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A Humiliating New Year’s Eve

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How do I look?”

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

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

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

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

“Fetch them for me?”

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

“Which ones?”

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

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

“These ones?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So how was Christmas?”

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

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

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

“What about you guys?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Grab that bowl, could you?”

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

“What the hell are you doing?”

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why? Has he been looking at my ass?”

“Nicci!”

But Nicole just laughed again at my response.

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

“What? No! Are you drunk right now?”

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

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

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

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

“What? No he hasn’t.”

Nicole nodded, her face momentarily serious.

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

“Don’t you…mind?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I grinned, “I did.”

“Attagirl. Did he like it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pick that up,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


A New Mistress to Serve

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she sat down with a sigh.

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

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

But I didn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What did you tell her?”

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

Jonathan turned his shocked face toward my friend.

“You have?”

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

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

“Oh my God,” Jonathan mumbled.

And right then, I knew. He was intrigued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t hide it,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“Jess, what are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look… Beautiful.”

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

“And sexy?”

“Yeah. That too.”

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

“You really like latex, don’t you?”

“Yeah. Yeah I do.”

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

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

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

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

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

Jonathan licked his lips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


A Dominant New Year

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

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

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

“Yeah? Like what?”

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

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

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

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

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

“But there’s always room for improvement.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Keep kissing, slave.”

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

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

“What about me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Take your cock out.”

“What?

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

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

“Are you questioning me, slave boy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Look how hard he is.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Lady Jessica.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I bet you do,” she said.

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

“You know where the guestroom is, right?”

“Yeah, I do.”

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

“Thanks, Nicci.”

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

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

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

“Leave it,” I said.

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

Jonathan groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Girls Have A Wild Idea

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Happy new year,” Nicole said.

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

“Quite some night last night.”

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

“Yeah,” I said carefully.

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

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

“You heard that? Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re lucky there, you know.”

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

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

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

“You can have so much fun with this.”

“I already have.”

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

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

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

“So how come you and Tom never…?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Isn’t that… kind of weird?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I mean…”

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh my God, Jess.”

“What? Too far?”

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

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

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

Nicole shrugged

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

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

Nicole sighed.

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

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

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

I took another sip of coffee.

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

“So… Are we going to do this?”

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

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

“I’ll talk to Tom about it.”

“Talk to me about what?”

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

“How did you sleep, honey?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you,” I said quietly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Surprising Her Husband

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

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

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

Jonathan returned to work after the holidays before I did, and that gave us the perfect opportunity to set things in motion. With her outfit secured, she came to my house in the afternoon, and the two of us got ready.

Nicole has never been a particularly shy person, and she has absolutely no reason to be shy around me. When she arrived, carrying a duffel bag that I knew contained her outfits, we went straight upstairs to the bedroom. And without any preamble, without any hesitation, Nicole started peeling off her clothes.

She had come to my place in a T-shirt and jeans, her red hair down around her pretty face, her makeup light. But I knew she wasn’t going to stay dressed down for long. I watched, not necessarily in a lustful way, as she undressed right in front of me. More just fascinated by the process.

She stripped down completely naked, shedding her underwear too. Without trying to but not trying not to either, I noticed how she had neatly trimmed pubic hair, the same natural red as her hair on her head. Her body was amazing. Not just for a woman with three kids, but for any woman anywhere. She still had her curves, still kept her body tight, and although childbirth had inevitably changed the way she looked, if anything, it seemed like it had improved her. She had full breasts with big prominent nipples, and her hips spread out from a narrow little waist, giving her an incredible hourglass figure. Sure, she didn’t have the visible stomach muscles of a younger woman in good shape, but she didn’t need them. Her beautiful body would be the envy of any woman. Looking at her, I felt envious myself, and I don’t even have kids.

With a body like that, no wonder she had no problem undressing in front of me or anyone else.

And once she was naked, she didn’t waste any time. She had put her bag down on the bed, and now she walked toward it, her full breasts hanging down from her chest as she unzipped it and reached inside. She pulled out something black that gleamed in the light. Latex, of course. I was hardly surprised; after all, we both knew that was what got my husband going. And thanks to his Christmas gift, I knew just how it felt to be wrapped in that shiny fabric, to have every curve on display, to feel both covered up and somehow more exposed than I did when fully naked. It was a material unlike anything else I had ever worn, but you couldn’t argue with the results. And I didn’t question why Nicole was planning to wear it.

“You’ve got lube, right?” she said, turning her head toward me.

“Tons of it,” I said. Stepping toward my bedside table, I pulled out the industrial-sized bottle I had recently bought. If wearing latex was going to be a big part of my life from now on, so was adequate lubrication.

As Nicole held up the garment she had brought, I saw that it wasn’t a catsuit like the one Jonathan got me for Christmas. It was a dress. A very short dress that looked absolutely tiny in her hands. Already, I could see how sexy her outfit was going to be, and a faint tremor raced through me at the thought of what it would do to my husband to see her dressed up in that. After all, it was already doing something interesting to me.

Nicole held out her hand, and I squeezed some lube into it. She reached inside the dress, running her hand over the rubber fabric. Her movements were quick, thorough, businesslike. As she looked down at the dress in her hands, I looked at her face. Maybe we wouldn’t be here at all if it wasn’t for her encouragement. But now, here we were, and if she was even a little bit as excited as I was, she wasn’t showing it yet.

