced as I dragged it slowly downwards, leaving a slight red scrape. I had never wanted to hurt him, and the idea of doing so was one of the things that scared me most about dominating my husband. But now, somehow, it seemed right. As if I, as his mistress, had every right to inflict pain anytime I felt like it. I surprised myself with just how much I wanted to make him obey. I wanted to humiliate him, wanted to make him humiliate himself, and when he resisted like this, it just made it even more delicious.

“Say it, slave,” I said.

I didn’t raise my voice. I didn’t yell my orders at him. I had already decided, without consciously thinking it through, that I wasn’t going to be the kind of dominatrix who yells and screams. After all, a powerful woman should never have to raise her voice. Her own authority should be more than enough to make sure her words get heard.

Jonathan heard me all right. As I pressed that sharp heel against his skin, he finally looked up, his eyes traveling along the length of my leg, over my red boots to my gleaming latex-covered body, climbing slowly over me. For a moment, he looked me in the eye, but it was only for a second. Still, it was long enough for me to see his inner struggle, to see the conflicting desires at war within my husband. He wanted this, I could see, with another little thrill of excitement, another pulse of my dripping pussy. He wanted to be dominated, to have his boundaries pushed, to be made to do things that he felt ambivalent about, to say the least.

I wanted that too. When I thought of how neatly our desires fit together, it almost made me breathless.

“Yes… My Lady.”

My God. The surge of power I felt as he said the words is difficult to describe. As I bit my lip even harder, as my pussy spasmed between my thighs, I felt like I could almost cum right there just hearing him say the words. Just from my own sense of wild power.

“Say it. Tell me what you’re going to be for me.”

Jonathan’s voice cracked as he spoke, just a little, and again, I felt my pussy twitch at the sound of it.

“I’ll… I’ll be a good slave for you, my Lady.”

“Oh my fucking God,” I gasped, unable to hold it back anymore. I knew I should remain calm and composed, totally in control. I had already learned controlling myself was the key to controlling my man, to. But even a goddess can only take so much. I was so incredibly turned on, so desperate for everything this adventure had been leading to, I couldn’t help myself any longer.

My hand seemed to move all by itself. As it traveled over my body, over the swell of my breasts, over the leather corset that pulled my waist in to such an unbelievable hourglass shape, it felt like electricity was running through my body, everywhere I touched myself. And as I uncrossed my legs, I had a new idea. Sliding slightly forward on the bed, I rested a foot on Jonathan’s shoulder he gazed up at me, his eyes quickly following my hand as it sank down between my thighs. I smiled at him as I pressed my fingers against my pussy through the latex that did nothing to dampen the sensation. If anything, it seemed to enhance it.

And then, I did something I had never done before, not even with my husband. I rubbed my pussy in slow, steady circles, manipulating myself in front of an audience.

Because Jonathan, of course, watched every movement of my hands. He couldn’t tear his eyes away. As if he was addicted to what he was seeing, addicted to the sight of my selfish pleasure.

I felt so completely exposed, as if the skintight suit wasn’t revealing enough. But somehow, that only made things more exciting. And as my juices flowed underneath the latex, as my hand pressed more firmly against my sex and my movements picked up speed, I watched Jonathan watching me, addicted to the look of wild desire on his face.

“You want this pussy so bad, don’t you, slave boy?”

“Yes, my Lady.”

There was less hesitation in Jonathan’s response now. As if every time he addressed me by my chosen title, it got a little easier. Or at least, his resistance got weaker. Maybe that was a better way to think about it, a sexier way. Like I was slowly breaking him, turning him into my obedient little puppy. Again, a spasm of desire shook my body at that thought.

“Well, you can’t have it,” I said in a breathless voice, and as Jonathan groaned in despair, I let out a little moan of my own. “Not yet. You haven’t earned it. Slave boys have to earn pussy from now on.”

In the middle of a normal day, words like that might seem outrageous. Anytime before Christmas and Jonathan’s unusual gift, I never would have even imagined myself talking to him this way. But sex has a way of changing things, desire working like alcohol to corrode your normal inhibitions. In the heat of the moment, nothing matters except excitement, and that was where both Jonathan and I were now, on fire with lust for one. We had entered that thrilling world where anything seems possible, where anything is acceptable as long as it turns you on. And my words were having that affect not only on me, but clearly on my husband as well.

“How, my Lady?”

Jonathan’s voice was so earnest, his expression so desperate, that I couldn’t help it. I laughed at him, right in his face, and as I continued to play with myself, that last turned to another long moan of ecstasy. I was so close now, orgasm building inside me, fueled by all the outrageous things I had said. There I was in the mirror, anytime I raised my eyes, this gorgeous latex-clad dominatrix with one foot on the shoulder of her humble slave, teasing him with what he wanted most in the world, what he would do anything for.

“You said you’d do anything,” I reminded him, my voice trembling as my climax approached.

“Yes, my Lady, anything,” Jonathan said urgently.

“Beg. Beg your mistress for this pussy that’s too good for you.”

I closed my eyes, another shiver of ecstasy racing through me. As much as I loved the sight in front of me, this naked man on his knees and totally desperate for me, I felt like I couldn’t stand it anymore. And as my husband began to beg, the pressure grew to another level.

“Please, my Lady,” Jonathan said in a voice that dripped with every ounce of his insane desire. “Please let me have you. I know you’re too good for me. I know I don’t deserve pussy. Please, let me try. I’ll… I’ll be your slave. I’ll do anything you say.”

“Oh, fuck!”

As he spoke, as my hand continued to rub against my pussy through the latex, pressing it against me, I came. I came right there inside the tight-fitting latex suit, my warm juices spilling out of my wet sex, smearing against the inside of the suit. I moaned and I gasped, my free hand clutching the bed sheets underneath me, my whole body trembling in the sexy outfit my husband had bought me for Christmas, and I had enhanced with additions of my own.

I had never cum like that. I had never masturbated in front of someone else, never demanded my own pleasure while denying his. If I had ever imagined such a thing, I might have felt guilty at the idea. But in that moment, I didn’t. As I opened my eyes to look down at Jonathan and saw him staring back at me, I didn’t feel the slightest trace of guilt or pity for him. Instead, all I saw was the desire in his eyes, the shock on his face, and his cock twitching in the empty air, so unbelievably desperate for me. And I almost growled like a panther as I looked down at him, my desire still alight inside me despite the orgasm I had just given myself. Somehow, that bright burst of pleasure only seemed to feed a deeper hunger. I had my husband completely at my mercy, and there was nothing in me that wanted to give up the opportunity it presented.

Still, that stolen peak of pleasure meant I could think at least a little more clearly. As powerful as my desire still was, my orgasm had taken the edge off it. I could see that Jonathan, meanwhile, was still as lost in lust as ever, still as desperately weak for me as he could possibly be.

Lifting my leg from his shoulder, I crossed my legs again, savoring the feel of pressing my thighs together once more on either side of my still dripping, still spasming sex.

“Do you love me?” I said, tilting my head to one side. This time, Jonathan didn’t hesitate to answer.

“Yes, my Lady, of course I do.”

“Good. Do you understand now that your place is beneath me, worshiping the ground I walk on?”

“Yes, my Lady.”

Again, there was no hesitation at all. Thrilled, I smiled down at him, my mind on fire with all the possibilities that lay ahead.

“Good. Then show me. Kiss my boots.”

Jonathan gave a sharp intake of breath at that. Clearly, he hadn’t seen that coming. And honestly, neither had I. Some women enjoyed the sense of power it gave them. To me, it seemed like a strange ritual. But now, in the heat of the moment, it seemed like exactly the right thing. A show of his submission, and my female superiority. A humiliation I could make him endure to remind him who now wore the pants in our relationship. The fact that he hesitated, just a little, made it so much more fun as I sat above him on the bed, waiting for him to surrender a little more of his dignity on the altar of his desire.

He did. To my endless delight and gratification, Jonathan did as he was told. Bending forward at the waist, he pressed his lips against the top of my raised foot, kissing the leather of the boots. I could feel the movement of his lips against my toes, and it almost made me giggle. What I wasn’t ready for was the surge of power that came from this submissive act. Suddenly, it all seemed to make sense to me. As the outward display of his deep desire, of his total submission to me, it felt amazing. It wasn’t the feel of his lips through the leather that made it so incredible, I realized. It was the fact that he was willing to disgrace himself so completely for me.

“Good boy,” I said, letting him hear the chuckle in my voice, knowing it would only embarrass him more. “Keep kissing.”

And he did. His eyes flickered up toward me momentarily, but then returned to his task. He showered my foot with kisses, and I raised my eyes to the mirror behind him, watching the whole show as if I was not part of it. God, he looked so sexy. The sight of him bent over, the muscles showing in his back as he pressed his lips against my foot, slowly kissing his way up my leg. Like he really was worshiping me as I had demanded, treating me like the goddess I had claimed to be. The goddess I felt like as my handsome husband continued his act of pure submission.

“You look so pathetic down there, slave boy,” I giggled.

Before we started out on this game, I hadn’t wanted to hurt my husband, but now, somehow, it seemed right. Frankly, he did look kind of pathetic, kneeling at my feet and groveling like the slave he was. What I wasn’t going to admit to him was how incredibly sexy it was.

“Yes, my Lady,” he mumbled against my feet, and again, I had to bite my aching lip to stop myself groaning at the excitement of that.

Once again, my pussy was vibrating. Once again, I could feel my excitement climbing, feel the tension in the air growing as we played this thrilling game. All it took was a sexy outfit, and now I literally had my husband groveling at my feet. Nicole was right. My husband was clearly submissive, and finding that out was the biggest thrill of my life.

“You like powerful women, don’t you?”

“Yes, my Lady.”

Jonathan kept kissing my gleaming leather boots, pausing only to answer my questions. He didn’t look up. Maybe, again, he couldn’t. But there was growing passion in his kisses, my new slave boy warming by the second to his own humiliation. His cock, of course, was rock hard as always, not softening from the moment he had stepped into the bedroom and seen me sitting there looking like a dominatrix straight out of a submissive’s fantasies.

“Have you fantasized about submitting to me before?”

Jonathan paused. His lips hovered above my boot for a second, his eyes fixed on the red leather in front of him. Again, I got the sense that he didn’t want to answer, that he was about to say something he was ashamed of. But he couldn’t help it. Or maybe it was that there was a part of him that did want to answer, that wanted the shame and disgrace of finally admitting the truth to me. And in the end, that was the part that won.

“Yes, my Lady.”

I chuckled as Jonathan returned his lips to my red leather boots. Despite what Nicole had said, I had expected this. My husband was a gentle and loving guy, at least when it came to me, but I had never imagined he had real submissive tendencies. Certainly, he had never brought them up. But now, as he kneeled at my feet, worshiping my boots, it was hard to deny the reality. Besides, I had never thought I had even the slightest hint of sadism in me, but I was having the time of my life teasing and torturing the man I loved.

“Oh really? And in these dirty fantasies you had about me, what happened? Tell me everything.”

I sat back a little on the bed, waiting for Jonathan to speak. Again, he hesitated. But it occurred to me that this could be a real gift. I was as new to this as he was, and I was feeling very keenly just how much pressure there is when you’re the dominant partner. I was the one who had to make him do things. I was the one who had to come up with every new idea. Getting a better sense of his fantasies would give me some good pointers on what his desires really were. Plus, from the way he hesitated before speaking, it was clear that it also added to his humiliation, which was a nice little bonus as far as I was concerned.

“You were wearing… Something like what you’re wearing now, my Lady,” Jonathan said.

Finally, he lifted his eyes up toward mine, but not for long. They drifted back over my body again, taking in the latex catsuit he had bought me for Christmas, along with my own additions.

“I didn’t imagine the red boots, though.”

“Do you like them, slave?”

“Yes, my Lady. They’re very sexy.”

“They are, aren’t they? Okay, so what happened next? I was dressed in latex, and what were you doing?”

“I was… Tied to the bed, my Lady,” Jonathan said. “I was… You sat on my face.”

“I sat on your face?” I said, not even trying to stop the broad grin spreading across my face. “That’s what you want me to do to you?”

“Yes, my Lady,” Jonathan said quietly. “And then… You fucked me.”

“Well, that does sound like a fun time,” I said thoughtfully. “But is that all? Is that it? You didn’t imagine me doing anything else you?”

“No, my Lady.”

Lifting my foot, I placed the pointed toe of my boot under his chin. I straightened my leg, pushing his chin up, and Jonathan lifted his eyes to finally meet mine.

“Are you telling me the truth, slave boy?”

“Yes, my Lady,”.

“You didn’t imagine me doing anything else to you? You didn’t imagine me whipping you or spanking your bare bottom or anything like that?”

“No, my Lady.”

Jonathan shifted on his knees as he spoke. Clearly, the conversation was making him uncomfortable, but it was just his bad luck that it was making him uncomfortable in exactly the way I wanted him to be uncomfortable. Off-balance and caught off guard, always guessing where I was going to push him to next. In its own way, I knew it was part of the power I had over him to keep him in the dark like this. And I’ll admit, his answers pleased me. Even the little bit of research I had done and the conversation I had had with Nicole made me worry that he might be into something extreme. But from the sound of it, his desires reflected my own. Kinky, yes. But not quite as wild as I had secretly feared he might be. Having a husband with a thing for latex and tie-up games certainly wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

“Well, I can make your fantasies come true,” I said. “But what’s in it for me?”

Jonathan’s eyes darted to the side for moment before returning to me. He was thinking.

“Whatever you want, my Lady,” he said.

The look of hunger in his face, I didn’t doubt he meant exactly what he said. Again, I felt a rush of power as I looked at him, finally lowering my foot from under his chin.

“Tell me something else, slave boy,” I said, pressing my arms over my stomach and leaning forward now. Predictably, Jonathan looked at the way my breasts strained against the latex that covered them, despite the tight leather corset that restricted my movements in such an exciting way.

“Do you watch porn with dominant women in it?”

Again, Jonathan hesitated before answering. I couldn’t really blame him.

For us, that kind of thing had always operated on a kind of don’t ask, don’t tell policy. I’m not naïve. I know what men are like. I’ve always considered myself to have a healthy sex drive, but it was never quite equal to his. If he watched the occasional dirty movie, I didn’t really mind, so long as I didn’t find out about it. And over the years, Jonathan had proven himself very discreet in that sense. He kept his habits to himself, and I had never once caught him in the act. So now, he looked up at me with pure astonishment, and an understandable wariness. As if he suspected a trap. As if he was worried I might use my newfound sexual power to make him admit something shameful, and then punish him for it. But that wasn’t my intention.

Of course, it wouldn’t be true to say that my intentions were exactly innocent, either.

“Sometimes.”

Jonathan’s handsome face was an absolute picture of discomfort, and again, I felt that sadistic little thrill it gave me to have him out of his element like this. Again, I felt that urge to take things as far as they would go, to chase them all the way to the bottom. He didn’t want to be hurt, and I didn’t really want to hurt him, but it excited me so much to push him like this, to know how weak he was for me because of how badly he wanted me, to use it to make him admit these things we had never talked about before.

“Dirty boy,” I said with an indulgent smile. “Okay then. Show me.”

Jonanthan stared up at me in confusion, as if he didn’t understand what I was saying. But I shifted on the bed, leaning toward the bedside table and picking up the remote for our bedroom TV. I switched it on, navigating to the web browser, then turned back to him.

“Go on, naughty boy,” I said. “Tell me how to find your favorite video of a dominant woman.”

Jonathan looked so shocked, it was hard not to laugh. He shifted his weight from one knee to the other, as if he wanted to escape. At the same time, we both knew he wouldn’t, even if he could have. We both knew he wanted me too badly for that. And as much as it embarrassed him, maybe the thought of letting me a little deeper into his desires, showing me what turned him on, excited him too. Or maybe it was just the way I looked and what I was wearing that we both knew gave me such incredible power over him. Either way, as usual, his resistance lasted for only a second. Then, he mumbled something I didn’t quite catch.

“What was that, slave boy?” I demanded, raising my eyebrows as I looked at him.

Jonathan took a deep breath that lifted his muscular chest, then let it out in a sigh of defeat. Louder this time, he told me the name of some website, and I use the TV remote to type it in. As I navigated to the site, the TV screen was filled with all kinds of sexual images, but I found the search bar. With another prompt from me, Jonathan told me the title of a video to look up, and when it appeared on the screen, my saw at once why he liked it. There in the still image displayed above the title of the video, I could see two women, both brunettes, with their exaggerated porn star bodies wrapped in latex outfits much like my own.

“Two women? Greedy boy,” I said.

Then, I turned on the bed, lifting my legs up to stretch them out on the mattress in front of me as I pressed play.

“Let’s see what makes my little slave boy all hot and bothered,” I said, grinning down at Jonathan as he kneeled beside the bed, clearly mortified. “Let’s see what turns you on. You never know. Maybe, if I like it too, we can try some of it out ourselves.”

Jonathan didn’t say anything. He just kneeled there at the bedside, completely astonished. As the video played on the screen of our bedroom TV, he seemed to turn his eyes away from me with great effort.

As I watched the wild scene playing out in front of us, I felt again that rising excitement inside myself. I had never dreamed of anything like this, even if my husband had. But now, it was happening.

And I had Jonathan’s Christmas gift, the sexy latex catsuit, to thank for it.



6. Enjoying The Show

“Yeah? You like that, you little bitch? That’s right. Worship your mistress, you beta loser.”

The woman sneered and snarled, her huge breasts straining against the window cut into the chest of her latex catsuit. They were fake, of course. The size of them was ridiculous, and besides, her relatively slender frame was way too small for boobs like that. Not that my husband would think that way. As I watched the video play in our bedroom, I couldn’t help but imagine him watching this in whatever solitary moments he found to masturbate, on those nights when I wasn’t available or wasn’t in the mood. I had never given Jonathan’s porn watching habits a moment’s thought. Frankly, it was my favorite subject to think about. But if I had ever bothered to question what he looked at when the mood struck him, I never would have imagined like this.

Not before Christmas, anyway. But Jonathan’s gift, the skintight latex catsuit I was wearing, was acting almost like a truth serum to get to the bottom of things I had never suspected. Both in him, and in me. From being completely vanilla, the two of us had suddenly discovered the wild ecstasy of power exchange, and already, in that moment, I knew there was no going back. We would never be able to unsay the things we had said or undo the things we had done. I was never going to forget this new information about my husband, that he liked cruel and dominant women. Nor was I ever going to forget how I had cum with him watching heplessly, how good it felt to make him want me so badly. Drunk with sexual excitement, I watched the video Jonathan had told me he liked, one helpless male slave at the mercy of two latex-clad goddesses.

There was no story. No cheesy preamble of the guy delivering pizza or whatever ridiculous setup dirty movies are usually famous for. The video just got straight into the action, two women dressed in rubber outfits and high heels approaching a naked man on his hands and knees on the floor. They stood above him, feet apart, hands on their hips, showing off those incredible bodies, and I felt a kind of sympathetic thrill as my own latex outfit hugged my every curve, flaunting my body in front of my husband who was so turned on by this particular material.

For now, the slave was licking the boots of one of his obviously dominant mistresses, then the other. Now, I knew how that felt, too.

“Well, we’ve already done that, haven’t we? Or close to it, anyway” I said to Jonathan, turning my smiling face away from the TV to look at him. He did the same, that funny little look of shame and disgrace on his features.

“Yes, my Lady.”

“It’s good to see men being put in their place,” I said. “Right where you guys belong.”

I wasn’t ready yet to talk to him like the mistresses on TV were doing, to call him a loser or a bitch or whatever else they were saying. I might be firmly in charge, but I still loved the man, after all. But from the look on Jonathan’s face, what we were doing was already more than enough for him. I could still feel his eyes on me as I turned my attention back to the TV to watch more of the movie.

“Get over here, bitch,” one of the women said.

Crouching down, she hooked her finger through a ring in the leather collar the slave wore. Besides that, he was naked. And as she stood up again, bending over and dragging him across the floor, I saw something else. I frowned at the TV, not sure what I was seeing.

“What’s that on his cock?”

I didn’t take my eyes off the TV as I spoke, trying to figure out myself. Beside me, I heard Jonathan, still on his knees, sigh softly.

“It’s a… chastity device.”

“A what?”

Now, I turned to look at my husband. He looked more embarrassed and ashamed and afraid than ever. He couldn’t meet my eyes, fidgeting as he kneeled beside the bed, looking down at the floor.

“It’s a chastity cage,” he said again. “It’s locked onto his cock so he can’t… Do anything with it.”

“Are you kidding me?”

But the question was rhetorical. Whatever else Jonathan might be, he wasn’t joking. And as the slave on TV crawled across the floor, led by one mistress toward the other who sat down in a chair facing him, I could see what he meant. The thing hanging from between the man’s legs looked like a little steel cage for his penis, and it didn’t take a leap of the imagination to understand how that might work. His cock was behind bars, taken completely out of the equation. This, I supposed, was the kind of extreme thing I had been afraid of, the kind of wild kinkiness I feared when I first started looking into the world of BDSM. So why did my pussy tremble a little at the thought of having that kind of power over a man?

“So he doesn’t get to have sex with them?”

“It depends,” Jonathan said awkwardly, his eyes flickering toward me before looking away again. “It’s up to them. That’s the point.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “How would you feel if I locked your cock away like that?”

This time, Jonathan looked me directly in the eye. There was such a burning intensity in his stare that for once, I almost felt like looking away. It was hard to meet those eyes, but I made myself do it, my heart fluttering in my chest to match the butterflies in my gut as I tried to guess what my husband was thinking and feeling in that moment.

“I… don’t know, my Lady,” Jonathan finally said, my pussy clenching again in recognition of the fact that he had still not forgotten his manners. “I don’t know if I could handle it.”

“Yeah, you probably couldn’t,” I grinned. “Then again, it wouldn’t be up to you, would it?”

“Oh my God,” Jonathan breathed. I laughed again, knowing exactly what I was doing to him. The truth was, the chastity cage seemed extreme to me, far more cruel and wicked that I was willing to be with the man I loved. Still, I couldn’t deny that it fitted beautifully with the whole theme of what we were doing. How much more control of a man could you possibly have than owning the symbol of his manhood completely? In spite of myself, I glanced down at Jonathan’s cock, seeing it was still as desperately hard as ever, its bulbous head shining with a little of his pre-cum. He wanted me so badly, he was practically dripping for me, and that only increased my own wetness inside the tight rubber suit I was wearing.

One of the women led their slave over to the other, who sat in the chair with her legs spread. Reaching down, she unzipped her catsuit, and the camera zoomed in on a lurid angle of her sex. She was shaved completely bare, and on the orders of the other woman, the slave stuck out his tongue, beginning to lap at her pussy. As he did it, both women berated him, calling him every name under the sun, criticizing his performance. It was extreme. At least to me, who had never seen anything like this before. The only dominant women I had ever seen were on TV or in movies, and while they might wear a leather outfit and crack a whip, that was usually as far as it went.

And yet, there was something to this. The sexual tension that crackled in the air of our bedroom made even the most outrageous ideas seemed somehow desirable. These women had their slave, and judging by how easily my husband had fallen under my own spell, I didn’t doubt that they knew exactly how to bend him to their will. In a way, I almost didn’t blame him. I’m not into girls, but the women looked so sexy in their dominatrix gear that somehow, it just seemed right and natural that they should be in charge and he should be crawling around on his hands and knees, obeying their every whim.

My desire was climbing again. And after all, I had a slave of my own who wanted nothing more than to be used by me. I felt Jonathan turning his eyes away from the TV, watching me as I moved on the bed, sliding down toward the foot end. I sat upright with my feet on the floor, closer to the TV now. And, my eyes still fixed on the screen, I reached out and slowly unzipped my own latex catsuit.

I could feel the air of the bedroom on my sensitive pussy, the warm juices of my orgasm slowly cooling as I exposed them. And I could feel Jonathan watching me, could practically feel the way his breath caught in his chest as he waited to see what I would do next.

I didn’t even look at him. I kept watching the TV as I extended my fingers, pointed between my legs.

“Come on,” I said, as if it was a foregone conclusion that my husband would obey me. And at that moment, I guess it was. “You dreamed of doing this, you little pervert. So instead of thinking about other women, get over here and serve your wife.”

It was still hard to believe the words that were coming out of my mouth, but minute by minute, it was getting easier. The dirty video playing and the nasty things the women were saying served to normalize it, making it more acceptable to talk to my husband this way. After all, I knew he wanted it. I knew it was turning him on, at least as much as it was turning me on at the same time.

“Yes, my Lady.”

He didn’t hesitate at all. And he didn’t even get up. As if it didn’t even occur to him. Instead, Jonathan shuffled on his knees across the floor, circling around to the foot end of the bed. Like he couldn’t wait to reach me. Like he couldn’t wait to serve me. I spread my legs, smiling down at him as I invited him in. Jonathan leaned forward, and I ran my fingers through his hair, playfully grabbing a fistful of it guiding his head toward me. He knew exactly what to do, of course. Still, it felt good to take charge of him like this. To take control of my newfound sex slave, to remind him who had all the power here.

Jonathan ran his tongue over my streaming pussy, and I sighed with pleasure. I knew he was tasting the orgasm I had had earlier, tasting the way I had made myself cum in my latex suit while he watched. It was a mess down there, but Jonathan lapped up my juices as if they were the most delicious thing he had ever tasted. As if he was absolutely desperate for every drop of me he could get.

Jonathan knows what he’s doing with his mouth. But oral sex with him had never felt quite like this before. I was able to let myself go completely, able to almost forget about him and focus only on my own pleasure. Sated with the knowledge that this was what my husband wanted, to be used like a tool for me to get off. It was amazing. Jonathan licked and kissed my pussy with desperate passion, eating me out as if his life depended on it. And while the woman on the TV moaned and groaned, while her devoted slave licked her pussy while the other mistress held him by the collar and spanked his ass with her free hand, I held nothing back. I let out a moan of my own, followed by another, and soon, I was groaning in orgasmic delight, just like the women I was watching.

Jonathan thrust his tongue inside me, and my pussy spasmed around it greedily. His nose pressed against my clitoris, and I thrust my hips forward, letting him bury his face between my shaking thighs. I could feel an orgasm rising inside me, coming on fast and strong, and I welcomed it. I leaned back, clutching the bed sheets behind me with one hand while I gripped Jonathan’s short hair with the other, and he licked and kissed and slurped up the juices that ran out of me until I exploded with pleasure.

I came in his mouth, all over his face, hearing him splutter as my copious juices dripped on the floor. I howled in bliss, pulling on his hair, no longer caring about hurting him, no longer caring about anything except the bright pleasure that burned inside me.

As the peak passed, I opened my eyes. On the TV, the mistresses were still doing their thing, spanking the helpless slave while he worshiped pussy. And as I released my grip on Jonathan’s hair, he looked up at me, his face shining with my cum, a look of total adoration and total submission on his handsome face. Just like earlier, I felt like the moment was burning itself onto my brain, carving itself indelibly into my imagination so that I would always be able to revisit this moment of triumph, of ecstatic bliss. And I felt like it was a moment I would want to revisit a lot.

Still not quite able to believe that all this was real, I gazed down at my husband. And he looked up at me, and as strange as it might sound, there was something oddly tender in that moment, in the middle of all this domination and submission.

Neither of us said it. But I felt my heart swell with love for this man who was finally revealing his kinky side to me, trusting me with everything he was, no matter how much it embarrassed him. And without saying a word, I knew he felt the same. That was one thing these latex-clad vixens on TV could never give him. They might be sexier or more dominant than I was. But they couldn’t love him and he didn’t love them. That part of his heart was reserved just for me.

But at the moment, I reminded myself, I wasn’t Jonathan’s loving wife. Instead, I was his cruel and sexy mistress. And even though I had now had two powerful orgasms, as many as I ever had during sex with my husband before, I knew that somehow, there was more in the tank. More ways to explore this fetish of his, more ways to drive us both crazy with desire.

And I didn’t even have to think about what to do next. I could let his favorite dirty movie inspire me.

On the screen, the mistress in the chair had apparently grown tired of his efforts to please her. Placing one booted foot on his shoulder, she shoved him away. He sat back on his knees, gazing at her with a similar expression to the one I saw on Jonathan’s face when he looked at me. And the women kept up a chorus of mockery, telling the man just how worthless he was, how he was unable to please a woman, while the mistress standing over him let go of him and moved across the room. When she returned, she had a toy in her hand.

A big toy that looked almost like a microphone, except as she switched it on, it began to buzz. And as the other woman sat back in her chair, a big smile on her face as she spread her legs wider, her friend pressed the vibrator to her pussy, and at once, the woman began to howl.

“Looks like she’s having fun,” I said.

And, committed now to acting out the scene on the TV as far as possible, I slid forward on the bed, pushing myself upright. My legs felt unsteady in my high-heeled boots as I stepped past kneeling Jonathan, circling back around the bed again. At my bedside table, I reached inside and took out my vibrator. Smaller by far than the one the woman on TV was using, but I knew it could get the job done. Jonathan watched in guarded silence as I walked back around the bed, the toy in my hand, and sat down front of him again.

He had his back to the TV now, all his focus locked on me. In its own way, that felt good too, to know I could give him a reality that was even better. But I still watched the screen, and I knew that he could hear everything that was going on. As I switched my own vibrator on and guided it between my legs, I watched the women tormenting their slave. One woman moaning and groaning with pleasure as her toy buzzed between her legs, and the other hissing at the slave all the ways in which he simply didn’t measure up.

That might be too extreme for me and my husband. But the pleasure she was feeling? That, I could get behind. And as I ran my buzzing vibrator up and down the dripping wet lips of my pussy, I felt exactly the pleasure the woman on TV was feeling. And just like her, I didn’t hold anything back. The point, I knew, was to tease my slave, just like she was teasing hers. Show him how good it felt to be in charge and remind him what he couldn’t have. His own orgasm, completely under my control. His cock no less controlled by me than the slave in the movie was controlled by them, even if I didn’t have my husband under lock and key.

Yet.

And that idea, the thought of what I might do, the idea that there was nothing Jonathan could do to stop me, was the one that pushed me over the edge. I screamed and cried, my eyes closed, the sounds from the TV merging with my own desperate yells of pleasure as the vibrator did its job. I came again, right in front of my kneeling husband, torturing him with what he couldn’t have. And knowing that being denied only made him want it more.

Switching the vibrator off, I set it aside. I had never in my life pondered the idea that there might be such a thing as too many orgasms, but I was starting to feel the sluggishness that comes with a surplus of pleasure like the one I had had. Still, I wasn’t ready to stop. Jonathan was still there kneeling in front of me, his hands cuffed behind his back, his cock raging and desperate for me, his face a picture of pure desire. Our whole marriage, we had never done anything even close to this exciting, and I wasn’t ready to call it a night yet.

On the screen, the scene had abruptly changed. Our ladies in latex were now making use of a sinister-looking black bench with a leather padded cushion on the top. One of the women was lying back on the bench, her big fake boobs now freed from the tight embrace of the rubber catsuit. Her legs hung off the edge of the bed, spread wide as our humble slave stood in front of her.

Now, just like my husband, he had his hands tied behind his back. I watched as the other woman, the one who had used the vibrator, stood beside him. As she bent over his caged cock, I saw she had a key in her hand.

The camera zoomed in. In close-up view, I watched as she unlocked the cruel steel cage that kept his cock confined. Intrigued, I watched how she took it apart, sliding the metal cage off the base ring that sat behind his scrotum. I watched in wonder as his cock immediately swelled, the poor man groaning with relief, his desperate excitement as obvious as Jonathan’s was as both men, in their different ways, suffered for their female superiors.

