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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.


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.


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.


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.


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.


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.
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