Once she had the dress lubricated, she started on herself. She smeared lubrication over her stomach, her skin shining in the light, and I, the bottle still in my hand, stepped forward.

“Let me give you a hand,” I said softly.

Nicole smiled, but that was all. She didn’t say anything. Certainly, she didn’t protest. I squirted some lube onto my hand, then some more onto hers, and together, we began applying it to her skin, from her shoulders to her thighs.

Nicole is gorgeous. And more than that, she’s unbelievably sexy. That doesn’t mean I want to fuck her. That wasn’t what made me want to touch her in that moment; at least, I don’t think it was. But truthfully, I don’t know why I did what I did. I just know that it felt right at the time, and that was the basis we were working on. What we were doing was insane by any metric, and the only way to deal with that was to tell ourselves that as long as it felt good, we should do it. Follow our wildest impulses wherever they led and enjoy the ride.

So that was what I did. I tried not to question myself, tried not to doubt, and instead just went with what felt right in the moment.

And as my lubricated hand slid over Nicole’s shoulders, over her breasts, down over her stomach toward her hips and thighs, I couldn’t deny just how right this all felt. And yes, deliciously wrong, too, at the same time. That, of course, was all part of the fun.

And I will say this: it had an effect on me. Touching her like that, feeling the soft warmth of her skin against mine, letting my hands slide wetly over every curve of her body – well, it got me going. It’s not that I wanted to fuck her, exactly. But I definitely did want to fuck. And the more I touched her, the more she made soft sounds of pleasure in the back of her throat as we made her body shine in the bedroom light, the stronger that impulse grew.

I was almost dizzy when our job was finally complete. I stepped back, admiring the way the light bounced off Nicole’s lubricated curves, and she smiled indulgently at me, as if she was doing me a favor. Then, she picked up the dress. I stepped close to her again, and together, we wrestled it onto her body, the black latex stretching as it warmed under our slippery hands.

It wasn’t easy. A little easier than a full catsuit, I suppose, just because it covered less of her. But it wasn’t a big difference. And as we pulled the dress over her body, the latex sliding over every curve, I could see more fully just what a sexy little number it was. The dress clung to Nicole’s shoulders with thin straps, the deep neckline showing off incredible cleavage as the tight rubber pushed her boobs high on her chest. There was some kind of boning built into the dress, almost like a corset, an impression enhanced by the laces that ran up the back to pull the already tight fabric even tighter. The skirt, meanwhile, barely made it to the middle of her thighs. It squeezed her legs together and exaggerated her feminine form beautifully, and by the time we had the dress all the way on, I was almost as breathless as she was.

“Lace me up?”

“Of course,” I said with a smile. Stepping around behind my friend, I pulled on the thick black laces of her dress, pulling it even tighter around her body, watching it sculpt her figure into something unbelievably desirable.

When I was done, I tied the laces off in a bow. Nicole breathed slowly, pressing two hands to her stomach. Then, she moved toward the bag and reached inside. Again, I wasn’t exactly surprised when she produced a pair of long, gleaming black patent leather boots with wicked high heels. I mean, what else can you possibly wear with a dress like that?

“Rookie error,” Nicole said with a smile. “I should have put these on before you laced up my dress.”

“I’ve got it,” I said, taking the boots from her hands. Nicole’s grin never faltered as she sat down on the edge of my bed and I kneeled on the floor at her feet, sliding the long boots up over her legs, past her knees, pulling up the zippers until the leather clung to her thighs almost as tightly as her dress did.

It was interesting, kneeling there at her feet. I’ll say that. A jolt of lust radiated inside me as I thought that this was probably very similar to the view that my husband would be getting later. Kneeling at Nicole’s feet like the humble slave we were planning to make him into. Between her rounded thighs, the darkness under her dress was the only thing that hid her pussy from view. I knew she wasn’t wearing any underwear. And I trembled, just a little, at the thought of this outrageous provocation, and how, just a couple of weeks ago, I would have been completely against this wild idea.

“Enjoying the view?” Nicole teased.

I shook my head, as if to clear it.

“Just thinking about what Jonathan’s going to make of all this.”

Nicole laughed, a deep laugh that seemed to bubble out of her throat.

“We’re going to blow his mind,” she said, without a single trace of doubt in her voice. I envied her self-confidence just as I envied her looks. But part of me knew she was right. We were going to make my husband’s darkest sexual dreams come true, and he didn’t even know what was waiting for him at home.

“Time to get you dressed, babe,” Nicole said. And I nodded, not saying a word for now. I knew the effect getting dressed up in the outfit Jonathan had bought me for Christmas had on me, and I was looking forward to it.

I stepped toward my closet, and as I went, I feel Nicole’s eyes on me. For now, she stayed where she was, sitting on the edge of the bed, watching. I had everything arranged. My catsuit, my corset, my own gleaming red boots. The whole sexy fetish costume that gave me this incredible power over the man I loved.

I carried the items across the room, setting them down on the bed next to my friend. And then, with no more ceremony than she had, I began to undress. My cheeks burned as I felt her eyes watching me, but again, there was no need to be shy. And as I removed all my clothing, standing there in front of her naked, Nicole shook her head.

“You’re so gorgeous, Jess” she said. “I miss having a body like that.”