The camera zoomed out again. The mistress took the chastity device away, disappearing off camera for a moment. And when she came back, I couldn’t help myself. I had to gasp at the unexpected sight now confronting me.

She was still wearing her sexy latex outfit and her high-heeled boots. But now, a big fake cock was projecting from between her legs. It was strapped to her body, the black silicon that matched her latex catsuit making it almost look like it was part of her, with a condom slid onto its length. And she ran her gloved hand up and down the condom, just as if it were really part of her, while her slave looked nervously down at it.

“Oh my God,” I said, my eyes fixed on the TV in front of me, “they’re not going to… Are they?”

There was no need for me to clarify what I meant; I knew we were both thinking the exact same thing. And of course, I could express my doubts if I wanted to, but that didn’t change the obvious truth. The sneering latex-clad dominatrix on the screen in front of me hadn’t strapped a dildo onto her body just for the aesthetics of the thing. She intended to use it.

Taking her slave by the collar, she pushed him toward the other woman lying on the bench. She guided him between her legs, and the camera zoomed in for a graphic close-up as the woman on the bench guided his cock inside her lubricated pussy. And once the man was inside her, the woman behind him made him bend over. She pushed him forward, and he bent at the waist, burying his face in the plastic-surgery-augmented cleavage of the woman lying down. The dominatrix behind him delivered a couple of swift slaps to his exposed ass, and he moaned, his hands now tied defenselessly behind him so he couldn’t protect himself and couldn’t prevent what was going to happen.

The woman behind him stepped forward. With an evil smile on her face, she took his hips in her hands, and he moaned even louder as she slid her dildo into his ass.

“Oh my God,” I said again. “Jonathan, this is so fucking wild.”

Jonathan didn’t respond. Still kneeling in front of me with his back to the TV, he turned his head to look at the screen over his shoulder, just to see what part of the video we had reached. Then, he turned his attention back to me. I smiled down at him, what I hoped was an evil, sinister, yet seductive smile of pure power.

“Well, I don’t have the equipment to do that,” I said as the man on the screen moaned and groaned, caught between pleasure and pain, desire and humiliation, one gorgeous goddess in front of him and one behind. “But maybe we can put our own spin on things. Come here, slave. Get on the bed. Lie down.”

“Yes, my Lady.”

Jonathan didn’t seem to have even ounce of resistance in him anymore. It wasn’t that he was defeated, exactly; he was still too obviously excited to call him that. It was more like he had stopped thinking at all. As if he was letting me make all the decisions for him, call all the shots, as if it never even crossed his mind anymore to say no to me. Or maybe it was just because what I was ordering him to do was what he wanted anyway.

Either way, he rose to his feet and climbed onto the bed. It seemed a little difficult with his hands cuffed behind him, and I helped him, taking hold of his arm and helping him climb onto the mattress. He lay down the way I wanted, his feet at the head end of the bed and his head near the foot. On his back, his rigid cock sticking up into the air, his wild eyes filled with desire and gazing up at me.

While a series of moans and groans came from the TV, along with the rhythmic slapping sound of the slave in the movie getting his ass pounded by a woman, I shifted down the bed. I straddled my husband, my slave, climbing on top of him. He moaned as I took hold of his shaft, feeling the desire that raged deep inside him. He moaned even more as I pressed the wet head against my pussy, guiding it inside myself, past the tight entrance of my sex.

For that matter, I moaned too. The pure pleasure of being filled by him, after waiting so long, was almost more than I take. My eyes rolled back in my head, my pussy spasming around his manhood, feeling it going unbelievably deep inside me as I spread my legs a little further and lowered myself down onto his ready cock. He was practically gasping with pure delight, and despite the multiple orgasms I had already had, I wasn’t far behind.

I leaned forward, placing my hands on his chest for balance. He winced, just a little, as I dug my fingers into the skin of both his pecs, feeling the solid muscle underneath. A little bit of pain never hurt anyone, I thought to myself with a delicious little sadistic thrill. At least, not me, anyway. And as he moaned again, my pussy clenched like a fist.

I felt so powerful, sitting on top of him like that. Taking him just the way I wanted, just as deep as I could. Controlling the action completely, controlling the pace and the depth, deciding everything about how I wanted to fuck him. And as I bounced up and down on top of his cock, my moans and gasps getting louder and more frequent with every thrust, I raised my head and watched the TV in front of me.

I never would’ve thought I would find something like this sexy. I never thought I could be excited by such cruelty. In fact, I never even thought of anything like this at all, the idea of a woman fucking a guy like that never even occurring to my I guess naïve, vanilla mind. Watching it with my husband’s cock inside me, with him tied up and desperate for me, knowing I was fulfilling the fantasy he had confessed to me, was an unbelievable thrill.

Hot juices poured out of me, flowing over his body to drip on the bed sheets beneath us, our bodies joined together and giving one another the most incredible pleasure as we moaned and gasped. And the people on the TV moaned and gasped too. Faking it, maybe, but putting up a convincing show for the moment.

Meanwhile, there was nothing fake about the pleasure I was feeling. Or about what my husband was feeling, either. And as I howled in pleasure, I felt him explode inside me, the hot flood of his orgasm filling me with irrefutable proof of just how bad he wanted me.

Me. His sweet, loving wife. Now, thanks to his kinky Christmas gift, his dominant mistress, too.



7. A Humiliating New Year’s Eve

I could feel Jonathan’s eyes on me. Lately, these days, that was getting to be a very familiar feeling.

To be honest, it never really changed. The years we had been together had done nothing to dampen his desire for me, and it was one of the best feelings I knew to know that my husband still wanted me just as much as he had the first day we met. But since Christmas, that desire seemed to have gone into overdrive.

Now, when he looked at me, I felt like I knew exactly what he was seeing. He wasn’t seeing his wife, the woman he loved. Or not completely her, anyway. Just as much, he was seeing the latex goddess he had enjoyed over Christmas, the woman who made him serve her every dominant whim and took him to places neither of us had ever been before.

It was like a constant tease, and not just for him. Every time I thought of the things we had done, I felt myself getting wetter, no matter where I was or what I was doing. And that latex outfit hung in my closet, ready to be used anytime I wanted. The key to my husband’s desire, and a way I make him do anything I wanted, no matter how depraved and kinky it might be.

It was a crazy feeling, and unlike any I had ever had before. I had never been turned on by the thought of wielding power, never imagined bossing my husband around like this. In fact, I liked to think of him as a strong and independent man, and that seemed totally at odds with these little fetishes of his I had discovered over the last little while. But it made me feel so powerful, so sexy, and when I zipped that skintight latex outfit up around me, it felt like it turned me into a different person.

That wasn’t the case as I zipped up my skirt in the bedroom in front of my husband, sitting on the bed and watching my every move. But what was the same was that I knew how badly he wanted me, how he couldn’t take his eyes off my body. He was thinking about fucking me. That was beyond dispute. And that knowledge sent another little jolt of excitement racing through me, lighting another tiny fire between my legs, just like it always did.

I adjusted my outfit in the bedroom mirror, trying without much success not to think about all the wild scenes it had witnessed lately. My mind flashed back to the image of Jonathan’s naked back as he kneeled in front of me, worshiping my body wrapped in latex, desperate for me like no man had ever been before. I squeezed my thighs together just a little, savoring the sensation of pleasure it gave me while at the same time wondering what was wrong with us. How had we become like horny teenagers again, unable to think of anything but sex? It was all that present he had got me, that latex outfit I had had such doubts about when I first unwrapped it. Now there was no doubt. What it had done to our sex life, even over the last few days, was beyond dispute.

“How do I look?”

“Amazing,” Jonathan said, and I smiled because I knew he meant it.

This time, I wasn’t wrapped in latex. This time, we were going out to be with our friends, but I had dressed up a little, and not just for my husband. My skirt was green and sequined, paired with a thin black sweater with a high neck and a dark pair of pantyhose. A lot more modest than the things I had been wearing for him lately, but Jonathan didn’t seem to care. He was still devouring me with his eyes, still desperate for me. And I had to resist the urge to give him what he wanted. We had a party to attend, and we were already running a little late, and as much as I wanted to let him pull this skirt off me, to let him unwrap me like a Christmas gift, I fought against the urge. There would be plenty of time for that later.

“Thanks,” I said with a smile. “I guess I’m ready to go. I just need to put my boots on.”

And then I paused. Lately, it was like I couldn’t help it. The naughty ideas just came to me, appearing fully formed in my brain as if I didn’t have to think about them at all. The cat was out of the bag. Jonathan liked being bossed around, liked being made to serve me. As sexy as that was, I couldn’t resist playing with it.

“Fetch them for me?”

I smiled coquettishly as I spoke. But Jonathan didn’t smile. In fact, he didn’t say a word. And there was a look of intensity in his brown eyes that almost scared me as he moved across the bed, rising to his feet. But to my astonishment, he did what I said. Even after everything we had done, after the way I had treated him over Christmas and the way he had loved it, it still shocked me to see him follow my orders. But that fire inside me just kept growing, that desire building all the while at this new reminder of the power I had over him.

“Which ones?”

“The brown ones,” I said, biting my lip as he turned toward the closet and rummaged inside.

He knew what was in there just as well as I did, of course. He knew about the latex suit he had bought me and the additions I had made to it, the leather corset, the bright red stripper boots. He couldn’t miss those as he went through my footwear collection, and it didn’t take a genius to guess what it was doing to his state of arousal as he finally found the brown knee-high boots I was looking for.

“These ones?”

“Yeah,” I said softly, my skirt sliding over my pantyhose as I sat down on the edge of the bed. My reflection stared back at me, but for now, I ignored it, focussing on my husband. “Put them on for me?”

For a moment – just a moment – he just looked at me. Again, the intensity in his eyes made my stomach flutter. And again, part of me waited for him to refuse, to draw a line in the sand and stop letting me boss him around like this. But again, he didn’t. And after all, I thought with a tiny little shiver of lust, it was a long way from the most embarrassing thing I had made him do recently.

Jonathan carried the boots over to me, and I smiled at him, gripping the edge of the mattress and trying to hide my excitement and nervousness. He kneeled down in front of me, unzipping the boots, and I lifted a foot from the floor, pointing my toes as he slid the boot carefully onto my foot. His touch was tender, almost tentative, as if I was made of glass. And such an incredible feeling of power flowed through me as my husband put on my shoes one by one, for no other reason than that I had asked him to do it. As if it never even occurred to him to say no.

The temptation to have sex with him there and then was greater than ever. But I knew I had to resist. If I let him take me there and then, we would never make it to Nicole’s New Year’s Eve party.

“Thanks,” I said. As I rose to my feet, I could feel his eyes on me again, him still kneeling on the floor, as if completely overcome by how badly he wanted me. It was such a rush, I could barely stand it. We had to get out of the bedroom quickly, or we would never leave.

So I stepped past Jonathan and headed for the door, hearing him rise to his feet behind me. He followed me downstairs, to the door, and out into the cold. The sun had gone in hours ago, and I shivered as I climbed into the car, wrapping my coat a little tighter around me while he started the engine.

It didn’t take long to drive to Nicole and Tom’s house. We knocked on the door, and it opened. My friend’s face lit up at the sight of us, and she stretched out her arms towards me, hugging me tight as I stepped through the door.

It was only when she let go of me and turned toward my husband that I saw what she was wearing. And a spasm of anger gripped me at the sight.

Latex is in right now. I know that. But there was no way it was a coincidence that Nicole had chosen to wear latex leggings that night. I had told her about what I had discovered about my husband, about his little fetish. And honestly, I was eager to talk to her about it some more. She seemed to understand, and her own sexual experiences meant that she wasn’t judgmental. In fact, she had been full of useful information that helped make the experience with Jonathan so memorable. But what did she mean by wearing those pants? As my husband embraced her, I watched them both carefully, feeling a wave of jealousy rising in my heart. I would have to talk to her about her outfit later, I knew, as I forced a smile onto my face and removed my coat.

“Come on, come in,” Nicole said, turning and taking me by the hand. “Tom’s in the kitchen.”

I followed along behind her, the heels of my boots thumping on the floor, and Jonathan followed too. I tried to keep myself between her and him, seeing straightaway what the latex leggings did to her ass. Honestly, she looked amazing. In one sense, I could hardly blame him for looking. But I could certainly blame her for deliberately trying to tease my husband.

Tom smiled at us as we stepped into the kitchen. Setting down the bottle of wine he was holding, he wrapped his arms around me, pressing his stubbled cheek against mine. He was a handsome man with the first silver threads starting to show in his otherwise dark hair, and the perfect match for her. A stable, easy-going guy who could put up with her occasional impulsiveness, who let her run with her sometimes wild ideas and was always there to support her when she needed it. We had both married well.

Tom and Jonathan shook hands, and Tom offered us a glass of wine. I accepted, and so did my husband. Festive music played softly in the background as we all took a drink from our glasses. It was just the four of us there. Party was maybe a grand word for the low-key gathering we had planned, but I could already see that there was a selection of finger foods laid out on the kitchen counters, along with plenty to drink. Frankly, I didn’t want to do anything big for New Year’s Eve. The holiday season had already been exciting enough for me. Hanging out with our closest friends was ideal as far as I was concerned.

“So how was Christmas?”

There was a gleam in Nicole’s eyes as she spoke, popping a cherry tomato between her lips and biting down on it. She knew exactly how my Christmas had been. She knew what Jonathan had got me, and where it had led us. I knew she wanted the details. And honestly, despite my anger at what she had chosen to wear that night, I still wanted to tell her everything. But this didn’t seem like the time and the place. Better to wait until the two of us were alone, and I could really get her opinion on everything that had happened. Was I going to tell her every detail? Probably not. Maybe some of what Jonathan and I had done ought to stay behind closed doors. But she was my best friend, and the gossip I had about the way we had spent our Christmas was just too exciting not to share with her.

“Good,” I said, turning to smile at Jonathan as I spoke. He nodded, mumbling something noncommittal. “We didn’t do much. Mostly stayed inside.”

“Yeah, I bet,” Nicole said, taking a healthy pull from her glass of wine and looking at me over the rim. I looked at her, the smile never leaving my face, but I widened my eyes at her in a momentary warning. She was still smiling as she lowered the glass away from her lips. I was starting to suspect that that wasn’t her first glass of wine that night. And Nicole is always fun, but she can be reckless.

“What about you guys?”

“Nothing major,” Tom said with a shrug. “Hung out with the kids.”

“They’re with Tom’s parents now,” Nicole explained. “They rented a holiday home for New Year’s Eve. It would’ve been fun to go with them, but honestly, I think we needed a break.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of exhausting,” Tom added. “I know my parents are just going to spoil them rotten, but that’s what grandparents are for.”

“Grab some food,” Nicole said, taking another swig of wine and turning toward the countertop. “We’ve got the fireplace on in the living room.”

Picking up a plate, I turned toward the food, and Jonathan did the same. Say what you want about the way Nicole had dressed, but she had certainly put on an impressive spread. I loaded up my plate with bread, cold cuts, olives, and various other treats she had provided, and Jonathan did the same. As we headed toward the living room, Nicole and Tom grabbed their own plates of food, and soon, they were joining us on the living room sofa.

I sat down on one end of the couch, and Jonathan sat beside me. I wasn’t thrilled to see Nicole sit down on the other side of my husband, her latex pants growing even more unspeakably tight as she crossed her legs, her wineglass already refilled. But it wasn’t like I could say anything. Tom, meanwhile, took the armchair beside the couch, close to me.

“This food is really good,” I said, to have something to say. Nicole nodded, her mouth full of finger food, before she swallowed.

“Mostly just store-bought,” she said. “I really didn’t feel like putting in a lot of work.”

“No, this is great,” I said. But Nicole leaned forward, placing her plate down on the coffee table, setting her wineglass down on the floor. She slapped her thigh with a loud sound.

“I forgot the chips,” she said, addressing her husband across the room.

“I’ll get them,” Jonathan said, sliding forward in the armchair. But Nicole was already uncrossing her legs, already rising to her feet.

“No, I’ll go,” she said. And I seized my opportunity.

“I’ll help you,” I said, setting aside my own plate and glass. Nicole shrugged as she walked toward the kitchen. I placed a hand gently on Jonathan’s shoulder, and he almost jumped at the slight contact, but turned his head toward me.

Wordlessly, I looked down at him. I had seen him looking at Nicole’s ass in the latex leggings that clung so provocatively to her lower body. And the guilty look on his face as he looked up at me gave him away.

I didn’t say anything. I was saving my words for my friend.

In the kitchen, I found her grabbing two big bags of chips out of the cupboard.

“Grab that bowl, could you?”

I did as she asked, but as I brought the bowl over to her, I stepped in close. In the living room, I could hear our husbands talking together, but I kept my voice quiet anyway, not wanting to be heard.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“What do you mean?”

But the sly smile on my friends face gave her away. She knew what I was talking about. She knew exactly what she was doing.

“You’re wearing latex,” I said. “After what I told you about the Christmas present Jonathan got me.”

“Oh yeah,” Nicole said, her smile spreading across her face. “Your husband’s little fetish. I forgot about that.”

“No you didn’t,” I said, shaking my head. “You deliberately wore those to show off in front of him.”

“Oh, come on, Jess,” Nicole said, shaking her head to make her red hair trail over her shoulders. “What do you think I’m trying to do, seduce your husband?”

“No,” I said, realizing how ridiculous that sounded. “But I know what you’re like. You always were a cocktease.”

Nicole burst out laughing at that, not taking any offense. And honestly, we both knew it was true. She might be settled down and happy with her husband and her kids now, but that wasn’t always the case. And she was still a gorgeous woman, still beautiful enough to turn any man’s head, without really trying too hard. She always liked the attention.

“Why? Has he been looking at my ass?”

“Nicci!”

But Nicole just laughed again at my response.

“What? We’re all adults here. He’s married, not blind. If he wants to sneak a peek at my butt every now and then, I don’t have a problem with that, and neither should you. You think he’s ever thought about fucking me?”

“What? No! Are you drunk right now?”

“A little bit,” Nicole shrugged. “But so what? It’s the holidays, and for once I don’t have the kids, and I feel like being a little bit… Naughty. I mean, why should you guys have all the fun over the holidays?”

I blushed at that. After all, she was right. Nicole knew only too well how me and Jonathan had been spending our time.

Setting aside the bags of chips, Nicole leaned closer to me, her voice dropping almost to a whisper.

“Tom’s thought of fucking you before, you know.”

“What? No he hasn’t.”

Nicole nodded, her face momentarily serious.

“Of course he has” she said. “Why wouldn’t he? You’re gorgeous, and he’s a man.”

“Don’t you…mind?”

“Why would I mind?” Nicole said with another shrug. “He’s never acted on it, and he never would. Everyone has fantasies and naughty thoughts. As you’ve been discovering. Isn’t life more fun when you can be honest about what really turns you on?”

She might be drunk, but I couldn’t argue with her there. The last week had been powerful proof that she was right, and that maybe Jonathan and I hadn’t been honest enough with each other about what we liked in bed. Discovering this fetish of his had taken our sex life to a whole new level. Besides, maybe it’s not cool to admit it, but part of me was a little bit flattered that my friend’s husband was attracted to me.

“I guess…” I said slowly. Grinning, Nicole reached for another bottle of wine and began picking at the foil.

“You know I’m right,” she said, stripping off the wrapper and reaching for the corkscrew that lay on the kitchen counter. The cork squeaked as she twisted the steel into it, then pulled down on the arms, removing the cork. “If you can’t live a little at the holidays, when can you? Now, tell me everything. What have you kinksters been up to lately? Spare no detail.”

Part of me was still a little angry at Nicole’s choice of outfit. But I couldn’t stay mad at my best friend for long. Especially not when she was right. It was hard to explain, but some sexual charge had come into the atmosphere of this gathering. To some extent, me and Jonathan had brought it with us, the two of us barely able to keep our hands off each other lately. But now, it was Nicole in her provocative outfit, her mind full of all sorts of wild ideas, and honestly, so was mine. I had never thought about her husband that way, and never imagined he would think of me like that, either. But after all, she had a point. Men are different that way. Visual creatures to a fault. Over the years, I knew her husband had seen me in outfits that showed some skin from time to time, and it was flattering to think that he desired me.

“Well,” I said, pausing for a moment to make sure I could still hear the men’s voices talking in the living room and lowering my own voice to make sure we weren’t heard. “We did get up to some pretty wild stuff the other day.”

“Yes! Tell me everything. I want it juicy,” Nicole said.

She poured herself out another glass of wine, then poured another for me, even though I hadn’t finished the one that still waited for me in the living room. Then, clearing some space on the counter, she pushed herself up to sit on it, crossing her feet at the ankle. Her hips spread in the tight latex pants as she sat down, raking her hair back from her face and holding the stem of her wine glass in both hands as she waited for my story.

“Well, I wore that outfit again,” she said. “The latex thing he bought me. Plus my own additions. And I… Well, I guess I dominated him.”

“You did?” Nicole said, her eyes going wide in astonishment. “That’s awesome! You bossed him around?”

“Yeah,” I grinned, “I did.”

“Attagirl. Did he like it?”

“Oh my God, Nicci, you were so right. He loved it.”

“I told you,” she said with a satisfied grin. “He’s a natural submissive. God, I bet you had so much fun with him.”

“Yeah,” I said, unable to stop the grin spreading across my face. “Yeah, I did.”

Setting aside her glass of wine, Nicole reached for the corkscrew. Slowly, she twisted the cork, detaching it from the screw mechanism. Then, a sly smile still on her pretty face, she raised her voice to be heard by the men in the living room.

“Jonathan, can you come in here for a second?”

“What are you doing?” I hissed at her as I heard my husband answer. But again, Nicole just shrugged. In a couple of seconds, Jonathan was stepping through the door into the kitchen, and Nicole looked away from me to turn her attention to him instead.

Holding the wine cock in one hand, she threw it deliberately on the floor. Her brown eyes glowed as she looked at my husband, no longer smiling.

“Pick that up,” she said.

I struggled not to gasp. I didn’t know what exactly she was up to, but it seemed clear that my friend was in the mood to play games. I turned to my husband, and saw him looking from Nicole to me and back again, confused. Still, there was a slight smile on his face, and he almost visibly shrugged as he stepped further into the kitchen and crouched to pick up the cork Nicole had dropped.

“Actually, you know what? Why don’t you stay down there for now?”

“What?” Jonathan said, looking up at my friend in confusion. But my own pulse quickened as I saw what she was up to. She was bossing him around, seeing how susceptible he was to following orders. And unlike when I saw her outfit and knew what she was up to, this didn’t make me mad. In fact, it excited me.

“You heard me. Just stay down there, for now. On your knees.”

Only now did she let the faintest hint of a smile show on her face. She gripped the edge of the countertop with both hands, rocking slightly on the spot, and her breasts swayed under her black top, and the light shone on the latex leggings that gripped her legs, and my husband looked at my friend open-mouthed.

He looked at me again, as if for guidance. And I have to admit, part of me was enjoying his discomfort, his confusion. And the way Nicole ordered him around, as if it was perfectly natural. As if just being a woman gave her authority over my husband. In a way, I guess it did. Certainly, being an attractive woman meant she could do whatever she wanted with him. At least if our adventures over the holidays had been any guide.

Holding my own wineglass, I stepped forward. Still crouching, Jonathan watched, his eyes darting from me to my friend and back again. But I kept my focus on him, walking slowly toward him, enjoying the way his eyes traveled over my body. This whole experience was so wild, so out-of-control, but there was no longer any denying the sexual energy crackling in the air. And there was no denying the truth of what Nicole said. Exploring these kinks had given us the most exciting and sexiest Christmas of our lives, and as strange as it might seem, I wanted to keep pushing.

Besides, the look on Jonathan’s face was an absolute picture. He was so obviously turned on, confused and out of his depth, but intrigued about where this might all be going. And the heels of my boots echoed on the floor of Nicole’s kitchen as I walked slowly toward him, finally standing in front of him.

“You heard the lady,” I said, placing my hand gently on the top of my husband’s head. “Kneel.”

Behind me, I heard Nicole burst out laughing. But it wasn’t loud enough to drown out the gasp of shock Jonathan gave as he gazed up at me. He shifted his weight on his feet, and his knees touched the floor of the kitchen, and I felt a surge of triumph run through me, fueling the lust that had never really gone away and driving it to an almost feverish pitch. I stared down at my husband, running my fingers through his hair, still holding a glass of wine in my other hand. It was so unbelievably easy to make him submit, so incredibly easy to boss him around. And now, it wasn’t just me, but Nicole doing this to him, and somehow, that didn’t make me jealous. Instead, it just turned me on even more.

“Your wife tells me you’ve been a good boy over the holidays,” Nicole said. I turned my head to her, smiling at her over my shoulder, and I saw the wicked grin on her face as she spoke to Jonathan. “That’s good. I like good boys.”

Jonathan’s mouth hung open, his eyes staring wordlessly at both me and Nicole, unable to believe his luck and not knowing for sure yet whether it was bad or good.

I couldn’t help it. Standing there in my friend’s kitchen, I burst out laughing.



8. A New Mistress to Serve

Such a strange atmosphere had entered the room. My friend’s house, so familiar, had become the scene of something so unbelievable. Because suddenly, it felt like anything was possible. It felt like anything could happen. And it wasn’t the first time I had that rising feeling of excitement inside me. Over the last week, since I had opened Jonathan’s kinky Christmas present, I had been having that feeling a lot. But now, if anything, it was even more intense. Because suddenly, the possibilities seemed even more wild and outrageous than I had ever imagined.

Nicole was my guide, my mentor in these matters. And even I thought she looked sexy, sitting there on the kitchen counter in her tight latex leggings. I could imagine all too well what her latex outfit was doing to my husband. I kept thinking about what she had said, about whether Jonathan ever thought about fucking her the way her husband apparently thought about fucking me. My heart vibrated in my chest, making me feel suddenly breathless as if there was no room for error, pushed out by the excitement I felt like a physical presence inside me.

Was something wild about to happen here? And if it did, was that what I wanted? I couldn’t be sure. And if Nicole decided to push things, I had no idea how I would react. Would I have the courage to stop her? Was that even what I wanted? All these unanswered questions buzzed in my head, making me feel almost paralyzed with strange excitement, so that all I could find it in myself to do was wait and see what happened next.

But then, the spell broke. Nicole laughed, and, giggling to herself, slid off the kitchen worktop and stood up again. I watched, and knew that Jonathan was watching too, as she poured herself another glass of wine, and then another one too. Still smiling but not saying a word, she walked across the kitchen, past my husband still kneeling on the floor, and headed back to the living room, disappearing from our sight.

As Jonathan rose to his feet, an astonished look on his face, I turned toward him.

“What… what was that about?” he said, turning his wide eyes on me. And I resisted the urge to tease him. Besides, I was supposed to be the dominant woman he wanted me to me, needed me to be, maybe. My own mind might be full of doubts and questions and strange exciting fears, but more and more these days, I was finding that I never wanted to look unsure of anything when I was around him.

“You tell me,” I said with a smirk. “You’re the one who couldn’t keep your eyes off my friend’s ass.”

Jonathan started to babble in protest, but us I waved his words away with a smile.

“It’s okay,” I said. “I looked too. I mean, it would almost be rude not to when she’s dressed like that, wouldn’t it? She could make a blind man stare in those pants. And we all know how you feel about latex.”

And then, the most adorable thing happened. My husband actually blushed.

I watched his face redden, and it took all the willpower I had not to splutter with laughter at the sight. A grown man blushing like a little kid with his hands caught in the cookie jar. I had been so angry with Nicole at first, wearing an outfit that was practically designed to make my husband want her. But now, I didn’t feel jealous at all. Now, in some way I couldn’t really explain, it felt oddly sexy to me to know that her outfit was turning my husband on. Almost as if her control over him was the same as my control, or something like that. I might not understand it, but I could absolutely feel it. I could feel it all through my body, rising forever like some unstoppable wave.

“Just try not to drool over her too much,” I said, stepping past him on my way to the living room. “Especially not where her husband can see it.”

Again, Jonathan tried to splutter an answer, but I didn’t even listen. Once again, I didn’t know where these words or this attitude was coming from, pouring out of me as if from some external source. Normally, when I felt this way, I was wearing a latex catsuit, and that garment seemed to possess me in a way. But now, I couldn’t even blame that. Now, it was all me, this unexpected side of me rising out of nowhere to change the way I interacted with the man I loved.

Back in the living room, Nicole had sat down on the sofa, at the end closest to where her husband sat in the armchair. I noticed that she had given him the other glass of wine she had poured, and they were chatting happily together. But I noticed also the way her eyes drifted toward me as I entered the room, the way she smiled at me, enjoying the little secret we had between us. And I couldn’t help it. I smiled back. In fact, it was almost impossible to keep the smile off my face. Just the way Jonathan had looked there in the kitchen. So unsure of himself, so full of doubts and nervousness, but at the same time unquestionably excited to see what happened next. What could have happened there, if we had wanted? Would Nicole have been able to boss my husband around like I did? As wild of a thought as that was, I didn’t have much doubt about the answer. My husband clearly enjoyed being bossed around by women, especially ones he was attracted to. I would never have imagined, before that Christmas changed everything for us, how big of a thrill that would be.

I could hear Jonathan behind me, making his way from the kitchen toward the living room where we all waited. And seized by another little sadistic thrill, I chose my spot on the sofa. I sat down at the far end, away from Nicole, so that the only seat left was right next to her. I wanted him to be close to her. Close enough to touch. Close enough for her sexy outfit to play on all his little fetishes and drive him crazy with a desire he knew he couldn’t act on. I didn’t understand why that thought made me so wet. But it did. I wanted him uncomfortable, wanted him teased and turned on and unable to do a single thing about it. Just like at home when I tied him up and had my way with him. And as I sat down on the sofa, holding my own fresh glass of wine, I realized that in its own strange way, this was just another form of that. Our kinky games, now extended outside of the bedroom, now involving other people.

I didn’t know if Jonathan realized what I was up to when he saw the only available seat that was left. But after all, there wasn’t much he could say. He sat down on the sofa, sandwiched between me and Nicole, and I saw no reason to give him too much space. I sat close to him, our thighs touching, and there was Nicole on the other side, her own thighs gleaming in her skintight latex leggings, chatting and laughing with both us and her husband, as if she didn’t have a care in the world. As if there was nothing even slightly unusual going on.

But I knew the same secret she did, knew the source of the strange sexual tension in the air. Maybe Tom hadn’t noticed, but the rest of us certainly had. The rest of us could feel it down to our bones, and I, at least, couldn’t ignore it. For that matter, neither could my husband. Sitting between me and my beautiful friend, he was practically squirming, not knowing where to look and fighting against his own deepest, darkest impulses.

It was hilarious. I knew I shouldn’t be taking this much pleasure in Jonathan’s discomfort, but I couldn’t help it. Besides, I told myself as as a kind of consolation, it was partly his own fault for lusting after Nicole. Because by now, I had no doubt that that was what was going on. He wanted her badly, and in my own hidden heart, I knew I couldn’t really blame him for that. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t make him pay for it, if I wanted to.

But the night progressed more or less normally from that point onward. That wild sexual tension still crackled in the air, but that didn’t mean anyone had to act on it. Instead, we got along like the old friends we were, sharing stories we had told before, chatting about everything and nothing, the hours ticking away and the empty glasses constantly refilled. Until finally, it was time for the big event.

