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   Trick or Treat
 
   “Come on. It’s funny!”
 
   “It’s embarrassing.”
 
   “For me, maybe. I’m the one that has to really dress up. You’re not going to be wearing anything you wouldn’t normally wear.”
 
   “Yeah, right. I can think of at least one thing I wouldn’t normally wear.”
 
   “Ok, so one thing. Big deal. You haven’t seen my outfit yet.”
 
   Emma stood. Slowly, she walked across the room, her sparkling eyes fixed on her husband. A tiny smile, like the dust that spawns stars in the depths of outer space, lifted the corners of her red lips. Her hair, rich brown streaked with blonde, hung in rippling waves on either side of her slender face. Tiny creases formed and fell at the top of her thighs as her skintight jeans clung to her long legs. Dale shifted in his seat.
 
   Some couples just don’t seem to match. You know what I mean. Like one partner is just out of the other’s league, to the point where you wonder how they ever got together in the first place, let alone got married and made it last. Maybe it’s because I’m a guy, but usually it’s the girl that’s out of the guy’s league, in my experience. Maybe because women have a broader range of tastes in men. Maybe they’re more willing to compromise. Whatever it is, Dale and Emma were one of those couples. I mean, don’t get me wrong. Dale’s an ok guy. He has a decent job, he can tell a joke. There’s nothing about him to really rub anyone the wrong way. But there’s nothing about him that would really make you sit up and take notice, either. He keeps himself in ok shape, but he’s not ripped. He’s not rich. He went bald young.
 
   And Emma is a stone cold fox. Even now, with the first flush of youth faded, she can stop traffic in the street. She’s always known it, and she likes it. The way she dresses certainly seems designed to encourage it. I’ve never seen her without make up, never seen her wearing sweat pants. Whereas Dale’s such a laid back guy. I doubt he gives even a minute’s thought to what he wears outside of special occasions. Sometimes when the two of them are together, it looks downright weird. But hey. It works for them. They’re happy, you gotta give them that.
 
   Emma leaned over her husband as he sat in his armchair, bending slowly. If she noticed his wide eyes staring down the front of the tank top she wore when it was just the two of them lounging around at home, she gave no sign of it. Her slight smile wasn’t so slight anymore as she dropped down into a squat right in front of Dale, her long gym sessions evident in the easy grace of her movements as her hands ran along his thighs. She kneeled on the carpet between her husband’s spread legs, rubbing his thighs through his jeans, and I know Emma. Any guy in Dale’s position would be tenting his pants right now, just the way Dale was. Beaming happily, she reached for his zipper. Dale’s hands gripped the arms of the chair as a bead of sweat formed on his scalp. By the time Emma had his fly open, Dale’s cock was swelling rapidly, springing out of his pants as though on a mission, its hardness clearly visible through the material of his boxer shorts as it rose from his lap like a missile.
 
   “Would you like to see my outfit?” Emma beamed up at her husband. Her finger traced the shape of his erection through the fabric of his underwear, her fingernail teasing him slowly as she studied his desperate face. Dale’s eyes were practically on stalks, steam coming out of his ears like a cartoon wolf, he wanted it so bad. Emma can cocktease at an Olympic level. Dale knows that better than anyone.
 
   “It’s pretty sexy,” she went on, her hand never stopping its maddening motions as her brow furrowed in a look of simulated doubt. “I think you’ll really like it. I think most guys will. I think if you saw it, you’d really want me to wear it. I mean, I don’t want to sound big headed or anything. But I honestly don’t think, if we go out together, that anyone’s really going to notice what you’re wearing.” Dale’s breath was coming fast now, his cock throbbing with undeniable desire as Emma expertly manipulated him. Folding her arms across his knees and resting her chin on her forearms, she smiled sweetly up at Dale, her pretty face bare inches from his upright cock. “Would you like to see?”
 
   “Y-yes,” Dale stammered. He gulped, and the tip of his pink tongue showed as he licked suddenly dry lips. Emma’s teeth flashed as she grinned triumphantly, and she extended a hand to take Dale’s cock in her fist, briefly massaging his head before rising swiftly to her feet.
 
   “Ok, honey,” she said. “I’ll go put it on. You stay right here until I come back, ok? No peeking. I want to make an entrance.” She turned lightly, with a dancer’s poise, Dale practically drooling in his chair as he watched her round buttocks slipping over one another under form-fitting denim while his cock ached for her.
 
   “Oh, and honey?” Emma paused in the doorway that separated the living room form the rest of the house. With a thespian’s mastery of timing, she posed on her toes in mid-stride, looking back over her slender shoulder with her ass prominently displayed for her husband’s view, her hip cocked towards him. “It takes a while to get into this outfit. But I want you to stay nice and hard for me until I come back, ok? If you have to touch yourself, that’s ok. But don’t jerk off; I don’t want you to cum. Just save that boner for me, and I’ll deal with it when I come back. I want to see it pointing at the ceiling for me, ok?”
 
   “Ok,” Dale said uncertainly. His cheeks flushed red as Emma grinned wickedly. Her hair fanned out around her head as she turned and strode out of the living room, disappearing in the dark hallway beyond.
 
   Dale waited. It was a long wait. From the direction of their bedroom, he could hear the occasional mysterious sound. The dull thunk of something being dropped. Emma’s voice, muttering whispered curses at some inanimate object that refused to co-operate with her. From time to time, a strange sort of squeaking he couldn’t identify. Zippers, many zippers being fastened. He waited wordlessly. He didn’t need to touch himself. Without any further stimulation beyond the sounds of his wife dressing and his own imagination, Dale’s cock stayed rock hard, refusing to go down even slightly. The padded arms of the chair creaked under his fingers. He shifted in his seat as the minutes rolled past.
 
   Finally, he heard Emma’s footsteps returning to him. He felt them, too, even through the carpet. The hallway floor was hardwood, and the sharp report of her steps, dangerous as gunfire, told him she was wearing high heels. As she came closer, he heard that squeaking sound again. As she came around the corner, Dale’s heart lurched in his chest like a drunk in a cell. Emma’s eyes glittered, her red mouth curving like a bow as she basked in the glow of her husband’s disbelieving gaze. Striking a pose, she placed her hands on her hips, standing firm with her feet apart while Dale’s wide eyes flickered up and down the length of her body.
 
   “You - oh my God. You look amazing,” Dale spluttered.
 
   She did. Emma’s curvy body was sheathed in a shining one piece body suit that clung to her like a second skin. With every slight movement of her body, with each small breath, the fabric - was it leather? Latex? - shimmered and shone. It was so tight that Dale could see the twin hard buds of her nipples, could study every indentation of the rounded muscles of her thighs. Above the womanly swell of her hips, her waist looked impossibly small, wrapped tightly in a leather corset that made her stand proud and upright with a perfect hourglass figure. From mid-thigh down, the suit disappeared beneath a pair of tall, pointy boots in bright red leather with taut laces that criss-crossed their way up Emma’s legs from the arches of her feet. The heels were slender as icepicks and at least six inches tall. Dale’s transformed wife towered in the doorway, looking equal parts intimidating and seductive. He was genuinely speechless as he took in the powerfully erotic sight.
 
   “Good. I knew you’d like it.” As though walking a tightrope, Emma swayed slowly across the living room towards him, placing one foot directly in front of the other as her broad hips swung crazily from side to side. Beneath the catsuit, her breasts bounced with every step on the towering heels. Dale’s cock pulsed as he watched, his arousal surging to new heights as he watched her approach as though frozen to his spot in the chair. Reaching him, she towered above him like some unapproachable goddess, a dark and sexy empress that a mere mortal like him could only worship from afar. This was his wife, he tried to remind himself. In that moment, even Dale didn’t believe it. 
 
   Standing directly in front of her husband, her eyes studying his face as she basked in his obvious adoration, Emma felt a stirring inside her. Just putting the outfit on, despite the struggle it entailed, did something to her. It was like stepping into the skin of another, her old self disappearing as the latex took hold, and some new personality emerging. She stood taller. She walked differently. She felt herself becoming something entirely different to her normal, everyday life, some wanton creature deserving only of pleasure. In this outfit, she felt like sex incarnate. As she watched Dale struck dumb at the mere sight of her, she felt her stomach fluttering, and the baseline growl of arousal that had started the moment she pulled the outfit from her closet intensified. Her body throbbed with thunder that only she could hear.
 
   Involuntarily, Dale gasped. Those thin heels were sharp, and even though Emma didn’t put much of her weight behind it, it still hurt when she raised a leg and placed her foot on his inner thigh. The pointed toe of her red boot hovered, mere millimeters from his upright and urgent erection. The smile on her face chilled Dale. As though he had found himself locked in a room with some wild and dangerous animal, something capable of eviscerating him, he kept still and silent. A wrong move now, he felt, could be extremely dangerous. But the right one? The right one could make all his desires real. He kept still.
 
   Emma’s hands rested on her hips once again as she stood with one foot in her husband’s groin. The feeling of power was unbelievable, giving a new and urgent edge to her arousal. She knew immediately that this was what she wanted, all doubt burned away by the fire of lust in Dale’s eyes. He would do what she wanted, she was sure of it. The thought excited her.
 
   “So,” she said, slowly, and her foot moved slowly with her words, the sharp heel carving a bruised path along Dale’s thigh as her toe reached his cock and began to tap lightly, as though accidentally, against his rigid cock, “should I just return this outfit to the store? Wear something else for Halloween?”
 
   “No,” Dale rasped, and cleared his throat. “No,” he repeated more firmly this time, “don’t do that. You look super hot.”
 
   “But honey, I’m a dominatrix,” Emma explained, as Dale’s eyes rolled back in his head while his cock bobbed under her boot. Tap tap tap. “And every dominatrix needs a slave. I can’t wear this unless you wear your costume too.” Tap tap tap. Dale’s hips shifted in his chair, and Emma smiled deeply as she watched her husband, unable to control himself, rubbing his cock against her shiny leather boot. She had him. She’d had him from the minute she walked into the room. She knew it.
 
   “Ok,” Dale replied, his hoarse voice almost frantic, “I’ll do it. I’ll wear it.”
 
   “You will?” Emma’s face lit up with utter joy as she smiled down at her entranced husband. “Really?” Tap tap tap. Like a metronome that made his heart dance to her tune, Emma used her foot on his cock to control him.
 
   “Yes,” Dale rasped, “I will. I’ll do it.”
 
   “You’ll be my slave?”
 
   “Y-yes,” Dale said after a pause. And his look of wild desire turned to a grimace of pain as Emma leaned forward, crossing her forearms over her raised knee and causing her heel to dig deeper into the soft flesh of his raised thigh.
 
   “No, honey,” she said quietly, her bright eyes locked onto his as a hint of steel crept into her voice. “You need to say it.”
 
   “I - I -” Dale’s dry lips trembled around the words as he writhed and stuttered and winced as Emma dug her heel in, just a little deeper. 
 
   “Say it.” Emma’s voice was barely more than a whisper.
 
   “I’ll be your slave.” Dale’s head slumped on his chest. Emma could see his resistance break. Her stomach did flips as a feeling of lust, pure power and pure desire, roared through her. She couldn’t separate one from the other. Every nerve in her latex-sheathed body howled in triumph. And in a paroxysm of cruelty, as this new personality she had unleashed reveled in her victory, she pressed just a little harder on that slender heel, making Dale grunt in pain. Inside the suit, she could feel her own wetness as her pussy soaked the slick fabric. Unbelievably, she almost came right there, just from the sheer thrill of control. It was true, she thought to herself. Power really is sexy.
 