“Are you serious?” I said. “I’d kill to look more like you.”

Slowly, Nicole rose from the bed. Her boots creaked as she stepped toward me, scooping up the bottle of lube on the bed. She squirted some onto her hands, and without saying a word, began to apply it to my skin. And I let her. Just as she had let me. And again, the contact between us was electric, the feel of her hands sliding over my body making me tremble with lust.

She took her time. She was thorough. Having her lubricate me was so different from having Jonathan do it, but in the end, the result was more or less the same. Her hands moved over my breasts, over my thighs, over every inch of me, and I felt myself becoming more breathless by the minute. As thrilling as it had been to run my hands over her incredible body, it was even better now, having her touching me. From the way her eyes glowed brightly, I see that it was exciting my friend, too.

Then, I struggled my way into the catsuit, with Nicole’s help. Once she had it zipped up tight, I reached into my bedside table and produced the shining spray. We sprayed each other down, making our latex outfits shine and gleam like polished glass, giggling like a couple of girls as we did it. I don’t know about her, but I know what it did to me, how it got me going, how it turned me on. And from the look on her face, I suspected she felt the same way.

Nicole assisted me in putting on my red thigh boots and help me wrap the corset around my stomach. She tightened the laces and tied them off just as I had done for her. When she was finished, the two of us stood in front of the bedroom mirror. The sight in front of me almost took my breath away.

I loved the way I looked in that outfit. I loved looking in the mirror and seeing myself transformed into a sexy mistress, ready to make Jonathan grovel at my feet. But somehow, having Nicole standing beside me amplified that feeling of power and sex appeal. As if standing next to a beautiful goddess like her made me somehow sexier too. Smiling, Nicole wrapped an arm around my narrow waist, pulling me closer to her, and our latex outfits squealed as our hips rubbed against each other. We were going to blow my husband’s mind, just like she said we would. Whatever doubts I might have had about that were rapidly disappearing as I looked at the two of us all dressed up as we were.

“I need to do my makeup,” Nicole said, reaching into her bag for a small makeup case she had brought with her.

“Yeah, me too.”

And the sound of our high heels echoed each other as we stepped out of the bedroom, heading to the bathroom, confronting again the sight of two unbelievably sexy latex mistresses in the mirror there. Leaning over the sink, Nicole began to work on her makeup, and I did the same.

This wasn’t a day for subtlety. This was a day to go all out. And in the mirror, I could see Nicole had the same idea as me. She made her eyelashes thick and dark with mascara, then anointed her eyelids with dark powder that made the bright blue of her eyes shine. She went with a dark red lipstick color of right cherries. Press backspace, while I went with a more strident shade of fire engine red. And as we did our makeup, we talked about the night ahead.

“So what are we going to do with our little slave boy?”

Nicole kept her eyes on her own face in the mirror as she replied.

“Well, I haven’t scripted the whole thing out or anything,” she said. “But I think I know how we should start.”

“Yeah? I’m all ears.”

“Well, I think you should greet him when he comes in. Don’t tell him I’m here. He’ll know the minute he sees you it’s play time. Get him turned on. Like, as turned on as you can. Then tell him what you want.”

“What do I want from him?”

Nicole smiled at the mirror as she carefully outlined the edges of her lips.

“Since he likes to see us all dressed up, I thought it was only fair that he should have to wear something special too,” Nicole said. “I brought something in my bag. Get him to take off all his clothes, put on his outfit, and cuff his hands behind his back.”

“I like where this is going so far.”

I really did. Getting dressed up like this was enough of a turn-on by itself, and between my thighs, I could feel my pussy getting damper by the second. This sounded like some kinky made-up story, but it was real. It was what was going to happen. I didn’t worry much any more about Jonathan putting up a fight or protesting what we wanted to do to him. I knew this was what he wanted. What he needed, maybe. And definitely what I wanted from him.

“Once you have him tied up, I’ll join in,” Nicole said. “Should I come downstairs to you, or do you want to bring him up to me?”

I thought about her question for a moment.

“I’ll bring him up to you,” I said. “You just wait up here. I can’t wait to see his face when he sees you.”

“Me too,” Nicole said with a smile, snapping the cap back onto her lipstick and tossing it back into her makeup case.

Both finished, we headed back to the bedroom. Nicole reached into her bag once again, and I watched with curiosity as she pulled out something else. Something pink. As she unfolded it in her hands, I saw a pair of pink latex trunks. There were black laces up the front, and as Nicole turned them over in her hands, I saw the word SLUT written in big black letters on the back of the shorts.

“Oh my God, is that what you want him to wear?”

“Why not?” Nicole grinned. “If he likes latex so much, let him wear some of it. It’ll be fun to see him prancing around in these. And totally humiliating for him, of course.”

She was right about that. I bit my lip as I imagined my husband dressed in such a ridiculous outfit. And, seeing the glint of metal in Nicole’s bag, I reached inside and took out a pair of handcuffs.

Just then, I heard the sound of Johnathan’s car outside.

“Wait here,” I said, turning to Nicole. “I’ll bring him up soon.”

I grabbed the pink shorts, the handcuffs, the lube. I hurried downstairs as much as I could in my tall high heels, flopping down on the living room sofa and crossing my legs as I stashed the objects in my hands behind me. Seconds later, Jonathan came through the door.