“Okay, it’s time, everyone!” Nicole said excitedly, flapping her hands around to get our attention. “Ready? Ten…”

As she began counting, I took out my own phone to watch the seconds tick away, and joined in the countdown. And while I was doing that, Nicole was walking over toward her husband. I was only mildly surprised when she sat in his lap, crossing her latex-covered legs and wrapping her arms around his neck. Clearly, she was in an excitable mood. The stray thought popped into my head that they would probably have some great sex that night, and I wondered where it had come from. I’m no prude, but that’s not the way I normally think about my friends.

“Four… Three… Two… One. Happy New Year!”

As the music played, I turned toward Jonathan. I wrapped my arms around him as he took me in his arms, our lips meeting with a jolt like electricity. We did this every year, but somehow, this year, it was different. Thanks in part to my kinky friend Nicole, there was an extra charge in our case this time, an extra hit of desire that neither of us could fail to notice. As he held me in his arms, as his tongue slid over mine, I squeezed my thighs together, still riding that same strange wave of pleasure and lust that I had been feeling intermittently for an entire week now. Ever since I unwrapped his Christmas gift to me and realized just how deviant my husband’s desires were, we had been on this unbelievable journey. And clearly, it wasn’t about to end anytime soon.

As their lips parted, Nicole stayed sitting in Tom’s lap. But she turned her smiling face toward us, her eyes dancing from me to Jonathan and back again. That secret desire was still crackling between us, that excitement that came from knowing that things were not as they seemed.

The music played on, and we chatted a while longer, the wine still flowing and turning all our heads. Nicole seemed as lively as ever, even as the clock ticked down into a new day and a new year. But the rest of us had our limits. And in the end, Tom was the first to crash.

“I need to go to bed,” he said, patting his wife’s leg as she continued to sit in his lap with a glass of wine in her hand.

“Oh, don’t be so boring,” Nicole said with a giggle. But I could see from the look on Tom’s face, from the bags under his eyes, that he had had enough.

“Yeah, we should probably get going,” Jonathan said, glancing at me. But Nicole wouldn’t hear of it.

“No, you can’t go yet,” she said, shaking her head as she looked at my husband.

“Yeah, don’t go because of me,” Tom added. “I’m just really tired, but that doesn’t mean you guys have to stop.”

“See?” Nicole said with a grin. “Besides, we have plenty of beds. You can just stay the night and go home tomorrow. We’ve got clothes you can borrow and everything.”

I looked at Jonathan, and he looked back at me. Normally, at times like this, I can usually make a pretty good attempt to guess what he’s thinking. We’ve been together long enough and know each other well enough that we don’t always need to use words to communicate. But as I looked at him now, I didn’t see any special eagerness to go home. If I had, we would have gone there and then. And truthfully, I wasn’t in any particular hurry to get out of there either. It was late, and I was getting tired too, but I couldn’t ignore that incredible atmosphere.

Nicole uncrossed her legs and climbed out of her husband’s lap. As he rose to his feet behind her, she stepped across the room toward where me and Jonathan sat on the couch. We both looked up at her as she smiled down at us, her blaze of red hair framing the smile on her pretty face. Her blue eyes were sparkling, and the thought of what might be churning in that brain of hers made me nervous, but with that same delicious nervousness that was just another form of excitement. I had no idea what was going to happen, and it was a feeling I seemed to be getting addicted to.

“Good night, honey,” Nicole called after her husband, and he echoed her goodbye as he retreated down the hall, toward the bedroom. We all heard him open the door, step inside, and close it again. And for a moment, just a moment, no one said anything. Nicole just stood there, grinning down at both of us, and we looked up at her from where we sat, completely unsure of ourselves.

Then she sat down with a sigh.

Jonathan and I hadn’t moved since she got up to sit in Tom’s lap, so I was still at one end of the couch, and my husband still in the middle. So when Nicole sat down, she was once again on the other side of Jonathan, with him sitting between us. And she sighed again as she leaned back against the cushions, making herself comfortable. Then, she lifted her feet from the floor, draping her legs across my husband’s lap.

He stiffened. Seemingly helpless, he glanced at me, as if waiting for me to say something. As if hoping that I would protest on his behalf and give him a way out of this unexpected situation.

But I didn’t.

Part of me wanted to. Part of me felt like I should do it. It’s But of course, there was that other part, too. That part of me that was more than willing to see where things went, to play along with whatever crazy game my kinky friend had in mind. And so that was what I did. Even though it felt like an invisible hand was clutching my heart to see my friend be so forward with the man I loved. Even though the blood was throbbing in my veins, making me dizzy with anticipation.

The light shone on the tight latex that wrapped Nicole’s shapely legs, her butt pressing against my husband, her feet almost in my own lap. She looked so confident, so completely at ease, as if she had done this a thousand times before. And as she continued to grin at us, that steel edge in the air only grew.

“Well, now it’s just the three of us,” she said.

I wondered if my husband noticed the way her breasts rose and fell in her black tank top, or whether his attention was all on her lower body so tightly wrapped in the black latex I knew he loved.

“We can talk freely. And I’ve been told you had a very interesting Christmas.”

Jonathan’s face went white. As he turned to me, his eyes were wide open in outrage, and despite my excitement, I felt a little guilty. We had never discussed boundaries about things like that. I mean, I tell my friends a lot. Every woman I know does. But normally, our husbands don’t find out about it. Now, Nicole seemed like she was in the mood to spill secrets, and I had no idea how Jonathan was going to react. Hopefully he wouldn’t be too upset.

“What did you tell her?”

“I needed advice,” I tried to explain. “I wasn’t sure what you wanted when you bought me… that present. Nicole has done stuff like that before.”

Jonathan turned his shocked face toward my friend.

“You have?”

“Oh yeah,” Nicole said, the smile never leaving her face. “Not with Tom, necessarily. But I’ve had a slave boy or two in the past.”

Jonathan gasped. For that matter, I almost did too. It was still weird to think of my husband that way, even if it was surprisingly sexy. And to hear Nicole saying it made it somehow even more unbelievable. Even more sexy. Even more thrilling.

“Oh my God,” Jonathan mumbled.

And right then, I knew. He was intrigued.

In fact, he sounded fascinated. And if I had any doubts before, I now knew for a fact that my husband was turned on. Turned on by the thought of Nicole dominating men, just as much as he was turned on by the feel of her latex legs in his lap.

I found myself wondering if he was getting hard, wondering if my friend could feel the pressure of my husband’s cock against the back of her legs. And I could hardly believe that the thought didn’t make me jealous, but instead turned me on. All those wild ideas, all those fears and doubts I had been having all night, seemed to coalesce for me now. Some part of me, at least, wanted this. Some part of me was turned on by the thought of my husband wanting my friend, and my friend having the power over him that I knew desire would give her. I

t was beyond explanation, and beyond anything I had ever expected. But it was true. It was real. And it felt, once again, like events were getting ahead of me. Like I was plunging over the edge of a waterfall, losing control and loving every minute of it.

“Why?” Nicole said slowly, teasing tone dripping from her voice. “Does that turn you on? I thought you said you were a good boy. But now here you are, getting turned on by your wife’s best friend.”

“No I’m not,” Jonathan said, glancing from Nicole to me and back again. It was hard not to laugh as he said it. Partly because I knew he was lying, and partly because in saying it, he sounded like a petulant child. And that was exactly how Nicole seemed to want to deal with him.

“You’re not? You’re not thinking about me bossing you around right now, making you do naughty things for me? Okay then. I guess that’s not your boner pressing into my leg, either.”

I couldn’t hold it anymore. I burst out laughing, outraged in a way, but hardly surprised. And from the way Jonathan squirmed in his seat, from the mortified look on his face, I knew straightaway that my friend was telling the truth. My husband’s cock was pressing against my friend’s sexy body, and somehow, it didn’t make me mad. Instead, it was turning me on.

“Is that true, babe?” I said, smiling at Jonathan as I spoke. “Are you being a naughty boy right now?

“Don’t lie to your wife, you little perv,” Nicole added, softening her words with a smile. “It’s not like you can hide it from us.”

As she spoke, Nicole lifted her leg. She bent one knee, pulling her foot back. That lifted her thigh out of Jonathan’s lap, and I looked down at his crotch. His hands moved to cover himself, but it was too late. I had seen it, the telltale bulge of his erection through his pants, his obvious excitement at being talked to this way by me and my friend. And of course, I couldn’t be mad at him, even if I wanted to. Because I was just as turned on as he was. The only difference was, it wasn’t as immediately obvious.

“Don’t hide it,” I said.

Again, I felt like I was in the grip of that strange feeling that came over me at times like this, when the words and the ideas just seemed to be there, ready for me to use without having to think about them., When I became, at least in some way, the dominant mistress my husband want me to be.

“It’s nothing she hasn’t seen before,” I said.

And, smiling what I hoped was a reassuring smile, I leaned toward my husband, using my own hands to gently but firmly push his out of the way. Nicole giggled as I exposed his cock again. And she giggled even more as I ran a hand lightly over it, tracing its shape through Jonathan’s pants.

He looked at me with an expression of pure disbelief on his face, and I hardly believed what I was doing myself. I had never wanted to bring anyone else into our sex life. Then again, I had never wanted any of this, but now that I was doing it, I had to admit that I was having the time of my life. Nicole’s bright eyes kept flashing as she watched me manipulate my husband, his unignorable arousal making it all too easy to control and dominate him.

“Jess, what are you doing?”

Jonathan spoke quietly, the strain in his voice obvious. But he didn’t try to stop me. He sat there, his hands by his sides now, not attempting to resist. In a flash, I remembered the video he had shown me, the one of the two mistresses dominating the helpless slave, and I felt again that dark excitement, that wicked little thrill of growing power.

“You don’t want this? Okay. Just say the word, and we’ll stop.”

And I grinned at my husband as I spoke, confident that I knew what his reaction would be. He opened his mouth, but no words came out. My hand kept tracing the shape of his rigid cock through his pants, keeping his excitement boiling over, keeping him completely in our power. Finally, he sighed, as if realizing himself that he had no chance. He couldn’t resist us. Not Nicole, and not me, either.

“That’s what I thought,” I said. “Now, why don’t you tell Nicole how beautiful she looked? Why don’t you tell her how sexy she is in those latex pants you’ve been drooling over all night?”

Nicole laughed, and so did I, but Jonathan didn’t. Again, he opened his mouth as if to protest, and I couldn’t really blame him. Truthfully, he hadn’t been drooling over her. I had caught him looking once or twice, but that was to be expected. Still, it was fun to tease him like this. Fun to taunt him with his lack of self-control and his inability to resist these powerful urges. Fun to feel his desire underneath my hand, separated only from me and my friend by a thin layer of cloth, and to know that this was exactly where he wanted to be.

“You… You do,” Jonathan said, his cheeks burning with shame again as he turned his face toward Nicole. And she made nothing easy for him. Practically sitting in his lap now, she smiled at him, not in the least bit bothered by this strange new twist in their relationship.

“I do what? Say it,” she said, in a voice that was soft but undeniably firm. Jonathan hesitated, but only for a moment. I could practically feel his resistance breaking, just like I could practically feel his cock swelling to my touch.

“You look… Beautiful.”

He glanced at me as he said it, as if somehow he thought he might be in trouble for stating the obvious, even though it was me that had pushed him to do it. But he wasn’t in trouble. Not yet, anyway. I kept stroking his cock, kept smiling at him, wordlessly encouraging him.

“And sexy?”

“Yeah. That too.”

Nicole chuckled softly as she ran her hand over one shining thigh, right in front of my husband’s astonished face. Teasing him with what he now, by his own admission, wanted, and still couldn’t have. Again, I squeezed my legs together, totally absorbed in this weird sexual drama playing out between the three of us. I should have been jealous, should have felt threatened, I knew. But I didn’t. Somehow, this was all just part of the games we were learning to play.

“You really like latex, don’t you?”

“Yeah. Yeah I do.”

It was amazing. Jonathan had had a hard enough time admitting his little fetish to me, and now Nicole was making him confess to her. And he was doing it. Like he had no choice. All he needed was to see a woman dressed up in something tight and shiny, and he became totally helpless.

And it turned me on. It gave me ideas. I love my husband, but lately, I had all these conflicting feelings about him. This desire to humiliate him, to tease him with his own kinks. Knowing, after all, that for him, that was all part of it.

“Why don’t you tell her what you call me?”

Jonathan’s head whipped around on his neck as he turned to look at me with that same astonished expression on his face. But I just smiled sweetly at him, while Nicole chuckled.

“Yeah, tell me. What does your sexy wife make you call her?”

Jonathan licked his lips.

“Lady Jessica,” he finally said, and both me and Nicole burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, that’s amazing,” Nicole said, pressing both hands to her mouth. “You know what? I think I could get on board with that. From now on, I want you calling me lady Nicole.”

Again, my helpless husband looked at me in pure astonishment. And I, still smiling, merely shrugged. As if to say, why not? As if to say, if that was what a woman wanted, it was what he would have to do.

“And get on your knees while you say it,” Nicole laughed.

Jonathan groaned as I kept stroking his cock. He was fully hard now, totally turned on by this unexpected turn of events.

“Go on, baby,” I said, nuzzling my face against his neck as I spoke. “It’ll be fun.”

My poor husband never really stood a chance. And as he shifted on the sofa, as Nicole lifted her legs out of his lap so that he could lower himself to the floor in front of us, neither of us could stop the laughter that poured out of us, delighted by everything that was happening.



9. A Dominant New Year

Jonathan kneeled down in front of us. I was practically giddy as I watched him move, as I watched him submit not just to me, but to my friend as well. The bulge of his erect cock in his pants was unmistakable, and the look of desire in his eyes was just as impressive. And there he was, my handsome husband, normally so strong and confident, completely overwhelmed by the sight of me and my friend in our New Year’s Eve outfits, ready to submit just because we told him to. Just because he wanted us so badly.

“You’ve got him well-trained, Lady Jess,” Nicole said, enjoying using my new title to embarrass my husband.

“You know what? It really wasn’t that hard. You were right about that, Nicci. When he gets turned on like this, it’s like I can make them do anything.”

“Yeah? Like what?”

Nicole’s eyes were sparkling. I knew she didn’t need any guidance from me. After all, she was more experienced in these kind of games than I was. But she wanted to hear it. And more than anything, she wanted me to say it in front of my husband. I was more than happy to oblige.

“I make him worship me,” I said, feeling self-conscious as I said it but knowing that the game had its rules. “I make him pleasure me. I tie him up and use him however I feel like.”

Nicole nodded slowly, everything I said confirming what she already knew about domination and submission.

“Good girl,” she said. “How does your little slave boy perform?”

“Pretty well, honestly,” I said, glancing toward Jonathan for a second. His cock was practically bursting out of the front of his pants with the wild desire that filled him. Not saying anything, though. Just taking it all and struggling to believe this was really happening and knowing he didn’t have much choice in any of it.

“But there’s always room for improvement.”

I said that just to get at my husband, and Nicole seemed to realize that as she laughed out loud. But I kept my eyes on my husband, watching his reaction, watching the evidence of complex emotions moving across his handsome face. He was deep in it now, deep in that submissive state that I loved to see him in, that he I knew he loved to be in.

“You’re making me wish I could try him out for myself,” Nicole said with that wicked grin on her pretty face. “You’re lucky I’m a married woman. I haven’t had a slave boy in ages. Oh, the things I could do with you…”

Nicole looked straight at Jonathan as she spoke, and he looked nervously at her. It was so strange and so intoxicating to see that look of naked desire in his eyes directed at anyone but me. And Nicole seemed to absolutely drink it in. Sitting beside me on the sofa, it was almost like she was growing taller or something, reclaiming her power as a woman and being reminded of just how far she could go.

She stretched out her legs in front of her, the skintight latex gleaming and shining and emphasizing the incredible curves of her body. Her feet were bare, and she spread her toes apart, her hands on her thighs.

“I think maybe you should kiss my feet, slave boy,” she said.

Somehow, I managed not to gasp. Really, considering all the things we had said and done in the last little while, this probably shouldn’t have come as such a big surprise. But it was. As sexy as it was as an idea to think of Nicole dominating Jonathan, it was still incredible to hear her talk that way. But it was happening. And Jonathan looked at me, again as if he was asking permission, or maybe asking for support. But I knew there was only one answer I could give. At least if I wanted to keep playing this crazy game that had the potential to take us all to new heights of pleasure.

“I think you should too,” I said, as Nicole smiled along beside me. “Kind of set the right tone, doesn’t it? Go on, baby. Be a good boy and do what you’re told.”

Jonathan looked at me, and there was a new fire in his eyes, and a tiny tremor raced through me as I wondered if I had actually made him mad. He was also always so docile and compliant when we played like this, and had never tried to resist me in any way when I was wearing my latex catsuit. Then again, I reflected, I had never really told him to do anything he didn’t want to do. Sure, I might have made him lick my boots that one time, which as I recalled he wasn’t exactly thrilled about. But I guess it’s different when it’s not your wife. That first time, I had had him so worked up that he would’ve done absolutely anything to have me. I knew he was turned on now, but was he turned on enough?

Ultimately, there was really only one way to find out.

And he did it. Reluctantly, maybe, at first, his pride warring with his desire to make following our orders a challenge for him. But he did it. As if he couldn’t not do it. My husband was up against a force far more powerful than he was, and although it might excite me to think that it was me, it wasn’t, really. Or Nicole, either.

It was his own desire he was battling against, and he was unequal to it. The poor man had never been closer to the raunchy fantasy he showed me in that video them he was now, with two horny women taking such pleasure in bossing him around. I would never go as far as the actors in the video had gone, and I didn’t think he really wanted that anyway. But we all knew that we were standing on the edge of something monumental here.

Jonathan bent his neck, lowering his face down toward my friend’s feet. And Nicole chuckled as he took one of her feet in his hands, cradling it gently. Leaning further forward, he tentatively pressed his lips against the top of her foot. Nicole sighed with pleasure, seeming to relax further into the cushions of the sofa as she sat in like it was a throne.

“This is too much fun,” she said, turning her face to me. “God, it feels so good to be in charge again.”

It did. It does. I wasn’t going to even try to deny the truth of that. This was never my thing, but now that it was happening, I was just as on board with it as she was. And finally, I felt a twinge of jealousy as I watched my husband kiss another woman’s feet. But only a twinge. Because after all, I knew that all I had to do was say the word, and poor Jonathan would do exactly the same for me.

And more, too, if I wanted it. In fact, as the temperature in the room kept seeming to rise, I found myself wondering how much more I could get away with. As Nicole said, she was a married woman, with her husband presumably sleeping in the same house we were in. And Jonathan was my husband. Ordinarily, the thought of him with another woman, no matter who it was, would send me into a spasm of despair. But not now. For whatever reason, things were different now.

“Keep kissing, slave.”

And Jonathan did. For a long moment, the only sound in the living room was that of his lips moving over her skin as he debased himself for our amusement, looking absolutely pathetic as he groveled in front of Nicole in her sexy outfit. Desire was raging inside me all the while. Desire and doubt and confusion about what might happen next, what I could get away with.

Tearing my eyes away from Jonathan, I looked at Nicole instead. Finally, she was no longer smiling. Instead, she was watching my husband from under half-closed eyes, her white teeth showing as she bit her lower lip, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. She was turned on. Of course, I knew that already. But seeing the evidence of it so plainly in front of me gave me another strange little thrill of wild excitement. Even though she was playing with my husband, it felt almost like I was seeing something intimate. As if this moment ought to be between them, not shared with me. And I knew that was ridiculous, but it was inescapably the feeling that I had as I watched a scene I had never imagined witnessing before in my life.

“What about me?”

Jonathan had showered Nicole’s feet with kisses, and was staring up at her uncertainly as if waiting for other orders when I spoke. He needed direction. When he got into these moods, it was as if he lost all agency, losing even the power to think for himself. And I like that. It was such a turn on to have him so helpless, so easy to control. But I had noticed before how much pressure it put on me, as the dominant partner. I always had to be thinking about what came next.

Jonathan turned his head toward me, that strange expression on his face. Torn, as always, between his ego and his desire to simply surrender it. It was a battle that, in my admittedly limited experience, only went one way. And as Jonathan began to shuffle toward me on his knees, I saw that it was a battle he had lost once again. Difficult to keep from laughing as I watched him crawl toward me, his head down, stealing glances up at me in my short skirt from underneath his eyebrows as if my appearance fueled his ongoing submission. And I guess it did.

Jonathan kneeled in front of me. I could feel Nicole’s eyes locked on us, but I kept my attention on him, smiling down at him with what I hoped was an encouraging expression as he trembled in front of me. I remembered how I had made him put those same boots on me earlier that night, how badly he had wanted me in the bedroom, and how I had refused him. That desire, I knew, had not gone anywhere. In fact, if anything, it was probably even stronger now. And yet he could do nothing about it until I decided otherwise. The rush of power was enough to turn any girl’s head.

“Yes, Lady Jessica,” he said as he bent over my feet, and I could almost have moaned with pleasure just hearing him say those words in his deep growling voice.

Then he bent over my outstretched feet, kissing them through the leather boots I wore, and the feeling of power that surged through me was hard to believe, let alone describe. It felt like I could do anything, like he was mine completely, to do whatever I wanted with. To use and abuse however I chose, knowing whatever I did would only make him want me more. Especially if it was cruel and humiliating.

I couldn’t help it. I knew that Nicole was right there, watching everything, her bright blazing eyes completely locked on everything that was going on with us. But I wanted more. And if I’m going to be completely honest with myself about everything, I suppose I need to face the fact that maybe that’s exactly why I did what I did. Because my friend was watching, and some part of me wanted to show off. I wanted to believe, more than anything, that I could be just as much of a mean and cruel and stunning dominatrix as she was.

“Take your cock out.”

“What?

Jonathan looked up at me, his face wearing an expression of total disbelief. I could blame the late hour for his bloodshot eyes, or the wine he had drunk that lowered his inhibitions and made this game even more fun to play. But it made him look even more desperate, even more overwhelmed, and even more in my power than he already did.

And that look, that submission, fuelled the darker part of me the way it always did. I couldn’t blame the sexy latex catsuit this time for changing my personality. It was just this, just the pure submission he displayed and the ease with which I was able to order him around. It brought out the worst in me. Or the best, depending on how you looked at it.

“Are you questioning me, slave boy?”

I tried my best to make my voice drip with menace, like one of those dominant women and Jonathan’s dirty videos. To my own ears, I sounded at least a little bit ridiculous. But Jonathan didn’t laugh. Not even close. Instead, he just looked up at me with those wide, wild eyes, totally in the grip of his desire for me, totally under my thumb.

“No, Lady Jessica,” he said quickly, and almost for the first time, it occurred to me that in some sense, my husband might be at least a little bit scared of me. “It’s just…

And then he sort of trailed off, not knowing what to say next. I raised my eyebrows, giving him plenty of time to come up with a response, but it seemed to be beyond him. He just stared at me helplessly, unable to even formulate the words to question me.

“Just nothing,” I said sharply. “I want to see how much it turns you on to be our little slave, and you’re going to show us. Go on. Get it out. Or are you embarrassed for some reason?”

Beside me, Nicole giggled at that. And Jonathan glanced over toward her for just a second before turning his attention back to me. Nicole was always so brazen, so open-minded. I knew she had zero problem with the direction things were going. And Tom, for all his hesitation, couldn’t bring himself to resist.

Wilting, he reached for the front of his pants. Nicole and I exchanged just the briefest of glances, trying our best not to break character. Despite my lack of experience, I knew intuitively that a dominatrix should never be surprised, especially by an act of obedience by her slave. To always seem like I knew exactly what I was doing, when in reality, I was guessing my way through everything. And without saying anything to her, I could feel that Nicole was having similar thoughts. That this was wild and amazing and unbelievable, and yet at the same time, it somehow felt kind of right. Like this was exactly where we should be, sitting on the sofa in her living room like two queens on a shared throne with our desperate male slave humbled and kneeling at our feet.

Jonathan glanced toward Nicole for just a second as he reached into his pants and pulled out his cock. He couldn’t meet her eyes. He couldn’t look at her directly, no matter how much he wanted to. No matter how much she turned him on, sitting there in her tight black outfit with the shiny pants that showed off every curve of her body and made her look like exactly the kind of sex vixen he clearly wanted.

“Hands by your sides,” I said, softly but firmly. And again, my husband did as he was told.

Jonathan’s cock throbbed in the empty air, rockhard and bursting with veins. I glanced over at Nicole and saw she was looking straight at it, a sly little smile on her face. I had no idea why it turned me on so much to know that my friend was having sexual thoughts about my husband, and that he was having the same about her. But it did. I could question it all I wanted, but I couldn’t argue with the truth.

“Look how hard he is.”

Nicole’s voice was little more than a whisper now, as if she was concerned about her husband overhearing what was going on. I wondered what he would think of what was going on, and whether this was crossing some lines. How would Jonathan feel if I looked at another man’s cock? It was just looking, maybe, but maybe it was more than that. This game was fun, far more fun than I had ever imagined it would be, but I didn’t want to be part of damaging one of the best marriages I knew. And Nicole seemed to have the same thought at the same time, because she abruptly tore her eyes away from between my husband’s legs and glanced back over her shoulder, as if she half-expected to see Tom standing behind us in the living room. But he wasn’t, of course. He was in bed, oblivious to everything that was happening.

“I mean, looking isn’t cheating, is it?”

“I don’t know, Nikki. That’s really up to you.”

“He looks at other women all the time. Probably watches porn, too. This is just like that, really.”

I shrugged. Her logic seemed more or less sound to me. I had no real problem with my husband watching porn, and I doubted Nicole did with hers, either. If anything, she was more likely the type to want to watch it with him. Probably none of us were in any condition to have an ethical debate at that point anyway.

“I’m not going to do anything with it.”

“I hope not,” I said, making my friend laugh again. “He’s my slave, but he’s still my husband, too. Even if I’m guessing he would love for you to do something with it. Wouldn’t you, slave?”

Jonathan looked up at me with a pained expression. But I knew this was what it was all about. This was what he wanted. The teasing and the humiliation. The disgrace. He wanted – needed – to be made to do the things he darkly desired, but couldn’t bring himself to admit to.

“Yes, Lady Jessica.”

“Don’t tell me. Tell her. Tell your new mistress what you wish you would let you do with that cock of yours.”

Nicole creased up with laughter next to me as Jonathan turned his bloodshot eyes toward her.

“Lady Nicole… I want you… I want you so badly. You look so sexy tonight, and I just… I want to… fuck you.”

There was no way around it. We both erupted in laughter at that. He sounded so pathetic, so embarrassed, and so desperately needy. Between my legs, my wetness was growing, spreading, and I didn’t doubt that Nicole felt the same way. The only difference was, I could do something about it. This was my husband, and I could treat him like a pathetic sex slave all I wanted, and it would only make him want me more. But I could do whatever I wanted with him. For Nicole, this could only ever be a game.

“Too bad, because you don’t get me,” Nicole said with a smile.

She leaned forward on the sofa, looking deep into her husband’s eyes as she spoke, like she wanted to drive home every moment of the humiliation she was forcing him to endure. And it worked. He almost cringed there on the spot, kneeling in front of both of us, knowing he was no match for us. God, it was such a turn on, I felt like I was losing control of myself. Jonathan might be hopelessly horny at our feet, but I had needs of my own.

“I think I need to take him to bed,” I said, fixing my gaze on Nicole. She turned to smile at me, a knowing smile that told me she knew exactly what was up.

“Yeah, I bet you do,” she said.

Placing her feet firmly on the floor, she stood up. Jonathan stayed on his knees, staring up at her as he watched her walk past him, past me, heading toward the hallway that led to the back bedrooms of the house. Her ass looked amazing in those skintight latex leggings, especially given that I knew she was putting some extra sway into her walk just to tease my husband a little bit more. She stopped and turned, looking at me over her shoulder.

“You know where the guestroom is, right?”

“Yeah, I do.”

“The bed’s already made. There are blankets in there, and spare ones in the closet if you need them.”

“Thanks, Nicci.”

“No. Thank you,” she said with a wicked little grin, and I knew exactly what she was thinking of. No matter what happened next, it had already been a night that none of us were ever going to forget.

But it was far from over yet. We might be only an hour or so into the new year, but already, I was determined to get what I wanted. Rising from my seat, I adjusted my sparkly skirt over my thighs and looked down at my husband, kneeling at my feet. Fully clothed, but with his rockhard cock projecting obscenely from his pants. Right there in the living room of our friends, a place we had spent many hours doing more normal activities. But now, I knew I was never going to look at Nicole’s house the same.

I held out my hand to him, and he took it. Slowly, Jonathan rose to his feet. With his other hand, he reached towards his manhood, about to stuff it back in his pants, but I stopped him with a few fingers laid lightly on his wrist.

“Leave it,” I said.

Then, still holding his hand, I turned. I led him across the living room, down the hallway, through the darkness to where I knew the guest bedroom of Nicole’s house was. I turned on the light and shut the door behind us, smiling at him now that we were finally alone together. Letting go of his hand, I reached out and wrapped my fingers around his cock instead.

Jonathan groaned.

“That must’ve been really humiliating for you,” I said with a sly smile.

“Oh my God, Lady Jessica, it really was,” he said, as I continued to stroke his cock, keeping him in that state of desperate arousal that I knew would make it possible to get him to do just about anything. What I had in mind for him next wasn’t going to be a hard sell, though.

And just hearing him still using my title kept my own arousal buzzing inside me. Nicole was in the next room with her husband, but I no longer cared about that. All that mattered was getting what I wanted.

Letting go of my hold on Jonathan, I stepped back. His eyes followed my every movement as I reached for the zipper of my skirt and pulled it down. I let it drop to the floor, stepping out of it, feeling his eyes following every movement of my body. Stepping close to him again, I unfastened his pants completely and pushed them down his legs.

Jonathan got the idea. Kicking off his shoes, he stepped all the way out of his pants, simultaneously pulling his shirt over his head. And then, he was on me in a flash.

I stifled a yelp of surprise and delight as he picked me up, carrying me to the queen size bed and almost throwing me down on the mattress. He pulled down my pantyhose and my panties first, then realized he had to take my boots off to remove them completely. He did that, unzipping my boots and pulling them off, dropping them to the floor while I just lay there, letting him address me like a doll.

He climbed on top of me. He pulled my sweater off over my head, and reached around behind me to pull my bra apart and take that off too. Then he was on me, his warm mouth trailing over my skin, leaving frantic kisses everywhere it went. The weight of his body pushed me back on the mattress, and I lay underneath him, trembling with excitement, just waiting for the bliss I knew was coming.

I bent my knees, raising my legs, wrapping them around his body, and he leaned forward, the head of his stiff cock pressing against the wet entrance to my pussy. He pushed forward with his hips, and we both moaned as he slid easily inside me, my own excitement lubricating me.

The feeling was incredible. Sex is never bad, but it’s rarely as good as this. All that teasing, all that anticipation, all that domination and submission, combined to make every movement so much more intense, so much more pleasurable, so much more intoxicating. I bit my lip painfully, trying my best to stifle the wild cries that threatened to burst out of me as Jonathan began to fuck me.

It was almost like he was taking revenge. As if, after all my teasing and humiliation, he wanted to show me what he could do to me. And that was exactly what I wanted. I wrapped my legs tighter around him, hooking my arms around his shoulders, my body almost lifted off the bed with every powerful thrust as he plunged his cock deep inside me. And every thrust brought new pleasure, made it harder to resist the waves of ecstasy swelling inside me as my pussy spasmed around his cock, as my body responded to his, as I clawed and gasped and moaned in a kind of frenzy of wild passion.

My arms slipped off Jonathan’s shoulders, and I cried out as he took my wrists in his hands, pinning them above my head. My breasts bounced to the rhythm of his thrusts as he continued to pound me into the mattress, the bed creaking and shaking underneath us.