   “Good boy,” she cooed breathily, her own breathing now as rapid as her clearly horny husband’s. “That’s a good boy. And good boys get rewarded.” Her breasts rose and fell inside the tight suit as she all but panted with arousal. She had to maintain control, now more than ever. “Do you want to cum, Dale?”
 
   “Yes,” Dale gasped up at her from beneath lowered brows.
 
   “Ok, honey,” Emma breathed. “Cum for me. Stroke that cock, and cum on my boot like a good boy.” To her utter delight, Dale did exactly as he was told. Roughly pulling aside his gray boxer shorts, he seized his cock as it sprang free and began furiously pumping away. Emma could only imagine the mess inside her catsuit as she felt her pussy gush forth hot juices again, her body crying out for the cock she now controlled. In no time at all, Dale was grunting, his eyes squeezing shut, his hand a blur on his upright shaft. A jet of white cum launched into the air, followed by another, and Emma watched it spatter on her boot just below the knee. Dale’s cock ran with cum like rivers of molten lava, his hot seed spilling over the red leather of her boot as she idly rubbed it against his shaft. Dale snorted heavily through his nostrils as his orgasm subsided. 
 
   “Oh, honey,” Emma purred as Dale’s flow of cum subsided and his eyes opened sleepily, “well done. That was so hot.” His cum slid across the top of her foot as she removed the boot from his thigh and stood with both feet on the floor once again. “Now, I need to cum too,” she said, smiling wickedly. “So let’s go to the bedroom and see if you can make that happen. Who knows? If you can eat my pussy through this suit and make me cum, I might even let you cum again.” Turning on her heels, Emma strutted towards the bedroom without waiting for a reply. She didn’t need one. The creak of Dale’s chair as he stood and the hurried thump of his footsteps behind her told her everything she needed to know.
 
   *
 
   “Men are such….dicks!”
 
   Dale rolled his eyes. This was not the Halloween he had planned. 
 
   Emma loved Halloween. It was her favorite holiday. She loved to dress up, to lose herself in a persona. It wasn’t really Dale’s thing, but given his wife’s predilection for sexy outfits, he didn’t exactly mind, either. She had been planning this for a while. Se had gotten her costume a month ago, and given that the catsuit was custom made for her body, Dale knew she had to have been planning it a lot longer than that. She’d planned his costume, too, of course. Not that there was much planning there. He was wearing an old pair of black jeans, his regular sneakers, a cheap black T shirt she had bought new for him with some sort of skull and crossbones design. Nothing he wouldn’t wear any other day of the year. Only the chain around his neck made it a costume.
 
   “Fuck him, Sandra. He was a douchebag anyway. You were too good for him, and he knew it.”
 
   The plan, last month when tonight had been in the planning stage, was to go out with Emma’s friend Sandra and her boyfriend Chris. They had a couple’s costume planned too, and it looked like being a fun night. Right up until two weeks ago, when Chris had unceremoniously dumped Sandra in favor of some previous girlfriend who came back into his life. When Emma had told him, Dale had questioned the wisdom of Sandra coming out with them. But Emma had insisted that it was exactly what her friend needed, a fun night to take her mind off what had happened. Well, Dale thought to himself as he toyed with the ice in his drink and half-listened to the chatter of the women beside him, it didn’t seem like Emma’s plan was working. All the two of them had talked about the whole time was Chris, and what a platinum-coated prick he was. Knowing better than to offer an opinion, Dale sipped his drink and studied the room.
 
   The bar was busy. Halloween’s a big night, especially in a college town. And there was plenty to look at. Some of the girls in the bar exhibited no shame, wearing costumes that ranged from provocative to slutty to barely there at all. Dale tried to keep his glances to a minimum, but he was only human, after all.
 
   Not that there were any women in the bar that could distract his attention for long from his wife. When a women has you on a leash, Dale had come to realize, she is guaranteed your full attention. But more than that. Her tight body in her tighter outfight was driving him wild, every movement she made causing the latex to creak as it stretched around the demonic curves of her body. All Dale wanted to do was get his wife home and devour the incredible body her costume displayed. But it seemed he would have to wait.
 
   “I just don’t get it. Why is there always someone else? Why am I always second best?”
 
   Dale lifted his eyes to Sandra’s face. His half-hard cock shifted in his jeans. It certainly wasn’t her looks that drove men away, he thought to himself. Sandra’s long blonde hair was pulled back in a severe bun tonight, revealing her pretty face with green eyes behind long lashes, her full lips accentuated by a coat of bright red lipstick seemingly at odds with the rest of her toned-down makeup. Emma, on the other had, almost looked like a different person. Her brown eyes glowed under a thick coat of dark eye shadow and heavy mascara, her own lips red too, to match her tall boots. She looked like the evil queen in a fairy tale, Dale thought. Dangerous, and maybe even a little cruel. But impossible to resist. Sitting with long legs crossed at a high bar stool, casually sipping from the glass in her hand while the other held the end of Dale’s leash. A riding crop dangled from her wrist by a leather thong. Just for show, she had said before they left the house. Unless you don’t do as your mistress tells you. Emma’s smile had chilled Dale’s blood even as it made his cock swell in his pants. His wife looked every inch the beautiful dominatrix. As Dale looked around the bar, he could see that Emma was getting more then her fair share of attention, from men and women alike. He wondered how many of the men here would trade places with him, would happily wear the dog leash he wore if it mean they got to share a table with these two absolute beauties. From the hungry looks of some of them, he guessed it would be more than a few.
 
   “It’s not you, Sandra. It’s them. There’s a lot of shitheads out there, that’s all. You’ll find the right guy. You’re smart, funny, super hot. You can have any guy you want.”
 
   Emma’s pep talk was well intentioned. But that didn’t make it untrue. Sandra looked amazing tonight. Like Emma, she was wearing a skintight black catsuit, though hers seemed to be spandex instead of Emma’s shiny latex. The zipper in the front was pulled down low, revealing a generous expanse of cleavage. A wide leather belt encircled her hips, the chunky holster of a fake gun and a pair of handcuffs only emphasizing her narrow waist. Lace-up ankle boots completed the outfit, with a spiked metallic heel only a little shorter than Emma’s towering heels. In a bar that had no less than six girls dressed as sexy cops, Sandra was definitely the sexiest.
 
   Dale’s leash clinked, pulling his attention swiftly back to his wife. She was still talking to Sandra, not even looking at him, her hand twisting idly under the table and playing with the leash while she talked. Dale’s cock throbbed unseen. He had never been into this S&M stuff, or had at least never thought about it. But Emma looked so hot, and the leash was a constant reminder of the power that gave her over him. He remembered the sex they had had, when she had worn the costume for him, and his jeans grew tighter as his cock struggled for freedom. He felt bad for Sandra; he genuinely did. But all he could think about was fucking his wife.
 
   “Maybe you’ve got the right idea.” Dale looked up to find Sandra’s green eyes staring him down. At least she was smiling, a little. Maybe it was the stern black outfit she wore that gave her a predatory look. Maybe it was Dale’s own feelings of humiliation, being led around on a leash by his wife in public. Maybe it was something else. “I should just find a guy I could keep on a leash and whip him into shape when he gets out of line.” Dale’s face reddened. Smiling, Emma took a sip of her drink, careful not to smudge her lipstick.
 
   “Yeah, he’s a good boy,” she said as she set her glass down on the wooden table. “Aren’t you, honey?” The leash went taut, pulling Dale’s head down. He wilted under his wife’s smoky gaze, feeling his skin crawl with embarrassment. Like a traitor, his cock swelled with arousal. Dale had never felt like this before. He had no name for this new sensation, this simultaneous eruption of desire and shame. He wanted the earth to open up and swallow him, to hide him from the bright eyes of the beautiful women as they smiled smugly down at him. And yet he never wanted it to stop. The conflicting feelings fed into one another, driving him into a wholly unfamiliar state of mind. He was ashamed that this aroused him, and turned on by the shame. Torn between the desire to throw off the leash and reclaim his masculinity, and the overwhelming need to submit to his wife and obey her, no matter what she might demand.
 
   “Y-yes,” he stammered, his croaking voice eliciting a peal of bright feminine laughter from the girls. Emma looked him over, his skin prickling under her gaze as her eyes flickered brazenly up and down his body. Her eyes were moist, her gaze fuzzy and indistinct, clouded by drink and by what Dale hoped was arousal. If this situation was turning her on half as much as it did him, he was in for a wild night.
 
   “Come on,” said Sandra suddenly. Her boots made a sharp crack on the floor of the bar as she slid from her stool. “Let’s head to Virgil’s. I wanna dance.” Emma stood too, her latex suit creaking and shining. Dale suppressed his own groans of frustration as he watched the two women’s supple muscles moving under their sexy suits. He stayed seated.
 
   “Come on,” said Emma. “Pay up, and let’s go.” That was part of the arrangements. Neither woman had anywhere to keep so much as a single banknote in their form-fitting outfits. Since Dale had pockets, it made sense for him to carry the money for everyone. The fact that it added to his humiliation, paying on command like a servant, was accidental. As far as he knew, anyway.
 
   “Come on,” Emma repeated, a note of impatience entering her voice as she tugged lightly at the leash. Dale still sat, silently imploring his wife. Her brow furrowed. She wasn’t getting the message. But Sandra was. Resting her elbows on the table, she leaned over towards the couple conspiratorially.
 
   “I think your husband has a little bit of a….boner issue,” she said in a stage whisper. As Dale’s cheeks burned with shame, Emma burst out laughing. Quickly, her free hand shot under the table, and Dale winced as she found the hard knot of his erection.
 
   “Oh my God! He does!” Emma cried out delightedly. As Sandra grinned at him, her deep cleavage on full display as she leaned over the table towards him, Dale cringed with shame. His cock was so hard, he was worried he might cum in his pants there and then. How much more embarrassing would that be? To his deep relief and regret, Emma took her hand away before her mere touch pushed him over the edge.
 
   “I guess he must like being your slave,” Sandra smirked, her green eyes never leaving Dale’s face as the smirk never left her red lips.
 
   “Oh, I think so,” Emma laughed. Twisting her wrist a few times, she shortened the chain between her and Dale before switching it to her other hand. Dale’s eyes widened as she slipped the riding crop off her wrist and held it in her hand. He winced as the leather tip traced the shape of his erection under the table.
 
   “Don’t you, honey?” she teased as Dale’s eyelids fluttered. “You like being on a leash. You like being my little slave in front of everyone, don’t you? It’s ok. You can say it. We’re all friends here.” Dale’s eyes flickered from his wife to Sandra and back again. His frantic gaze was met by two identical sly female smiles, two beautiful pairs of eyes lit from within by a new-found feeling of feminine power. His stomach churned nervously. If he gave in now, Dale felt, it would be the start of a road he might come to regret starting down. If he was going to draw a line in the sand, to show he would only go so far with this game, now was the time to do it.
 
   But then. Emma’s long legs, shining as she shifted her weight from one tall heel to another. The round curve of her ass in the latex that hid nothing. Sandra’s breasts, threatening to spill out at any moment from the clinging spandex they struggled against with every breath she took. His cock surged. He hadn’t been this turned on in years. Such exquisite torture, and Emma had barely even touched him. Yet. 
 
   “Yes,” he said, lowering his eyes to the table as he spoke. “Yes, I like it.” Across the table, he heard Sandra chuckle.
 
   “Never knew you were so kinky, Dale,” she gently mocked as his face turned a deeper red. But Emma wasn’t done yet. Her brown eyes glowed like coals as she tapped her riding crop against his erection under the table. Dale jumped. It hadn’t hurt, exactly. But it had certainly gotten his attention. He looked almost fearful as he stared up at her.
 