“Hey, babe,” he yelled out.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I waited for him to come around the corner, waiting for him to see me in my fault dominatrix regalia.

And when he did, his face was an absolute picture.

His jaw dropped. His eyes went as wide as saucers, his entire face showing an expression of disbelief. Sure, he had seen me in this outfit before, but that didn’t seem to do anything to lessen the impact it had on him. Standing there in his work clothes, he looked me up and down, his eyes moving over my body as if I were some tasty morsels he wanted to devour. But if anyone was going to be devouring anyone else around here, it was me. I felt again that jolt like electricity racing through my body, spreading out from between my legs, just at the thought of what was going to happen next.

“Hi, slave,” I said with a smirk, swinging my raised foot with irrepressible excitement. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

“I see that,” Jonathan said, a goofy smile spreading across his handsome face. He stepped toward me, already eager, his hands reaching out for the body my latex catsuit displayed. But I straightened my knee, pointing the high heel of my red boot at him like a weapon.

“Are you ready to serve me?”

Jonathan knew the rules.

“Yes… Lady Jessica.”

I squeezed my thighs together as he spoke the words, so unbelievably turned on by his ready submission.

“Good boy. You know the rules, don’t you? You need to be on your absolute best behavior and do everything your Lady says if you want to have sex with me tonight.”

“Yes, my Lady.”

Just that simple. Just that easy. Just that quick, to bring the man I loved to his knees, both metaphorically and literally.

“Good. That’s what I like to hear. Now, get those clothes off. Let me see how badly you want your mistress.”

Jonathan didn’t hesitate. I noticed his hands were trembling slightly as I fiddled with the buttons of his shirt, and it gave me such a thrill to know the effect I was having on him. He pulled his shirt off, letting it fall to the floor carelessly. Kicking off his shoes, he began unfastening his belt. All the while, I just sat there, watching him, with that same satisfied smirk on my face. Letting him know who was in control. Letting him know who he served. Even though part of me wanted nothing more than to jump on top of him and ride his cock right there, I knew it would be even better if I showed just a little restraint.

Jonathan’s cock sprang out, already hard from just looking at me, as he pushed down his pants and his boxer shorts in one swift motion. They fell to the floor, and he stepped out of them, completely naked and rock hard for me. I raised my hand, crooking my finger, summoning him to my side.

“Come here,” I said softly.

Eagerly, Jonathan stepped forward, his rigid cock swaying from side to side with every step he took, an excited grin on his face. And when he stood next to the couch in front of me, I reached behind my back for one of the items I had brought from upstairs. He watched me as I flipped the cap off the bottle of lube and squirted some onto my hand. And he groaned as I reached out and began to rub the viscous fluid over his cock.

“I want you nice and lubed up for me,” I said, smiling up at him.

“Yes, my Lady,” he groaned. His hands reached out toward me, almost like an involuntary reflex, but I stopped him with a look, shaking my head.

“You can’t touch me,” I said. “Not yet. But this body is mine for me to use as I see fit. Got it?”

“Yes, my Lady,” Jonathan groaned, but I didn’t even wait for his response. Instead, I slapped his bare ass loudly with my free hand, and he jumped a little on the spot. Then, I rubbed lube over his buttocks, his upper thighs, between his legs, and most of all over his cock and balls. In no time at all, he was a quivering, panting mess, desperate for more of the pleasure I was giving him, his manhood shining right in front of me.

“In fact, we both know you can’t be trusted to keep your hands to yourself, so let’s deal with that right now, shall we?” I said. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

As I spoke, I pulled out the pair of handcuffs from behind me. Jonathan’s dark eyes noticed them, and his cock twitched in response. And even though I hadn’t expected any resistance, it still filled me with joy to see him do as he was told. He turned his back on me, his hands clenched into fists behind his back, his wrists crossed. I snapped the handcuffs on, my husband handing himself over to me and desperate to be under my control.

“That’s better,” I said, as Jonathan turned to face me again. “We can’t have you forgetting your place, can we? In fact, that’s why I got you something else. I mean, we both know how much you love seeing me all dressed up. So there’s no reason you can’t get in on the fun. Here. Let’s put these on you.”

Reaching behind me for the last time, I pulled out the pink latex shorts Nicole had bought. Jonathan’s eyes widened even more as he saw them.

“What’s that, my Lady?”

“Just a little uniform for my little slave,” I said, sliding toward the edge of the sofa and holding the shorts out between both hands. “Come on. Put them on.”

Jonathan hesitated for a second or two. But in the end, we both knew he couldn’t hold out. I had made him do worse things than this. So he stepped into the shorts, and I pulled them up his legs, wrestling them into position. They slid over the lube I had applied to his ass, and he groaned as I took hold of his stiff cock, forcing it inside. There wasn’t much room, but I didn’t care about that. Stuffing his manhood under the fabric, I started to pull up the laces on the front of the trunks, making them even tighter.

“Lady Jessica, they’re too small.”

“Shut up. No they’re not. I want you feeling constricted in them. Look at that. I can totally see the outline of your cock through the fabric.”

Giggling, I tied the laces in a little bow under his navel. Then, reaching around behind him, I smacked his ass again, this time through the thin latex that covered it.