It was wild. It was incredible. It was sex like we always had, except it wasn’t. It was so much more intense, so much more fulfilling, lighting the night on fire with pure pleasure.

I came first. My pussy contracted around Jonathan’s cock, a hot flood of my juices pouring out of me, and that seemed to trigger his own orgasm. He exploded deep inside me, collapsing on top of me as we both moaned in amazing pleasure, my eyes closed, the sheets of Nicole’s guest bed soaked in our sweat.

Jonathan breathed heavily as he lay on top of me, and I ran my fingers through his short hair. If this was a sign of what the New Year held for us, I couldn’t wait to see what was next.



10. The Girls Have A Wild Idea

I woke up the next morning with a surprisingly clear head. We had drank plenty the night before, especially by my standards. Then again, I had also stopped pretty early, then stayed awake for hours afterward, having great sex with my husband. I was still sore the next day when I woke up in the bed in Nicole’s house, my mind blank for only a second or two before I remembered how the previous night had gone.

Once again, I found myself struggling to believe what had happened. Admittedly, we had had wilder sex than that, but it was Nicole who surprised me. I already knew that my friend was kinky and uninhibited and wilder than I was, but I never imagined that she would involve herself in our sex life, even in the limited way that she had.

I didn’t ask myself whether the thought of Nicole in her sexy latex leggings had passed through my husband’s mind at any point last night while he was with me. Somehow, it didn’t seem to really matter. I never considered myself an especially jealous person, but it was a huge surprise to me to find out just how okay I was with all this. The thought of my husband lusting after Nicole didn’t make me angry. In fact, in some strange way, it turned me on.

Jonathan lay sleeping soundly beside me, his chest rising and falling steadily under the blanket, his breathing deep and even. Rolling carefully over onto my side, I looked at him for a moment, admiring the shape of his jawline, the stubble on his cheeks, the thick dark hair that still sprouted from his head. My handsome husband. I still wanted him so badly. Maybe even more now, after the things we had done. He loved me and trusted me enough to reveal this kinky side of himself to me, and that made me love him more. It also made me want him more. All these years, I had had no idea what was going on inside that head. Now, I did. And I loved it. I had never seen myself like this, as some kind of dominatrix, demanding service from the man I loved. But it was so fucking hot, I could hardly stand it.

As sore as I was, I was tempted to wake Jonathan up and see if I could get a repeat of last night’s performance. I knew he’d be up for it. He never says no. His desire for me has never waned, just like mine for him. And again, now that we had discovered this little kink together, I knew my husband wanted me more than ever.

But I let him sleep. From the other side of the bedroom door, I could smell the smell of coffee being made, and my mouth watered. With a flush of embarrassment, I wondered if Nicole and Tom had heard what was going on in this room last night. Not that it would’ve surprised either of them, I knew. But I had to face the music sooner or later.

I got up carefully, trying not to wake my husband. So I pulled on my underwear and slipped into my sequinned skirt and my thin sweater from the night before, leaving my leather boots on the bedroom floor. Trying not to wake Jonathan, I tiptoed to the door and opened it slowly, carefully, pulling it silently shut behind me.

As I padded down the hallway on bare feet, I turned toward the kitchen. There was Nicole, leaning against the kitchen counter. Her red hair was a tangled mess, and as she turned her face toward me, I could see the dark circles under her eyes that spoke of her fatigue. None of us is as young as we used to be. These late nights take a toll they didn’t used too. When we were younger, Nicole was something of a party girl, but now that she was happily married with three kids, I knew she didn’t get the chance to cut loose as often as she might have liked.

The smile she gave me lit up her face, and I knew she would have no regrets. Whatever other faults she may have had, she wasn’t a woman who doubted herself.

“Good morning,” I said as I walked in the kitchen.

“Happy new year,” Nicole said.

Without asking, she poured me a cup of coffee, hot and black and strong. She knew how I liked it, dropping a single spoonful of sugar into the mug and adding no milk. I took it from her, wrapping my hands around the warm mug, leaning back against the kitchen counter and letting it cool for a moment.

“Quite some night last night.”

She wasn’t asking a question, merely stating a fact.

“Yeah,” I said carefully.

I didn’t have Nicole’s confidence, her total self-belief. I had had fun the previous night. Well, calling it fun was putting it mildly. It had been one of the most wildly exciting and intensely erotic experiences of my life, and given what had happened over the last week since Christmas, that was saying a lot. Nothing had happened between my husband and Nicole, of course, and she had been firm that nothing ever would. But just the thought of it. Just the idea that he wanted her like he wanted me, and how his desire translated into obedience to both of us, giving any attractive woman this sexual power over my husband. It was dangerous, but that was part of the thrill.

“Sounded like you guys were having a lot of fun.”

“You heard that? Sorry,” I said.

But I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. Nicole and I were always fairly open with each other about our sex lives, though I, at least, tried to keep some things back to protect my husband’s privacy. But I knew if I hadn’t told Nicole what had been going on lately with me and Jonathan and that latex catsuit he bought me, things wouldn’t be nearly as exciting as they were now. Without Nicole, we’d still be doing what we were doing. But maybe we wouldn’t have gone as far as fast as we had. I would probably doubt myself and what I was doing even more than I did, doubt my ability to be the dominant woman my husband craved. Nicole had helped with all of that. Last night, the way she looked and the way she acted had helped to turbocharge our desire and make us both even hotter for one another.

“No big deal,” Nicole said, that wicked and provocative smile showing on her pretty face again.

Just like last night, she was dressed in black. This time, it was a black T-shirt and black yoga pants, but in some way, the tightness of what she was wearing recalled her latex leggings from the night before. Even with her makeup smeared by sleep and her face showing her tiredness, my friend looked sexy. I didn’t doubt now that once my husband saw her, he would want her all over again.

And that reminded me of Nicole’s husband and what she had said about him last night. That he was attracted to me. That he had fantasized about me. I hadn’t expected to hear that, and with everything that happened and everything that was racing through my mind, I hadn’t had much time to think about it. But now I was, and it sent a strange little thrill racing through me all over again. Ever since I had met Jonathan, he had been the only man for me. It was like I didn’t even think of other guys in that way anymore. Sure, I noticed if a guy was cute, which Tom certainly was. But it was kind of abstract, a recognition without any real desire behind it, similar to the way I responded to a gorgeous woman like Nicole, without needing to act on it in any way.

That doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate a compliment. It doesn’t mean it didn’t excite me to know Tom thought about me that way.

“You’re lucky there, you know.”

Nicole leaned back on the countertop behind her as she spoke, facing me across the large kitchen.

“He’s a true submissive, but it seems like he’s kind of embarrassed about that. He needs a little coaxing to bring it out of him, but that can be part of the fun. He just wants to be your little slave boy so bad. It’s sweet.”

“Not the word I would use to describe it,” I said, finally taking a sip of my coffee. “But I know what you mean.”

“You can have so much fun with this.”

“I already have.”

“True. I guess the question is, how far do you want to take it? I mean, some people live their whole lives like this. Just in a 24/7 BDSM dynamic.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want that,” I said, shaking my head. “And neither does Jonathan. I mean, I don’t think so, anyway. It’s a fun game to play. And the way he looks at me, what I’m all dressed up in that latex outfit… Well, you know what that’s like. But he’s still my husband. I still love him. I still want him to be a man.”

“I don’t think you need to worry about that, sweetie,” Nicole said, taking a sip from her own mug. “He just wants you so badly, and that gives you power. Use it right, and you’re in for an amazing time.”

“So how come you and Tom never…?”

“Not his thing,” Nicole said. “And that’s fine. I mean, I’ve had some fun with submissive guys in the past, but different strokes for different folks, you know? He’s the perfect guy for me, and if he isn’t into being bossed around in the bedroom, so what?”

I nodded in agreement. As far as I could tell, Tom and Nicole were perfect together. And as much fun as Jonathan and I were having with this newfound interest in kinky sex, it wasn’t worth risking a marriage over. If he hadn’t been into it, I never would have so much as tried it, and if he decided he wanted to stop tomorrow, we would.

Still, there was a part of me that really hoped he wouldn’t do that.

“I still can’t believe you wore those pants last night. You knew what that was going to do to him.”

Nicole laughed, an evil little chuckle rising from deep in her throat as she took another drink of coffee.

“Yeah, I guess I did. He couldn’t keep his eyes off me, could he? That’ll give him something for the spank bank, anyway.”

“You think he does that? Thanks about you while he… you know?”

“I hope so,” Nicole laughed again. “I mean, I didn’t squeeze myself into those leggings for comfort.”

“Isn’t that… kind of weird?”

“What? Your husband fantasizing about me? Honey, they all do it. Every single one of them. I say embrace it. Let him want me. I like it. I like thinking of your husband lying there, thinking about my butt covered in latex when he’s having his special man time.”

I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing. What Nicole was saying was completely outrageous, but after all, that was who she was. It was so strange to think that what she was saying might be true, but there was no getting past it. My husband was definitely attracted to Nicole, and after last night, probably more so than ever. I wasn’t mad at him for it. Looking the way she did, I couldn’t really blame him. I wasn’t mad at her for enjoying it, either. Because after what she had told me about her own husband, I could understand how a girl might be flattered by knowing her best friend’s husband had a thing for her.

“You’re so naughty,” I said, shaking my head.

“Well, if we can’t have some fun at this time of our lives, when can we?” Nicole said. “I mean, it’s different for you. You guys don’t have kids. You can do whatever you want. But for me and Tom, we have to squeeze in our fun times whatever we can. I mean, I love them to death, obviously. I miss them every day. But I’m kind of glad we have a few days break, just to be together. Just to be a couple again, instead of mom and dad.”

“Maybe now is the time to try out some new fun stuff in the bedroom,” I suggested. Nicole smiled.

“Like I say, he’s not into the kinky stuff,” Nicole said.

A slight silence followed her words, a silence I didn’t immediately break. It was rare for there to be even a quiet moment when the two of us got together. We always had something to say to each other. But my mind was turning over on itself, and I wondered if she was experiencing the same thing. I didn’t know where these ideas came from lately, the strangest thoughts popping into my head in a way I couldn’t control. Some of these thoughts were things I didn’t even want to mention to my best friend. Things I would be nervous to say even to my husband, even after this journey of discovery we had been on. But leaving a thought unvoiced doesn’t make it go away.

“I mean…”

And then Nicole fell silent again. I raised my eyes to look at her, and could see the smile on her face that she was barely suppressing. Nervousness fluttered inside my heart. Nicole had an idea. Just like I did. My heart quickened as I wondered if it was the same one. She wasn’t normally one to be coy, not normally a person who didn’t speak her mind. If she was acting this way, I couldn’t help feeling that she was sitting on something big.

“What?”

“No,” Nicole said, shaking her head even as a smile grew wider, “forget it. It’s a crazy idea.”

“Oh, come on, Nicci,” I said. “You can’t do that. You can’t just drop something like that and then say nothing more. Out with it. I want to know what’s going on in your dirty little mind.”

Nicole looked at me for a moment, smiling but saying nothing. As if she was trying to decide the next course of action. Then, she gave her head another little shake.

“No, you couldn’t handle it,” she said.

Maybe she was practicing some kind of reverse psychology. She was my best friend, and she knew me better than anyone except perhaps my husband. Or maybe she was just saying what she thought. But her words made me bristle. Sure, I wasn’t as wild as she was, not nearly as experienced in kinky sex. But I was learning fast. I had spent the whole Christmas season dressed in latex, dominating my husband. I’m not some blushing virgin. Her tone of smug superiority annoyed me probably more than it should, and in an effort to wipe the smile off her face, I threw my doubts aside.

“What? You’re thinking maybe you could dominate my husband to get your kinky urges out without cheating on your own?”

I blushed as I spoke, but at the same time, I was gratified to see Nicole’s jaw drop, her mouth open in pure shock. She hadn’t expected me to just come right out with it, and maybe she didn’t think I was capable of coming up with a scenario like that. Maybe just weeks before, I wouldn’t have been. But ever since I unwrapped that latex catsuit on Christmas Eve, everything had changed. Not just my relationship with my husband, but my own thoughts and feelings, as well. I was glad to have proved to Nicole that I could be just as kinky and deviant as her.

“Oh my God, Jess.”

“What? Too far?”

“No. No, it’s just – it’s like you read my mind.”

I laughed at that, and she laughed too. It was such a strange time and place to be talking this way, in the bright light of morning in my friend’s suburban kitchen. But somehow, that only seemed to make the thrill of it even greater. It was like another side to our lives, another side to us, two loving and committed wives, one of us a mother, and yet with this kinky secret shared between us and my husband. Already, I could feel excitement rising inside me, and I became even more conscious of the ache in my pussy as I thought of the possibilities. Did I really mean what I said? We were swimming in some dangerous waters, that was clear. But I remembered last night, and how intensely exciting it had been, and I knew I wanted more of that. Yes, it was dangerous. But as we had proved last night, it was so much fun.

“Are we – are we being serious right now? Or are we just talking?”

Nicole shrugged

“I mean… It’s a fun idea. I know we played around with it a bit last night, and having him kissing my feet was just…” Nicole let a visible little shiver run through her, closing her eyes momentarily in a gesture more eloquent than any words. “So, I don’t know. I’m pretty sure he’d be into it.”

“Yeah, he definitely would,” I admitted. “But… I mean, what are we talking about here? What about Tom?”

Nicole sighed.

“Yeah, that does make things tricky,” she said. “But I’m not talking about sex. I wouldn’t have sex with your husband.”

“Damn right you wouldn’t,” I said, making my friend giggle.

“It would just be… a game. Teasing. Bossing him around a little. In fact, I think the fact he would know he can’t have me would make him want me more.”

I took another sip of coffee.

“I think you’re right about that,” I said.

“So… Are we going to do this?”

There was that silence again. Even heavier now, even more full of expectation and excitement and doubt. Nicole’s eyes were shining as they looked into mine, her full lips lifted in that ever-present smile. As gorgeous as she was, somehow, I wasn’t threatened by her. She wasn’t trying to take my husband away. She was just trying to scratch an itch she had, trying to fulfill a need that didn’t get met in her marriage. In a way, we would be doing her a favor.

Like she said, this was going to blow Jonathan’s mind.

“I’ll talk to Tom about it.”

“Talk to me about what?”

I almost jumped as Nicole’s husband appeared in the kitchen. He was wearing pajama pants with a check pattern and a gray T-shirt, his short hair an absolute mess, glasses I rarely saw him wear on his nose. Disheveled as he was from long sleep, I had to admit he still looked good. Stepping across the kitchen, he reached out toward Nicole, and she raised her face to his with a smile to accept his kiss.

“How did you sleep, honey?”

“Like a baby,” Tom said, his gray T-shirt rising up to expose the lower part of his stomach as he stretched his arms above his head. “Sorry I passed out early last night.”

“No problem,” Nicole said. “We had plenty of fun without you.”

And her eyes found me across the kitchen, glowing with that secret that we shared.

“So what were you going to talk to me about?”he said, pouring himself a cup of coffee.

“How fucking sexy my best friend is,” Nicole said, making me laugh. Tom frowned as he picked up his coffee mug and turned toward us, his back to the kitchen counter as he stood close to Nicole.

“That’s something you need to talk to me about?”

“Well, look at her,” Nicole said, nodding in my direction. “She just got up after a long night, and she’s still absolutely gorgeous.”

“Come on, stop it” I said, looking down at my coffee mug to avoid looking at them. Because Tom was looking at me now, and I was painfully conscious of what Nicole had told me about the way he felt about me.

“Well yeah, she is,” Tom agreed. “That’s not really news, though, is it? You look great, Jess.”

“Thank you,” I said quietly.

“No, it’s not news,” Nicole said. “But sometimes it just really hits me, you know? Jonathan’s a lucky guy.”

“Yeah, he is,” Tom said carefully. “But so am I.”

His eyes moved from his wife to me, and I couldn’t miss the way they danced over my body. Certainly, my sweater felt extra tight, my skirt shorter than it had when I put it on. I felt exposed under his gaze, and not in a bad way. God, what was happening to me? I had never thought about Tom that way before. He was Nicole’s husband, and that was that. But all this talk was doing something strange to me, feeding my ego and, along with it, my desire.

“Why? Is this your way of suggesting a New Year’s three-way?”

I laughed out loud at Tom’s words, and so did Nicole. Playfully, she slapped her hand against his arm.

“You wish,” she said. “No, I’m just saying. Jess, you look really sexy right now.”

“Well, shucks, guys,” I said. “You’re not bad yourselves. If I was in the market for a couple to have some fun with, I know I could do a lot worse than you two.”

We all laughed again. It was safer to keep things light, to keep it all at the level of a joke. Still, the thought was clearly there. I was never going to cheat on my husband, any more than Nicole was going to cheat on hers. But it had never seemed so much fun to think about these things. Lately, everything seemed possible. After all, if I could be the latex-clad dominatrix of my husband’s dreams, what other hidden sides might lay buried inside me? Some of them should probably stay there, but that didn’t mean it was wrong just to think about them.

“Do you want to borrow some clothes?” Nicole said, changing the subject. “Or are you happy doing the walk of shame home? I can lend you something if you want to take a shower.”

“Yeah, actually, that would be great,” I said. Nicole nodded and set down her coffee cup on the counter behind her.

“Come on, let’s find you something,” she said. And I put my own cup down, following her across the kitchen. As I went, I didn’t look back. I wondered if it was all my imagination that made me feel Tom’s eyes watching my body as I went.

Inside the bedroom, Nicole pulled open her closet. We were the same size, and often shared clothes in the past. Going through her closet, she soon found a plain red T-shirt and a pair of black leggings similar to the ones she was wearing. I thanked her as she handed them to me. Now that the shower had been mentioned, the desire to get clean was strong, and with her borrowed clothes in my arms, smelling of fabric softener, I headed straight to the bathroom.

Undressing, I stepped into the shower and let the warm water cascade over my body. I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling. Jonathan, as far as I knew, was still asleep in the bedroom we had used, still sprawled in the bed we had made shake with our sex last night. And I thought about our plan, the strange and wild idea that had occurred to both me and my friend, that I still wasn’t sure if I go through with. I wondered if, even now, Nicole was speaking to her husband about it. I wondered what he would say. What would Jonathan say, if I told him I wanted to play sexy games with another man? Not have sex with him, but play with his attraction to me to feed my own ego? He’d probably be horrified. Then again, I reflected as I helped myself to Nicole’s body wash, there was clearly a lot I didn’t know about what made my husband tick and got him off.

Me and Nicole. Two dominant women sharing one submissive slave, my husband. It was such a wild idea. Such an unbelievable thought, to even be contemplating this, and the more sensible part of my brain told me it was insane, that I should nip this in the bud before things went any further. But that wasn’t the part of me that was in charge. Not since Christmas Eve, really, when I first unwrapped the latex catsuit that gave me such incredible power over my kinky husband.

My hands traveled over my body, and everywhere I touched, I seemed to strike sparks. My body was sore, my boobs and my pussy aching from the mauling Jonathan had given them last night. But it didn’t seem to matter. My desire was unignorable, fueled by all the things we had said and all the ideas buzzing in my brain.

I couldn’t help it. I pressed a hand to my aching pussy, and felt my clit swelling steadily against my palm. Slowly, gently, I rubbed the aching flesh, and my body responded the way I knew it would. Pleasure rose inside me, and as it did, the wild ideas we had just been discussing quickly started to seem more and more desirable. I fantasized freely, imagining what Nicole and I could do to Jonathan when we had him in our power. Imagining what we would wear and how we would look and how it would drive him crazy to be at the mercy of two sexy women like us.

I gasped. I moaned. I was glad of the sound of the running water that helped mask the noises I was making as I masturbated there in my friend’s shower. And as the warm water ran over my body, the juices of my pleasure ran down my legs, and I felt breathless and giddy with ecstasy.

I came right there in the shower. Leaning against the tiled wall, my forearm on the tiles and my forehead on my arm, my eyes closed. My mind full of the strangest images, memory merging with fantasy as I thought of Jonathan on his knees, groveling at my feet. And not just mine. Nicole’s, too. I thought of the look of triumph on her beautiful face as she bossed him around, and my desire exploded in a hot flood of orgasm.

Gasping, I opened my eyes. The water was still running in the shower, everyone else in the house oblivious to what I had been up to. But I knew. I would always know.

Shutting off the water, I stepped out of the shower and began to dry myself off. It really had been a holiday season like no other. And if we went through with what we said, if we followed through on this insane idea, the new year was shaping up to be even more exciting than Christmas had been.



11. Surprising Her Husband

We had it all worked out. Our evil plan that, in the end, was going to bring all of us pleasure unlike any we had ever known before. Jonathan didn’t know a thing. But I knew that what we were intending was going to blow my husband’s kinky little mind. And as nervous as I was about how things were going to go down, as much as I had doubts about how this might affect my relationship with both him and with my best friend, I could hardly wait.

In fact, it was difficult even to keep things to myself. Part of me, a big part, wanted to tell him everything, just to see the look on his face. But I knew that surprise would make things even better. And we needed some lead time. Nicole had more experience than I did of being a sexy dominatrix, but it had been a while. She was out of practice, and she needed the right outfit.

In fact, that was a big part of the fun all by itself.

Jonathan returned to work after the holidays before I did, and that gave us the perfect opportunity to set things in motion. With her outfit secured, she came to my house in the afternoon, and the two of us got ready.

Nicole has never been a particularly shy person, and she has absolutely no reason to be shy around me. When she arrived, carrying a duffel bag that I knew contained her outfits, we went straight upstairs to the bedroom. And without any preamble, without any hesitation, Nicole started peeling off her clothes.

She had come to my place in a T-shirt and jeans, her red hair down around her pretty face, her makeup light. But I knew she wasn’t going to stay dressed down for long. I watched, not necessarily in a lustful way, as she undressed right in front of me. More just fascinated by the process.

She stripped down completely naked, shedding her underwear too. Without trying to but not trying not to either, I noticed how she had neatly trimmed pubic hair, the same natural red as her hair on her head. Her body was amazing. Not just for a woman with three kids, but for any woman anywhere. She still had her curves, still kept her body tight, and although childbirth had inevitably changed the way she looked, if anything, it seemed like it had improved her. She had full breasts with big prominent nipples, and her hips spread out from a narrow little waist, giving her an incredible hourglass figure. Sure, she didn’t have the visible stomach muscles of a younger woman in good shape, but she didn’t need them. Her beautiful body would be the envy of any woman. Looking at her, I felt envious myself, and I don’t even have kids.

With a body like that, no wonder she had no problem undressing in front of me or anyone else.

And once she was naked, she didn’t waste any time. She had put her bag down on the bed, and now she walked toward it, her full breasts hanging down from her chest as she unzipped it and reached inside. She pulled out something black that gleamed in the light. Latex, of course. I was hardly surprised; after all, we both knew that was what got my husband going. And thanks to his Christmas gift, I knew just how it felt to be wrapped in that shiny fabric, to have every curve on display, to feel both covered up and somehow more exposed than I did when fully naked. It was a material unlike anything else I had ever worn, but you couldn’t argue with the results. And I didn’t question why Nicole was planning to wear it.

“You’ve got lube, right?” she said, turning her head toward me.

“Tons of it,” I said. Stepping toward my bedside table, I pulled out the industrial-sized bottle I had recently bought. If wearing latex was going to be a big part of my life from now on, so was adequate lubrication.

As Nicole held up the garment she had brought, I saw that it wasn’t a catsuit like the one Jonathan got me for Christmas. It was a dress. A very short dress that looked absolutely tiny in her hands. Already, I could see how sexy her outfit was going to be, and a faint tremor raced through me at the thought of what it would do to my husband to see her dressed up in that. After all, it was already doing something interesting to me.

Nicole held out her hand, and I squeezed some lube into it. She reached inside the dress, running her hand over the rubber fabric. Her movements were quick, thorough, businesslike. As she looked down at the dress in her hands, I looked at her face. Maybe we wouldn’t be here at all if it wasn’t for her encouragement. But now, here we were, and if she was even a little bit as excited as I was, she wasn’t showing it yet.

Once she had the dress lubricated, she started on herself. She smeared lubrication over her stomach, her skin shining in the light, and I, the bottle still in my hand, stepped forward.

“Let me give you a hand,” I said softly.

Nicole smiled, but that was all. She didn’t say anything. Certainly, she didn’t protest. I squirted some lube onto my hand, then some more onto hers, and together, we began applying it to her skin, from her shoulders to her thighs.

Nicole is gorgeous. And more than that, she’s unbelievably sexy. That doesn’t mean I want to fuck her. That wasn’t what made me want to touch her in that moment; at least, I don’t think it was. But truthfully, I don’t know why I did what I did. I just know that it felt right at the time, and that was the basis we were working on. What we were doing was insane by any metric, and the only way to deal with that was to tell ourselves that as long as it felt good, we should do it. Follow our wildest impulses wherever they led and enjoy the ride.

So that was what I did. I tried not to question myself, tried not to doubt, and instead just went with what felt right in the moment.

And as my lubricated hand slid over Nicole’s shoulders, over her breasts, down over her stomach toward her hips and thighs, I couldn’t deny just how right this all felt. And yes, deliciously wrong, too, at the same time. That, of course, was all part of the fun.

And I will say this: it had an effect on me. Touching her like that, feeling the soft warmth of her skin against mine, letting my hands slide wetly over every curve of her body – well, it got me going. It’s not that I wanted to fuck her, exactly. But I definitely did want to fuck. And the more I touched her, the more she made soft sounds of pleasure in the back of her throat as we made her body shine in the bedroom light, the stronger that impulse grew.

I was almost dizzy when our job was finally complete. I stepped back, admiring the way the light bounced off Nicole’s lubricated curves, and she smiled indulgently at me, as if she was doing me a favor. Then, she picked up the dress. I stepped close to her again, and together, we wrestled it onto her body, the black latex stretching as it warmed under our slippery hands.

It wasn’t easy. A little easier than a full catsuit, I suppose, just because it covered less of her. But it wasn’t a big difference. And as we pulled the dress over her body, the latex sliding over every curve, I could see more fully just what a sexy little number it was. The dress clung to Nicole’s shoulders with thin straps, the deep neckline showing off incredible cleavage as the tight rubber pushed her boobs high on her chest. There was some kind of boning built into the dress, almost like a corset, an impression enhanced by the laces that ran up the back to pull the already tight fabric even tighter. The skirt, meanwhile, barely made it to the middle of her thighs. It squeezed her legs together and exaggerated her feminine form beautifully, and by the time we had the dress all the way on, I was almost as breathless as she was.

“Lace me up?”

“Of course,” I said with a smile. Stepping around behind my friend, I pulled on the thick black laces of her dress, pulling it even tighter around her body, watching it sculpt her figure into something unbelievably desirable.

When I was done, I tied the laces off in a bow. Nicole breathed slowly, pressing two hands to her stomach. Then, she moved toward the bag and reached inside. Again, I wasn’t exactly surprised when she produced a pair of long, gleaming black patent leather boots with wicked high heels. I mean, what else can you possibly wear with a dress like that?

“Rookie error,” Nicole said with a smile. “I should have put these on before you laced up my dress.”

“I’ve got it,” I said, taking the boots from her hands. Nicole’s grin never faltered as she sat down on the edge of my bed and I kneeled on the floor at her feet, sliding the long boots up over her legs, past her knees, pulling up the zippers until the leather clung to her thighs almost as tightly as her dress did.

It was interesting, kneeling there at her feet. I’ll say that. A jolt of lust radiated inside me as I thought that this was probably very similar to the view that my husband would be getting later. Kneeling at Nicole’s feet like the humble slave we were planning to make him into. Between her rounded thighs, the darkness under her dress was the only thing that hid her pussy from view. I knew she wasn’t wearing any underwear. And I trembled, just a little, at the thought of this outrageous provocation, and how, just a couple of weeks ago, I would have been completely against this wild idea.

“Enjoying the view?” Nicole teased.

I shook my head, as if to clear it.

“Just thinking about what Jonathan’s going to make of all this.”

Nicole laughed, a deep laugh that seemed to bubble out of her throat.

“We’re going to blow his mind,” she said, without a single trace of doubt in her voice. I envied her self-confidence just as I envied her looks. But part of me knew she was right. We were going to make my husband’s darkest sexual dreams come true, and he didn’t even know what was waiting for him at home.

“Time to get you dressed, babe,” Nicole said. And I nodded, not saying a word for now. I knew the effect getting dressed up in the outfit Jonathan had bought me for Christmas had on me, and I was looking forward to it.

I stepped toward my closet, and as I went, I feel Nicole’s eyes on me. For now, she stayed where she was, sitting on the edge of the bed, watching. I had everything arranged. My catsuit, my corset, my own gleaming red boots. The whole sexy fetish costume that gave me this incredible power over the man I loved.

I carried the items across the room, setting them down on the bed next to my friend. And then, with no more ceremony than she had, I began to undress. My cheeks burned as I felt her eyes watching me, but again, there was no need to be shy. And as I removed all my clothing, standing there in front of her naked, Nicole shook her head.

“You’re so gorgeous, Jess” she said. “I miss having a body like that.”

“Are you serious?” I said. “I’d kill to look more like you.”

Slowly, Nicole rose from the bed. Her boots creaked as she stepped toward me, scooping up the bottle of lube on the bed. She squirted some onto her hands, and without saying a word, began to apply it to my skin. And I let her. Just as she had let me. And again, the contact between us was electric, the feel of her hands sliding over my body making me tremble with lust.

She took her time. She was thorough. Having her lubricate me was so different from having Jonathan do it, but in the end, the result was more or less the same. Her hands moved over my breasts, over my thighs, over every inch of me, and I felt myself becoming more breathless by the minute. As thrilling as it had been to run my hands over her incredible body, it was even better now, having her touching me. From the way her eyes glowed brightly, I see that it was exciting my friend, too.

Then, I struggled my way into the catsuit, with Nicole’s help. Once she had it zipped up tight, I reached into my bedside table and produced the shining spray. We sprayed each other down, making our latex outfits shine and gleam like polished glass, giggling like a couple of girls as we did it. I don’t know about her, but I know what it did to me, how it got me going, how it turned me on. And from the look on her face, I suspected she felt the same way.

Nicole assisted me in putting on my red thigh boots and help me wrap the corset around my stomach. She tightened the laces and tied them off just as I had done for her. When she was finished, the two of us stood in front of the bedroom mirror. The sight in front of me almost took my breath away.

I loved the way I looked in that outfit. I loved looking in the mirror and seeing myself transformed into a sexy mistress, ready to make Jonathan grovel at my feet. But somehow, having Nicole standing beside me amplified that feeling of power and sex appeal. As if standing next to a beautiful goddess like her made me somehow sexier too. Smiling, Nicole wrapped an arm around my narrow waist, pulling me closer to her, and our latex outfits squealed as our hips rubbed against each other. We were going to blow my husband’s mind, just like she said we would. Whatever doubts I might have had about that were rapidly disappearing as I looked at the two of us all dressed up as we were.

“I need to do my makeup,” Nicole said, reaching into her bag for a small makeup case she had brought with her.

“Yeah, me too.”

And the sound of our high heels echoed each other as we stepped out of the bedroom, heading to the bathroom, confronting again the sight of two unbelievably sexy latex mistresses in the mirror there. Leaning over the sink, Nicole began to work on her makeup, and I did the same.