   “No,” Emma said calmly. “You need to say it. All of it.” Dale studied his wife’s gorgeous face, looking for some sign she was joking. She raised a sculpted eyebrow expectantly. She wasn’t joking. And as his eyes roved again over her hourglass figure packed into catsuit, boots and corset, leash in one hand and crop in the other, hair swept back in a long pony tail from her heavily made-up face, she looked so utterly in control, so breathtakingly desirable that Dale felt the last shred of defiance leave him. He would do anything this woman told him to. Obeying her seemed somehow right, as though it was nothing more than the proper respect he should show for a creature so high above him.
 
   “I like being on a leash,” Dale said. His voice was hollow, a flat monotone. Emma’s smirk broadened into a wide, toothy grin as his words reached her. “I like being your slave, in front of everyone.” A gale of female laughter greeted his words. He whirled around, and almost fell from his stool. They were not alone.
 
   “That’s so awesome!” Dale’s audience consisted of two young women standing directly behind him. His heart hammered against his ribs as the blood bloomed darkly in his veins.
 
   The two could have been sisters. Both Asian, both pretty, with jet black hair and smiling brown eyes. One was dressed as Wonder Woman, her small breasts pushed upwards by a red bustier, the iconic star-patterned hot pants riding high on her hips and exposing her smooth, slender thighs. The other girl had gone for a military look, her silky black hair cut in a cute bob under her olive green cap, a low-cut camouflage shirt baring her breasts above a belt decorated with bullets and matching camouflage shorts that barely covered her ass. The name sewed into the front of her shirt read ‘Private Parts’. Dale’s cock throbbed as the strangers giggled. 
 
   “So does he, like, do anything you say?” asked Private Parts. They were young, Dale thought. Old enough to drink, clearly, but not by much. 
 
   “Well, he puts up a fight sometimes,” Emma replied, smiling at Dale briefly before turning back to the girls. “He’s still training, so I have to set him straight every once in a while. But he’s learning.”
 
   “That’s so cool,” beamed Wonder Woman. “Don’t take any shit from him. He should be worshiping the ground you walk on. All men should.” The four women laughed again as Dale blushed. 
 
   “I know, right?” Sandra said. The look on her face made Dale nervous. She was smiling, the kind of smile a tiger might make as it stalks a deer. Her green eyes glowed, like a cat in a dim room. “I think he should get down on his knees right now and show us how much he loves his mistress.” The girls hooted with laughter as Dale looked desperately up at Emma. She regarded him coolly from under half-closed eyelids, her tongue making a slight bulge in her cheek as she pondered her husband’s fate. Silently, Dale begged her to let him off the hook.
 
   “Yeah,” agreed Wonder Woman, “he should.” Her boots thumped on the floor as she took a step forward. Dale could smell her perfume as she leaned in close, seizing the leash right at his neck and pulling him towards her until her face filled his vision. “Get down on your knees,” she ordered, her voice, slow and firm, belied by her pretty smile. “Right now. Show us women the proper respect.” In something close to a panic, Dale craned his neck, his eyes seeking Emma’s. She was smiling widely now, practically beaming. Her cheeks were flushed. Dale knew his wife. This was turning her on. He thought of her pussy, getting wet inside the clinging suit, and his cock lurched like a drunk inside his jeans. To a chorus of laughter and jeers, Dale slipped from his seat and dropped to his knees on the dirty floor of the bar.
 
   The chain swung from his neck. He could barely bring himself to look up, unable to meet the fiercely burning eyes of the women in their triumph. He fixed his eyes on the floor and the four pairs of boots that now surrounded him. Trapped, he realized with a dim sense of shock that there was nowhere else he wanted to be. Even if he could feel the eyes of half the bar watching his humiliation.
 
   “I think he should lick your boots, Em.” That was Sandra. Dale didn’t need to see her face to hear the sly, satisfied smile in her voice. “Make sure he knows his place.”
 
   “Yeah,” Wonder Woman said loudly as Dale cringed beneath her, “he totally should! Grovel at her feet and worship her properly!” Dale’s hands trembled. They were going to make him do this, and for whatever reason, he knew he couldn’t stop them. His body shook as he raised his head slowly, his eyes seeking his wife’s. The leash dangled between them. He watched through bloodshot eyes as she sat back on her stool, the latex sighing and groaning around her gorgeous body as she slowly crossed one leg over the other. The long muscle of her thigh and the soft curve of her round buttock rose up against the unyielding fabric, the spread of her hips only accentuating the narrowness of her waist, enhanced by the corset she wore. Dale’s breath quickened. 
 
   She smiled as she met his gaze. Slowly, she nodded.
 
   Dale’s tongue slid easily over the shiny leather of her red boots, the leash growing taut between them as he dropped to all fours. The laughter of the women watching him made his heart burn with shame. But the knowledge that he was pleasing his gorgeous wife overcame it. That was all he wanted to do now, even if it humiliated him. He didn’t care.
 
   “Look at him!” Wonder Woman’s voice came from high above him as she gloated over his submission. “You’re such a badass! You gotta teach me how to get a guy to do this.”
 
   “It’s not too hard,” Emma smiled, reveling in the feel of Dale’s tongue gliding over the leather of her boots as he submissively worshiped her in front of her best friend and a bar full of strangers. “I just don’t give him a choice.” A sharp crack echoed through the bar, making Dale jump. Emma had struck the table with her riding crop as she spoke. The sound of feminine laughter, cruel laughter, was quickly becoming the soundtrack to the night. His cock pulsed in his jeans, ignored. It wasn’t all bad.
 
   “Listen,” said Wonder Woman, “we’re probably going to this party later. Here’s my number. You should swing by. I have a lot of friends who would really get a kick out of your little slave here.”
 
   “Yeah, totally,” said Emma as Dale, ignored, continued to run his tongue over her pointed boots. “We’ll check it out.”
 
   “Ok,” said Wonder Woman. From the corner of his eye, Dale watched the boots of the two Asian girls start to walk away. “Have a good night!”
 
   “You too!” Emma’s catsuit creaked as she shifted in her chair, one foot bobbing above Dale as he humbled himself before the entire bar.
 
   “Ok,” said Sandra as the two girls vanished into the crowd, “let’s get out of here.” Dale heard Emma uncross her legs, and he scuttled backwards across the floor as she stood from her stool. A tug on the leash raised him to his feet. Emma was beaming at him, her face glowing blissfully. She was incredibly horny, and the thought made his cock swell again. Half the bar was staring with wide eyes and open mouths. But in that moment, Dale and Emma only had eyes for each other.
 
   Emma turned. Her heels rapped loudly on the floor of the bar, drawing every eye as she led her husband by his leash towards the door. Sandra followed close behind, her hand on Dale’s belt as he followed behind his wife. The sight of her ass rolling from side to side under the shining latex intoxicated him more than the alcohol he had been drinking. His head swam. Part of him, the everyday rational part, was screaming that this was a mistake, that he was going to regret this. But the desire that howled through his veins overrode his concerns. Hypnotized by the rise and fall of her firm round cheeks, Dale mindlessly followed where his wife led.
 
   Outside, the cool October air hit his blushing skin like a splash of water. The neon lights and passing cop cars hurt his eyes. Under the streetlights, Emma’s latex-clad body glowed with every echoing step. He concentrated on watching the movement of her body, her swaying pony tail merging with the long line of the hidden zipper that ran down her back. It helped him to ignore the stares of people as they passed, the wolf-whistles and catcalls, the leering and the comments. Behind him, Sandra kept a tight hold of his belt. It was only a block to Virgil’s, but to Dale, it seemed like one of the longest walks of his life. 
 
   Bass-heavy music throbbed from inside the dimly lit bar as they stopped outside. A huge bouncer stared at them, his eyes roving over the women’s bodies as though Dale wasn’t even there. 
 
   “Hold on a sec,” said Sandra behind him. Emma stopped, one knee bent, hip cocked and head held high as she tightened the chain by wrapping it around her hand. Dale felt Sandra’s hand on his wrist, and before he knew what was happening, the cold metal of her handcuffs held his wrists tight behind his back. Emma smiled wickedly at her husband as Sandra walked over to her.
 
   “There,” she said happily. “Now he can’t get up to anything. I was kind of worried. I mean, he’s so turned on right now, he could have gone to the bathroom and jerked off. Just look at that hard on.” Dale blushed, unable to shield himself as both women dropped their gaze to the tented front of his pants. There was no denying it. Sandra might have been right, he reflected. The erotic temptation was almost impossible to resist.
 
   “What if he needs the bathroom for real?” Emma asked.
 
   “He’ll just have to ask, and hope one of us takes him,” Sandra smirked. “One more reason for him to be a good boy.”
 
   “Ok, slave,” Emma said, tugging lightly on the leash and turning that gorgeous ass towards him once more, “let’s go.” Sandra joined her, and as the leash grew taut, Dale followed the two women inside, watching their gorgeous asses in their matching catsuits as they strode ahead of him. Two hours ago, life had been normal. Now here he was, leashed like an animal and apparently at the mercy of any woman who chose to toy with him. His cheeks burned under the shocked stares of bouncer and customers alike. But inside his jeans, his cock throbbed. This situation was fucked up, he knew. But there was no denying the full-blooded arousal he felt. Being his wife’s slave was turning him on.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   After the Party
 
   “No, no. I can’t.”
 
   “Oh, come on. No one will know. It’s just a short ride.”
 
   “No, no. I - no.”
 
   “Please. For us.” Sandra smiled sweetly, her hands behind her back, breasts thrust forward with her deep cleavage on prominent display. The taxi driver’s eyes flickered unmistakably to her boobs, encased in the revealing spandex of her costume. His lips moved wordlessly. He was hesitating, the women could see.
 
   “Here,” said Emma, waving a $50 bill at him. “Take this, and just look the other way.” The man’s hand moved towards the offered note before freezing in mid air. His eyes roved over Sandra’s body again. “Don’t worry,” Emma smiled. “She’s not a real cop.” After a pause, the driver took the note.
 
   “Ok,” he mumbled. “Quickly.” Sandra chuckled to herself as the driver scuttled to his seat. A metal chain clinked as Emma tugged on the leash around her husband’s neck.
 
   “Ok, honey,” she smiled at him. “You heard the man. Get in.” The riding crop she carried pointed towards the trunk of the car as it popped open. Sandra pushed it upwards, standing beside the dark space like the girl on some twisted game show. Dale gulped. His wife and her friend had lost control. They had been pushing him all night, doing more and more outrageous things, things he never thought he’d do. Things he’d never wanted to do. So why was his cock still so hard?
 
   “Go on.” Emma’s voice was firmer now, the chain rattling as she tugged it again, tightening it around his throat. There was no point resisting, Dale knew. There could be no doubt who was in control here. Handcuffed and leashed, he had no choice but to do as he was told. As he headed for the taxi’s trunk, defeated, he jumped as the riding crop lashed his backside. 
 
   “Move it,” Emma snapped, and Sandra laughed. Softened by his jeans, the blow still caused some stinging pain, and Dale struggled to get into the cramped space without the use of his hands. Emma followed close behind, still holding the leash, her crop held up menacingly to encourage her husband. Finally, he was inside, uncomfortably curled up in the small space. Smirking, Emma dropped the leash inside with him. As the lid of the trunk clunked shut, darkness enveloped him. He could feel the car shift as the two women got into the back seat, the doors thumping shut behind them. Dale felt the car lurch forward as the driver set out.
 