“Maybe you have a point, you little pervert,” I said as I rubbed the cheek I had just slapped. “Latex is kind of sexy. Look, it says slut in big black letters on the back of these trunks. Because that’s what you are, isn’t it? Just a horny, kinky, perverted little slut who’s desperate for me to play with him.”

“On my God, yes, my Lady,” Jonathan moaned, his eyes half-closed with desire. His cock was squashed into the latex trunks, and it pleased me to see it that way, curled up against his body and looking deeply uncomfortable and unquestionably aroused.

I rose to my feet.

“Okay, slave, let’s go upstairs,” I said, taking hold of my husband’s bound arm. “Remember, you need to do exactly as you’re told for the rest of the night if you want to cum. Got it?”

“Yes, my Lady.”

He didn’t. He couldn’t possibly know what was waiting for him upstairs. But that was okay. That was for me and Nicole to know, and my poor, submissive, incredibly lucky husband to find out.


Humiliating Her Husband

My heart was racing as I led Jonathan up the stairs. He didn’t know what he was getting into, but I did. And that knowledge burned inside me like some secret flame, making me practically tremble with excitement as I waited to see what was coming.

Nicole had said she had no detailed plan of what was going to happen, but what she had already introduced to our games was exciting enough. Jonathan looked faintly ridiculous all dressed up in his little pink trunks, but that was the point. That, and maybe some little rule on Nicole’s behalf about playing with him naked.

She had one worry that I didn’t. She still had her husband at home that she was trying to be faithful to, so there was a limit to how far she could go with Jonathan. That wasn’t the case for me. I could do whatever I wanted with him. And that fact sent a feeling of power surging through me, lighting me up with pure desire.

There was no sound from the bedroom as I pushed open the door. Nicole was waiting in silence, just as we had agreed. I stepped out of the way so that Jonathan could see, focusing on his face at the same time to see his reaction.

It was a picture. Shock and disbelief showed unignorably on his handsome features, his eyes going wide at the sight of sexy Nicole in her unbelievably provocative outfit. And she grinned wolfishly at him, the perfect dominatrix, always in control, always in charge.

“Hi, slave boy,” she said. “Jess tells me you like to be bossed around by women. And we all know how you feel about latex, don’t we, you little pervert? What do you think of my dress?

Jonathan was literally open-mouthed as he stared at Nicole. It was hard not to laugh out loud as I watched him struggle with his feelings. Not that my own were that much clearer. He was looking at my best friend with obvious lust in his eyes, and I probably should have been jealous. Maybe part of me was. But that part was overwhelmed by the part of me that was so unbelievably turned on by all this. The part of me that wanted nothing more than to see him desperate and horny and in our power. The turn-on was unbelievable. I had known it would be exciting to team up with Nicole the moment she had suggested it, but no matter how much I thought about it beforehand, I wasn’t ready for just how unbelievably thrilling it truly was. It felt like we could do anything. My poor husband had no chance at all.

“Tell her, honey,” I said softly, trying to jolt my husband out of what looked like some kind of mute seizure of indecision. “Tell her how beautiful she looks.”

“You do,” Jonathan said, then cleared his throat. “You look beautiful, Nicci.”

Nicole blinked, once.

“I’m sorry, who do you think you’re talking to?” she said.

Her voice was quiet, but something in her icy calm made me nervous. And I wasn’t the one who was tied up. Jonathan looked helplessly at me, and I smiled at him. I still hadn’t really been able to come to terms with the fact that I loved my husband so much, and yet I got such a kick out of being mean to him, of seeing him confused and nervous and out of his element. It was a strange thing to realize at any time of life, but I was convinced that late was better than never. After all, I was having so much fun already, and the night had only just begun.

“You will address me properly,” Nicole said, and Jonathan gulped again, finally seeing what she was getting at.

“Sorry… Lady Nicole.”

I couldn’t know how it made her feel to be called that by my husband, but I could guess. Even for me, watching vicariously, it was a wild thrill to watch him submit like that, to basically admit that he was beneath us, some lowly servant that we had every right to boss around and bully. As I knew from experience, just putting the latex catsuit on was enough to get me going, but now, I could feel my desire growing rapidly until it felt like it was ready to burst out of me. Nicole looked so powerful and sexy standing there in our bedroom, striking a pose in her skintight latex dress. I hoped I looked even half as sexy and dominant and in control as she was.

“That’s better,” Nicole said, allowing a slight grin to show on her pretty face now.

And the heels of her boots thumped on the floor as she strode across the bedroom, walking toward me and my husband. Finally, she stood close enough in front of us that I could smell the perfume rising from her body, combining with the smell of the provocative rubber outfit she wore, all of it part of her sensual charm. For whatever reason, it turned me on to know that my husband was attracted to my friend, but at times like this, I found myself hoping he wasn’t too attracted. After all, I still wanted to be the main source of his desire and his sexual pleasure.

“Look at him, packed into those little shorts,” Nicole said as she turned to me. “Looks like he’s enjoying this. A lot.”

And her blue eyes dropped unmistakably toward the obvious bulge of his cock in the humiliating pink shorts he was wearing. I looked down too, feeling another strange little thrill at the knowledge that my friend was looking at my husband’s cock. And Jonathan looked down with a kind of despair, his deep humiliation written all over his face, his arousal every bit as obvious as Nicole said it was. In the end, I knew, that was what mattered. As long as this game turned him on, we could get away with whatever we wanted.