This wasn’t a day for subtlety. This was a day to go all out. And in the mirror, I could see Nicole had the same idea as me. She made her eyelashes thick and dark with mascara, then anointed her eyelids with dark powder that made the bright blue of her eyes shine. She went with a dark red lipstick color of right cherries. Press backspace, while I went with a more strident shade of fire engine red. And as we did our makeup, we talked about the night ahead.

“So what are we going to do with our little slave boy?”

Nicole kept her eyes on her own face in the mirror as she replied.

“Well, I haven’t scripted the whole thing out or anything,” she said. “But I think I know how we should start.”

“Yeah? I’m all ears.”

“Well, I think you should greet him when he comes in. Don’t tell him I’m here. He’ll know the minute he sees you it’s play time. Get him turned on. Like, as turned on as you can. Then tell him what you want.”

“What do I want from him?”

Nicole smiled at the mirror as she carefully outlined the edges of her lips.

“Since he likes to see us all dressed up, I thought it was only fair that he should have to wear something special too,” Nicole said. “I brought something in my bag. Get him to take off all his clothes, put on his outfit, and cuff his hands behind his back.”

“I like where this is going so far.”

I really did. Getting dressed up like this was enough of a turn-on by itself, and between my thighs, I could feel my pussy getting damper by the second. This sounded like some kinky made-up story, but it was real. It was what was going to happen. I didn’t worry much any more about Jonathan putting up a fight or protesting what we wanted to do to him. I knew this was what he wanted. What he needed, maybe. And definitely what I wanted from him.

“Once you have him tied up, I’ll join in,” Nicole said. “Should I come downstairs to you, or do you want to bring him up to me?”

I thought about her question for a moment.

“I’ll bring him up to you,” I said. “You just wait up here. I can’t wait to see his face when he sees you.”

“Me too,” Nicole said with a smile, snapping the cap back onto her lipstick and tossing it back into her makeup case.

Both finished, we headed back to the bedroom. Nicole reached into her bag once again, and I watched with curiosity as she pulled out something else. Something pink. As she unfolded it in her hands, I saw a pair of pink latex trunks. There were black laces up the front, and as Nicole turned them over in her hands, I saw the word SLUT written in big black letters on the back of the shorts.

“Oh my God, is that what you want him to wear?”

“Why not?” Nicole grinned. “If he likes latex so much, let him wear some of it. It’ll be fun to see him prancing around in these. And totally humiliating for him, of course.”

She was right about that. I bit my lip as I imagined my husband dressed in such a ridiculous outfit. And, seeing the glint of metal in Nicole’s bag, I reached inside and took out a pair of handcuffs.

Just then, I heard the sound of Johnathan’s car outside.

“Wait here,” I said, turning to Nicole. “I’ll bring him up soon.”

I grabbed the pink shorts, the handcuffs, the lube. I hurried downstairs as much as I could in my tall high heels, flopping down on the living room sofa and crossing my legs as I stashed the objects in my hands behind me. Seconds later, Jonathan came through the door.

“Hey, babe,” he yelled out.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I waited for him to come around the corner, waiting for him to see me in my fault dominatrix regalia.

And when he did, his face was an absolute picture.

His jaw dropped. His eyes went as wide as saucers, his entire face showing an expression of disbelief. Sure, he had seen me in this outfit before, but that didn’t seem to do anything to lessen the impact it had on him. Standing there in his work clothes, he looked me up and down, his eyes moving over my body as if I were some tasty morsels he wanted to devour. But if anyone was going to be devouring anyone else around here, it was me. I felt again that jolt like electricity racing through my body, spreading out from between my legs, just at the thought of what was going to happen next.

“Hi, slave,” I said with a smirk, swinging my raised foot with irrepressible excitement. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

“I see that,” Jonathan said, a goofy smile spreading across his handsome face. He stepped toward me, already eager, his hands reaching out for the body my latex catsuit displayed. But I straightened my knee, pointing the high heel of my red boot at him like a weapon.

“Are you ready to serve me?”

Jonathan knew the rules.

“Yes… Lady Jessica.”

I squeezed my thighs together as he spoke the words, so unbelievably turned on by his ready submission.

“Good boy. You know the rules, don’t you? You need to be on your absolute best behavior and do everything your Lady says if you want to have sex with me tonight.”

“Yes, my Lady.”

Just that simple. Just that easy. Just that quick, to bring the man I loved to his knees, both metaphorically and literally.

“Good. That’s what I like to hear. Now, get those clothes off. Let me see how badly you want your mistress.”

Jonathan didn’t hesitate. I noticed his hands were trembling slightly as I fiddled with the buttons of his shirt, and it gave me such a thrill to know the effect I was having on him. He pulled his shirt off, letting it fall to the floor carelessly. Kicking off his shoes, he began unfastening his belt. All the while, I just sat there, watching him, with that same satisfied smirk on my face. Letting him know who was in control. Letting him know who he served. Even though part of me wanted nothing more than to jump on top of him and ride his cock right there, I knew it would be even better if I showed just a little restraint.

Jonathan’s cock sprang out, already hard from just looking at me, as he pushed down his pants and his boxer shorts in one swift motion. They fell to the floor, and he stepped out of them, completely naked and rock hard for me. I raised my hand, crooking my finger, summoning him to my side.

“Come here,” I said softly.

Eagerly, Jonathan stepped forward, his rigid cock swaying from side to side with every step he took, an excited grin on his face. And when he stood next to the couch in front of me, I reached behind my back for one of the items I had brought from upstairs. He watched me as I flipped the cap off the bottle of lube and squirted some onto my hand. And he groaned as I reached out and began to rub the viscous fluid over his cock.

“I want you nice and lubed up for me,” I said, smiling up at him.

“Yes, my Lady,” he groaned. His hands reached out toward me, almost like an involuntary reflex, but I stopped him with a look, shaking my head.

“You can’t touch me,” I said. “Not yet. But this body is mine for me to use as I see fit. Got it?”

“Yes, my Lady,” Jonathan groaned, but I didn’t even wait for his response. Instead, I slapped his bare ass loudly with my free hand, and he jumped a little on the spot. Then, I rubbed lube over his buttocks, his upper thighs, between his legs, and most of all over his cock and balls. In no time at all, he was a quivering, panting mess, desperate for more of the pleasure I was giving him, his manhood shining right in front of me.

“In fact, we both know you can’t be trusted to keep your hands to yourself, so let’s deal with that right now, shall we?” I said. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

As I spoke, I pulled out the pair of handcuffs from behind me. Jonathan’s dark eyes noticed them, and his cock twitched in response. And even though I hadn’t expected any resistance, it still filled me with joy to see him do as he was told. He turned his back on me, his hands clenched into fists behind his back, his wrists crossed. I snapped the handcuffs on, my husband handing himself over to me and desperate to be under my control.

“That’s better,” I said, as Jonathan turned to face me again. “We can’t have you forgetting your place, can we? In fact, that’s why I got you something else. I mean, we both know how much you love seeing me all dressed up. So there’s no reason you can’t get in on the fun. Here. Let’s put these on you.”

Reaching behind me for the last time, I pulled out the pink latex shorts Nicole had bought. Jonathan’s eyes widened even more as he saw them.

“What’s that, my Lady?”

“Just a little uniform for my little slave,” I said, sliding toward the edge of the sofa and holding the shorts out between both hands. “Come on. Put them on.”

Jonathan hesitated for a second or two. But in the end, we both knew he couldn’t hold out. I had made him do worse things than this. So he stepped into the shorts, and I pulled them up his legs, wrestling them into position. They slid over the lube I had applied to his ass, and he groaned as I took hold of his stiff cock, forcing it inside. There wasn’t much room, but I didn’t care about that. Stuffing his manhood under the fabric, I started to pull up the laces on the front of the trunks, making them even tighter.

“Lady Jessica, they’re too small.”

“Shut up. No they’re not. I want you feeling constricted in them. Look at that. I can totally see the outline of your cock through the fabric.”

Giggling, I tied the laces in a little bow under his navel. Then, reaching around behind him, I smacked his ass again, this time through the thin latex that covered it.

“Maybe you have a point, you little pervert,” I said as I rubbed the cheek I had just slapped. “Latex is kind of sexy. Look, it says slut in big black letters on the back of these trunks. Because that’s what you are, isn’t it? Just a horny, kinky, perverted little slut who’s desperate for me to play with him.”

“On my God, yes, my Lady,” Jonathan moaned, his eyes half-closed with desire. His cock was squashed into the latex trunks, and it pleased me to see it that way, curled up against his body and looking deeply uncomfortable and unquestionably aroused.

I rose to my feet.

“Okay, slave, let’s go upstairs,” I said, taking hold of my husband’s bound arm. “Remember, you need to do exactly as you’re told for the rest of the night if you want to cum. Got it?”

“Yes, my Lady.”

He didn’t. He couldn’t possibly know what was waiting for him upstairs. But that was okay. That was for me and Nicole to know, and my poor, submissive, incredibly lucky husband to find out.



12. Humiliating Her Husband

My heart was racing as I led Jonathan up the stairs. He didn’t know what he was getting into, but I did. And that knowledge burned inside me like some secret flame, making me practically tremble with excitement as I waited to see what was coming.

Nicole had said she had no detailed plan of what was going to happen, but what she had already introduced to our games was exciting enough. Jonathan looked faintly ridiculous all dressed up in his little pink trunks, but that was the point. That, and maybe some little rule on Nicole’s behalf about playing with him naked.

She had one worry that I didn’t. She still had her husband at home that she was trying to be faithful to, so there was a limit to how far she could go with Jonathan. That wasn’t the case for me. I could do whatever I wanted with him. And that fact sent a feeling of power surging through me, lighting me up with pure desire.

There was no sound from the bedroom as I pushed open the door. Nicole was waiting in silence, just as we had agreed. I stepped out of the way so that Jonathan could see, focusing on his face at the same time to see his reaction.

It was a picture. Shock and disbelief showed unignorably on his handsome features, his eyes going wide at the sight of sexy Nicole in her unbelievably provocative outfit. And she grinned wolfishly at him, the perfect dominatrix, always in control, always in charge.

“Hi, slave boy,” she said. “Jess tells me you like to be bossed around by women. And we all know how you feel about latex, don’t we, you little pervert? What do you think of my dress?

Jonathan was literally open-mouthed as he stared at Nicole. It was hard not to laugh out loud as I watched him struggle with his feelings. Not that my own were that much clearer. He was looking at my best friend with obvious lust in his eyes, and I probably should have been jealous. Maybe part of me was. But that part was overwhelmed by the part of me that was so unbelievably turned on by all this. The part of me that wanted nothing more than to see him desperate and horny and in our power. The turn-on was unbelievable. I had known it would be exciting to team up with Nicole the moment she had suggested it, but no matter how much I thought about it beforehand, I wasn’t ready for just how unbelievably thrilling it truly was. It felt like we could do anything. My poor husband had no chance at all.

“Tell her, honey,” I said softly, trying to jolt my husband out of what looked like some kind of mute seizure of indecision. “Tell her how beautiful she looks.”

“You do,” Jonathan said, then cleared his throat. “You look beautiful, Nicci.”

Nicole blinked, once.

“I’m sorry, who do you think you’re talking to?” she said.

Her voice was quiet, but something in her icy calm made me nervous. And I wasn’t the one who was tied up. Jonathan looked helplessly at me, and I smiled at him. I still hadn’t really been able to come to terms with the fact that I loved my husband so much, and yet I got such a kick out of being mean to him, of seeing him confused and nervous and out of his element. It was a strange thing to realize at any time of life, but I was convinced that late was better than never. After all, I was having so much fun already, and the night had only just begun.

“You will address me properly,” Nicole said, and Jonathan gulped again, finally seeing what she was getting at.

“Sorry… Lady Nicole.”

I couldn’t know how it made her feel to be called that by my husband, but I could guess. Even for me, watching vicariously, it was a wild thrill to watch him submit like that, to basically admit that he was beneath us, some lowly servant that we had every right to boss around and bully. As I knew from experience, just putting the latex catsuit on was enough to get me going, but now, I could feel my desire growing rapidly until it felt like it was ready to burst out of me. Nicole looked so powerful and sexy standing there in our bedroom, striking a pose in her skintight latex dress. I hoped I looked even half as sexy and dominant and in control as she was.

“That’s better,” Nicole said, allowing a slight grin to show on her pretty face now.

And the heels of her boots thumped on the floor as she strode across the bedroom, walking toward me and my husband. Finally, she stood close enough in front of us that I could smell the perfume rising from her body, combining with the smell of the provocative rubber outfit she wore, all of it part of her sensual charm. For whatever reason, it turned me on to know that my husband was attracted to my friend, but at times like this, I found myself hoping he wasn’t too attracted. After all, I still wanted to be the main source of his desire and his sexual pleasure.

“Look at him, packed into those little shorts,” Nicole said as she turned to me. “Looks like he’s enjoying this. A lot.”

And her blue eyes dropped unmistakably toward the obvious bulge of his cock in the humiliating pink shorts he was wearing. I looked down too, feeling another strange little thrill at the knowledge that my friend was looking at my husband’s cock. And Jonathan looked down with a kind of despair, his deep humiliation written all over his face, his arousal every bit as obvious as Nicole said it was. In the end, I knew, that was what mattered. As long as this game turned him on, we could get away with whatever we wanted.

“Yeah, he clearly is,” I giggled. And then, seized by this mischievous impulse, I reached out and placed my hand on my husband’s cock, feeling its rigid shape through the clinging latex of the shorts he was wearing. Jonathan groaned desperately as I ran my hand over his manhood, keeping him helplessly imprisoned by his own desire. With his hands cuffed behind his back, there was absolutely nothing he could do to stop me, and I could hardly believe how good it felt to know that.

Meanwhile, Nicole watched it all, those bright blue eyes taking in everything, missing nothing.

“I think I need to hear it from him,” Nicole said, looking my husband up and down with an expression of disdain on her face. “I think your boy toy here needs to demonstrate that he understands he now belongs to two superior women. Get on your knees, slut.”

I almost gasped to hear my friend talk that way. Even though I knew that was exactly the game we were playing. To mock and humiliate my husband, to dismantle his male ego, was the whole fun of the game. But it was still shocking to hear her talk that way, when they had always got along so well. But I knew myself what it was like when you put on an outfit like this, when you started playing these games. You become a different person. Maybe you have to. Maybe that the only way to square the disconnect between the way we really were in our daily lives and who we wanted to be at that moment.

Jonathan didn’t turn to look at me, not exactly. I felt more than I saw his eyes swivel in my direction, just for a minute. But if he was looking for help from me or a way out of his humiliating predicament, he was looking in the exact wrong place. This was all so crazy, so completely out of line, but it was turning me on so much. I wasn’t going to save him. I wasn’t going to say no to any of this.

Neither, it seemed, was he.

Without saying a word, Jonathan sank to his knees in our bedroom. Not for the first time. Over the Christmas period, we had played so many kinky games in the same room, but it was even more outrageous to have Nicole there, watching it all. Taking it all in with those pretty blue eyes of hers, that look of visible joy on her face as another man submitted to her dominant charms.

She had told me she had missed this, and I could see by the expression on her face that if anything, that was underselling it. In my own limited way, I kind of understood. I had only just discovered these games myself, but already, the thought of doing without them in the future was deeply unwelcome to me. I loved the fact that Jonathan enjoyed this, that it turned him on as much as it did. Because as difficult as my skintight latex catsuit could be to put on, I couldn’t imagine taking it off permanently.

Jonathan kneeled on the floor at our feet, his movements made a little awkward by having his hands tied behind him. But neither of us made the slightest move to help him out. That was his problem. And when he was finally kneeling on the floor, gazing up at us with a look of unadulterated desire on his face, it only made us both feel more powerful, and therefore more sadistic.

“Good,” Nicole said, her latex dress creaking as she stood with her hands on her hips practically gloating over my husband. “That’s where men like you belong. Kneeling at the feet of superior women. Don’t you agree, slut?”

Clearly, Nicole was determined not to make anything easy on Jonathan, not to give him a moment’s respite from submitting to us. But she seemed to know exactly what she was doing. The look on my husband’s face was absolutely priceless as he gave in to my sexy friend once again.

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

“So obedient,” Nicole smirked down at him. “As you should be. After all, the only way you’re getting any pussy tonight is to do exactly as you’re told.”

Again, I had to make an effort not to gasp. Of course, that was the subtext in everything we were doing, the not-so-hidden secret that made my husband obey. Hearing her say it, my friend talking so brazenly in the bedroom that until then had been the scene of sexy games only between the two of us, was another little thrill of strangeness and excitement.

“Now, you’re going to show us just how obedient you can be, and just how willing you are to serve your superiors,” Nicole said. As she spoke, she stepped back toward the bed, her tight latex dress creaked again as she moved, sitting down on the edge of the mattress. The way she was talking and acting, you’d think it was her bedroom we were playing in, not ours. But I was more than happy to let her take the lead. After all, she was just so good at it.

“You’re going to lick my boots, slut,” Nicole said, as Jonathan’s eyes went wide in shock and humiliation once again. “You’re going to grovel at our feet and worship us like the goddesses we are.”

It was shocking, of course, what she was saying. After all, it was meant to be. But at the same time, I didn’t even try to deny how exciting it was.

Jonathan looked at Nicole in shock, and then turned that shocked expression on me. But he still didn’t say anything. It was like he had forgotten how to, like he couldn’t possibly find the right words. Of course, I couldn’t blame him for that. Nothing in our lives up to that point had prepared any of us for the situation we now found ourselves in. Of course, that was part of the excitement, the whole thrill of the experience. And if Jonathan had any illusions that I was going to help him out of his embarrassing little predicament just because I loved him, he was sorely mistaken about that.

“Good idea,” I said. Stepping away from my shocked husband, I sat down on the bed next to Nicole. The latex of our outfits squeaked faintly as our hips pressed together, our shining boots next to one another, Jonathan’s degrading task in front of him. He stared up at us, and the look of pleading humiliation mixed with unquestionable desire on his face made me feel momentarily weak at the knees.

His cock was still throbbing desperately in those humiliating pink trunks Nicole had had me make him wear, the clear sign of the desperate lust he was a slave to. Trying to mimic Nicole’s confidence and poise, I silently waited, as if I didn’t doubt for a minute that Jonathan would do as he was told.

He did. In the end.

My submissive husband inched forward on his knees, his face red with pure embarrassment, and both Nicole and I watched him approach. Together, practically arm in arm, we watched him bow down in front of us, the muscles in his back showing in the mirror behind him just like they had before when it was just the two of us in this room together. Now that Jonathan had his face turned to the floor, his attention focused on our feet, I could afford to look directly at Nicole, shaking my head in disbelief at everything that was happening. She just smiled back at me, maintaining that coolness, that calm, like everything that was going on was exactly what she expected and nothing new to her. Maybe it wasn’t. It might have been a while since Nicole last dominated a man, but she clearly knew exactly what she was about. No doubt in her mind, no hesitation in her heart, as she set about turning my husband into the lowly slave we both knew he loved to be.

“Did you ever imagine,” Nicole said with a giggle in her voice, “that one day your husband would be kissing my feet?”

“No, honestly,” I said. “But I wonder if he did.”

As so often at times like this, I didn’t really know where the words and the ideas came from. The suit was doing its usual trick of turning me into a different person, someone bolder and sexier and cooler than I usually was. In the silence that followed my words, I wondered if I had managed to impress even Nicole with this latest idea. And as the movement of Jonathan’s lips on my friend’s boots paused, I knew that if nothing else, I had got to him.

“Oooo, that’s a good question,” Nicole smirked. And her latex dress creaked, her big boobs straining against the rubber fabric as she leaned forward. Reaching down, she cupped Jonathan’s chin in her hand, tilting his face up so that he had no choice but to look her right in the eye as she spoke.

“Tell me, slave, and tell me the truth,” she said slowly and firmly as she looked down at him. “We’ll know if you’re lying. Have you ever fantasized about me while jerking off?”

I didn’t even try not to gasp at her words. True, I had set this whole idea in motion. I was the one who had opened this particular door. That didn’t make it any less shocking to hear my friend so blithely walk through it. Jonathan seemed to sense danger, looking from Nicole to me and back again, unsure of what the right answer would be. Honestly, so was I. Part of me didn’t want to think of my husband desiring anyone but me, even though I knew how unrealistic that was. I knew, of course, that he watched porn, and we had investigated his tastes in that right in that very room. Still, to think of him thinking of Nicole in that way was something I had no idea how to handle.

And yet, there was that same thrill of magic, something sexy about it, too. After all, from the look on his face and the obvious erection in the skintight shorts he was wearing, I could clearly see that he was turned on by Nicole right now. That didn’t bother me. It excited me. So why should it matter if he had thought about her in the past? For some reason I wasn’t sure I would ever be able to fathom, it sounded hot to me.

Jonathan paused a little longer still before answering, but we all knew that no one was coming to save him. Nicole seemed willing to wait for as long as it took, and for that matter, so was I. In the end, he had no choice but to answer.

“Yes, Lady Nicole,” he said in a strangled voice. And I pressed both hands to my mouth to keep myself from laughing at his shameful admission while his cheeks turned bright red.

“I bet you have, you naughty little slut,” Nicole said, leaning on the insulting word as if she liked the way it felt in her mouth. “And what did you imagine me doing to you? Did you imagine me bossing you around and dominating you like this?”

Jonathan paused again, but there was no point putting off the inevitable, and he could see that.

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

Nicole’s dominatrix façade cracked only a little as she glanced at me, just for a moment, before turning her shining eyes back to my captive husband again.

“Oh, you are a naughty little slut, aren’t you?” She said. “So I guess we’re making your fantasies come true right now, aren’t we?”

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

Jonathan’s tone sounded almost resigned now, as if he was realizing the predicament he was in and how impossible it was for him to resist us. Nicole, specifically. We had never talked about things like this, not being as open with each other as Nicole clearly was with her own husband. I found myself regretting that now as I sat on the bed above him, practically drunk with my own sense of sexual power. But the truth was coming out into the light now, and that was all that mattered.

“Then you should count yourself lucky,” Nicole said heartily. “It’s a privilege for a slutty little slave boy like you to serve mistresses like us, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

She was still holding Jonathan’s chin in her hand, and his eyes were practically rolling in his head in a kind of ecstasy of submission. It was clear by now that he would say just about anything, willing to do whatever it took to please us. Desperate for the bodies our latex outfits so beautifully displayed and unable to put up even the slightest resistance to me or to my friend.

It was fucking hot. It was so unbelievably hot, I could hardly stand it. My body was on fire with passion, and if Jonathan’s arousal was more visible than mine with his coiled cock pressing hard against the laced-up front of his pink shorts, it was no more powerful. I was riding that wave of pleasure and lust, my body now crying out for relief in the tight wrapper of the latex catsuit, and as I watched my husband kneeling helpless in front of us, I could feel wetness spreading between my legs.

All of this was outrageous, of course. All of this was completely unbelievable. All of this was something I would never in my life have imagined happening to me or to my husband, bringing excitement like this into our average little suburban life. But now it was happening, and as I had observed before, when you get turned on enough, even the most outrageous ideas start to seem okay.

I’m open with Nicole about a lot of things. But even intimate friendship has its boundaries. But I couldn’t help it. I was about to cross those boundaries, and I was so turned on by everything that had happened so far, I didn’t even care. Already, I was rubbing my thighs together, increasing the pressure on my streaming pussy. Already, with me hardly noticing, my hand crept downwards to rub my sex through the thin latex that covered it. I needed an orgasm, right there, right then, and I no longer had it in me to care even a little how it happened or who saw it.

As I unzipped the zipper between my legs, Jonathan’s eyes snapped toward me. I smiled at him as I pulled the zipper down between my legs, revealing my naked pussy underneath. And Nicole saw what I was doing, and she just smiled too, an indulgent smile that seemed to say that whatever we did tonight was okay, as long as it made us feel good.

“Get over here, slut,” I growled, trying to be just as dominant and exciting as my friend was. And from the look on my husband’s face, it seemed I was succeeding. Nicole released her grip on his chin, and Jonathan shuffled toward me on his knees, drawn toward my wet pussy like a moth to a flame.

I spread my legs. As Jonathan approached, I swung one leg up over his shoulder, the smooth latex sliding easily over his skin as I draped my boot over his back. He lowered his mouth down to my wet slit, and I moaned at the feel of his lips and tongue teasing me, sliding over the sensitive flesh, seeking out the swollen nub of my clitoris.

And all with my best friend sitting right beside us, close enough to touch, watching everything.

I closed my eyes for a moment as pleasure overwhelmed me, but quickly opened them again. I wanted to see. I wanted to see everything, to not miss a moment of this unbelievable spectacle. Jonathan’s head was down, his face buried between my thighs, licking me with enthusiasm, and with every movement of his tongue, I felt fresh pleasure swell inside me. But it wasn’t enough. It was never enough. I was riding a roller coaster to the stars now, tightening every muscle of my body as I gripped the bed sheets underneath me and wrapped my leg tighter over Jonathan’s back. The heel of my boot rested close to his cuffed hands, and that reminder of his helplessness, of his easy submission, was almost enough to make me cry out in pleasure all by itself. Certainly, the way his tongue was moving over my body was enough to do that. My submissive husband knew exactly what to do, and soon, the bedroom was full of the sound of my sheer bliss.

I didn’t hold anything back. I felt Nicole’s hand on my back, sliding soothingly over the latex as if she was encouraging me to cum. But it wasn’t like I needed encouragement. All I needed was for Jonathan to keep doing what he was doing, to keep using his tongue and lips to get me off like the little sex slave he was.

And that’s exactly what he did.

While Jonathan went down on me, Nicole moved on the bed beside me. At first, I didn’t know what she was doing as she shifted her position, leaning even closer to me. But as I watched, she raised one foot, and I heard Jonathan moan in pure desperation as she rubbed the toe of her boot against his cock, so temptingly stuffed inside his tight little shorts.

I laughed out loud at the thought of my friend teasing him like this, a laugh that quickly turned into another moan of pleasure. And Jonathan moaned in desperate pleasure too, though of a far more teasing kind than mine, as Nicole continued to play with his cock. Just her foot, just the rounded toe of her dominatrix boot, was enough to have him squirming in desire and make him tremble with lust.

And enough, I quickly realized, to make him lick my pussy with even more desperate enthusiasm. My little slave boy was eager to please.

“Oh my God, that feels so good,” I moaned, pressing one hand to the back of Jonathan’s head as if to keep him in place. As if he was trying to get away, when in reality, it was clear from the way he was pleasuring me that there was nowhere he wanted to be at that moment in time more than exactly where he was. “Keep going. Make me cum, slut.”

Again, it wasn’t as if Jonathan needed the encouragement. But my words, along with the irresistible movement of Nicole’s foot against his manhood, were clearly driving my husband crazy. The fire of lust was raging inside me, and I didn’t feel like holding anything back. Truthfully, I couldn’t have even if I wanted to.

Orgasm exploded inside me. My pussy convulsed, and a hot wet flood of my juices poured out over my husband’s face.

I gasped and moaned. I panted and screamed. And in the rush of pleasure that filled me, and the pure excitement of that moment, I couldn’t think of anything but myself and the powerful sensations that shook my body.

But as my climax slowly passed, and I opened my eyes onto the wild scene still playing itself out in our bedroom, I saw something I hadn’t expected. Jonathan was still kneeling between my thighs, and I lifted my boot slowly off his back, sitting back on the bed. He was looking up at me and Nicole with an embarrassed expression on his face, and with my cum shining on his cheeks and chin, that didn’t surprise me. But it wasn’t until Nicole burst out laughing next to me that I realized what had actually happened.

“I think I just made you husband cum in his pants.”

“Oh my God,” I gasped, my voice still thick with wild pleasure. “Is that true, honey?”

The bulge of his manhood was still highly visible in the tight pink shorts, and the latex fabric let nothing out. But his silence was all the answer I needed. And I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t even try. I burst out laughing, laughing along with Nicole at my poor husband’s embarrassing predicament.

“I barely even touched him,” Nicole said. “Just my foot. That was all he needed to get off, the dirty little pervert that he is.”

And even though I had just had a powerful orgasm, my excitement was still vibrating inside me, enough to make me want more of this unbelievable game. Enough to let me stay in character as I sat above my helpless husband wrapped in skintight latex, looking and feeling like an absolute sex goddess.

“What a loser,” I said, looking down at him with a vicious little smile on my face. “Slave boy, what are we going to do with you? I don’t remember giving you permission to cum.”

And Nicole’s laughter was as wicked as my own as Jonathan kneeled at our feet, disgraced, humiliated, and still completely desperate for us.



13. Punishing Her Husband

“We should punish him.”

Nicole’s eyes were shining as she turned her face to me. I smiled back at her.

Pain had never been part of my sexual repertoire, or Jonathan’s either. And even our experiences with kink so far had been more about teasing, humiliation, and tie-up games. But in the end, I knew my friend was right. Part of being a dominant mistress meant doing whatever I wanted with my husband. And if all I did was stuff that he wanted me to do, was I really dominating him at all?

It was crazy to think this way, of course. I knew that. But it was the kind of crazy we all wanted that night, the kind of crazy that was changing our lives right in that very moment. The kind of crazy I knew my husband wanted me to be for him.

“Yeah? How?”

Nicole’s smile only deepened at my question. But she didn’t answer straightaway. Instead, she turned to Jonathan, kneeling on the floor at our feet with a look of utter mortification on his face.

“Stand up, slut,” she ordered.

And Jonathan, completely overcome by her beauty and her dominance at this point, did exactly as he was told.

Nicole leaned forward on the edge of the bed, her breasts once again pressing against the low-cut neckline of her sexy latex dress. She took Jonathan by the arm, pulling him toward her. When he was standing with uncertain expression on his handsome face, Nicole patted her lap with her free hand.

“Get over my knees,” she said, her eyes sparkling wickedly as she spoke. And I spluttered with laughter as Jonathan stood there, cringing in embarrassment, knowing like we all did where this was going.

“Oh my God, this is going to be hilarious,” I said, not even trying to control the laughter that made my shoulders shake and my chest heave. “Go on, do it, slut. I believe Lady Nicole gave you an order?”

Jonathan looked at me, and for a moment, his mouth opened, as if he was about to speak. I waited. Nervousness and excitement were bubbling inside me again, and my pussy, still wet from my recent orgasm, was just as on fire with lust as ever. But had I pushed him too far? Was this the point when my patient husband finally drew a line in the sand and refused to do what we wanted?

If he did, I would be disappointed. After all, things just kept getting more interesting and more exciting all the time. But if Jonathan had had enough, if he wanted to walk away from something this thrilling, that was his choice.

But he didn’t.

As he often did at moments like this, my husband paused. But in the end, he did what he was told. His body moved almost as if by its own accord, as if he didn’t even think about what he was doing, or couldn’t stop himself even if he wanted to. He shuffled forward, bending over Nicole’s lap, and the bed creaked under the added weight as she sat back, him lying on top of her. His face was in my lap, and my catsuit was still unzipped, my wet pussy still on display, the juices from him going down on me to the point of orgasm still cooling on my skin. I felt another delightful thrill to have his mouth so close to me again.

Meanwhile, Nicole moved her hand over his muscular ass, over the skintight pink latex that clung to every curve of his body.

“You are a little slut,” she said as her hand moved over the letters printed on the back of his shorts. “Just so desperate and horny for us, and that makes you weak. It means we can do anything we want with you, doesn’t it? It means we own you.”

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

Jonathan’s voice was muffled as he spoke, his chin resting on my thigh. From where he was, I knew he could probably smell my pussy, and I wondered if it was making him hard. That, and the for-now slow and gentle movements of Nicole’s hands over his backside, touching him through the thin latex.