   A rectangle of light appeared in front of his face. He could see inside the taxi, could see Emma’s smiling face from the back seat.
 
   “Come on, honey,” she said, patting the cushion beside her, “come up here.” Dale struggled to rearrange himself in the trunk, slowly worming his way forward until he was able to push his head out through the back seat between Sandra and his wife. It was the old style of back seat, with an armrest that folded down to allow access to the trunk. Dale shifted and squirmed until his head lay on the armrest, trying to make himself as comfortable as possible. The two women sat either side of him, looking extremely pleased with themselves. Dale’s cock refused to soften as he took in the beauty of his captors. Sandra’s cop costume was outrageously sexy, the black spandex clinging to every curve of her body. The zipper in the front was halfway down, exposing acres of her creamy breasts. The wide belt around her waist with the fake gun holstered at her hip accentuated her narrow waist.
 
   And then there was Emma. Dale’s beautiful wife, looking frankly unbelievable in the costume that had got him into all this trouble in the first place. A black latex catsuit, shining wickedly in the dim light that streamed from the busy streets outside through the windows of the speeding taxi. A matching black corset pushed her breasts high on her chest and reduced her waist to a striking narrowness above the womanly swell of her hips. Thigh high boots with cruel pointed heels and toes, bright red to match her lipstick. With her heavy make up and her blonde-streaked brown hair pulled back, she looked every inch the dominatrix she had decided to be tonight, beautiful and powerful.  
 
   “Look at him,” said Sandra, stroking Dale’s smooth scalp affectionately. The women had been drinking all night, and as the alcohol lowered their inhibitions, the demands they made of their captive had become increasingly outrageous. But her hand felt good on his head, even as his cock throbbed hopelessly in his jeans at her touch. “Such a good boy. I bet you never dreamed you’d end up like this, being our slave for the night, did you?”
 
   “No, I didn’t,” Dale admitted. He hadn’t. The dominatrix thing was Emma’s idea, just her latest in a long line of provocatively sexy Halloween costumes. As she had pointed out, every dominatrix needs a slave, and so he had agreed to wear a leash for her. From there, things had quickly escalated. Dale had never in his life imagined being a slave to a woman. And he’d certainly never expected to enjoy it so much.
 
   “For the night?” said Emma. Dale looked up at her as she smiled wickedly down at him, her heavy makeup throwing her pretty face into high contrast in the weak light. “I don’t know about that. I’m enjoying this too much to let him go. I’m starting to think we should make this a permanent thing.”
 
   “No,” Dale moaned softly as Sandra laughed beside him.
 
   “Oh, you so should,” she purred. “He looks so cute on a leash. And just think of the possibilities.”
 
   “Oh, I am,” Emma cooed. Her latex outfit creaked and groaned as she uncrossed her legs, her tall heel thumping on the carpeted floor of the taxi. 
 
   “No,” Dale repeated, “come on, Emma. Tonight is one thing, but I -”
 
   “Shut the fuck up.” Emma’s catsuit creaked again as she rose in her seat, placing a knee on the cushion and swinging her other leg over her husband’s face to kneel either side of his captive head, facing out of the taxi’s back window. The armrest he lay on gave his head the perfect height for her to straddle his face comfortably, and she smiled as she lowered her latex-covered crotch onto his mouth.
 
   “That’s better,” she sighed as she wiggled her hips, grinding her crotch over his nose and mouth. “Slave’s mouths aren’t for talking.” Sandra sputtered with laughter as she watched her friend mercilessly dominate her husband in full view of the taxi driver. “I’ve been looking forward to this all night,” Emma sighed as she felt Dale’s tongue running up and down the swollen lips of her pussy. “Just couldn’t wait any longer.”
 
   “Jesus, Em,” Sandra said, her voice shaky with disbelief. “You’re crazy. When did you get so kinky?”
 
   “Dunno,” Emma shrugged, tossing her head as she rode Dale’s face in the back of the car. “Something about this….having him on a leash…just makes me want to…do bad things.” She chuckled to herself, her breath quickening as Dale continued to lick her, and Sandra laughed. Emma closed her eyes against the streaking streetlights, giving herself over to desire as the taxi sped them home.
 
   *
 
   From the moment they entered Virgil’s, Dale had been in a kind of daze. He’d never been too keen on clubs. The low light and high volume disoriented him at the best of times. But this time, it was something more profound than that. He couldn’t believe what had happened to him. Twenty four hours ago, he had been a normal guy with a normal marriage. And now here he was, being led around on a leash by his wife. Ok, so it was Halloween. It was a costume. More correctly, he was part of Emma’s costume, a kind of accessory, like Sandra’s fake gun. 
 
   He could tell himself that all he wanted. But it wasn’t the truth. 
 
   If he was there solely to enhance his wife’s costume, he never would have let things get this far. He never would have let his wife humiliate him in the last bar. She could wave that riding crop of hers around all she liked, but he could have just said no. He could have walked away. He didn’t. And he knew exactly why.
 
   This excited him. Being humiliated, used, objectified - it turned him on. When Emma had ordered him to his knees, right in the middle of the bar, and made him lick her thigh high boots, his cock had been harder than it had ever been. Being treated badly by beautiful women was the hottest thing that had ever happened to him. Not just his wife, but Sandra too. Even the two strangers, the Asian girls that had joined in his humiliation at the bar. It felt good to kneel before them, to be humbled. To have no choice but to obey. No decisions to make. Being Emma’s slave was strangely freeing.
 
   And so he didn’t resist as Sandra used the handcuffs from her sexy cop costume to bind his wrists behind him. And now there wasn’t much he could do, even if he wanted to stop them. With a choke chain around his neck and his hands cuffed behind his back, he really was at their mercy as they led him to Virgil’s. It wasn’t a game any more.
 
   Inside the club, Emma led him over to a table. The dance floor was packed with goblins and ghouls, sexy witches, devils, nurses, schoolgirls, firefighters and of course cops. Emma wasn’t the only dominatrix in the place either, Dale noted. Though he was sure she was the sexiest. As the girls settled onto their chairs, Dale watched a waitress approach.
 
   “Can I get you a drink?” she shouted over the pounding music.
 
   “Two double vodkas,” Sandra yelled back.
 
   “And a rum and coke for him,” Emma added. “With a straw.” The waitress’s brow furrowed. A tug on his leash was all Emma needed to do. Blushing, Dale half-turned in his chair, showing her his cuffed wrists.
 
   “I see,” the waitress smiled, flashing Dale a lascivious wink before disappearing into the crowd. Emma and Sandra beamed at one another across the table, secure in their power over the captive male.
 
   “I want to dance,” Sandra yelled, her breasts spilling over the top of her skintight outfit as she leaned over the table towards Emma.
 
   “Ok,” Emma replied. After a moment’s thought, she wrapped the end of Dale’s leash around the central post that supported the table. “Don’t go anywhere, honey,” Emma grinned at him. As though he had any choice, Dale reflected ruefully. He watched his wife and her friend make their way to the dance floor in their matching skintight catsuits, their firm round asses swaying from side to side as they strutted through the crowd on tall heels. Dale groaned inwardly. They both looked too incredible for words. And there he was, helplessly restrained, forced to wait idly while they enjoyed themselves. If it wasn’t Halloween, they’d never get away with this, Dale thought. Or maybe they would. The reaction people had to a women leading a man on a leash was overwhelmingly positive, he had quickly learned.
 
   The waitress returned, sliding three glasses onto the table. She glanced up, catching Dale’s eye, and smiled. 
 
   “Rough night, huh?” she said.
 
   “You could say that,” Dale replied. The waitress was very pretty, wearing a short black dress with a pair of fuzzy cat ears nestled in her dense black curls. But Dale’s eyes kept drifting back towards Emma and Sandra, watching his wife’s latex catsuit sparkling in the dark club as she danced. Dale’s blood throbbed as he watched the faces of the men around his wife, pointing and leering at her sexy body and provocative outfit. 
 
   “Then again, maybe it’s not all bad,” the waitress went on. “They’re quite the pair, your…..mistresses?”
 
   “The one with the red boots is my wife,” Dale clarified. “The other girl is her friend.”
 
   “Lucky guy,” the waitress grinned. “She’s gorgeous.”
 
   “I know,” Dale sighed. “That’s the problem.”
 
   “Yeah, I guess so,” said the waitress. “But I don’t think you need to worry. A smart woman appreciates a man who knows his place.” Dale’s cock surged as he felt the waitress’s hand on his leg under the table, high up on his thigh. Another wink, and she vanished. All Dale could do was wait. And watch.
 
   Out on the dance floor, things had developed. Sandra had already found someone to help get over her last boyfriend. Her arms twined around the stranger’s neck as they mashed their mouths together, kissing passionately while his hands cupped her ass through her skintight catsuit. But what tied Dale’s stomach up in knots was his wife. She was dancing too, and another man’s arms were wrapped around her tiny corseted waist. Dale watched, horrified. Emma was leaning back against him, one arm up around his neck while he nuzzled his stupid face into her hair. Dale had no doubt that his wife could feel this young punk’s hard on pressing against her shiny latex-covered ass, while his own throbbing cock sat here, ignored. Emma was clearly enjoying the attention, too. Dale stood. He tugged against the leash, but Emma had tied it firmly to the table. His hands, pinned uselessly behind his back, were no help. There was nothing he could do but watch, horrified, as the man’s hand crept down Emma’s shining flank, reaching between her legs before she slapped it away. 
 
   “Is anyone sitting he -oh!” Dale turned, wild-eyed, to see a group of girls standing behind him. He blushed to the roots of his hair at the shocked expressions on their pretty faces as they realized his predicament. He heard someone giggle. As the girls moved on, the whole group exploded into laughter.
 
   “Whew,” Sandra whistled as she flopped onto a seat beside Dale. “Having fun over here? Because we definitely are out there!” She took a sip from her drink, the ice clinking in her glass as she set it down again.
 
   “Yeah, I can see that,” Dale snarled bitterly. Following the direction of his angry gaze, Sandra smiled. “Oh, that? Yeah, Emma made a new friend. Can’t really blame her. I mean, he’s cute, and she’s super hot. You’re not jealous, are you? Don’t forget, you’re our slave tonight. Slaves don’t get to be jealous. Slaves have to take what they’re given.”
 
   Dale didn’t answer. Emma continued to gyrate out on the dance floor, the young man still pressed tight against her gorgeous ass. She opened her eyes. Seeing her husband’s glare, she smiled wickedly. Dale watched as she crooked a finger, beckoning him over.
 
   “See?” Sandra smiled at him. “She hasn’t forgotten about you. Here, I’ll take you over to her.” The chain rattled under the table as Sandra untied his leash. With one end in her hand, she snatched up the riding crop Emma had left on the table. Dale had no choice but to follow her into the packed mass of heaving, sweaty young bodies clustered around his wife.
 
   “Hey, honey,” Emma said dreamily as Sandra led him to her. Still grinding her ass against the young man, she leaned her head forward and kissed Dale passionately, her tongue invading his mouth as Sandra handed her the leash. As the kiss broke, Dale was gratified to see the young man back away.
 
   “Are you ok?” Emma shouted over the roar of the music.
 
   “What was that?” Dale demanded. “Who was that guy?”
 
   “Him?” Emma shrugged. “Who knows? Just some cute guy who wanted to fuck me, that’s all. Oh, don’t worry,” she said, smiling at the stricken look on her husband’s face, “I was just dancing with him. That’s as far as I’d ever let it go. He just liked my ass in this outfit, just like you do. So I thought I’d let him rub up against it. What’s the harm in that?”
 