“Yeah, he clearly is,” I giggled. And then, seized by this mischievous impulse, I reached out and placed my hand on my husband’s cock, feeling its rigid shape through the clinging latex of the shorts he was wearing. Jonathan groaned desperately as I ran my hand over his manhood, keeping him helplessly imprisoned by his own desire. With his hands cuffed behind his back, there was absolutely nothing he could do to stop me, and I could hardly believe how good it felt to know that.

Meanwhile, Nicole watched it all, those bright blue eyes taking in everything, missing nothing.

“I think I need to hear it from him,” Nicole said, looking my husband up and down with an expression of disdain on her face. “I think your boy toy here needs to demonstrate that he understands he now belongs to two superior women. Get on your knees, slut.”

I almost gasped to hear my friend talk that way. Even though I knew that was exactly the game we were playing. To mock and humiliate my husband, to dismantle his male ego, was the whole fun of the game. But it was still shocking to hear her talk that way, when they had always got along so well. But I knew myself what it was like when you put on an outfit like this, when you started playing these games. You become a different person. Maybe you have to. Maybe that the only way to square the disconnect between the way we really were in our daily lives and who we wanted to be at that moment.

Jonathan didn’t turn to look at me, not exactly. I felt more than I saw his eyes swivel in my direction, just for a minute. But if he was looking for help from me or a way out of his humiliating predicament, he was looking in the exact wrong place. This was all so crazy, so completely out of line, but it was turning me on so much. I wasn’t going to save him. I wasn’t going to say no to any of this.

Neither, it seemed, was he.

Without saying a word, Jonathan sank to his knees in our bedroom. Not for the first time. Over the Christmas period, we had played so many kinky games in the same room, but it was even more outrageous to have Nicole there, watching it all. Taking it all in with those pretty blue eyes of hers, that look of visible joy on her face as another man submitted to her dominant charms.

She had told me she had missed this, and I could see by the expression on her face that if anything, that was underselling it. In my own limited way, I kind of understood. I had only just discovered these games myself, but already, the thought of doing without them in the future was deeply unwelcome to me. I loved the fact that Jonathan enjoyed this, that it turned him on as much as it did. Because as difficult as my skintight latex catsuit could be to put on, I couldn’t imagine taking it off permanently.

Jonathan kneeled on the floor at our feet, his movements made a little awkward by having his hands tied behind him. But neither of us made the slightest move to help him out. That was his problem. And when he was finally kneeling on the floor, gazing up at us with a look of unadulterated desire on his face, it only made us both feel more powerful, and therefore more sadistic.

“Good,” Nicole said, her latex dress creaking as she stood with her hands on her hips practically gloating over my husband. “That’s where men like you belong. Kneeling at the feet of superior women. Don’t you agree, slut?”

Clearly, Nicole was determined not to make anything easy on Jonathan, not to give him a moment’s respite from submitting to us. But she seemed to know exactly what she was doing. The look on my husband’s face was absolutely priceless as he gave in to my sexy friend once again.

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

“So obedient,” Nicole smirked down at him. “As you should be. After all, the only way you’re getting any pussy tonight is to do exactly as you’re told.”

Again, I had to make an effort not to gasp. Of course, that was the subtext in everything we were doing, the not-so-hidden secret that made my husband obey. Hearing her say it, my friend talking so brazenly in the bedroom that until then had been the scene of sexy games only between the two of us, was another little thrill of strangeness and excitement.

“Now, you’re going to show us just how obedient you can be, and just how willing you are to serve your superiors,” Nicole said. As she spoke, she stepped back toward the bed, her tight latex dress creaked again as she moved, sitting down on the edge of the mattress. The way she was talking and acting, you’d think it was her bedroom we were playing in, not ours. But I was more than happy to let her take the lead. After all, she was just so good at it.

“You’re going to lick my boots, slut,” Nicole said, as Jonathan’s eyes went wide in shock and humiliation once again. “You’re going to grovel at our feet and worship us like the goddesses we are.”

It was shocking, of course, what she was saying. After all, it was meant to be. But at the same time, I didn’t even try to deny how exciting it was.

Jonathan looked at Nicole in shock, and then turned that shocked expression on me. But he still didn’t say anything. It was like he had forgotten how to, like he couldn’t possibly find the right words. Of course, I couldn’t blame him for that. Nothing in our lives up to that point had prepared any of us for the situation we now found ourselves in. Of course, that was part of the excitement, the whole thrill of the experience. And if Jonathan had any illusions that I was going to help him out of his embarrassing little predicament just because I loved him, he was sorely mistaken about that.

“Good idea,” I said. Stepping away from my shocked husband, I sat down on the bed next to Nicole. The latex of our outfits squeaked faintly as our hips pressed together, our shining boots next to one another, Jonathan’s degrading task in front of him. He stared up at us, and the look of pleading humiliation mixed with unquestionable desire on his face made me feel momentarily weak at the knees.

His cock was still throbbing desperately in those humiliating pink trunks Nicole had had me make him wear, the clear sign of the desperate lust he was a slave to. Trying to mimic Nicole’s confidence and poise, I silently waited, as if I didn’t doubt for a minute that Jonathan would do as he was told.

He did. In the end.