I found myself wondering if this was part of the rules she had established with her husband. Tom was willing to let her play with Jonathan, but she had told me that certain things were outside the lines, even if she hadn’t elaborated on what those were. Maybe that was why she had had him wear clothing while we dominated him, so that she wasn’t touching his bare skin.

Ultimately, I could only guess. And in the end, it didn’t really matter, from my perspective at least. As his wife, I could have Jonathan do whatever I wanted, and that was what mattered most to me.

Nicole raised her hand, then brought it down in a sudden stinging slap on Jonathan’s ass. He grunted as the sound echoed in the air of the bedroom. With his hands cuffed behind him, he couldn’t stop her, couldn’t do a single thing to protect himself. And I saw the way her eyes burned as she spanked him again and again, her open palm rising and falling in a steady rhythm, cracking loudly against his exposed backside.

At first, she didn’t seem to be hurting him much. But as the blows fell one by one, Jonathan started to squirm uncomfortably in her lap. Nicole was relentless. Her face was flushed, her eyes shining, and I noticed as she spanked my husband that she was biting her lip.

This was turning her on. Maybe this was exactly what she had missed by not dominating men, her husband unwilling to put himself through what Jonathan so clearly was. The power and the control, the authority to dish out punishment if she felt like and know that her male slave wanted her too badly to put up any kind of fight. Well, she wasn’t wrong about that. I found it a massive turn-on too.

And what usually happened when I got turned on happened again. Whatever inhibitions I might’ve had left melted away, and I found myself craving more of this kinky game. More power, more control, and more humiliation for my poor husband.

Sliding out from under his head, I moved on the bed. I climbed more fully onto the mattress, turning my back on him draped across Nicole’s lap. I sat back on my knees, arching my back, thrusting my latex-covered ass toward him as I watched over my shoulder. Jonathan stared up at me, his dark eyes glowing, his mouth open, his body rocking slightly to blows Nicole continued to rain down on his backside.

“Kiss my ass while she spanks you,” I ordered.

Nicole laughed as I spoke, but I could hear the naked desire in her laughter at the same time. And Jonathan, blushing with shame, once again did as he was told.

I felt him press his lips against my ass through the thin latex material that covered me like a second skin. It took an effort not to moan in pleasure at the feeling. It was just so humiliating, just so outrageous, and the fact he was doing it on my orders, without so much as a second thought, made me feel like the goddess he wanted me to be.

My hand crept down over my body, reaching between my legs again, and I didn’t even try to stop it. I touched my pussy through the open zipper of my latex catsuit, playing with myself, feeling my incredible wetness from the orgasm my husband had given me. And he kept on showering my ass with kisses as Nicole smacked him, punishing him for his inability to control his orgasm while he went down on me.

It was too hard. Too unbelievably sexy. I shivered as another orgasm approached, my fingers reaching up inside me for that special spot I knew would trigger it. I masturbated right there on the bed, my knees spread, my legs shaking as I teased myself to another orgasm, and Jonathan suffered for our amusement, squirming and aching in Nicole’s lap while she punished him.

“Oh my God,” I groaned as my juices poured down the inside of my shaking thighs.

“He’s hard again,” Nicole said with a little chuckle. “I feel your boner pressing against my leg, slut.”

“Sorry, Lady Nicole.”

“Yeah, you should be sorry,” she said, delivering one more stinging slap to Jonathan’s backside. “Now, have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes, my lady.”

“So you know now that sluts like you don’t get to cum without permission?”

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

“That’s better. Now get back on your knees and lick my boots to thank me for teaching you the error of your ways.”

My gasp of shock turned into a moan of pleasure, the afterglow of my self-made orgasm still moving through me. This time, Jonathan didn’t hesitate. He slid easily off Nicole’s lap and dropped to his knees on the bedroom floor once again. I turned in time to watch him bow down at her feet once again, desperately running his tongue over the gleaming leather of her boots while she smiled at me.

It was insane. Hard to believe it was my husband, the man I loved, down there on the floor groveling at the feet of my sexy friend. But it felt so exciting that I didn’t ponder much how crazy it all was. It was turning us on, all three of us breathing the same air that was alive with sexual tension. Jonathan’s position made it impossible for me to see if he was hard again in his little pink trunks, but I didn’t doubt Nicole’s judgment on that. And I knew by now just how horny it got him to be bossed around and humiliated by us.

“That’s right, get them nice and shiny,” Nicole ordered, tilting her head to one side so that her red hair cascaded down over her shoulder. “I want them absolutely spotless.”

“Yes, Lady Nicole,” Jonathan mumbled between licks.

“You look so ridiculous down there, slut,” I said, just to increase his humiliation. Not that it wasn’t true, of course. He did look completely ridiculous, completely pathetic, completely overcome by our beauty and his desire for our bodies tightly wrapped in the latex he loved. No way he could’ve foreseen this when he bought the latex catsuit for me for Christmas. He had hoped for some kinky sex, but I didn’t believe he had imagined anything like this. I certainly hadn’t.

But here we were. And I sat back on the bed, raising my feet and resting them on Jonathan’s back while he bowed to Nicole, like he was a piece of furniture. It felt so amazing to be in charge like this, so powerful, so sexy. And I was sitting next to my best friend with my pussy wet and completely on display, but I didn’t care anymore. This was working. That was all that mattered. This was the kind of relationship we had now, and it was completely different from anything I would ever have imagined, but I had to acknowledge that it was better, too. No matter what happened, none of us would ever forget this wild scene. None of us would ever forget what we had learned about each other in the intense intimacy of our bedroom. There was no going back. This would always have happened, always be something between us.

And none of us – not even Jonathan, groveling at Nicole’s feet, completely ashamed and completely overcome – wanted anything else.

Once again, I could feel the pressure building. I had already had two orgasms, but my body was primed for another, my excitement giving me no peace as I watched my husband being used by Nicole. It was too hot to bear, and I needed more. I needed release as much as I ever had before, as if the two orgasms I had already had had never even happened, as if I had been waiting for months. That unbelievable horniness swept everything else out of my mind, as if nothing else mattered except pleasure.

“Get up here,” I said, no longer faking the dominant edge in my voice.

Now it was real, the altered persona the tight latex catsuit gave me completely in charge. And the more we bossed Jonathan around, the more easily he bent to our will, the more easy it became to talk to him like this. He really was there to serve us, an object for our pleasure, and that was all I wanted. I loved the man, of course, but in that moment, it was like I didn’t even think of him as my husband, or of myself as his wife. Instead, I was his mistress, his goddess. His owner, as Nicole had said. And I wanted to use my slave boy. Badly.

Jonathan glanced up at Nicole as she sat above him, her tall boots gleaming from his wet tongue. As if he wasn’t sure which of us to obey, fearful of making a wrong move and being punished again. But he rose to his feet, stepping toward me. Now, I could see that his cock was indeed rock hard, pressing against the laces that tied up his little pink shorts so tightly. Reaching out, I took hold of his meat through the latex, and he groaned in desperation, squirming on the spot, helpless with his hands behind his back.

“You’re such a naughty little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Lady Jessica.”

The reply came easily from his lips, his never-particularly-strong resistance completely overcome now. Two horny for words, he stood there in front of me helpless and desperate, and I could feel the desire that raged within him, could feel the way his cock surged to my touch. He was completely mine, completely owned, completely in my power, his body my own possession to use however I saw fit. And I knew exactly what I wanted.

Carefully, I plucked at the neat little bow I had tied in the laces of his shorts, and it came undone in my hands. Jonathan groaned again as I pulled the laces open, then pulled his shorts down, peeling them off his body. His cock sprang out, rock hard, desperate, shining with his cum.

Because as I pulled his shorts further down his legs, letting them drop to the floor, I saw that Nicole was absolutely right. He had cum inside them just from the pure erotic power of worshiping us, shooting his load into the shorts while he ate me out and she teased him with her foot. I gave a mean little laugh to let him know that I had seen his embarrassing condition. And he groaned again as I ran my hand up and down his throbbing cock.

“Get on the bed,” I ordered. “On your back.”

Jonathan stepped past me, climbing awkwardly onto the bed with his cuffed hands making his movements tricky. But he managed it. The mattress bounced underneath him as he flopped down onto it, his cock swaying and lurching in the empty air as I turned to face him. And Nicole turned to face us both, a wide grin on her face, her teeth showing between her painted lips and her eyes sparkling with pure delight.

“I like where this is going,” she said.

“Want to help me use this little slut?”

I could hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth, and the idea behind it was even less believable. I had never imagined sharing Jonathan with anyone, not even my best friend. But now, it seemed like the thing to do. For the wicked dominatrixes we had become, sharing our male slave seemed perfectly appropriate and wildly erotic, and as much as I shocked myself, I knew that if Nicole had said yes, that was exactly what we would’ve done. And my husband’s dirty little fantasy of a three-way with two dominant women would have come true right there and then.

But Nicole, still smiling, slowly shook her head.

“Against the rules,” she said softly. “As tempting as it is. But in some ways, that’s the best part. This horny little slut is never, ever going to get to have sex with me. No matter how badly he wants it.”

I laughed at that, and Nicole chuckled too. Lying on his back on the bed beside us, Jonathan looked up at us with a stricken expression on his face, hardly able to believe what he was hearing. I couldn’t blame him for that.

And now that everything was out in the open, now that we had shared this wild, insane experience, there didn’t seem to be much point being coy. No one had ever seen me have sex before except whatever partner I was with at the time, but this seemed like a night for firsts.

Turning on the bed, I crawled toward Jonathan, climbing on top of him. As I straddled his hips, the round head of his cock pressed against the wet entrance to my pussy, and I smiled down at him as I placed my hands on his chest for balance. Then, reaching down with one hand, I took his cock in my grip again and guided it into my waiting pussy.

It felt amazing. I groaned along with him as his shaft filled me, the wet walls of my vagina slowly parting to let him inside. I felt so wonderfully full as I lowered myself down onto him, spreading my legs a little wider to take him deeper. My best friend sat on the edge of the bed, watching it all with wide eyes, but I kept my attention on my husband for now. Watching the look of ecstasy on his face as he slipped inside me, as I sat on top of him. As I began riding his throbbing cock.

I moved up and down on top of him, and as every movement brought fresh waves of pleasure, I let it all out in an increasing symphony of moans and yells. Jonathan looked up at me, his eyes wide, his face a picture of pure pleasure. And on the bed beside us, Nicole moved.

She clambered up onto her knees, the skirt of her tight dress growing even tighter as she spread her legs, the leather boots my husband had just licked submissively creaking. She was kneeling close to us, and I saw Jonathan glance over in her direction before turning his attention back to me. And all of Nicole’s focus was on us. I watched her, another moan of outrage and disbelief and passion rising from my throat as I watched her reach up under the skirt of her dress. The rubber material slid up over her thighs as she pulled it up, and her eyes closed for a minute, and I knew, beyond any doubt, that my friend was touching herself as she watched me fuck my husband.

Soon, her own pleasure got the better of her. Her moans and yells were not as loud as mine, but they were undoubtedly there, forming a counterpoint to my own and Jonathan’s. The three of us, all absorbed in sexual pleasure, our bedroom vibrating with three voices in the midst of sex in a way it never had before.

Under her dress, Nicole’s hand began to move faster and faster, her mouth open and ringing with her cries of pleasure that matched my own. Her eyes were half closed, but she still kept them trained on us, watching every move we made. And in some way, that only added to my excitement. I rode Jonathan’s cock harder, grinding my hips back-and-forth, arching my back, clawing at his chest with my fingernails as he gasped and groaned underneath me. Once again, I was climbing toward orgasm, and as Nicole moaned and thrashed on the mattress next to me, I knew that she was too.

“Oh my God,” Jonathan groaned underneath me, “my lady… Lady Jessica… I’m going to cum!”

It was music to my ears. Especially after the spanking Nicole had given him for ejaculating without permission. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me, so hard, so powerful, and yet he didn’t dare do the most natural thing in the world unless I gave him permission. It made me hot. It made my pussy clench even tighter around his manhood, made another flood of orgasmic juices wash out of me.

But at the same time, it made me even more cruel.

Leaning forward, I took his nipples in my hands, both of them, and pinched them. Jonathan hissed in pain between his teeth, and beside us, Nicole yelped in pleasure, plunging her fingers inside her own dripping pussy as she savored the sight of me dominating Jonathan.

“Not yet, slut,” I growled. “Not until your mistress does first.”

“Oh fuck,” Nicole gasped next to us, “this is so fucking hot!”

It was. It was the hottest experience of my life, and given everything that had happened over the last couple of weeks, that was saying a hell of a lot. The air in the bedroom seemed like it might burst into flames at any moment with the pure excitement we were all feeling, the pleasure that seemed to swell in the air around us. And then, it came. I came, another outrageous orgasm swelling within me to make me scream and shout, to make me moan and groan and grind myself even harder against Jonathan’s captive body, every nerve in me seeming to light up at once as my pussy clamped down around my husband’s cock.

“Now… You can cum,” I growled at him, my eyes finally closed, my whole body trembling. And Jonathan sighed in relief, moaning as he exploded inside me.

I cried out at the feel of his orgasm deep within me, and barely even noticed that Nicole, next to us on the bed, was having an orgasm of her own. All three of us came more or less together, filling the bedroom with our wild shouts of passion, making the air sing.

Slowly, my orgasm subsided, and I opened my eyes.

Jonathan was looking up at me with a glazed expression on his face, his skin pink and flushed. Nicole sat back on the mattress, her legs together, her tight latex dress shining and displaying those beautiful curves of hers, and her face, for the first time that evening, looking unsure of herself.

And me? I felt suddenly incredibly self-conscious. There I was, all dressed up in my latex dominatrix outfit with my husband’s cock buried inside me, both of us dripping with cum. My best friend Nicole was sitting there right beside us, her face shining with an orgasm of her own. The three of us hadn’t had sex, but we had come incredibly close. As I looked at Nicole and she looked at me, I seemed to see the same doubts and surprise written on her face. As if we had all gotten caught up in the moment and lost sight of our real lives, the pleasure of what we were doing simply too great for us to think things through.

Slowly, I climbed off Jonathan. He lay back on the bed panting, his cuffed hands still trapped underneath him. Still helpless, still at our mercy. But finally, I was sated. I leaned back against the headboard of the bed, taking a moment to catch my breath that the corset I wore made even more shallow than it would normally have been.

“Oh man,” I said after a moment, looking for something to say to break the silence as much as anything else, “that was wild.”

A faint smile showed on Nicole’s face.

“You can say that again,” she said. “I’ve done some kinky things in my time, but that… That was amazing.”

“Yeah,” I said, a grin spreading across my own face. Nicole’s movements now seemed a little stiff as she rose up onto her knees again, shuffling toward Jonathan. Helplessly, he watched her come, his mouth open, just waiting for the next humiliation or pleasure without any control over what happened.

Nicole reached out her hand toward him and ran her fingers over his stubbled cheek.

“You know, Jonathan, you make a really good slave,” she said. “And you’re so lucky to have a sexy mistress like Jessica to serve, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Lady Nicole,” Jonathan said. And he turned his head even more to the side to face her. Nicole chuckled as he kissed the back of her hand, and I gasped quietly, my pussy clenching just a little at the sight.

“You’re so lucky, Jess,” Nicole said as she turned to me. “I just wish Tom would let me do this to him. And speaking of Tom, I need to go. I need to get fucked so bad right now.”

I laughed at that, and Nicole smiled. Crawling to the edge of the bed, she stood, balancing herself on her tall high heels. She picked up her bag and gathered up her street clothes, heading to the bathroom to get changed.

“Sit up,” I told Jonathan quietly.

He did what I asked, the muscles of his stomach showing under the skin as he moved. Swinging my legs off the bed, I grabbed the key to the handcuffs from my bedside table, then circled around the bed to unlock his wrists. He stared up at me, and I smiled down at him, running my fingers through his short hair, then leaning in close to kiss him. He kissed me back, letting me feel every ounce of the passion that had propelled us through this wild scene.

Breaking the kiss, I unzipped my boots and sat on the edge of the bed to peel them off. Jonathan untied my corset, his movements careful and almost tender. I unzipped the latex catsuit all the way, and together, we peeled it off my body. My skin was shining with sweat and cum, and I grabbed a bathrobe from the closet to cover myself just as Nicole, fully dressed now in her street clothes, stepped through the bedroom door again.

“We need to do this again sometime,” she said with a grin.

“Yeah, definitely,” I replied.

Neither of us bothered to even ask Jonathan how he felt about it. Because I already knew that that night, I had made my husband’s kinkiest dreams come true.



14. Nicole’s Wild Idea

Normally, January isn’t the highlight of anybody’s calendar. Normally, it’s a dead time of year, a month you just have to put your head down and get through as best you can.

Not this year, though.

After our little adventure with Nicole, Jonathan seemed even more overwhelmed with desire for me, and even more unable to handle the feelings this all created in him. He couldn’t keep his eyes or his hands off me. And I felt just the same way. Nicole had always been far wilder than me, and sometimes, when she told stories from her past, I felt almost embarrassed of what a vanilla life I had led. But not anymore. I had plenty of sexy stories of my own now, if I ever dared to tell them. Of course, I wouldn’t be telling them to Nicole. After all, she was there the whole time.

As the month past, the latex catsuit made frequent appearances in our bedroom, but even when it didn’t, the sex between me and my husband was electrified by this new thing we knew about each other. It was so sexy to share this secret, to know the things we had done together and would do again in the future. It was impossible to forget the things we had done, and impossible for me to forget how good it had felt to be in charge. I didn’t do it all the time. Not all sex has to be some elaborate pantomime of power and submission. But it was always there, in the background, both of us knowing that anytime we decided to we could take our sex to a whole new level.

It was amazing.

And the month went on, and outside of the bedroom, things returned to normal after the weird unreality of the Christmas season. I went back to work, just like Jonathan already had. Nicole’s kids came back from vacation with their grandparents. The reality is, you can be the sexiest dominatrix in the world, but sooner or later, real life intrudes. And that’s okay. In some weird way, the fact we were real people living real lives, just with this kinky secret, was part of the excitement.

And later in the month, I found myself at Nicole’s house. Just me, this time, the two of us hanging out together like we had been doing since we weren’t much more than kids. Nicole, normally a busy mother, has some time on her hands because Tom was out with the kids, giving her a break. So I went around to her place to watch TV and chat and drink some wine, and for hours, it was as if nothing had changed between us.

But of course, that couldn’t last.

Tom was still out with the kids when Nicole turned to me, almost in the middle of a conversation about something completely unrelated, with a bold grin on her beautiful face. I had surprised myself with how easy it was to forget the things we had done together, the sexual acts that had taken place. Or maybe forget was the wrong word. I didn’t forget, but I was able to talk to my friend as if they had never happened. As if nothing had changed between us. And I was glad of that.

When she turned those shining eyes on me, I knew straightaway that she was thinking of something else now. Something other than the relatively ordinary things we had been talking about. Something darker and kinkier and sexier.

My heart fluttered with excitement just at the thought of it.

“You know, I’ve been talking to Tom. About what happened with us and Jonathan.”

“Yeah?” I said, keeping my voice as impassive as I could. “I’ve been wondering about that.”

I had. Truthfully, it fascinated me, how she squared all this with her husband. I knew she had her rules, and she stuck to them religiously. It was how she was able to do what she did, to play with me and my husband, without considering herself as cheating on her own husband.

Still, I struggled to wrap my head around exactly how it worked. I wondered, sometimes, how Jonathan would react in the same situation. Nicole was always very clear that she wouldn’t have sex with Jonathan, no matter how badly he wanted her. She took such great pleasure in making him want her. In teasing him. And I still remembered her masturbating right in front of us, and if it wasn’t technically sex, it wasn’t exactly a million miles away, either.

But they had their rules to prevent the whole thing from sliding into chaos, and I was undeniably intrigued to know more about them. So I stayed calm and patient, waiting for Nicole to tell me whatever it was she wanted me to hear.

“He’s surprisingly okay with it,” Nicole smirked. “Just as long as we don’t go too far.

“What’s too far?”

“Well, sex with your husband, obviously, which I don’t imagine you would appreciate much either.”

I laughed out loud at that. She was right, of course. No matter how much fun the three of us had had together, I still wanted Jonathan all to myself in that regard.

With that said, though, things weren’t quite so simple. It was crazy to even be thinking this way, I knew. But after Nicole’s performance, I was a lot more open to some wild ideas than I had ever imagined I would be. Dominating my husband, seeing him submit to my friend as well as me, managed to make what was already unbelievably exciting even more thrilling. These games had no business being as sexy as they were, but there was no getting around the fact that playing with Nicole was the most exciting thing we had ever done.

“It’s almost like he doesn’t really want to know all the details,” Nicole went on. “As long as we’re not having actual sex, he’s okay with it. Typical man, really. If there’s not a cock inside me, it’s like it doesn’t count.”

I laughed at that, knowing what she meant. You don’t get into a serious relationship with a man, let alone marry one, without learning at least a little bit about the quirks of their minds and how their desire works. Jonathan had taken me completely by surprise with this kink of his, but now, thanks to both him and Nicole, I was learning a lot. And everything I learned about how this all worked only served to excite me more.

“So he’s willing to let you do anything except that?”

Again, I tried to keep my voice as neutral as I could, trying not to judge. After all, given the turn my own sex life taken, I knew lots of people wouldn’t approve of what I was doing. Maybe even me, a few months earlier. Or maybe disapproval was the wrong word, but I wouldn’t have understood. Maybe I still didn’t. The rules to this game were complicated, and I was still trying to figure them out.

“Maybe not anything,” Nicole said with that same slight smile on her face. “I’m not sure he’d be too keen on your husband eating my pussy, either.”

“Nicole!” I said, acting more shocked than I really felt.

Meanwhile, my friend just laughed, seeing right through the pretense. The two of us had always been close, but we couldn’t help but be closer after what we had done together. It might not be sex by Nicole’s husband’s definition, but it was certainly intimate. And Nicole and I had always been intimate, but this was something else. This was something far more thrilling than just sharing secrets the way we used to.

“Which is a bit of a shame, considering how much fun that looks,” Nicole went on. “You said he’s good at that, right?”

“Yeah, he is.”

My newfound dominatrix skills meant I was reluctant to praise Jonathan’s performance when he was with me, but now that he wasn’t there, I could be more honest. He had always been good at going down on me, but lately, it had only gotten better. Maybe it was enthusiasm. Or knowing that he had no choice but to satisfy me. Being made to do it, bossed around in that way he loved, seemed to bring out the best in him. Lately, he couldn’t get enough of it. And naturally, neither could I.

“Well, I’ve been thinking lately,” Nicole said.

And then, without saying anything more, she paused to take a sip from her wine, adding to the drama of the moment.

I waited, admittedly impatient and a little nervous at the same time. Nicole’s ideas so far had all been good ones, but they were always wild, too. And after everything we had done together, it was hard to imagine how she could possibly take things to an even more outrageous level. But I also knew that if anyone could, it was her.

“I guess having all this kinky fun with your husband has made me think about my sex life with Tom,” she said.

“But you said Tom isn’t really into that kind of stuff.”

“No, he’s not,” Nicole said. “Unfortunately. Then again, neither were you until your husband got you into it.”

It was my turn to take a careful sip of my wine, considering my answer. Nicole was right, of course. I never even really thought about this kind of stuff until Jonathan bought me that latex catsuit for Christmas. Still, I knew that Nicole being Nicole, she had broached the subject with her husband before, and he had presumably been pretty clear about his lack of interest. She might be on dangerous ground here. Then again, weren’t we all?

“I think a lot of it’s about how I introduce it,” she said. “If I show him what he gets out of it, he might be more open to it.”

“What he gets out of it besides being a little slave boy, you mean?” I said with a laugh. And Nicole giggled too.

“Yeah,” she said, “exactly.”

“Well, good luck with that,” I said. “I was lucky that Jonathan was clearly already into this stuff, long before I was. And he was lucky that I wasn’t that against it. It just… Never really occurred to me before. Never really floated my boat. Once I saw how much fun it was, I was sold. But you’ve already tried this with Tom, haven’t you?”

“Yeah,” Nicole said slowly, shifting in her seat. “But I was thinking and – well, I feel like it’s better to show, not tell.”

“Uh oh,” I said, while my friend laughed again. “Sounds like you’ve already got this worked out.”

Nicole laughed, bubbling over with joy at everything that was going through her head.

“Well, kind of,” she said. “But I was thinking, maybe you could help me.”

My stomach fluttered. It wouldn’t be fair to say that this was what I had been afraid of the moment Nicole started talking. I wasn’t afraid. But I was nervous, maybe. And excited, too. Everything was moving so fast, it was almost impossible to keep up. But I didn’t forget for even a moment that part of the reason I was having this great sex with my husband was because of Nicole. Her guidance, and her involvement. And it had been her idea to get involved with me and Jonathan, and that had been the sexiest experience of our lives. As wild as her ideas might be, I couldn’t help being at least a little bit open to them. But at the same time, I had my own life to live, my own relationship to maintain. Playing close to the margins was all part of the thrill of living this life, but I was still scared of going too far. Nicole didn’t seem to have any of those worries of her own.

“Help you? How?”

“Just like I helped you dominate your husband,” she said, blinking as she smiled at me.

And maybe I wasn’t as shocked as I appeared. After all, she was right. She had done what she did because she enjoyed it, and wasn’t trying to claim any difference. But at the same time, it had helped me. And it had given my husband and IT was never going to forget. It’s not like I thought I owed her this, and she would never have framed it that way. But there was some sense that I wasn’t sure on what grounds I could refuse, after everything we had done together.

“You mean… You want me to play with you and Tom?”

“Why not?” Nicole said with a shrug, as if she was asking to borrow a cup of sugar. “He’s always had a bit of a thing for you. And seeing you in that outfit you have would blow his mind, just like it blows Jonathan’s. I’ve seen the way he looks at you, and the way he looks at me when I was all dressed up the other day. You know it’s a turn-on to have that kind of power over men. Whether you’re married to them or not.”

“Yeah, but…” I said, and tailed off.

Truthfully, my objection was more of a knee-jerk reaction than anything else, a simple reflex. More a question of doing what I thought I should do the more I wanted to do. But did I want this? I couldn’t deny that the idea was exciting. We had had such a good time playing with Jonathan, it was no surprise that we would want to do it again. But I had never wanted Tom. Not that there was anything wrong with him; he was a nice guy, and handsome, and when I heard that he was attracted to me, I’ll admit that it was very flattering. But he was my best friend’s husband. I’m not the kind of girl who does things like that, who even thinks things like that. At least, I didn’t think I was. But I didn’t even need to think too hard to know what Nicole would say in response to that. I didn’t think of myself as the kind of girl who got dressed up in shiny black latex and dominated her husband, either. And yet, here we were. Look how that had turned out.

“Don’t act like you’re not tempted,” Nicole said with that trademark wicked smile of hers. “I can see it on your face, you naughty girl.”

I smiled back at her, and even felt myself blushing. Even after everything the three of us had done together, after the outrageous scene we had made. Truthfully, I was thinking about it. I knew that I probably shouldn’t, but of course, that didn’t stop me. Probably it encouraged me more than anything else.

“I don’t know, Nicci,” I said at last. “I mean, I’ll admit, it’s not the worst idea I ever heard. We did have fun the other day, the three of us. But I can’t just jump into bed with you two. I have to talk to Jonathan first.”

“Yeah, that’s fair,” Nicole said, the smile never leaving her face. “But you know you can talk him into it. You can talk him into anything. Just put on that catsuit first, and I guarantee he’ll agree to whatever you want.”

I laughed, as if she was joking, and so did she. But truthfully, we both knew she was right. If this was what I wanted – a big if – I knew exactly how to go about getting it.



You would think I would get used to being nervous like this, but that never seemed to happen. Maybe because we kept going to new extremes. And this was definitely that as I waited for Nicole and Tom to arrive at our house.

Getting dressed had become its own kind of ritual. I could never put on the latex catsuit without getting aroused. All I had to do was see it there in my closet, to run a finger over the flawless black material, and already, I would start getting worked up. Putting it on was a lot of work, but time had quickly proved to me that it was always worth it. It was like I was training myself in some way, a trained psychological response to wearing that particular outfit, to sliding the latex like a second skin onto my body and knowing what it meant.

And as I usually did, I wished I had Jonathan’s help to get dressed in my outfit. It made it easier, but more importantly, it made it much sexier, too. To feel his hands moving over my body, to feel him following my orders and making me more powerful by making me more desirable. It was a thrill like no other. But it was a thrill I denied myself, for now. Because I knew the impact of my outfit on him, especially when he wasn’t expecting it.

We had no plans for the night. I had made sure of that. And Nicole and Tom were going to have a babysitter over at their place, all so they could play with us. I got ready while Jonathan watched TV downstairs, applying my makeup and shining my latex and struggling into the corset and the tall red boots. I took my time. I wanted to look perfect. I tried not to think too much about Tom, about what his reaction would be. In its own weird way, that felt against the rules. But of course, I didn’t doubt that I would be doing far crazier things as the night went on.

Jonathan didn’t know what I was up to, but once I was finally ready, he probably heard the sound of my high heels on the floor above him. He probably heard me making my way carefully down the stairs toward the living room, clutching onto the handrail to avoid falling. These boots were definitely not made for walking. But as I reached the bottom of the stairs, I tried to control myself, tried to move with poise and grace, letting the high heels accentuate the sway of my walk and trying to assume a commanding air as I approached my husband.

He was already smiling, and as I appeared in front of him, his eyes did their usual little dance over my body, taking in the light shining off of every curve thanks to the latex that gripped me like a second skin. As always, I stood there for just a moment, letting him admire me. Letting his arousal bloom and climb, letting him fall under my spell. Until this latex outfit came along, I never really thought of myself that way, never had that same arrogance. I knew my husband wanted me; he made no secret of that. But it wasn’t like this. Thanks to this outfit he had bought me, it was like he couldn’t get enough of me, couldn’t get enough of serving me. Again, I felt that wild rush of power that went straight to the spreading wetness between my legs, and the more turned on I got, the more the crazy idea we had for how to spend our night started to seem less insane.

“Hi, slave boy,” I said, letting a smile spread slowly across my face as I stared at him. His jaw was almost hanging open, my husband practically drooling at the sight of me, grinning himself as if all his Christmases had come at once.

“Hi, my Lady,” she said.

“Good. I see you remembered your manners. Now, do you also remember that you need to be a good boy for your mistress?”

“I don’t see how I could forget,” Jonathan said.

“Okay. Then are you ready to serve?”

I’ll admit, I almost cringed at that one. But Jonathan didn’t. He was still smiling, but at the same time, I knew he always took my dominatrix persona 100% seriously. Slowly, he rose to his feet, as if trying not to spook me. As if he could. As if he wasn’t the one who needed to be careful, who needed to watch his step. And he stepped toward me, his arms already outstretched, as if he couldn’t wait to touch me. But I knew what I had to do.

“Get naked,” I told him.

And, still smiling, Jonathan did as he was told.

He shed his clothes quickly, dropping them in a pile on the living room floor. The moment he did, I could see that his cock was rock hard for me, and it delighted me, even though it didn’t surprise me. He was looking at me again with that look of hunger and adoration on his face, that desperate desire that put him completely in my power. He watched wordlessly as I reached into the top of my red patent leather thigh boots and pulled out a pair of steel handcuffs.

“Turn around,” I said, and of course, he did. Like it didn’t even occur to him to do anything else. My desire was his, my wish his command, and disobedience didn’t even seem to enter his head.