   “Was he hard?” Sandra cackled.
 
   “Of course he was hard,” Emma grinned. “Just like our little slave boy here is probably hard right now.” As she spoke, her hand snaked out and seized the front of Dale’s jeans. He grunted as his cock swelled at her touch, and her pretty face glowed with triumph.
 
   “Listen, honey,” she yelled, her breath hot against his ear. “I want everyone in this club to know who you belong to. So I want you to do something for me, ok? I want you to get down on your knees right here and kiss my ass in front of all these people.”
 
   “What?” Dale spluttered.
 
   “You heard me.” The leash grew suddenly tight around his throat as Emma pulled the chain firmly. “If you want to have any hope of touching me again, you need to show me how much you want it. Do it.”
 
   Dale’s eyes searched his wife’s face frantically, searching for some sign she wasn’t serious. Her red lips smiled. But there was no mistaking the gleam in her eyes. She was all too serious. With a sigh that was swallowed by the nightclub’s noise, Dale sank to his knees. A small space cleared around them as clubgoers gawked at the unusual scene. Smiling, Emma turned, looking down at him over her shoulder as she pulled him in by his leash.
 
   “There,” she indicating, her finger pressing slightly into the shiny black globe of her buttock, “kiss me right there, where that guy was grinding on me.” Unable to resist, Dale leaned forward and planted a kiss right on his wife’s ass. A cheer erupted from the crowd around them, and lights flashed as people photographed his humiliation with their phones. Dale cried out as a blow stung his own backside.
 
   “Now lick her boots!” Sandra yelled, brandishing the riding crop. “Lick her boots like a good slave!”
 
   Emma turned to face her kneeling husband, putting one foot forward in its red leather boot. She smiled down at him imperiously, his submission a foregone conclusion. A chant had started around them, “Lick her boots! Lick her boots!” The crop lashed him again, and Dale gave in. Bowing to the ground, he slid his tongue for the second time that night over his wife’s evil-looking dominatrix boots. The crowd cheered. Dale cringed at his wife’s feet. Inside his jeans, his cock leaked a steady stream of pre-cum. The humiliation, and the arousal, just kept growing.
 
   *
 
   The front door burst open. Arm in arm, the laughing women tumbled inside, their heels hammering on the floor as they entered. Dale followed behind, the leash swaying between him and his wife. His gut ached, his balls pressed up against his body, desperate for relief. His cock had been so hard for so long he was starting to not even feel it anymore. The two women’s gorgeous asses shifted and swayed under their black catsuits, their hips rubbing against each other and driving him almost mad with desire. Eating his wife’s pussy in the back of the taxi had only made him want her more, and the fun they were having at his expense was pushing him to heights of frustration he had never even guessed at. But something told him that his erotic ordeal was a long way from being over. Until then, he would just have to keep doing what he was told, and hope that the women took pity on him. The light in the living room came on, and Emma led him to the center of the floor.
 
   “Kneel,” she commanded. Her crop slashed through the air as she spoke, pointing towards the floor at her feet, and Dale wasted no time in dropping to his knees. He could see that some wild mood had seized her. Drunk with arousal and her own erotic power, Dale no longer knew how deep into this dominatrix persona she might go. It seemed wise not to anger her.
 
   He watched as the women sank gracefully onto the couch in front of him. They looked like two goddesses in their matching black bodysuits, two creatures of almost unearthly beauty and sexuality. His heart throbbed. Two pairs of pretty eyes stared him down, green and brown. Impossible to meet the fire in their gaze. Tied and tethered, he felt like prey. Prey that, deep down, wanted desperately to be devoured.
 
   “You want a turn with him?” Emma smiled. Dale’s breath caught in his throat. His beautiful wife was offering him to her gorgeous friend as though he was a drill or a mixing bowl. This was a dream and a nightmare rolled into one. He’d be lying if he said he’d never thought about Sandra that way; of course he had. The thought of enjoying these two women had fueled his masturbatory fantasies on more than one occasion. But never in his wildest dreams had he pictured it like this.
 
   “Yeah,” Sandra grinned devilishly. “Yeah, I do. What can I do with him?”
 
   “Anything you want,” said Emma, her latex catsuit creaking as she shrugged. “Within reason. Don’t fuck him. He hasn’t earned that yet. But you can use him to make you cum, if you want. How long has it been?”
 
   “Since my last orgasm? This morning,” Sandra smiled.
 
   “Yeah, ok,” said Emma, rolling her eyes. “But I mean, with a guy.”
 
   “Two weeks,” said Sandra. “Two weeks and three days, with Chris.”
 
   “Fuck Chris,” Emma sneered. “Fuck that guy. You’re way too hot to have to go two days without an orgasm, never mind two weeks.” Sandra smiled.
 
   “Fuck, I wish I had Chris on a leash right now,” she said wistfully. “I’d make him fucking beg. I’d make him grovel and worship me and beg for another chance. Then I’d tell him to go fuck himself.” Uncrossing her legs, Sandra stood. Dale’s stomach churned. The look in her eye was far from friendly now. Wordlessly, Emma held out her riding crop to her friend. While Sandra stepped forward, Emma sat back on the couch, legs crossed and arms folded, settling in to enjoy the show. 
 
   *
 
   “Emma,” Dale said loudly over the club’s speakers, leaning towards his wife’s ear.
 
   “What is it, honey?” she asked as she turned to him. Her face was flushed from dancing, her cheeks rosy with a faint sheen of sweat glistening evenly on her skin to match the luster of her latex clothing. Waiting on his answer, she took a sip of vodka.
 
   “I- I need to go to the bathroom,” he said.
 
   “Ok,” Emma smiled brightly. “That’s no problem. Come on, I’ll take you.” Taking up his leash again, Emma slid from her stool and urged him to follow. Keeping the leash short, she led him through the crowd. He was no longer surprised by the looks and comments they got from people as he stumbled behind his wife like a whipped dog. But it never stopped being embarrassing. He felt hands on him as he passed, stranger’s hands, women’s hands, grabbing his cock, slapping his ass. The consensus seemed to be that, since he was on a leash, he was nothing more than a piece of meat. Dale automatically headed for the men’s bathrooms when the leash stopped him short.
 
   “Where do you think you’re going?” said Emma.
 
   “The…the bathroom,” Dale said timidly.
 
   “The men’s? I don’t think so. You hardly qualify any more. Besides, I’m not going in there. Come with me.” Miserably, Dale followed Emma’s clacking heels through the door to the women’s bathroom.
 
   They made quite the entrance. At first, a ripple of shock and alarm spread through the crowd of women inside at the sight of a man in their midst. But the alarm soon turned to shrieks of laughter and mockery as they realized Dale’s predicament.
 
   “Don’t worry, ladies,” Emma called loudly as they entered. “My slave here is harmless. He just can’t be trusted to go to the bathroom by himself. He doesn’t get to touch his cock tonight, not even to pee.” That got a big laugh out of the women. Smirking, Emma led him to an empty cubicle, deliberately leaving the door open as an audience formed behind them.
 
   “Ok, honey,” Emma said, unzipping his pants, “let’s drain that little dick of yours.” Dale’s cock sprang out, furiously erect, desperate for any female contact. “Look at that boner,” she said loudly. “It’s gonna be like a fire hose. I might need two hands for this.” She grinned at him, that evil, sexy grin he had come to know so well, and her eyes scanned the crowd behind him. “Excuse me, miss?” she called. “Could you hold my husband’s leash while I help him pee? I don’t want him trying to get away.” A chorus of laughter erupted from the watching women. Dale didn’t dare turn to see as he felt his leash being passed back behind him, the chain tightening around his neck as a complete stranger took control of him. Emma wrestled his hard cock into position.
 
   “Go on,” she ordered, “piss.” Aroused as he was, it took a few moments before Dale could go. When he did, the stream of urine came rocketing out of his hard cock, and Emma laughed as she aimed it at the bowl.
 
   “This is fun,” she chuckled. “Like a game at the fair.” When he was done, she stuffed his cock back into his jeans with some difficulty. “Ok, let’s go,” she ordered. Dale turned his red face to the crowd of watching women as Emma pushed him forward. His leash was being held by a chubby girl with red hair who was dressed as a hula girl.
 
   “Say thank you to the nice lady for holding your leash, honey,” Emma whispered in his ear.
 
   “Th-thank you for holding my leash,” he mumbled. The redhead grinned in disbelief at Dale’s obedience.
 
   “Hey, before we go, would you like a picture?” asked Emma.
 
   “Oh my God, yes!” the hula girl beamed.
 
   “Ok. Kneel down, honey.” Emma’s hand pushed firmly down on Dale’s shoulder, and he sank to his knees on the floor of the women’s bathroom. The girls struck a pose, the redhead holding his leash while Emma stood on the other side of him, one hand resting on top of his head, one foot raised with her high heel on his thigh in a commanding pose. Before long, there was a line of women waiting to get a photo with the two of them. And Emma indulged them all. 
 
   “What took you so long?” Sandra asked when they finally returned to the table. Almost an hour had passed since Emma took Dale to the bathroom.
 
   “A situation developed,” Emma smirked. Picking up her glass, she drained the remaining vodka in a single gulp. “Come on, let’s get out of here. All this domination makes a girl horny. I need to cum, like, now.”
 
   *
 
   Sandra stepped right past Dale as he kneeled on the floor, trailing the tip of the crop over his chest. He listened to the clacking of her boots as she walked away. It sounded like she was heading for the kitchen. Emma sat on the sofa like a queen on her throne, saying nothing, a devious smile playing on her red lips, her raised foot in its red boot bobbing excitedly. He heard the sound of Sandra’s heels as she returned, and she seized his chin in her hand, pulling his head back roughly to rest against her thigh. He jumped at the cold touch of metal against his collarbone, and as Sandra quickly sliced through his T shirt with the kitchen shears, Emma’s smiling eyes sparkled.
 
   “Stand up,” Sandra ordered brusquely. Dale struggled to his feet, the chain around his neck clinking as he did so, his T shirt falling in tatters around him. He felt Sandra’s arms around his waist, her nimble fingers quickly undoing his belt and pulling it free of his pants. Then she grabbed the waistband of his pants, and Dale felt the cold tickle of steel against his lower back as she began to slice through the denim with the shears. In a matter of seconds, his jeans and underwear were shredded, his clothes reduced to scraps of fabric on the floor at his feet. Now he stood naked and erect before the two fully clothed women, wearing only the choke chain leash and the handcuffs Sandra had provided. His cock pointed aggressively upwards, visibly throbbing with every heartbeat. Sandra’s footsteps were slow now as she circled around him, taking her time to enjoy his humiliation. Over on the couch, Dale could see his wife’s cheeks were flushed.
 
   “Look at this.” Dale winced as Sandra tapped the tip of the riding crop lightly on his hard cock, making it dance and bob to Emma’s obvious amusement. “So excited for us. You should have told your wife that you were such a submissive little bitch. Just think of the fun she could have been having with you all these years.”
 
   “But I’m not - ow!” Dale cried out as the crop snapped against his shaft, bending his knees and hunching over in a futile attempt to protect himself as his wrists strained against the steel cuffs. Even the relatively playful swipe Sandra had given stung like a swarm of hornets, his cock prickling with heat as his skin reddened under the blow. But his erection did not subside.
 
   “Quiet, bitch,” Sandra said menacingly. “You’re our slave now. Our plaything. You’ll take what you’re given and do as you’re told, ok?”
 