My submissive husband inched forward on his knees, his face red with pure embarrassment, and both Nicole and I watched him approach. Together, practically arm in arm, we watched him bow down in front of us, the muscles in his back showing in the mirror behind him just like they had before when it was just the two of us in this room together. Now that Jonathan had his face turned to the floor, his attention focused on our feet, I could afford to look directly at Nicole, shaking my head in disbelief at everything that was happening. She just smiled back at me, maintaining that coolness, that calm, like everything that was going on was exactly what she expected and nothing new to her. Maybe it wasn’t. It might have been a while since Nicole last dominated a man, but she clearly knew exactly what she was about. No doubt in her mind, no hesitation in her heart, as she set about turning my husband into the lowly slave we both knew he loved to be.

“Did you ever imagine,” Nicole said with a giggle in her voice, “that one day your husband would be kissing my feet?”

“No, honestly,” I said. “But I wonder if he did.”

As so often at times like this, I didn’t really know where the words and the ideas came from. The suit was doing its usual trick of turning me into a different person, someone bolder and sexier and cooler than I usually was. In the silence that followed my words, I wondered if I had managed to impress even Nicole with this latest idea. And as the movement of Jonathan’s lips on my friend’s boots paused, I knew that if nothing else, I had got to him.

“Oooo, that’s a good question,” Nicole smirked. And her latex dress creaked, her big boobs straining against the rubber fabric as she leaned forward. Reaching down, she cupped Jonathan’s chin in her hand, tilting his face up so that he had no choice but to look her right in the eye as she spoke.

“Tell me, slave, and tell me the truth,” she said slowly and firmly as she looked down at him. “We’ll know if you’re lying. Have you ever fantasized about me while jerking off?”

I didn’t even try not to gasp at her words. True, I had set this whole idea in motion. I was the one who had opened this particular door. That didn’t make it any less shocking to hear my friend so blithely walk through it. Jonathan seemed to sense danger, looking from Nicole to me and back again, unsure of what the right answer would be. Honestly, so was I. Part of me didn’t want to think of my husband desiring anyone but me, even though I knew how unrealistic that was. I knew, of course, that he watched porn, and we had investigated his tastes in that right in that very room. Still, to think of him thinking of Nicole in that way was something I had no idea how to handle.

And yet, there was that same thrill of magic, something sexy about it, too. After all, from the look on his face and the obvious erection in the skintight shorts he was wearing, I could clearly see that he was turned on by Nicole right now. That didn’t bother me. It excited me. So why should it matter if he had thought about her in the past? For some reason I wasn’t sure I would ever be able to fathom, it sounded hot to me.

Jonathan paused a little longer still before answering, but we all knew that no one was coming to save him. Nicole seemed willing to wait for as long as it took, and for that matter, so was I. In the end, he had no choice but to answer.

“Yes, Lady Nicole,” he said in a strangled voice. And I pressed both hands to my mouth to keep myself from laughing at his shameful admission while his cheeks turned bright red.

“I bet you have, you naughty little slut,” Nicole said, leaning on the insulting word as if she liked the way it felt in her mouth. “And what did you imagine me doing to you? Did you imagine me bossing you around and dominating you like this?”

Jonathan paused again, but there was no point putting off the inevitable, and he could see that.

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

Nicole’s dominatrix façade cracked only a little as she glanced at me, just for a moment, before turning her shining eyes back to my captive husband again.

“Oh, you are a naughty little slut, aren’t you?” She said. “So I guess we’re making your fantasies come true right now, aren’t we?”

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

Jonathan’s tone sounded almost resigned now, as if he was realizing the predicament he was in and how impossible it was for him to resist us. Nicole, specifically. We had never talked about things like this, not being as open with each other as Nicole clearly was with her own husband. I found myself regretting that now as I sat on the bed above him, practically drunk with my own sense of sexual power. But the truth was coming out into the light now, and that was all that mattered.

“Then you should count yourself lucky,” Nicole said heartily. “It’s a privilege for a slutty little slave boy like you to serve mistresses like us, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Lady Nicole.”

She was still holding Jonathan’s chin in her hand, and his eyes were practically rolling in his head in a kind of ecstasy of submission. It was clear by now that he would say just about anything, willing to do whatever it took to please us. Desperate for the bodies our latex outfits so beautifully displayed and unable to put up even the slightest resistance to me or to my friend.

It was fucking hot. It was so unbelievably hot, I could hardly stand it. My body was on fire with passion, and if Jonathan’s arousal was more visible than mine with his coiled cock pressing hard against the laced-up front of his pink shorts, it was no more powerful. I was riding that wave of pleasure and lust, my body now crying out for relief in the tight wrapper of the latex catsuit, and as I watched my husband kneeling helpless in front of us, I could feel wetness spreading between my legs.

All of this was outrageous, of course. All of this was completely unbelievable. All of this was something I would never in my life have imagined happening to me or to my husband, bringing excitement like this into our average little suburban life. But now it was happening, and as I had observed before, when you get turned on enough, even the most outrageous ideas start to seem okay.

I’m open with Nicole about a lot of things. But even intimate friendship has its boundaries. But I couldn’t help it. I was about to cross those boundaries, and I was so turned on by everything that had happened so far, I didn’t even care. Already, I was rubbing my thighs together, increasing the pressure on my streaming pussy. Already, with me hardly noticing, my hand crept downwards to rub my sex through the thin latex that covered it. I needed an orgasm, right there, right then, and I no longer had it in me to care even a little how it happened or who saw it.