I easily cuffed his hands behind his back, immobilizing his arms. Then, placing my hands on his shoulders, I turned him back toward me. His cock was throbbing between us, pointing up at me, and as always, I needed to resist the urge to use it right there and then. Jonathan looked so sexy like this, naked and vulnerable and desperate for me, and a big part of me wanted to just have sex with him right there and then.

But that wouldn’t do. Not tonight. We had other plans.

Of course, that didn’t mean I couldn’t touch it. It didn’t mean I couldn’t tease both him and myself, to keep the sexual tension in the room running at an almost unbearable high. So that’s what I did. I reached out and ran my hand over his shaft, biting my lip as I watched a tremor race through his body. Both of us vibrating to the same wild music of pleasure and ecstasy. Both of us wanting the same thing, ultimately.

But how we would get there was the part my horny husband didn’t know. And the devil is always in the details.

Nicole and I had talked about this. We had a plan, or at least the start of one. Managing our husbands was key to what we were trying to do, trying to avoid spooking them like nervous horses. Trying to keep them turned on and desperate and therefore compliant. Of course, the latex outfit made that much easier.

“Come with me,” I said to my husband as I turned away from him, still holding his cock in my hand. As if I didn’t already know he would do exactly that. I led him through the living room, toward the stairs, then gently led him up the stairs, toward our bedroom. And with every step we took, it seemed like he was getting more and more excited, his cock throbbing just a little bit more in my hand. He wasn’t the only one.

Leading him into the bedroom, I couldn’t resist sneaking a glance in the mirror. I saw myself, fully dressed in my clinging latex and tall boots, leading my husband by the cock like it was a leash, and my pussy convulsed inside the tight latex, more of my moisture spreading over my pulsating lips. I was almost dizzy with desire, breathless with anticipation, a fact that wasn’t helped by the tight leather corset I wore over my latex catsuit. But the game was at a critical moment now. Letting go of my grip on his manhood, I placed my hands on his shoulders and pushed him back toward my open closet.

“Get in there, with the rest of my things,” I said.

And Jonathan gulped as he looked at me. He was no longer smiling, his grin replaced instead by a look of pure and desperate lust on his face. I didn’t know where the words had come from, but they seemed to do the job, giving my husband the humiliation he craved as I treated him like something I owned. And he didn’t fight. He didn’t resist, just as I knew he wouldn’t, as I pushed him inside the closet.

“You’re going to stay there until I’m ready for you, okay?” I said. “And don’t make a sound. No matter what you hear. Don’t worry. You’re going to like this. But it might be a little… intense.”

Jonathan nodded, his mouth open as he stared at me.

“Yes, my Lady.”

“Good boy. This should help.”

I had made another purchase. On a shelf in my closet, there was a fresh roll of bondage tape, ordered online.

Taking it down off the shelf, I found the end and wrapped it around Jonathan’s face, over his mouth. His eyes went wide over the shining black tape, but again, he didn’t try to resist. And as I tore off the tape and stuck it firmly down, I felt again that wild surge of power, that total control that let me know I could do anything I wanted with him.

If he had looked vulnerable before, handcuffed and naked, he looked even more vulnerable now, staring at me with disbelieving eyes over the broad strip of tape that made it impossible for him to speak. And I didn’t even try to stop myself from giggling at his helpless predicament. At the same time, I reached out and stroked his cock again, just a little. Just to keep him turned on, helpless and horny and desperate for me.

“There. Remember, not a peep out of you. No matter what you hear or what you see. When I want to use you, I’ll let you know.”

Jonathan nodded, breathing heavily through his nostrils. He couldn’t believe what was happening to him, of course, but neither could I. Once again, I felt like I was in the grip of something else, as if wearing the latex catsuit possessed me. It turned me into someone else. And I pulled the closet doors shut, leaving just a crack so that he could see out into the bedroom. Then, I stepped away, leaving him trembling with doubt and confusion and desire as I headed back downstairs.

My phone sat on the couch. I picked it up and texted Nicole, letting her know that I was ready. Everything was in place. It was time to put our latest kinky plan into action.

Then, I sat down on the sofa, crossing my legs and squeezing my thighs together. It was taking all the willpower I had not to touch myself, not to go upstairs and use my little mute captive in the closet to satisfy my dark desires.

But I knew that what was coming would be even better. All I had to do was wait.



15. Training Nicole’s Husband

It wasn’t a long time before I heard Nicole and Tom’s car pulling up outside. But it felt like it. Every minute felt like an hour as I sat there waiting, thinking about my little boy toy in the closet upstairs. Jonathan had stayed where I put him, and just as instructed, he wasn’t making a sound. I knew I shouldn’t really be surprised by that. My husband had taken to receiving orders from me very well, especially when I dressed up in my latex catsuit, corset, and sexy red boots. Still, every time I pushed him a little bit further, I felt a sense of surprise that I was getting away with it. And I knew I would need every ounce of submission and obedience he had in him to get away with what we planned tonight.

It was dangerous. I knew that. Playing these games always was, the outrageous things we did a genuine threat to the relationships that mattered most to us. But so far, the payoff had been worth it. So far, we had gotten away with it. And sometimes, in my more reflective moments, I considered that I probably wouldn’t know when I had gone too far until I had already crossed the line. That’s the nature of boundaries, after all. Still, I was willing to keep pushing. Or maybe willing was the wrong word. I was hooked on it, practically addicted to it. Now that we had discovered how much fun it was to play like this, it felt like we couldn’t live any other way.

And as I heard a knock on the door and went to answer it, that fear and nervousness within me reached an all-time high. Because now I had to do something I had never imagined doing, something I couldn’t help feeling was difficult and dangerous in a way nothing else we had done had been up to that point.

I had to seduce Tom.

I opened the door to see Nicole and Tom standing in front of me. Nicole was wearing a long black coat that fell down below her knees, so that all I could see of the outfit underneath was the wicked spike heels and shining black leather of her boots. She had a bag over her shoulder. I ushered them in, and she stepped inside, with Tom following. But his eyes went as wide as saucers, his mouth hanging open like an unguarded gate as he saw what I was wearing, and I quickly closed the front door of our house behind them.

“Holy shit, Jess,” Tom said, not even trying to hide the way he was looking me up and down. “You look… wow.”

“Thanks,” I giggled.

And as I turned, leading them toward the living room, I didn’t need to look back over my shoulder to imagine he was looking at my ass. I knew what the latex catsuit did to it, especially with the high heels of the red boots I was wearing. I had to walk with my ass thrust out to balance me, and I could feel the way the latex clung tightly to the curves of my butt, every curve on erotic display for a man who wasn’t my husband.

It felt bizarre. Even more bizarre now that Nicole had told me that Tom was attracted to me. If that was true, I must be blowing his mind right now with what I was wearing. He might not have the latex fetish that my husband did, but at the end of the day, the clothing was extremely tight and, although it covered me completely from neck to toe, it was extraordinarily revealing. I knew he was looking. And he was meant to look; that was the whole idea. The sexier we looked, the more likely we were to get away with what we had planned.

That didn’t mean it didn’t feel weird.

But I walked into the living room, sitting down at one end of the sofa. Nicole followed me, and Tom brought up the rear. I didn’t know what she had told him about what to expect that night. I didn’t know what kind of promises had got him to go along with this. But for now, at least, he was.

Nicole shed her coat, sliding it off her shoulders. She set her bag down on the floor at the same time. I knew what she would be wearing underneath, and I wasn’t the least bit surprised to see the light gleaming off her own provocative latex outfit, the tiny little dress she wore to drive my husband wild just a few weeks earlier. Tom wasn’t surprised to see it either; he must’ve noticed it at their house. He looked at his wife with obvious hunger in his eyes, the same hunger he directed toward me, and again, I felt that contraction in my pussy, that sweet spasm of deep desire. He wanted us, just like my captive husband upstairs did, and it felt like when we dressed like this, we became irresistible to any man, kinky or not.

Setting her coat aside, Nicole sat down on the opposite end of the couch from me. There was no other seating in our living room, so Tom had no choice but to sit down between us. The latex of Nicole’s outfit creaked as she moved, leaning slightly toward him, pressing her body against his. Her hand ran over his chest, through his shirt, and he kept turning his head from one side to the other, trying to look at both of us at once. I wondered who he was more turned on by. Not that I was in any kind of competition with Nicole, thankfully. After all, she looked absolutely amazing, with her heavy makeup perfectly applied and her red hair cascading down toward her shoulders. Still, I knew what I looked like too, and I wasn’t exactly disappointed with my appearance that night. Clearly, neither was Tom.

“What are you girls up to?” he said, and in response, Nicole just giggled. So I giggled too as I caught her eyes over her husband’s body between us, both of us giddy with what we had planned and the power we knew we had over the men we loved.

“Something really fun,” Nicole said. “But you have to keep an open mind, okay? Me and Jess have been talking. And we know we could have so much fun together, if you would just loosen up a little bit and let us explore a few things.”

“A few things? Are you – are you serious right now? Where’s Jonathan?”

“Don’t worry about him right now,” I said. And although I couldn’t bring myself to reach out and touch Tom’s body, I did inch just a little closer to him on the sofa, letting him feel the weight of my latex-covered hip against his. “Just concentrate on us.”

“Yeah, she’s right,” Nicole said. As she spoke, she reached up to take hold of her husband’s chin in one hand, pulling his head forcefully toward her. Her blue eyes gazed up into his, moving a little as she studied his face, that sly smile curling the edges of her lips again. “You just think about the opportunity you’ve been handed here.”

“Opportunity for what?”

Whatever Nicole had told Tom about what we were going to do at my place and why she was dressed the way she was, it was clear she hadn’t used the obvious promise of a three-way between us. I was secretly glad of that. Still, there was no disputing that sexual tension was crackling in the air of the living room where we three sat. After all, there was no other reason for us to be dressed the way we were, looking like the latex dominatrixes we had become. Tom might not be into this kinky stuff, but his wife definitely was, and so was I, and we made no attempt whatsoever to hide how much this all excited us.

Nicole didn’t answer him. Instead, she just pressed her body against him even more, pulling his face down toward hers. She kissed him, and he seemed a little awkward about it in front of me, but he kissed her back. And Nicole held nothing back, her lips and tongue moving more forcefully over his, her breasts pressed against him and almost spilling out of the top of her low-cut latex dress as they made out on the couch right next to me.

I’m not going to deny it; it was hot.

And knowing this was going on with my own husband tied up and gagged in the closet upstairs made it so much hotter. So hot, in fact, that I felt like I was ready to melt into the couch, the wetness between my legs steadily spreading as if I was sitting in a puddle of my own excitement. Yes, this idea was wild, but already, I could see just how fun it could be. Slowly but steadily, my insecurities were shrinking, and my dominant side rising by the minute.

“Help me take his shirt off,” Nicole said in a breathy voice as she tore her lips away from his for a moment, addressing me. And Tom, eyes wide with surprise and excitement, turned to me for just a second. But again, Nicole pulled his head back toward her, pressing her lips against his again.

I reached out to undo the buttons on my friend’s husband’s shirt, feeling the muscles of his chest underneath, feeling strangely breathless. I hadn’t so much as touched another man since Jonathan and I met, and I didn’t know what he would make of what was happening if he could see it. But after all, I was just touching his shirt, really. That’s what I told myself, anyway. We were about to find out just how far our husbands were going to let us go down this road anyway.

Together, Nicole and I got Tom’s dress shirt undone and pulled it off his shoulders. He sat up, allowing us to pull his shirt off completely, tossing it carelessly to the floor. I had picked up Jonathan’s discarded clothes and thrown them into a closet before our guests arrived, but now, a new pile was forming on the floor at our feet, the clothes of a man who wasn’t my husband.

And as Tom sat back on the couch, Nicole kissed her way over his chest and stomach, reaching for his belt. He sat panting with his hand resting on her shoulder, looking at me with wide eyes, not saying anything. He couldn’t believe he was in this situation with the two of us, and I just smiled at him, as if this was nothing out of the ordinary to me. As if I wasn’t a flaming ball of nerves and doubt myself.

But Nicole, as always, showed no hesitation. She unbuckled his belt and reached into his pants, and Tom groaned as she manipulated his cock through the fabric of his underwear.

“This is nice and hard for me, isn’t it?” she said in a soft voice, glancing at me for just a split second before turning her eyes back to him. “You want me so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Tom groaned, wrapping one arm around his wife to pull her even closer to him. “I want you… Both.”

Nicole looked at me, a bright smile on her pretty face. And I looked back at her. Then, as if we had rehearsed the timing, we both burst out laughing together.

“Well, don’t get too bold, honey,” Nicole said. “Lady Jessica here is a married woman. You can look, but you can’t touch. Unless she decides otherwise.”

“Lady Jessica?”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s what you’re going to call me.”

Pushing aside my doubts and self-consciousness, I stared right into Tom’s eyes as I spoke. There was an amused smile on his face, along with the glassy pleasure I could see shining in his face as his wife continued to manipulate his cock.

“Are you trying to get me into that kinky domination stuff again?”

“Absolutely,” Nicole said with a grin. “Don’t act like you’re not enjoying it.”

Tom sighed. Under the material of his pants, I could see the unmissable bulge of his erect cock, and the shape of his wife’s hand moving up and down it, literally manipulating him while he sat there. I remembered how little fight Jonathan had put up that first time I dominated him, but after all, that was what he wanted. With Tom, it was different.

But who could resist Nicole when she was in the full flow of her feminine power like this? What man would say no to her? I don’t even like girls, and already I felt like it was better just to do everything she said. That beautiful face and that incredible body held out a promise of pleasure that it seemed no one could say no to.

Tom didn’t say a word. He didn’t need to. We could see everything we needed to on his face as he sat there between us, practically squirming with unignorable desire.

Nicole released her hold on his cock. Rising to her feet, she tugged down her dress as she stepped toward the bag she had discarded. I heard her husband groan as he watched her bend over, her ass straining against the unbelievably tight latex that shone on her body. She turned to smile at him and at me over her shoulder as she reached into the bag and took something out.

A pair of handcuffs. As she walked back toward the sofa, taking her time, swaying her hips with every step, I watched Tom’s chest rise and fall rapidly as he panted breathlessly. I knew they had tried kink before, and that Tom wasn’t really into it. But he was clearly into this. He couldn’t not be into the way his wife looked, couldn’t fail to be blown away by her pure sex appeal. Maybe he didn’t need to like kink. Maybe he just needed to want her as badly as he did, badly enough that he would let her do what she wanted with him. Certainly, I knew that that was what Nicole hoped for.

And she was pulling out all the stops. As she approached the couch, Nicole climbed into her husband’s lap, straddling him as she faced him. Her latex dress slid easily up her lubricated thighs, almost exposing her pussy right there. Somehow, I knew she wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath. And I wondered if her husband knew the same as his cock strained toward her, desperate for her, giving away a desire we both could feel vibrating in the air like inaudible music.

“Just go with it, okay?” Nicole said in a soft voice as she smiled at Tom. “It’s going to be so much fun. And if it gets too much for you, you can stop at any time. You just need a safe word.”

“A safe word?” Tom said, his brow furrowing in confusion. Honestly, with Nicole’s gorgeous body wrapped in latex sat in his lap, I was amazed he could form even that simple sentence.

“Yeah,” she grinned. “If you want to stop, just say… Banana. That’s how I’ll know you really want to stop.”

“Okay,” Tom said slowly, nodding. And Nicole’s grin only grew brighter as her hands strayed down his arms, one of them holding the steel handcuffs.

“Put your hands behind your back, baby.”

And Tom struggled. I could see it on his face, see the uncertainty and indecision there. But in the end, he wasn’t any more able to resist than than my kinky husband was. He shifted slightly on the sofa, twisting a little so that he could put his hands behind his back. And Nicole, her white teeth showing as she grinned happily now, passed the handcuffs she held to me.

“Lock him up, Lady Jessica.”

Tom almost gasped, but he kept his attention on his wife. I took the cool steel from her hand, the cuffs already unlocked. As big of a thrill as it was to bind my husband like this, it was even wilder to do it to another man. A man I had never been intimate with, a man I didn’t love. A man who apparently wanted me, but couldn’t have me.

The cuffs clicked shut around his wrists, and I felt my pussy clench again at the thought of what we had done. Another man at our mercy, ready to do whatever we said and submit to our kinky domination, just because he couldn’t say no.

“That’s better,” Nicole said.

She sat back in his lap, her arms draped over his shoulders, his cock pressing insistently against her thighs, but not quite reaching what he wanted. And then, she shifted, placing her feet on the floor and standing. Tom tipped his head back to watch her, totally enthralled now. The look on his face reminded me of the way my husband looked at me when I was in these dominant moods, when I took away his agency and made him into my plaything. It was so unbelievably hot.

“What do you think, Lady Jessica? Should we take him upstairs and play with him?”

“Oh my God,” Tom groaned, unable to believe his luck. Already, the handcuffs rattled behind him as if he was trying to free himself, but I knew there was no way out. Now, just like Jonathan, all Tom could do was either use the safe word, or go along with what we wanted. There was no other option.

“That depends,” I said. Sliding forward on the couch, I gripped my knees with my hands, turning my head to look at him, forcing myself to look him in the eye. Forcing myself to follow my latest wild idea and put aside my inhibitions the way I was learning to more and more, whenever I slipped into this sexy outfit.

“Have you learned your manners yet? What do you call me?”

Standing in the middle of our living room, her hands on her hips, Nicole laughed loudly, loving my domination of her husband. And he looked at me in astonishment, his lips twitching. He looked at his wife, then back to me, as if he were looking for a way out. But did he really want one?

He didn’t want to give in, I could see that. Even Jonathan sometimes struggled with his pride, but Tom, non-kinky as he was, was clearly having an even harder time with it. And that made me want to win even more. That sadistic streak was coming out of me again, knowing how I would feel a sense of triumph to make this proud man bend to my will. I waited, looking him right in the eye, hoping I seemed even half as confident and in control as his gorgeous wife was, no one saying a word now, letting the silence build.

“Lady… Jessica?”

“That’s right,” I said.

And I forced myself to place a hand on his knee, feeling the contact like a surge of electricity inside me. “That’s what you’re going to call me, from now on. As a sign that you know your place.”

“My place?”

“Yes, your place.”

Nicole stepped forward as she spoke, suddenly businesslike. Her leather boots creaked as she crouched down in front of her husband, reaching for his pants. He shuffled on the couch, helping her pull down his pants and his underwear in one swift motion, his rigid cock springing free. While there, she pulled off his shoes and socks, then pulled down his pants and underwear, leaving him completely naked on the sofa. It wasn’t like I stared at his cock, but it wasn’t like I could fail to notice it, either. The sign of his desperate arousal, maybe just a little bit bigger than my husband’s. The first cock I had seen in real life since before I met Jonathan. Was this cheating? I guess I was going to find out.

Nicole’s roots creaked again as she rose back to her full height, standing over her husband with her hands on her hips again.

“Your place is on your knees, serving your mistresses,” she said.

She wasn’t smiling now. Tom chuckled nervously, but Nicole didn’t allow a single trace of doubt to enter her face. She stared her husband down, and honestly, there was something menacing in her expression, in her posture, in her immovable firmness. Tom stopped laughing pretty quickly.

“You know I’ve always wanted to dominate you,” she went on. “And that’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to do exactly as me and Jess tell you. If you don’t, guess what? You don’t get laid. And I think we can all see that that’s exactly what you want right now, isn’t it?”

As she spoke, Nicole lifted one foot from the floor and placed it in her husband’s lap, her slender high heel poking his inner thigh right next to his balls. He gasped again, his cock straining toward this vision of dominant female beauty standing over him, her pussy on display under her dress that clung tight to her thighs.

“Yes,” he said, and I grinned as Nicole slowly raised her eyebrows. Tom winced as she pressed her heel more firmly into his thigh.

“Yes, what?” she said softly. “Have you forgotten your manners already?”

“Yes… Lady Nicole?”

The grin that spread across Nicole’s face at her husband’s words was as chilling as it was beautiful.

“Better,” she said.

But he groaned in pain as she jabbed her high heel into his thigh even harder before removing her foot.

“Don’t forget it. You’re already dangerously close to getting cut off tonight.”

I giggled, but she didn’t, and neither did Tom. After all, we all knew how this worked, the hidden power behind what we were doing. We knew what these men wanted from us, and only we could give it to them, and ultimately, that was what gave us the authority to boss them around like this, to use them however we wanted. That was the dark magic behind it all, the desire that would push them beyond their limits in service to me and my friend. It was absolutely intoxicating.

“Stand up,” Nicole ordered.

Her husband rose to his feet, his cock sticking straight out in front of him. She looked him up and down like he was a piece of meat, as if deciding what to do with him.

“What do you think, Jess? Shall we take him upstairs?”

“Yeah, let’s do that,” I said. But as I spoke, I turned away. We had worked this part out beforehand, and I knew what needed to happen. I moved toward the kitchen and picked up one of the chairs at our kitchen table, carrying it upstairs.

“Go on, up you go,” I heard Nicole say as I started climbing. Naked and handcuffed, Tom followed me upstairs, with Nicole bringing up the rear. I almost jumped as I heard the sound of a loud slap behind me, followed by a groan.

“I don’t remember giving you permission to look at my friend’s ass, you little pervert,” Nicole said.

And I laughed. Without turning around, I put a little extra wiggle into my walk, enjoying taunting Tom with my ass while his wife kept such a close eye on him.

In the bedroom, I set the kitchen chair down at the foot of the bed, facing the mattress. Nicole was holding her husband by the back of the neck, and she pushed him toward the chair, then had him sit down in it. She had the bag she had brought slung over her shoulder, and she dropped it on the bed in front of him.

I went back downstairs for another chair. When I brought it back up to the bedroom, I saw that Nicole was crouching beside the chair Tom sat in, tying his cuffed hands to the wooden back.

I set down the other chair in a similar position, facing the foot of the bed. Once Nicole had Tom tied down, she rose to her feet. She looked at me over his head, and for the first time, I saw just the faintest trace of doubt and nervousness in her pretty eyes. It found a deep echo in me. I was almost trembling with fear and uncertainty. And I wondered how much of what had happened my husband could see from his lonely prison in the closet. But he was about to see a lot more.

Neither of us said anything. Instead, I turned toward the closet and flung open the doors.

“What the fuck?” I heard Tom say behind me, unable to believe what was in front of him.

Jonathan’s eyes were wide with shock, his cheeks burning with shame. As much as it humiliated him to grovel at the feet of me and Nicole, I could imagine it was so much worse when another man was witness to his kinky shame. But still, he wasn’t resisting. Gently, I took him by the arm and guided him further into the room, and he came right along with me.

“Sit,” I ordered, pointing at the chair I had brought from downstairs, and he did as he was told. Smiling now in triumph, Nicole reached into her bag and took out another short length of rope, stepping across the room toward us. Just as she had with her own husband, she began tying Jonathan’s bound hands to the chair, keeping him in place.

“What are you doing? This is so fucked up!”

Tom protested from his chair, struggling to free himself. But Nicole knew what she was doing. Her knots tell, while she tied new ones around my husband’s hands.

“Oh yeah?” she answered him without turning around. “Use the safe word then.”

Silence. Tom stopped struggling in his chair, sitting there with his eyes blazing and his chest rising and falling, but he didn’t say a word. Most importantly, he didn’t say the word, the word we were both listening for, the word we both hoped he wouldn’t use so early in the game.

Inspired by that, I leaned over my own husband, grabbing a fistful of his hair and tilting his face up toward me while Jessica finished tying him down.

“And you, slave boy, can’t even say a word,” I said, staring deep into his eyes and seeing all the desperate desire and passion that lived there. “You don’t get a choice. You just get to sit there and watch while me and Lady Nicole do whatever the fuck we want.”



16. Two Toys To Play With

But what did we want? That was the question. Now that we had our husbands tied up and made helpless, whatever happened next was completely up to us.

And I was glad that Nicole was there, to guide me through this adventure that I never would have been having without her. I had come to love dominating my husband, especially when I got to dress up like this and look like the sexy mistress of his wildest dreams. But having two guys sitting naked in front of me was too much to handle by myself.

I had never imagined I would see Nicole’s husband naked. He had a good body, I had to admit. And his cock was standing straight up, a sign of his obvious desire for his wife, and for me. That thought never failed to send a little rush of adrenaline through me, fueling my arousal. Both of them were rock hard, Tom and Jonathan, and they both wanted Nicole, of course, but they both wanted me too. I was dripping wet inside my latex catsuit, that same wild sexual energy vibrating in the room around us. Who would ever have thought we would get here? I certainly wouldn’t have. But now here we were, and as much as it felt at times like a crazy dream, it was reality.

I stood by the bed, watching the two men. Watching their eyes move from me to Nicole and back again, every time each of us made the slightest move. Crossing my arms, I leaned against the footboard of the bed as Nicole stepped forward, her shining blue eyes fixed on her own husband. Standing in front of him in her skimpy latex dress and dominatrix boots, she leaned forward, and I knew she was giving him an incredible view of the cleavage that threatened to burst out of the top of her dress with every breath she took. She took hold of his cock and began to stroke it slowly from base to tip, her other hand on his shoulder for balance.
Tom groaned, his eyelashes fluttering as he struggled to maintain eye contact with his wife.

“You always said you weren’t into this kinky stuff,” Nicole said, “but now look at you. Doesn’t look like you hate it.”

“Yeah? Take these handcuffs off and see what happens.”

Despite his obvious arousal, there was a growling threat in Tom’s voice that made me shiver inwardly. But Nicole just laughed, a deep throaty laugh that bubbled out of her as she continued to toy with his cock.

“No, I don’t think I’ll be doing that,” Nicole said. “Not just yet, anyway. Bad boys stay tied up. Only good boys get untied, once they’ve proven they’ve learned their place. Kneeling at the feet of women like us.”

Nicole straightened up, releasing her grip on her husband’s shaft. Then, she stepped away from him, toward Jonathan. Her eyes flashed as she grinned at her husband, turning and sitting down in my husband’s lap. Her leather boots creaked, and her shining latex dress grew even tighter around her hips and ass as she perched herself on my husband’s thigh. Her ass, tightly wrapped in flawless latex, pressed against my husband’s cock, and even though he did his best to control it, he couldn’t stop a groan escaping from his throat. Of course, that only made Nicole smile even wider.

But Tom wasn’t smiling. Tied to his chair, he glared across at his wife with a look of fury on his face, even though his cock didn’t soften in the least.
 

“What are you doing?” he said, his voice rasping now.
 

“Exactly what a Mistress does,” Nicole said, her confidence and poise completely unshaken by her husband’s obvious distress. “Whatever the fuck I want.”
 

“If you fuck him…” Tom growled.
 

Nicole burst out laughing.
 

“Him?”
 

For a moment, she turned to glance at my gagged husband before turning back to her own. The disdain in her voice actually made me pity Jonathan a little bit, even though I knew he was loving this. His eyes were wide, as if he was trying to drink in every moment of this scene, trying to burn it onto his memory. The effort was unnecessary, of course. I knew that already, this was a night he was never going to forget.

“I’m not going to fuck him,” Nicole said, still sitting in my husband’s lap while she talked about him like he wasn’t even there. “I just enjoy teasing him. You know that. We discussed it.”
 

Tom blinked.

“I know,” he said, his tone noticeably softer now. “It’s just… I didn’t realize how extreme this all was. I didn’t picture it like this.”

“What did you picture it like?”

Nicole was the picture of control. As she spoke, she raised an arm and draped it over Jonathan’s shoulders, holding on for balance. Then, she raised her feet from the floor, straightening out her legs until her feet were resting in her own husband’s lap. He groaned as she ran one high heel up and down his twitching shaft, managing to tease both men to the point of insanity while looking like she was just relaxing. Say what you wanted about my friend, but she seemed to really know her way around the psyche of a submissive man. And even a non-submissive man, given that her husband had never been into this kind of stuff. Clearly, from the way his cock was throbbing against her foot, he was now.
 

“I don’t know,” Tom said. “Just… Not like this.”
 

“Well, honey, this is what it’s like,” Nicole said with a toss of her head. “And my advice to you is just to relax and try to enjoy it. I mean, it’s not like you have a choice anyway. Or did I just hear the safe word?”

Theatrically, she pressed one cupped hand to the side of her head, leaning forward as if trying to hear her husband speak. And Tom squirmed uncomfortably in his chair, looking at her and glancing over toward me for just a moment, too. His lips moved, but he didn’t say a thing. And the smile returned to Nicole’s face as she continued teasing his cock with her foot.

“That’s what I thought,” she said. “But don’t worry, honey. I’m not fucking Jonathan here. And I’m not going to fuck you either until you give me what I want.”

Tom sighed. His chest rose and fell with his breath, and I felt a tingle between my legs as I watched him like this. It was like this with Jonathan too, in a way, even though he was a lot less resistant to the idea of being dominated than Nicole’s husband was. But she was so good at breaking them down bit by bit, at getting them on board with whatever wild things she wanted. As difficult as it had been at times, I was glad I had brought her into this.

“What do you want?”

“Well, first of all, for you to mind your fucking manners,” Nicole said. “What do you call me?”

And as she spoke, she stopped running her high heel up and down her husband’s cock. Instead, she jabbed it into his exposed thigh, making him wince.

Tom didn’t want to say it. That much was clear. But at the same time, he knew exactly what his wife demanded of him. And I felt that familiar thrill going through me again at the thought of how much power their desire gave us.

“Lady Nicole,” Tom said. And just like me, Nicole practically shivered at her husband’s words. Sometimes, the harder something is to do, the more rewarding it is when you finally achieve it. Nicole looked like she was riding high on her husband’s submission to her, after all those years of going without. I could only imagine how that felt. After all, I had never had any secret desires to play these games until the Christmas that had just passed. Whereas she had been harboring these thoughts the whole time they had been together.

“That’s better,” Nicole said. “So you can follow orders. Do you like my boots?”

The shift in conversation was jarring. But that was part of what Nicole was so good at, always keeping you guessing about what was coming next. I had no idea really where the night was going, any more than the two helpless men in my bedroom did, but I tried my best to appear like I was just as in control as Nicole was, just as confident as she was.

Tom’s eyes practically rolled in his head as he looked down at what his wife was wearing.

“You look… amazing,” he said.

I smiled at the sincerity in his voice, but after all, he wasn’t wrong. Nicole did look amazing, the latex goddess I knew she could be. I’m straight, and I still found her unbelievably sexy when she dressed up like this, so I could only imagine what it did to a guy who already wanted her.

Shifting her weight in my husband’s lap, Nicole raised her foot away from Tom’s cock, holding it straight out in front of his face.

“Good. I’m glad you like them. Because you’re going to be kissing them later.”

Tom snorted in disbelief. He opened his mouth, as if he was going to reply with some cocky comeback. But then he saw the look on his wife’s face and seemed to reconsider. She was still smiling, but her eyes were blazing with pure fire as she looked straight at him. She seemed to exude danger along with pure sex appeal, the potent combination that kept all eyes on her as she commanded the room.

She lowered her foot away from his face, and her high heels rang out on the floor as she rose to her feet. Stepping away from Jonathan, whose helpless eyes followed her shining black form as she moved, she stood over her husband and once again took his cock in her hand, stroking it. He moaned with a mixture of pleasure and frustration, his writhing body once again testing the rope that held him to the chair. But Nicole had taken her task seriously. She had tied him up tight, making sure he was truly immobilized. Making sure she was firmly in charge.
She stroked him for a while, slowly picking up the pace until she had him moaning and gasping for her. And all the while, her eyes looked into his, studying his face, reading his reactions to her moves.

“You want me so bad, don’t you?” she said, raising her voice just a little to make sure he could hear her over his own sounds of pleasure.