   “Yes,” Dale said through gritted teeth as he straightened up. His cock still stung from the blow of the crop, and he knew he would do everything in his power to avoid another. From the looks of triumph on the faces of the women, he was sure they knew it too. Sandra stepped close beside him, close enough that her subtle perfume filled his nose, close enough that her jiggling breasts brushed against his shackled arm. He gasped as she wrapped a hand around his hard cock. The first woman other than his wife to touch his cock in years. It felt different, as though he could have told with his eyes closed that it wasn’t Emma who held his member possessively. Sandra was at once more aggressive and more tentative, not as familiar as Emma was. Dale gasped with pleasure at her slight touch, silently begging her to stroke him. But she simply held him, as though his cock were a handle on a piece of machinery.
 
   “Is this as big as it gets?” she asked. Over on the sofa, Emma giggled girlishly.
 
   “Yeah. Sorry,” she said. Dale hung his head as his cheeks burned with shame. Hearing his wife apologize to her friend for his penis was the most humiliating experience yet in a night full of humiliation. But his cock thumped and jumped in Sandra’s fist all the same, in a spiral of shame and desire that had become all too familiar to him over the course of a long night.
 
   “Well, I guess we’ll just have to make the best of it,” Sandra said. Her green eyes were locked onto Dale’s face as he stared straight ahead, intimidated by her gaze with his manhood firmly in her hand. “Judging by the sounds you were making in the taxi over here, I guess he has some other skills.”
 
   “Yeah,” Emma chuckled, “he’s a pretty decent cunt licker. Try him out if you want.”
 
   “Maybe later,” said Sandra. Her eyes roamed over his face, studying every nuance of his expression. Dale could see her in his peripheral vision as he looked at the floor. In her heeled boots, she was as tall as he was. But naked and bound like this, he felt far smaller than her. “God, men are so pathetic. Look at this thing.” Dale winced, half in pleasure, half in pain, as Sandra squeezed his cock in her hand. “This is what makes them slaves. This little thing makes them act like assholes and screw with people’s lives.”
 
   “Pretty much,” Emma nodded. Dale gulped nervously. Sandra had just come out of a bad break up, and he didn’t like where this was headed. But Emma did nothing to rein in her friend, and he didn’t dare. He was at her mercy.
 
   “Down on your knees,” Sandra abruptly ordered. Dale dropped like a stone to the carpet, and Sandra bent to scoop up his leash in one smooth motion. He stifled a yelp as her crop lashed out and caught his bare thigh, leaving a stinging red mark on his skin. 
 
   “Get your face on the floor,” Sandra ordered. “Ass in the air. Now.” The chain tightened as Dale bent at the waist, doing his best to follow his wife’s friend’s orders. With his cheek on the floor, Sandra pulled on the leash until it was taut, simultaneously pushing his face into the carpet under her high heeled black boot. The leash tightened around his neck, and he cried out as the crop struck his exposed backside.
 
   “I’m sick of men thinking they can treat women however they want,” Sandra said, her voice seeming to come from high above him. “It’s time for you to learn your place. You’re lucky you even get to breathe the same air as us.” The crop burned Dale’s ass as Sandra struck again, and again, the pain making him gasp under her foot. “First, you’re going to apologize to your wife for having such a pathetic cock.” Emma’s shriek of laughter almost drowned out Dale’s cry of anguish as Sandra whipped him again. 
 
   “I’m sorry, Emma,” Dale gasped. His words were muffled as Sandra’s boot mashed his face into the carpet. “I’m sorry for having such a pathetic cock!” He gazed up to where his wife sat on the couch, high above him. Both her feet were on the floor now, her thighs spread. Dale watched in disbelief as her hand moved over the crotch of her shiny catsuit. Watching him suffer at the hands of her friend was turning her on. To his own amazement, Dale’s relentlessly throbbing cock reminded him that it was turning him on too.
 
   “That’s better,” Sandra purred. “From now on, you’re going to treat your wife like the goddess she is, understand?”
 
   “Yes, S - ow!” Dale yelped as the crop struck his ass again.
 
   “You will apologize to her every day for being a little bitch with a pathetic dick.”
 
   “Ok. Ow!”
 
   “You will wake her up every morning with a good pussy licking, and you will not expect anything in return.”
 
   “Ow! Ok!”
 
   “Oh my God,” Emma murmured from the sofa, her hand moving quickly now over her shiny crotch, “this is fucking hot.”
 
   “Ok,” said Sandra abruptly. Her high heels thumped on the carpet as she removed her boot from Dale’s face and circled around him to stand at his head, still holding his leash in one hand and the riding crop in the other. Dale panted nervously as she stood above him, her feet either side of his head, blocking his view of his wife as she masturbated through her skintight suit. A slow but irresistible pull on the leash made him raise his head from the carpet and look up at Sandra as she towered above him. His face was mere inches from her pussy as the leash grew short, her swollen lips clearly visible through the clinging spandex of hr costume. Dale resisted the urge to bury his face between Sandra’s legs.
 
   “Do you want to fuck me, slave?” she asked coldly.
 
   “Yes,” Dale gasped, his desire overwhelming his senses. It was the truth, after all. He was so turned on, he no longer cared that his wife was sitting right there, on the sofa, touching herself while she watched him be humiliated. The pent-up pressure in his balls was making him giddy.
 
   “Pathetic,” Sandra sneered. “I just beat your ass and humiliated you in front of your wife, and you still want me, don’t you? Your little cock rules you, doesn’t it?”
 
   “Yes,” Dale croaked desperately. Sandra’s smile was chilling.
 
   “And we rule your cock. We own you. All women are superior to you, aren’t they?”
 
   “Yes,” Dale wheezed, “yes, they are.”
 
   “Good boy. I think it’s about time you begged me to let you cum, isn’t it?”
 
   “Oh, please, Sandra,” Dale cried out. “Please let me cum, please. I’ll do anything you say, please!”
 
   “Anything?” Sandra smiled down at him, her breasts standing out proud from under the spandex costume as he gazed up at her from the floor. “Then I think you should grovel for me. Worship me, the way you worshiped your wife in that bar, in front of all those people.” Dale didn’t hesitate. No sooner had Sandra spoken than he lowered his face to the floor, passionately kissing the toes of her black leather boots. First one, then the other, his leash dangling from Sandra’s hand and her riding crop tracing the mobile muscles of his shoulders as he debased himself. Over on the couch, he could hear Emma softly moaning, her latex suit creaking rhythmically as she rubbed herself to orgasm. The erotic tension in the room was almost unbearable, and all Dale could do was kiss and lick his wife’s friend’s boots while she towered above him, reveling in her utter dominance.
 
   “Trick or treat, kiss my feet,” she said in a sing-song voice, mocking him as he groveled before her. 
 
   “Please,” Dale grunted over the sound of his wife’s ecstatic moans, “please, Sandra. Please let me cum.”
 
   “Oh, I don’t think you’ve earned that yet, do you?” Sandra teased. “I haven’t cum yet. And that’s a new rule, too. Boys don’t cum until every woman in the room is satisfied.” The riding crop cracked against his back to emphasize her point, and Dale stifled a cry of pain while Emma shrieked with pleasure. “It sounds like your wife’s close, so now it’s time to take care of me.” Dale watched from below as Sandra reached for the zipper at the front of her suit. Slowly, agonizingly, she pulled it down, and he gulped as the fat round breasts he had been lusting after all night finally sprang free from her catsuit. The zipper continued its leisurely downward journey, the black spandex parting to reveal inch after inch of soft, fragrant skin. Dale was almost panting with desire when the pale gold strands of Sandra’s pubic hair came into view above the descending zipper. 
 
   She stopped. Dale cringed.
 
   “You know what?” Sandra said. “Why am I doing this myself when I have a slave?” Dale whimpered as Sandra began to pull the zipper back up again, the stretchy black fabric wrapping around her slender body once more until only her breasts swung free from the confines of the suit. “There,” she said. “Undress me, slave. You can start with my boots.” She sat as she spoke, dropping down into an armchair while Dale lowered his face once more to her feet. With difficulty, he seized the zipper of one of her boots in his teeth. Sandra watched his efforts, the thin shaft of the riding crop sliding up and down between her spread legs like the bow of a violin as he struggled. With the zipper undone, he seized her slender heel in his teeth and pulled her boot off her foot, dropping it to the floor beside her. The riding crop cracked across his shoulders.
 
   “Faster, bitch,” Sandra ordered as Dale hissed through his teeth at the sudden pain. He repeated the procedure with her other foot, doing his best to ignore the shrieks of ecstasy from the sofa where his wife had reached orgasm as she watched his degradation. As Sandra’s other boot hit the floor, Dale rose up on his knees. Still holding his leash, Sandra stood, her naked breasts engulfing his face as he took the zipper of her catsuit in his mouth. Slowly, he pulled it downwards as she watched, her hands on her hips. Finally, he drew the zipper down between her legs, his nostrils filling with the delicious scent of her arousal, at once strange and familiar. Gratefully, hungrily, he devoured her. His lips met hers, his tongue snaking inside the wet walls of her pussy, questing after the hot heart of her ecstasy. His nose rubbed her clit as it swelled, his lips seeking it out and drawing it into his eager mouth while Sandra moaned and trembled above him.
 
   “That’s right,” Sandra hissed, her voice strained with pleasure. “Kiss my pussy, bitch. Who’s in charge?”
 
   “You are, Sandra,” Dale said, tearing his mouth away from her dripping sex momentarily to answer before diving back in. 
 
   “Who gets to cum first?”
 
   “You, Sandra.”
 
   “Whose pathetic slave are you?”
 
   “Yours, Sandra.”
 
   “Ooooh, that’s right, bitch.” She brought the riding crop down across his back again, leaving an angry red mark and causing him to yelp into her pussy. Quickly, he resumed his licking, desperate not to anger her. As her orgasm approached, Sandra lashed out again, and again, leaving red stripes across Dale’s back as she thrashed him mercilessly. Finally, her thighs shuddered around his head, and the wet sound of his tongue lapping at her increased as he slurped up the juices that gushed forth from her spasming pussy. Dizzy, Sandra collapsed into the arm chair, moaning and thrashing as she coated Dale’s face with her juices.
 
   The sound of boot heels on the floor behind him alerted Dale to his wife’s approach, moments before she took his leash from Sandra’s twitching hand. A tug on the chain pulled him away from the fragrant wetness of Sandra’s pussy, her juices cooling on his lips and cheeks as he gazed up at his wife’s orgasm-flushed face.
 
   “I suppose you want to cum now?” she teased.
 
   “Oh, please, yes, Emma,” Dale babbled, “please let me cum, please!”
 
   “Ok,” Emma smiled indulgently. “Stand up.” Dale rose to his feet as quickly as his stiff knees would allow, his ungovernable erection pressing against his wife’s latex-covered thigh as they stood face to face. He groaned in long-denied pleasure as he felt her hand encircle his cock.
 
   “This won’t take very long, will it?” she gently mocked as she began to stroke.
 
   “Ugh…no, Emma…” Dale gasped. His body shook like a leaf in a high wind. Emma knew her husband. The naked need on his face caused a fresh wave of arousal to soak the inside of her catsuit with her hot juices. The veins stood out on Dale’s neck as he threw back his head and cried out loud. His cock jumped in Emma’s hand. She felt spurts of his hot cum launch from his twitching shaft to splatter across her thighs, thick pearls of his semen rolling down the slick material to the top of her thigh high boots. Dale shuddered, and sighed. Emma smiled.
 
   “Good boy,” she said quietly, “there’s a good boy.” Reaching up, she ran her fingers through his hair, and he lowered his head to her shoulder, his heavy breathing hot against her neck.
 