As I unzipped the zipper between my legs, Jonathan’s eyes snapped toward me. I smiled at him as I pulled the zipper down between my legs, revealing my naked pussy underneath. And Nicole saw what I was doing, and she just smiled too, an indulgent smile that seemed to say that whatever we did tonight was okay, as long as it made us feel good.

“Get over here, slut,” I growled, trying to be just as dominant and exciting as my friend was. And from the look on my husband’s face, it seemed I was succeeding. Nicole released her grip on his chin, and Jonathan shuffled toward me on his knees, drawn toward my wet pussy like a moth to a flame.

I spread my legs. As Jonathan approached, I swung one leg up over his shoulder, the smooth latex sliding easily over his skin as I draped my boot over his back. He lowered his mouth down to my wet slit, and I moaned at the feel of his lips and tongue teasing me, sliding over the sensitive flesh, seeking out the swollen nub of my clitoris.

And all with my best friend sitting right beside us, close enough to touch, watching everything.

I closed my eyes for a moment as pleasure overwhelmed me, but quickly opened them again. I wanted to see. I wanted to see everything, to not miss a moment of this unbelievable spectacle. Jonathan’s head was down, his face buried between my thighs, licking me with enthusiasm, and with every movement of his tongue, I felt fresh pleasure swell inside me. But it wasn’t enough. It was never enough. I was riding a roller coaster to the stars now, tightening every muscle of my body as I gripped the bed sheets underneath me and wrapped my leg tighter over Jonathan’s back. The heel of my boot rested close to his cuffed hands, and that reminder of his helplessness, of his easy submission, was almost enough to make me cry out in pleasure all by itself. Certainly, the way his tongue was moving over my body was enough to do that. My submissive husband knew exactly what to do, and soon, the bedroom was full of the sound of my sheer bliss.

I didn’t hold anything back. I felt Nicole’s hand on my back, sliding soothingly over the latex as if she was encouraging me to cum. But it wasn’t like I needed encouragement. All I needed was for Jonathan to keep doing what he was doing, to keep using his tongue and lips to get me off like the little sex slave he was.

And that’s exactly what he did.

While Jonathan went down on me, Nicole moved on the bed beside me. At first, I didn’t know what she was doing as she shifted her position, leaning even closer to me. But as I watched, she raised one foot, and I heard Jonathan moan in pure desperation as she rubbed the toe of her boot against his cock, so temptingly stuffed inside his tight little shorts.

I laughed out loud at the thought of my friend teasing him like this, a laugh that quickly turned into another moan of pleasure. And Jonathan moaned in desperate pleasure too, though of a far more teasing kind than mine, as Nicole continued to play with his cock. Just her foot, just the rounded toe of her dominatrix boot, was enough to have him squirming in desire and make him tremble with lust.

And enough, I quickly realized, to make him lick my pussy with even more desperate enthusiasm. My little slave boy was eager to please.

“Oh my God, that feels so good,” I moaned, pressing one hand to the back of Jonathan’s head as if to keep him in place. As if he was trying to get away, when in reality, it was clear from the way he was pleasuring me that there was nowhere he wanted to be at that moment in time more than exactly where he was. “Keep going. Make me cum, slut.”

Again, it wasn’t as if Jonathan needed the encouragement. But my words, along with the irresistible movement of Nicole’s foot against his manhood, were clearly driving my husband crazy. The fire of lust was raging inside me, and I didn’t feel like holding anything back. Truthfully, I couldn’t have even if I wanted to.

Orgasm exploded inside me. My pussy convulsed, and a hot wet flood of my juices poured out over my husband’s face.

I gasped and moaned. I panted and screamed. And in the rush of pleasure that filled me, and the pure excitement of that moment, I couldn’t think of anything but myself and the powerful sensations that shook my body.

But as my climax slowly passed, and I opened my eyes onto the wild scene still playing itself out in our bedroom, I saw something I hadn’t expected. Jonathan was still kneeling between my thighs, and I lifted my boot slowly off his back, sitting back on the bed. He was looking up at me and Nicole with an embarrassed expression on his face, and with my cum shining on his cheeks and chin, that didn’t surprise me. But it wasn’t until Nicole burst out laughing next to me that I realized what had actually happened.

“I think I just made you husband cum in his pants.”

“Oh my God,” I gasped, my voice still thick with wild pleasure. “Is that true, honey?”

The bulge of his manhood was still highly visible in the tight pink shorts, and the latex fabric let nothing out. But his silence was all the answer I needed. And I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t even try. I burst out laughing, laughing along with Nicole at my poor husband’s embarrassing predicament.

“I barely even touched him,” Nicole said. “Just my foot. That was all he needed to get off, the dirty little pervert that he is.”

And even though I had just had a powerful orgasm, my excitement was still vibrating inside me, enough to make me want more of this unbelievable game. Enough to let me stay in character as I sat above my helpless husband wrapped in skintight latex, looking and feeling like an absolute sex goddess.

“What a loser,” I said, looking down at him with a vicious little smile on my face. “Slave boy, what are we going to do with you? I don’t remember giving you permission to cum.”

And Nicole’s laughter was as wicked as my own as Jonathan kneeled at our feet, disgraced, humiliated, and still completely desperate for us.
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