“Oh my God, yes, Lady Nicole,” he said, and I smiled again to see that he had remembered her dominatrix name. “Please… You’re so sexy… Just let me…”

Nicole laughed, chuckling away to herself at just how easy it was to manipulate the man she loved.

“See? You’re begging already. Luckily for you, I love to hear men beg. I’m afraid the answer is no, sweetie. Not yet. If you want to cum, you know what you have to do.”

And again, she let go of his cock, stepping away from him. Tom let out a long moan of despair as he watched her walk away, turning toward the bed and her bag that lay on top of the mattress. She leaned forward, a seemingly innocent move, but I knew that she knew exactly what she was doing. Again, the skimpy latex dress grew tight over her gorgeous ass, driving both men wild with desire they could do nothing about as she plunged her hands into the bag she had brought and came up holding something.

I gasped as Nicole turned to me. I had no idea what she was up to, no clue where she might take this next, but I hadn’t seen this. And when I saw the big black dildo in her hand, a realistic fake cock that looked huge and obscene as she held it, I was astonished. There was no limit to her depravity, it seemed. Of course, that made her exciting.

“I don’t think either of these boys deserve pussy right now,” Nicole said, “but that doesn’t mean we should go unsatisfied. Let’s make them watch.”

“Oh my God, Nicole,” I said, shaking my head. But I smiled as I did it.

I could still remember how unbelievably kinky it had felt to masturbate in front of Jonathan, but now, Nicole was talking about putting on a show that put that little display to shame. And I was into it. As wild as it was, as strange as it felt, my desire was burning no less than that of the men who sat in their chairs facing the bed, the captive audience to whatever we did next. I needed pleasure, and that was what Nicole was offering me with her glowing blue eyes, her sly smile, and the big black toy in her hands.

But my friend wasn’t done yet. Still holding the dildo in her hands, she reached into her bag of tricks again and pulled out what looked at first like a leather strap. Or a collection of them. And then, as she set the fake cock down for a moment and stepped over the strap, I realized it was a harness. Again, all eyes were on her, just the way I knew she liked, as she tightened the straps around her hips. The black leather gleamed only a little less than the polished latex she wore, as she pulled the skirt of her dress up to her waist, exposing her pussy to all of us. She didn’t even hesitate. As always, if Nicole had any doubts at all about what she was doing, she gave no sign of it. Her movements were deliberate and controlled, as if she had done this a thousand times before. And once the strap was firmly in place, she picked up the dildo again.

I gasped as she attached it to the harness she wore, sliding it into a ring at the front. Now, the black cock projected from her body like it was a part of her, somehow matching the black latex dress and leather boots she wore. And she wrapped her hand around its base, waving it like a weapon as she smiled at me.

“Come here, Lady Jess,” she said, a lopsided smile lifting one corner of her mouth. “Let’s show these bitch boys how a mistress really deserves to get fucked.”

“Nicole… What the fuck…” I breathed. I stared at my friend in astonishment, my mind racing with all kinds of strange thoughts. Clearly, she had planned this in advance. How long had my friend been thinking about fucking me?

But as usual, although Nicole’s ideas shocked me, they didn’t repel me. I had never had any inclination to be with a woman, even one as sexy as she was. But this was different. This was about the men who would be forced to watch the whole spectacle as much as it was about her and me. This was about teasing our husbands, making them want us even more. And yes, it was about pleasure, too. A pleasure that she could give me so that I could get what I wanted while still teasing and denying my poor submissive husband.

Call it the heat of the moment. But in that particular moment, it sounded like a great idea.

Nicole stepped forward. As she approached, I uncrossed my arms, standing up from the footboard of the bed I had been leaning on. I felt nervous, more nervous than ever, as my friend approached with a smile on her pretty face. The big fake cock swayed to the rhythm of her steps, and her hands reached out toward me, her fingers sliding gently over the latex that covered my stomach and hips. She pulled me toward her, and I didn’t resist.

She kissed me. A hungry, open-mouthed kiss, her lips painted red and moving over mine as her tongue invaded my mouth. My eyes opened wide, caught by surprise, and more out of instinct than anything else, I kissed her back. It felt so different from kissing a man, from kissing Jonathan. Commanding and yielding, invading and retreating together. It was, if I’m going to be honest, a great kiss. And of course, I didn’t need the encouragement. I didn’t need anything other than what was already happening to keep me turned on and open to all of her wild ideas.

One of her hands slid up my body, toward my chest, and I chuckled as she took hold of one of my breasts. Her thumb moved over the thin latex, finding my erect nipple and teasing it through the fabric. She turned to look at the watching men, and I followed her gaze, and what I saw there made me burst out laughing. Both of them were completely silent, both of them wide-eyed, both staring at us as if the other man in the room didn’t even exist. Both fully erect, their cocks throbbing with desperate desire for me, and naked jealousy burning in both their eyes as they watched Nicole do what there was no doubt they wished they could both be doing at that moment.

It was so hot, I could hardly stand it. My heart pounded in my chest, my pussy spasming rhythmically underneath the tight latex, desperate to be touched. And only Nicole offered that.

In the circumstances, I would have to be stupid to refuse.

With one hand on my boot, Nicole’s other hand reached down between my legs. I draped my arms over her shoulders, smiling encouragingly at her as she deftly pulled down the zipper of my catsuit. I could feel the bedroom air on my skin, the hot flood of my juices making me slick with everything that had happened and everything that was about to happen. I could feel the rigid weight of Nicole’s dildo pressing against my body, and it found a corresponding void inside me, that aching emptiness that needed to be filled.

“You look so fucking hot right now,” Nicole murmured, her eyes moving over my face.

“So do you,” I giggled.

She really did, my always-beautiful friend made even more beautiful by her makeup and her provocative outfit, combined with the almost menacing and yet alluring toy attached to her. Like the best of both worlds. Pretty and sexy like a girl, but powerful like a man. I felt like I was melting at her touch, the façade of my dominant personality evaporating in her presence. It really was the best of both worlds, I realized. I could yield to her and dominate two men at the same time, and in the end, we all wanted the exact same thing. Nicole was a genius. In that moment, as hot and flustered as I was standing there with my pussy on display in front of two men who wanted me more than anything and couldn’t have me, I wondered why we had never thought to do this before.

Nicole pushed her body against me, just a little, and I read her intentions. I climbed over the footboard, dropping down onto the mattress. And Nicole came with me, swinging one long leg after the other over the end of the bed to climb on top of me.

“Turn this way,” she said, and I did, without question. I turned so that I lay sideways on the bed, and heat flushed my cheeks as I realized why Nicole had demanded that. It gave the boys a better view.

Her red hair hung down around her face as she leaned over me, raking it back behind one ear so that she could kiss me again. And I yielded to her completely, arching my back, the high heels of my boots catching in the bed sheets as I moved my legs. I ran my hands over her bare arms, feeling the softness and warmth of her skin, feeling the soft warmth of her lips and tongue against mine even more. My breasts rose up toward hers, every part of my body wanting every part of her now, and the fact that she was a woman seemed completely irrelevant. She could give me pleasure. I knew that, and that was all that mattered.

Nicole lifted her lips away from me. Reaching over me, she pulled open the drawer in my bedside table and took out the lube she knew was there, rubbing some on her fake cock to make it slick as she sat back on her knees. As I gazed up at her, biting my lip with erotic tension, it felt unnecessary. I had never felt more wet in my life, and my own juices would have been more than enough to lubricate her entry. I spread my legs for her, offering myself up to someone who wasn’t my husband for the first time since we’d met.

And Jonathan watched it all with wide, wild eyes. Above the black bondage tape that covered his mouth, his expression was hard to read. He didn’t make a sound. Of course, unlike Tom, he couldn’t use a safe word. But as I looked at him, smiling in delight at what was happening, I felt like I could see to the heart of his desire. This was torture for him, to see me give myself to someone else. But at the same time, I could see how desperately turned on he was. I would never cheat on my husband, but somehow, this didn’t count. Not with another girl. Not when he was right there in the room with me.

Nicole hooked her arms under my knees, pulling me along the bed toward her. She leaned forward, and I gasped at the first feel of the head of her dildo against my dripping pussy. Slowly, carefully, she leaned into me, guiding the toy inside. I let out a long moan, holding nothing back as I felt it spreading my lips apart.

It was big. Bigger than Jonathan, and bigger probably than Tom too. And although it felt different from the real thing, it was a close enough match that I could feel my body lighting up with pleasure straight away. Nicole was smiling down at me as she slid the cock inside me, giving my body time to adjust. My pussy spasmed and clenched around this invader, as if trying to pull it even deeper, to fill that aching need inside me.

And then, while both our husbands helplessly watched, my friend fucked me.

Nicole’s mouth was open, her eyes half-closed, but still looking down at me, watching me writhe underneath her. She thrust her hips back and forth in a steady rhythm, slowly increasing the pace, and with every thrust, I felt more bliss sparking inside me. I moaned and gasped, I shrieked and yelled, my hands gripping her arms, the bed sheets, my own breasts, and anything else I could hold onto.

The black latex we both wore shone in the light, two dark mirrors reflecting everything that was happening, this wild scene duplicated by that and by the full-length mirror on the bedroom wall where I had watched Jonathan first submit to me. Even back then, as wild as that Christmas had been, I had never imagined it leading to anything like this. We were out of control, and that was part of the thrill, holding onto this thing and letting it take us wherever it wanted to.

And soon, I couldn’t even think thoughts like that anymore. Ecstasy exploded inside my brain, every thrust of Nicole’s fat, hard cock driving out my capacity for rational thought, until all that was left was pleasure. All that was left was the orgasm building inside me, filling me up, rising like some glowing ball from deep in my abdomen to fill my whole world with crashing waves of light.

I let out my orgasm in a wild cry of passion. Nicole paused for a moment, letting me ride that wave, letting me tremble and moan underneath her. And as the powerful spasm passed, I opened my eyes to see her still kneeling above me. Her brow was shining with sweat now, her red hair hanging down on either side of her face. And she was smiling with pure joy.

She looked so beautiful like that. As if bringing me to orgasm had filled her with a similar pleasure. We had always been close, the two of us, but sex being what it is, I had never felt closer as I gazed up at my friend. And now that I had cum, what we had done seemed even more outrageous, even more unbelievable. But I didn’t regret a thing. I couldn’t. Not when it felt so damn good.

“You look incredible when you cum,” Nicole said. Over on the chair, Tom groaned, and I giggled as I turned my head to look at him and at Jonathan. Two ridiculously horny men, denied what they most wanted while Nicole took it for herself. God, it was so sexy. It was enough to make my pussy spasm once again around Nicole’s cock still buried inside me, still rock-hard, still filling me in that thrilling way I couldn’t get enough of.

“You’re really fucking good in bed,” I said, making my friend laugh.

“You know what’s really great about a strap-on?” Nicole said. “They never get soft. So we can go as long as we want.”

I groaned as she leaned back, her toy sliding easily out of my ravaged pussy. But Nicole was far from done. As she looked me up and down, splayed out there on the bed in front of her, I could virtually see the wheels turning in her beautiful head. My sexy friend was never short of an idea, especially at times like this.

“Turn over,” Nicole said, the softness of her voice not doing much to change the fact she was giving me an order. “Face this way. Look at these boys.”

And, chuckling along with her, I did what she wanted. My limbs felt clumsier than they had before as I sat up with some effort, then turned. I got on my hands and knees, crawling toward the foot of the bed, facing the watching men. And my smile only grew bigger as Nicole moved on the bed too, positioning herself behind me.

I closed my eyes, just for a moment, as Nicole ran her hand over my latex-covered ass. As she positioned herself behind me again, I felt the head of the dildo pressing against my pussy lips. And I arched my back, smiling at Jonathan all the while. Letting him see just how much I was enjoying myself.

Then, Nicole slid her big cock into me, and I let out another groan of pleasure. Whatever this was, however wild we were being, there wasn’t a single part of me that regretted the path that brought us here.



17. A Competition

“Oh my God! Oh fuck, baby, that feels so fucking good!”

I moaned and screamed on the bed as my best friend fucked me from behind. I didn’t even know who I was talking to. Jonathan, my husband, who sat tied to a chair in front of me, his mouth covered with black tape, his eyes watching every moment as I teased him like this. Or Nicole, my best friend, her tight black latex dress hiked up around her hips and an obscene dildo projecting from between her legs as she pounded me from behind.

In the end, I supposed it didn’t really matter. What mattered was the incredible pleasure I could feel, and how I was overcome with waves of sexual bliss, forcing the screams and cries out of me as I crouched on hands and knees, arching my back and pressing my ass back toward Nicole to demand more of what she was giving me.

“Oh my God!”

Wave after wave of bliss shook me. And although from time to time as my pleasure reached a new peak, I closed my eyes against the wild rush of it all, I quickly opened them again. I wanted to see what was happening. I wanted to see everything. I wanted my husband to see it too, to know the pure intensity of the pleasure another woman was giving me.

It was like I could see myself through his eyes, even while I was getting fucked by her. Like I could see how sexy and desirable I was in the stricken expression of agony on his face. If this had been suggested to me even a few weeks before, I would’ve been appalled at doing something so cruel to the man I loved. But now, with my blood running hot, my body wrapped in the clinging black latex catsuit that always brought out my sadistic side, it seemed like the best idea ever. It seemed like the greatest thing we had ever done. My legs began to tremble, my arms began to shake, and still, I didn’t care. I moaned and yelled and begged for more, on fire with pleasure that was only enhanced by knowing how badly my husband wished it was him behind me, and not her.

Unable to resist, I turned my head for a moment toward the full-length mirror in my bedroom. That mirror that had seen so much, that had reflected my first tentative steps down this crazy road. And there I was, bent over, gripping the bed sheets, my body rocking to the quick rhythm of Nicole’s thrusts. The angle of the mirror didn’t let me see much of her. But I could see myself, my hair swaying back and forth on either side of my face, my breasts bouncing as much as the skintight latex outfit would let them move. I could see the flush in my cheeks, the glow in my eyes, and the wild smile of sheer satisfaction on my face.

I looked like a different person. I looked like me, and yet somehow at the same time more than myself, some creature far wilder and sexier than little old Jessica had ever been. I was transformed, and if my husband was in agony watching me get plowed right in front of him, he had only himself to blame. It was his idea to dress me up in latex, his idea to turn me into a dominatrix. He had lost control of our sex life, but in the end, I knew that was what he wanted.

And it was definitely what I wanted. I moaned and howled and left no one in any doubt that I was having the time of my life, and Nicole held me by the hips, sliding that tireless cock in and out of my dripping pussy and pushing me on to ever greater heights of pleasure.

I came. How could I not, with her big tool buried inside me? With both my husband and Nicole’s husband watching me, their eyes fixed on my latex-wrapped body, so full of my cries of passion and pleasure. I had never thought of myself as an exhibitionist, but there was no denying that it felt incredible to be watched like this. It felt incredible to be turning these men on so much, and letting them have nothing. And that was the thought in my head as another orgasm rolled over me, leaving me breathless and gasping and shaking on the mattress as I lowered my head for a moment, trying to catch my breath.

Nicole sat back. Again, her dripping cock slid easily out of my used pussy, one hand running lightly over my ass as she gave me a moment to recover. Now, after all the screaming and shouting, the bedroom seemed alarmingly quiet. All I could hear, over the roar of my own heart pounding in my chest and my own desperate gasps for breath, was Nicole, panting too, and the steady but strained breathing of our husbands watching us.

Opening my eyes, I pushed myself slowly up with my hands. I sat back on my knees, grinning at Jonathan. Then, I turned to smile over my shoulder at Nicole, still kneeling behind me. She gave me a beautiful smile of her own, showing me just how much fun she had had.

But it wasn’t enough.

I had experienced this before when we played like this. It was so intense, so wild, so completely out of the ordinary, and at times, it felt like it was too much. But then, at the same time, I found myself wanting more. How far could we push it? How far could we go? Nicole’s confident smile seemed to suggest that we could do anything we wanted, and the helpless and horny men watching us with their ignored erections fully on display was more confirmation of what I already knew. Everyone wanted me, and I wanted them to want me even more.

I turned toward Nicole. She watched me, the smile on her face never faltering, but even she, experienced dominatrix that she was, seemed surprised by my next move. I leaned down on the bed in front of her, supporting myself on my forearms, still kneeling, my latex catsuit stretching around my body as I moved. I lowered my head down until her shining strap-on was right in front of me. Then, glancing at my poor bound husband, I stuck out my tongue and licked the base of the shaft.

“Oh, my,” Nicole said, a huge grin spreading across her pretty face. “Aren’t you a dirty girl?”

“Yeah, I am,” I grinned up at her, her words sending another little jolt of pleasure through me. My juices were still running down the inside of my legs, my muscles still feeling weak from orgasm, but the show was too exciting to stop now. Again, I glanced over at Jonathan. I could see exactly what I was doing to him, and it turned me on so much. Again, I licked Nicole’s strap-on, tasting my own juices on the silicone, and she sighed with pleasure as she used one hand to sweep my hair away from my face. I didn’t imagine it was an accident that in doing so, she gave both of our husbands a better view.

“You want to suck my cock, naughty girl?”

“Yeah,” I panted, licking again. “I do. I want that cock in my mouth.”

Now it was Nicole’s turn to look at my husband with a big grin on her face.

“Who knew your wife was such a little slut?” she said, before turning back to me. “Go on then. Clean your cum off my cock while your husband watches.”

I trembled at her words, pushing myself up a little bit with my arms. As I opened my mouth, I glanced from the side of my eyes over at Jonathan again, enjoying the look of absolute shock on his face.

Then I wrapped my lips around the wet shaft of Nicole’s toy. I could taste my own pussy, but I didn’t care. In fact, I enjoyed it. And even though I knew that Nicole couldn’t feel the motions of my lips and tongue the way my husband would have with his member in my mouth, I sucked it like a pro, moaning hungrily in the back of my throat, acting like a complete cock-hungry whore in front of my husband while he sat there bound and gagged, fully erect and unable to do a single thing about it.

I rocked my mouth back and forth, taking the strap-on deep inside my throat. My eyes watered, but I persevered. Nicole kept her grip on my hair, and after a while, she started to move her hips back and forth, slowly fucking my face. It was such an outrageous display, such a bizarre spectacle, but it was turning us all on so much.

“Look at your wife, choking on my cock,” Nicole said, turning to talk to my husband with an obvious sneer in her voice. “Does she ever suck your cock like that anymore? Probably not. Women don’t get married so they can keep giving blowjobs. At least, not to their husbands. But to other people? Hell yeah.”

Then she turned back to me.

“That’s right, suck it,” she said. “Suck cock like a single girl. That’s it. That’s a good girl. You love this cock, don’t you? You love this cock that just made you cum harder than your husband’s ever will.”

I nodded, making a noise of agreement in my throat while I continued to suck. I could hardly believe what she was saying, but at the same time, it made perfect sense. This was the game we were playing, and I knew I could rely on her to take it further than I would ever have believed possible. It was so sexy. So wrong and so deviant, but so exciting at the same time. I could hear my husband breathing heavily, could feel his eyes fixed on me even without looking at him. I knew what I was doing to him, and I loved it.

Finally, I lifted my head away. Nicole released her grip on my hair, still smiling at me while I gasped for air. I felt like everything she said, a slut, a whore, and a very naughty girl. And the juices of my excitement were still streaming down my shaking thighs, the whole room smelling of sex and driving us all to a fever pitch of irresistible desire.

“My God, Nicole,” I panted, “this is amazing.”

“I know, right?” Nicole said. “And it’s not over yet.”

“Oh yeah? What else do you have in mind?”

Nicole didn’t answer straightaway. Instead, she turned and began to crawl toward the edge of the bed. Slipping off the mattress, she stood, and the rest of us watched as she unbuckled the harness around her waist, setting the strap-on cock aside on the mattress. Then, she stepped toward her husband.

From his seat at the foot of the bed, Tom was watching with blazing eyes. He stared up at his wife open-mouthed, never having seen this side of her before. He knew she was into kink; after all, she made no secret of that. He had always maintained it wasn’t his thing. But his cock was absolutely raging now as he stared at her as if he had never seen her before. I guess in a way, he hadn’t. Not this side of her, this part of her that I was coming to love more and more. This dominant, beautiful, unspeakably sexy side of her that was the engine behind everything the four of us were doing.

Nicole stood in front of Tom. Reaching out, she ran her fingers through his hair, then seized a fistful of it, pulling on it to make him wince.

“Jealous, honey?”

“Yes,” Tom said, and then winced as Nicole pulled his hair again.

“Yes, Lady Nicole,” he corrected. Nicole smiled, and I giggled. The bed springs shifted underneath me as I moved, sitting down on the mattress and taking a moment to enjoy this next part of the show while I recovered.

“I figured,” Nicole said. “But who are you jealous of? Are you jealous of me, for getting to fuck Lady Jessica, like I know you’ve always wanted to? Or are you jealous of her, for getting to fuck me?”

“Both, Lady Nicole,” Tom said in a strained voice.

And Nicole looked at me, seeming to feign surprise with a look of astonishment on her face.

“Both? What a greedy little bitch boy we have here.”

“Maybe we need to teach him a lesson,” I said.

I looked at Tom as I spoke, and for a second, he looked at me. It was almost the first time we had made eye contact since we came to the bedroom. Doing all this stuff in front of him made me feel more exposed than doing it in front of Jonathan or Nicole. After all, I had played with both of them before. But the look on his face was priceless. I kept a smile on mine, trying to act just like Nicole, the cool and confident dominatrix who was always in control. And of course, with his wife standing over him and her tight latex dress pulled up around her waist to expose her wet pussy, he couldn’t keep his attention on me for long anyway.

“Tell me how badly you want me right now.”

“Oh my God, Lady Nicole, I’ve never wanted you more in my life,” Tom said.

And I could tell he meant it, too. He spoke so earnestly, so desperately, his eyes locked on his latex goddess now, pleading for relief that only she had the power to give him.

“You’re so beautiful, so sexy. You look amazing having sex with her. Please, come on. Untie me. Let me have you.”

“See? It’s just that easy,” Nicole said, shaking her head slightly as she spoke. “Just that easy to turn you boys into drooling slaves. You know there’s only one way to get what you want.”

Still holding him by the hair, Nicole abruptly lifted one foot from the floor and placed it in her husband’s lap. He jumped a little as she pressed the heel into the skin high on his thigh, right next to his surging cock. The black leather of her boot shone in the bedroom light, creaking as she leaned forward a little, bending her knee even more.

“What did I tell you I was going to make you do, bitch?” she said, almost spitting out the insult now, completely in control of her desperate man. “Say it.”

Again, Tom hesitated. Again, I could see that he didn’t want to give in. He knew what his wife was talking about, and so did I, and it was a level of humiliation he didn’t want to stoop to. After all, he didn’t have my own husband’s submissive streak, that masochistic side of him that got off on being treated so badly. But I could see the inner struggle on his face. Tom meant what he said when he talked about how badly he wanted his wife. And I didn’t doubt that Nicole meant what she said when she told him there was only one way he was going to get it. He was going to have to bend to her will. What use was a little pride, compared to the pleasure I knew she could give him?

And slowly, Tom seemed to come to the same realization. Again, his will broke, another little bit of his pride and ego vanishing, overcome by his lust for his wife. He never really had a chance. That was the genius of the way Nicole played these games.

“You said… I was going to have to kiss your boots,” Tom said in a dull voice.

If Nicole hadn’t been holding him by the hair, I imagined he would be bowing his head right now, unable to look her in the eye. But he didn’t have a choice. He didn’t have a choice in any of this, and that was what made it all so exciting.

“Well? What are you waiting for?”

Nicole raised her eyebrows in expectation. And Tom looked up at her, breathless and humiliated and desperate. He could try to resist, but I knew this was only going to end one way.

In the expectant silence that followed, Nicole’s boot creaked slightly as she bent her knee a little more, close to his head. Tom licked his lips nervously, still hesitating as if he thought she might let him off the hook, tell him it was all a joke. But I knew she wasn’t going to do that.

Then, he leaned forward. Slowly, he pressed his lips against the shining leather of Nicole’s boot, close to her knee. The look of triumph on her face as she watched him submit was almost frightening.

“That’s right, slave, kiss it,” Nicole said, sneering again as she spoke. “Worship my boot and tell me who you belong to.”

Tom cringed like he was in physical pain. But he knew just like I did that there was no way out. Nicole had him at her mercy, and my own husband could testify to just how little of that the woman had at times like this.

“I… I belong… to you, Lady Nicole.”

“You’re goddamn right you do,” Nicole smirked. “And I’m going to make sure you never forget it. Jess, help me get him off this chair.”

“Sure thing, Lady Nicole.”

Nicole flashed me a dazzling smile as I swung my legs off the bed. I had regained some of my composure now and once again, I was ready for more of this unbelievably wild ride. I walked right up to Tom, again seeing him glance at me for just a moment before turning his attention back to his wife. He knew where the power in this room really lay. We all did.

I circled around behind Tom, and he turned his head to watch me go. But Nicole did the same on the other side of the chair, and it was almost comical the way he didn’t seem to know where to look. He turned his head this way and that, trying to watch over his shoulder while we picked at the knots Nicole had tied. She didn’t undo his handcuffs. Instead, she just seemed to want to free him from the chair. And eventually, we did that. With his hands still cuffed behind his back, Tom was at least free from the chair, and as Nicole moved around to stand at his side, taking hold of his arm, he rose to his feet. Still holding his arm, she marched him toward the side of the bed.

“Now. Kneel,” she said imperiously.

Tom hesitated again. But his wife was in no mood to be argued with. She looked at me, a kind of mute fury blazing in her eyes, and I understood. Stepping forward, feeling my own husband’s eyes studying my every move, I took hold of his other arm with one hand and placed my other hand on his shoulder. Together, me Nicole struggled to push Tom down to the floor.

Even with his hands cuffed behind him, he was capable of resisting us. But again, his resistance didn’t last. He might be stronger than us physically, but that was the only way he had any advantage over us. The way we looked and the way he felt about it was more than enough, in the end, to change his mind.

Like a tall tree finally toppling to the blows of the axe, Tom bent his knees and sank to the floor. He looked so ashamed of himself, so completely mortified. It was so much fun. And when she finally had her husband on his knees, Nicole smiled that self-satisfied little smirk again. Firmly in control and loving every minute of it, she sat down on the bed, her knees together, her pubic hair on show as her tall boots gleamed in the light. I stood behind Tom, one hand resting lightly on the back of his neck, feeling every bit of the erotic tension in the air as he bowed to our will.

“You may begin,” Nicole said with a smirk. “Start worshiping your wife the way a slave boy should.”

I felt the movement of Tom’s body under my hand as he leaned forward. I lifted my hand off his neck and stood back to watch, this lean and muscular man obeying every word of his dominant wife. I looked almost like he was trembling as he did it, completely overcome by the occasion, but he did it all the same. Bowing low to the floor, he stuck out his tongue and began to lick and kiss the gleaming leather of Nicole’s dominatrix boots.

Over his head, she looked up at me. For all her usual swagger, she was now giving me a look of pure disbelief. She was smiling as if she had never been so happy, her total sexual control as much of a mystery to her as it was to the rest of us. I love to see that glimpse of humanity shining through. A reminder that whatever else she may have turned out to be, Nicole was still my best friend. A woman I can trust with anything, even the darkest parts of my sex life. Even things I would once have hesitated to say even to Jonathan.

The room was quiet. And for a while, the only sound any of us could hear was the slick wet sound of Tom’s tongue moving over his wife’s boots. She smiled down on him like some benevolent goddess, as if she was bestowing a huge favor instead of making him do something he had been reluctant to do. And I knew what this was doing to Nicole. I could feel the surge of power she must be feeling, the thrill of conquest and domination flowing through both of us.

While Tom groveled in front of his wife, slowly working his way up her tall boots, I turned away from them. As tempting as it was to watch every minute of this life porn show, I had other priorities. I smiled at Jonathan as I walked toward him. Stalked, really, placing one foot carefully in front of the other, teasing him with my body wrapped in shining latex with only my pussy exposed, still wet from the fucking Nicole had given me.

“Enjoying the show?” I said in a soft voice as I leaned over him.

And Jonathan groaned as I wrapped my hand around his cock, slowly stroking and feeling his desperation with every touch. His eyes moved from me to Nicole and back again, wanting to watch her dominate her man but also desperate to keep his eyes on me. And I let him look wherever he wanted. Knowing in the end I could always get his attention back on me.

“Is this turning your little pervert of a husband on?” Nicole said from her position on the bed.

“Of course it is,” I laughed, while Jonathan cringed with humiliation.

“I thought it might.”

With Tom still kneeling her feet, Nicole rose to a standing position. Her husband was looking up at her now like she truly was a goddess, as if his will to defy her had melted away completely after worshiping her feet.

“Back in the chair, you,” she said, pointing at the chair we had just untied Tom from. And to my astonishment and delight, he did as he was told. Struggling to his feet, he walked a few steps across the room, then turned and sat back down in the chair. Nicole walked toward him, strutting along in her gleaming high heels like the Queen she was. And Tom groaned as his wife reached out and took hold of his cock.

“I’ve got an idea,” Nicole said, smiling devilishly at me. “Let’s see who can make her husband come the fastest.”

“Oh really?” I giggled.

“Yeah. Whichever of us does it first gets a prize.”

“What kind of prize?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

Nicole turned her burning eyes on the captive men.

“But for you two,” she said, “it’s the other way around. Whichever one of you can hold out the longest gets a reward. And the reward is… The guy who cums last gets to have sex with his wife, while the loser has to just sit there and watch.”

“Oh my God,” Tom groaned, while Jonathan mumbled against the tape that gagged him. And I could feel myself getting hot, my cheeks burning with excitement and my heart swelling with admiration for my kinky friend’s latest plan.

“You’re so evil,” I laughed.

“That’s right,” Nicole said. “Ready? Let’s go.”

Her hand moved up and down her husband’s cock, and I did the same. Jonathan’s member was hot and hard in my hand, swollen almost to bursting with ropey veins. He was so turned on by everything that was happening. Even his wildest fantasies, even the movies he had been watching behind my back, weren’t this crazy. And this was exactly the kind of thing he liked. The latex, the high heels, the strong, powerful, sensual women. Whatever prize Nicole had in mind, I felt confident of my ability to win.

Then again, Tom was clearly outrageously turned on. For a guy who insisted he wasn’t kinky, it was obvious he was totally absorbed in desire. And Nicole moved her hand confidently over his cock, knowing exactly how to please her man after years of marriage.

The contest didn’t last long. Both men were already close to the brink, and both of us women knew exactly how to please our husbands. But in the end, it was my man who broke first.

Jonathan moaned against his gag, and I cried out in delight as I felt his cock swell in my hand. Nicole burst out laughing as he launched his cum into the air, a thick spurt of it landing on the bedroom floor. Jonathan moaned and writhed in his chair as his orgasm swept through him, and I milked his leaping cock of every last drop of cum until it lay between his legs, limp and tamed. And he looked so humiliated as he sat there, head bowed, unable to control his reaction to my body.

“We have a winner,” Nicole said. “And a loser.”

“Please – Lady Nicole!” Tom begged as Nicole stepped away from her husband. But she ignored him. Instead, she walked toward Tom.

Standing in front of him, she bent forward, treating us both to incredible view of her cleavage. And she grabbed him by the chin, tilting his head back, forcing him to look up at her.

“You’re going to pay for that, slut,” she growled, and the way she said it made me almost feel sorry for my husband. Almost. If I hadn’t known exactly how much she was enjoying everything that was happening to him tonight.
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