   The armchair creaked as Sandra rose to her feet. With her boots off, she was a good few inches shorter now than either Emma or Dale. Her round breasts with their swollen nipples swayed with every step she took, her glistening pussy on prominent display in the deep black V of the undone catsuit. Emma could see the fire had returned to her friend’s pretty green eyes. Wordlessly, she handed Sandra the leash.
 
   Dale looked up as he felt Sandra tug him in a new direction. His eyes glazed with orgasm, he followed where she led, and Emma watched her friend lead her bound husband over to the handrail of the stairs. Dale didn’t even try to resist as Sandra wrapped the end of the choke chain around the rail.
 
   “There’s a padlock in the kitchen,” she called to her friend. “Second drawer down beside the stove.” Smiling, Sandra took the hint and padded off to the kitchen. While she was gone, Emma smiled at her husband. He must know what was coming, she thought. And yet he didn’t even try to fight it. They had done it. They had tamed him and trained him and made him their slave. And it hadn’t even taken much. A sexy outfit and a choke chain. That was all.
 
   Returning to the stairs, Sandra used the padlock to securely anchor Dale’s leash to the handrail. Emma watched her friend’s bare breasts bob and sway as she worked, and her husband’s cock begin to swell as he, too, took in the sexy sight. She was the only one still clothed, and it made her feel powerful and in charge as she watched her friend chain her husband to the stairs. Dale’s eyes were wide and wild as he watched Sandra walk back across the living room to where Emma stood. Reaching out a hand, Sandra brushed her fingers along Emma’s thigh, scooping up a load of his cum. Dale gasped, his cock pulsing with new desire as Sandra sexily sucked his cum from her fingers.
 
   Seized by a sudden impulse, Emma grabbed a fistful of her friend’s blonde hair. Sandra gasped, but her pretty face smiled wickedly as Emma gently but firmly pushed her to her knees. Dale’s leash shook and jingled, his mouth gaping as he watched. Emma smiled, enjoying the feeling of Sandra’s tongue through the latex costume just as she had enjoyed Dale’s tongue on the taxi ride home. Her legs trembled on her tall heels as Sandra licked her husband’s cum from her thighs before turning her attention to Emma’s pussy. Her lips stood out through the tight fabric as Sandra skilfully pleasured her friend right in front of her husband.
 
   “Come on,” Emma said, tightening her grip on her friend’s hair, “let’s go to bed.” Stepping forward, she walked towards her husband, pulling Sandra behind her by the hair as she crawled on her hands and knees to keep up. “See you in the morning, honey,” Emma smiled at her helpless husband as they passed, her heels echoing on the stairs as she led her new captive to bed. From now on, Emma decided, every day would be Halloween.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Rules
 
   Dale lay awake, watching the gray light of the morning grow steadily stronger. His body ached. He had slept a little, fitfully, here and there. But he was constantly awoken by the steel leash around his neck that held him chained to the hand rail of the stairs, or the metal cuffs that held his hands behind his back. And that was only after the noise from upstairs had died down. A duet of feminine pleasure, his wife and her best friend making each other orgasm again and again, over and over for what seemed like hours. Every time he thought it was over, it started up again. His hard cock was chafed from where he had rubbed it against the carpeted stairs. To no avail. Here he was, in the early hours of the morning, horny and hard and unable to reach his own cock, let alone his wife.
 
   The hours dragged on, the hands of the kitchen clock seemingly frozen in place as he stared at it through eyes that felt as though they had been sandpapered. The girls had stopped, finally. Dale couldn’t decide if that was a good or bad thing. Despite the endless frustration, it was one of the most beautiful things he had ever heard. Visions of what he was missing ran through his head, the kind of thing most guys only ever get to fantasize about. His gorgeous wife and her sexy friend going to town on each other upstairs, in his bed. What he wouldn’t give to be in there with them. 
 
   He had been against this idea from the start. His wife’s dominatrix costume for Halloween had been sexy enough that he had gone along with it, against his better judgment. He had had no idea of the changes he would see in her personality, slipping so easily and readily into the role of a sexually aggressive femme fatale. And an even bigger shock was how much it had turned him on to let her take the lead. But the biggest turn-on of all had come right at the end of the night, after he was chained to the railing and his wife in her unbearably sexy latex outfit had turned that dominant side on her friend. Judging by the noises that had tormented him from upstairs, he had missed quite the performance. 
 
   As the hands on the clock crept with agonizing slowness past nine am, Dale heard the bedroom door open. Then the bathroom door closed, and the toilet flushed. A tap burbled. The bedsprings groaned. Stiffly, Dale struggled to his knees, his hard cock pointing out in front of him like a dowser’s wand. The bathroom door opened. There was a girlish giggle that made his heart contract. More flowing water, more flushing. Gritting his teeth, Dale stayed silent. There was no way of knowing how the girls would treat him when they came downstairs. Was the kinky game over? Would they simply untie him and go on with their lives? Was that what he wanted? All Dale could do was wait and see.
 
   Sandra was the first to come downstairs. She smiled as saw him, her green eyes locked on his as she descended. She looked so different from the powerful, sexy cop she had dressed as last night, a commanding figure in skintight black spandex with her blonde hair pulled back in a severe pony tail. Now it hung freely around her shoulders, catching the growing light like a halo around her smiling face. She was a natural blonde, Dale knew. He had earned that knowledge in the best and most infuriating way possible.
 
   Sandra’s bare feet were virtually silent on the carpeted stairs. Her nakedness was partially concealed by one of Dale’s own t shirts, big enough to be a dress on her, though the hem hung high up on her thighs. The sense of intimacy was jarring. Dale might have thought about his wife’s friend, many times. But having her here, now, flushed in the afterglow of a night of sex, was utterly different. Especially since the sex had not been with him.
 
   Sandra didn’t say a word. Still smiling as she reached the bottom of the stairs, she placed a hand on Dale’s smooth head affectionately as she walked right by him, towards the kitchen. As she reached into a high cupboard for a glass, his shirt rose up her back, and Dale groaned inwardly as her firm round ass came into view, a glimmer of her bare pussy shining between her creamy thighs. The same pussy he had licked to orgasm last night - one of them, anyway. Humming contentedly to herself, Sandra filled her glass from the tap. Then she leaned back against the counter top, the nipples of her bare breasts visible through the white shirt as she drank. Her green eyes stared over the top of the glass, never leaving his. 
 
   It was Dale who broke the loaded gaze as he heard more footsteps on the stairs above him. His hard penis throbbed as though in recognition of his wife as she, too, descended towards him, smiling like her friend. Her hair, brunette with streaks of artificial blonde, was as loose and messy as Sandra’s, her heavy Halloween makeup equally smeared, making her pretty face seem almost out of focus. A slight pair of pale green panties covered her nakedness, the thin string hugging her hips. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, her beautiful round breasts hanging heavily on her chest and bouncing a little with every step she took. As she approached, Dale could smell her, the mingled phantom of last night’s perfume and passionate sex turning his head. 
 
   “Good morning, honey,” she beamed. Standing on the step above him, she bent at the waist and took his cheeks in her hands, kissing him passionately. At her feet, Dale’s cock swelled as he eagerly returned the kiss, devouring his wife’s soft lips with an undeniable hunger.
 
   “Careful,” Sandra smiled from the kitchen as she watched the long kiss break, “he’s probably got cuntbreath.”
 
   “Well, he wouldn’t be the only one, would he?” Emma’s hair fell around her shoulders as she glanced back at her friend before returning her gaze to her husband. “How did you sleep, honey?” she asked.
 
   “Not great,” Dale admitted. “Not with the performance you two were putting on.” Over in the kitchen, Sandra snorted into her glass as Emma chuckled indulgently.
 
   “Yeah, we didn’t get much sleep either,” she smiled wickedly. “But there’s plenty of time to talk about that later. First, let’s get you untied and get some breakfast.” Dale watched his wife’s incredible body as she straightened up, her fingers reaching for the waistband of her panties. His cock throbbed as she slipped her hand under the thin fabric and fished something out. Two small keys shone in her hand. Deftly, she unlocked the padlock that held Dale’s leash to the hand rail before she removed it from his neck. Then, stepping off the stairs, she stood behind him, and he heard a click as she removed the handcuffs that had originally been part of Sandra’s cop costume. His body clicked and cracked as he struggled to his feet, rubbing his sore wrists where the cuffs had bit into them. Emma watched, a satisfied gleam in her eye as Dale did his best to make himself more comfortable.
 
   “Come on, honey,” she said encouragingly, taking his hand and leading him towards the living room. “Let’s get you a seat.” Sandra’s bare feet flapped on the floor as she followed, still clutching her glass of water. Dale flopped onto the sofa like a gutted fish, his muscles aching from long disuse. Emma’s brown eyes sparkled as she watched her husband’s cock, as hard and proud as ever. Dale lifted his weary head as Emma dropped to her knees in front of him.
 
   “You were so good last night, honey,” she smiled. Dale sighed with pleasure as he felt her hand run up and down his shaft, his body already trembling at the long-denied attention. “You did everything we told you to.”
 
   “Eventually,” Sandra added, standing over by the doorway and watching dispassionately, as though nothing could be more normal than watching her friends have sex in their living room.
 
   “Eventually,” Emma agreed, her smile never wavering and her hand never stopping its luxurious stroking. “You just needed a little encouragement, that’s all. And now, you get a reward.” Dale moaned deep in his throat as Emma bowed her head, her hair falling around his thighs as she took his erection into her warm wet mouth. Her hand continued to stroke his shaft as she pleasured him, his balls tightening quickly as his gut began to ache for release. Her smile still shone in her eyes as she gazed up at him seductively while his cock slid in and out of her mouth, jolts of pleasure racing up and down his needy cock as his wife expertly pressed all his buttons. In no time at all, his body stiffened, his sore muscles straining as his orgasm erupted. Powerful spurts of semen filled his wife’s mouth, and Dale watched through glassy eyes as she eagerly swallowed every drop. With a shuddering sigh, he slumped back on the couch, Emma’s hand slowly milking his softening shaft as she continued to lick and suck.
 
   “Ok,” Emma said brightly as she released his now flaccid penis and licked her lips, “now get dressed. You’re going to treat us girls to breakfast.”
 
   *
 
   The old waitress at the diner could tell. Dale was sure it wasn’t just his imagination. The three of them were giving off some kind of vibe, he was sure of it. Some kind of weird sexual energy. The girls couldn’t stop giggling, fixing each other with the kind of silent, lingering looks usually reserved for young lovers. Dale’s cock, so recently drained, hummed with arousal once again in his jeans as they were led to their table. It was a booth, the padded bench in a horseshoe shape around the scuffed tabletop. Sandra claimed one end of the curved seat, with Emma plopping herself down in the middle and Dale taking the other side. It felt strange, to be out here in the cold light of day, among breakfasting families and hungover students in the familiar greasy spoon they had been to dozens of times before. Dale couldn’t get the images from last night out of his head, and he knew his female companions were thinking the same thing. His utter and very public sexual humiliation at the hands of his wife. Her smiling face as some young stranger ground his erection against her on the dance floor. The taste of her pussy as she ordered him to eat her out in the cab. And the sight of them both, Emma and Sandra, the latex dominatrix and the sexy cop, drawing every eye in the club with their aggressive sexuality and incredible bodies.
 
   You’d never know now. Emma wore a pretty dress, a blue number that flared slightly around her knees, dressed down with a beige cardigan that covered her bare arms. Her black pumps dressed it up again slightly. Overdressed for a place like this, maybe. And possibly slightly underdressed for the crisp November weather, even if it was unseasonably sunny outside. But she looked beautiful, at least to Dale’s tired eyes.
 
   Sandra had brought no clothes with her besides her costume, but she and Emma were the same size. She had borrowed a pair of jeans, an old leather jacket thrown over a t shirt completing the casual look. Only her footwear looked out of place. Dale couldn't help but notice they were the same high-heeled leather boots from last night’s costume, partially concealed under her pants. The same sexy boots he had suffered under, the same boots he had grovelled at in front of his own wife. These two vixens could act like nothing had changed. But there was no way Dale could forget what they had put him through. He could barely look Sandra in the eye after the things she had made him say and do. 
 
   They were almost silent as the waitress brought them drinks. More giggles and shy smiles followed as they pretended to peruse the menus. Dale’s cock surged. His wife had never displayed any kind of bisexual tendencies. But there was nothing about the two laughing women that gave him any reason to think they regretted what had happened. Once again, he didn’t know how to feel about that. The thought of his wife fucking Sandra, and the idea that he might be included next time, made his heart pound as the blood rushed to his pulsating cock. Still, he couldn’t help but feel the tiniest bit threatened. They had left him chained to the stairs, for crying out loud!
 
   When the waitress returned, Dale made his usual order. Sausage, bacon, hash browns, scrambled eggs - the works. Caught off guard, the girls stammered out their own similar orders.
 
   “No sausage for me, thanks,” Sandra said drily, and the waitress raised her eyebrows as Emma erupted in a cascade of lovely laughter. The old waitress stumped back towards the kitchen, thoroughly unamused as the beautiful young woman cackled together.
 
   “So,” Emma said as she got her laughter under control, taking a sip of water to compose herself, “I’ve been thinking. About last night, and how much fun it was.”
 
   “Ok,” said Dale guardedly.
 
   “Oh, come on,” Emma grinned, “don’t act like you didn’t enjoy it too.” Under the table, her hand found his thigh, his jeans bunching in her fist. “It was so fucking hot, seeing that side of you,” she said in a low voice. “Of me. Of all of us. I think we all learned a thing or two about ourselves.” Dale’s cock rose under the table as Sandra and Emma shared another saucy laugh together. She was right. It pained Dale to admit it, but being dominated by the two women had been the most painfully erotic experience of his life. The thought of repeating it both terrified and thrilled him. His head was spinning as he warred within himself. 
 
   “I’d like to do it again,” Emma said frankly as she turned to face her husband again. “I like being in control, way more than I thought I would. I like controlling both of you.” Her other arm dipped under the table too, and Dale had no doubt her hand was at play on Sandra’s thigh just as it was on his. “I know you’re into it, Sandra,” Emma’s nose wrinkled adorably as she smiled teasingly at her friend, “but what about you, honey?” 
 
   “I - don’t know,” Dale sighed as his wife turned her beaming smile back to him. “I mean, it was hot, but kind of painful, too, for me. I’m the one who gets the rough end of the deal here.”
 
   “Oh, I don’t know about that,” Emma said, her brow furrowing into a frown above her warm brown eyes. “I mean, yes, we have to keep you in line. We have to make sure you do as you’re told. But there are some real benefits for you, too. You get to see me happy. You get to see me in my catsuit again. And you get to fuck Sandra.” Dale’s glass spewed water as it toppled to the table from suddenly numb fingers, and only a desperate last-minute grab kept it upright. Dale felt his cheeks burn as nearby diners glanced over at their table, as though the two beautiful women he was with needed any help attracting attention. Hastily he seized a fistful of napkins from the silver dispenser on the table and mopped up the water as the grumpy waitress approached with their plates.
 
   “I’ll get you a towel for that, hon,” she said as she set the food down on the table.
 
   “No, no, that’s ok,” Dale stammered, bunching up the wet napkins into a pile. “I think I got it, thanks.” The waitress shrugged non-committally as she turned her broad back and disappeared into the clatter of cutlery and voices that filled the greasy air.
 
   “Are you ok there, Dale?” Sandra grinned at him.
 
   “Are you serious?” Dale whispered. His wide eyes darted from Sandra to Emma and back again, trying to read the expressions on the girl’s smiling faces.
 
   “Yes, honey,” said Emma as she dug into a yellow pile of eggs with her fork. “You see, the idea is, both of you are going to do what I say. So if you please me - and only if you please me,” fixing Dale with a brief, hard stare, “I’ll let you play with her from time to time.” The eggs disappeared into her mouth, and she chewed thoughtfully. Dale’s heart hammered in his chest. He was being offered something he had long dreamed of and never even thought to ask for, so unlikely did it seem. Now his wife was willingly offering it to him. For a price, admittedly. But was any price too high for such a reward? His cock surged as Emma swallowed.
 
   “Take a couple of minutes to think about it, honey,” Emma said, as casually as though she had just suggested a walk in the park. Dale watched, his blood bubbling as his wife speared a sausage with her fork and brought it to her lips. Her smiling eyes found his as she traced the end of the sausage over her lips before sliding it deep inside. Sandra chuckled as Emma teasingly slid it back and forth, puckering her lips around the meat while Dale’s cock throbbed sympathetically under the table.
 
   “Yes,” Dale panted, “ok. I’ll do it.” Sandra laughed out loud as Emma, smiling, bit the sausage in half.
 
   “Wow,” said Sandra, “I had no idea you wanted me so bad, Dale. That you’d give up your freedom just for a shot at me. It’s kind of flattering, I guess. In a weird way.”
 
   “Everything about this is weird,” Dale smiled ruefully back at his wife’s new lover.
 
   “You’re not giving up your freedom,” Emma clarified as she finished chewing. “Not all the time. I don’t have the energy to dominate you both twenty four seven. And you’re still my husband, and I love you. I don’t want you to be my full time sex slave. Just sometimes.” Her teeth flashed as she smiled. “Whenever I decide.”
 
   “Ok,” said Dale again. His stomach was churning, his barely touched breakfast forgotten in front of him. His nerves jangled, and yet he couldn’t keep the smile from his face. “I’m in.”
 
   “Oh, no, honey,” said Emma, her pretty face frowning once again as she shook her head slowly. “Not yet, you’re not. You have to ask. Nicely.” Her gold-streaked hair hung around her face as she leaned conspiratorially towards her enthralled husband. “Which means you need to beg. Both of us. Right here, in front of all these people. I want you to get down on your hands and knees, kiss both my feet, then kiss Sandra’s. Then ask to be our slave.”
 
   “What? I can’t do that,”Dale hissed. His throat was dry with fear, his skin hot with embarrassment. Though he knew it wasn’t true, he felt every eye in the place fixed on him, judging him. He broke out in a sweat.
 
   “You can, and you will,” Emma said calmly as her fork pushed a pile of hash browns around her plate. “If you want to have an orgasm ever again that isn’t with your hand, you need to do as you’re told. Quickly, now. No one will notice if you don’t make a scene.” Sandra’s eyes glowed green as they bored into him, the smile on her face chilling in its triumphant smugness. Emma, on the other hand, seemingly couldn’t care less if he did it or not. Dale’s guts ached, his cock as hard as it had ever been. There was no choice. The reward was just too sweet. Quickly, he dropped below the table.
 
   The dusty old carpet prickled his skin, leaving patterned indents on the palms of his hands as he crawled towards the women’s feet. Lowering his head, a planted a kiss on each of Emma’s shiny high heels. Up above, Sandra giggled as she felt his lips on her boots. The leather was slick and cool against his skin, and his cock twitched as he remembered how he had worshiped these same boots just last night under fear of the lash. His face was bright red as he climbed back into his seat, seeing the suppressed laughter in the beautiful faces of the two women.
 
   “Please can I be your slave?” he whispered. His heart sank as Emma frowned.
 
   “You call that begging?” she said, looking at her husband with a glare of disappointment. “Ask Sandra first. If she allows it, you can ask me.”
 
   “Please, Sandra,” Dale gasped. His throat was hoarse. Every nerve in his body screamed for him to get out of this situation, to leave the diner and run far away, the adrenalin surging through his shaking limbs. “Please can I be your slave?”
 
   “I don’t know,” Sandra considered. Her knife flashed as she playing with it, turning it between her fingers. “Are you going to be a good boy?” From the corner of his eye, Dale saw his wife suppress a laugh as she watched her friend humiliate him.
 
   “Yes,” Dale said through gritted teeth, “I’ll be a good boy. Please.”
 
   “Ok,” Sandra grinned. “I’ll allow it.”
 
   “Please,” Dale whined as he turned to his wife, desperate for this ordeal to be over. “Please, Emma. Please let me be your slave.”
 
   “Oh, honey,” she sighed, “you want it so badly, don’t you? Don’t worry. You already are.” Dale’s cheeks flushed red as the two women laughed loudly, their water glasses clinking together as they toasted their victory. Dale slumped in his seat, barely able to believe what had just happened. But his cock, struggling against his jeans under the table, left him in no doubt. He had no idea why, but somehow, he wanted this too.
 
   “Ok, honey,” Emma purred, her brown eyes glowing brighter than ever, “finish up your breakfast. You’re taking us shopping.” 
 
   *
 
   Inside the store, the heady smell of rubber made Dale feel dizzy. There was no natural light, the windows covered by shelving units to display more of the rich variety of items the store carried. Some of this stuff, Dale had never seen before, never even imagined. 
 
   And through it all, Emma and Sandra tore through the place like two dervishes, giggling and laughing at the weird magazines and waving dildos at one another. Emma seemed to be on a mission, checking off items as she picked them up from some mental list, just like she did on their weekly grocery shopping trips. How did she know what she was looking for? Dale couldn’t name half of the stuff in here, even with his regular furtive pornography habit. Emma had been a dominatrix for one night. How did she seem so comfortable among all these devices and accessories?
 
   Dale certainly wasn’t. It wasn’t his paranoia this time; they were definitely being watched. He was in here with two wild and beautiful women, and the exclusively male clientele seemingly couldn’t keep their eyes to themselves. Many didn’t even seem to try. Dale bristled. But he wasn’t about to start anything, if he could help it. This excursion was embarrassing enough as it was.
 
   “Ok.” Emma had returned to him, her face shining like a kid in a candy store with a basket of assorted goods in her arms. “I think that’ll do for now. Let’s go pay.” Speechless, shame-faced, Dale followed his wife and Sandra to the check-out, where a bored-looking young woman put down her comic book with a weary sigh. Emma emptied her basket onto the counter, one item after another. Two pairs of high quality leather cuffs, one in black, one in pink. Two collars to match, the black one bigger than the pink. No prizes for guessing who would be wearing those, he thought to himself as his stiff cock lurched drunkenly in his jeans. A couple of strap-on dildos, the fake rubber penises seeming alarmingly large in their plastic wrappers. A new whip, shorter and more flexible than Emma’s current riding crop. A few other items that Dale couldn’t put a name to, and didn’t care to guess what they might be. As the cashier’s apathetic gaze swept over his face, he looked away.
 
   “What do you think?” Emma frowned, holding the collars up critically. “These should fit my two slaves here, right?”
 
   “Sure,” the cashier shrugged. She must see this kind of thing all the time, Dale thought to himself. Her apathy was a relief in his highly embarrassed state. He didn’t know if he could take any more public humiliation today.
 
   “Go on, honey,” Emma urged as the total appeared on the register. “Pay the lady.” Sandra and Emma swept up the bags, laughing loudly as their heels clicked over towards the door. Every guy in the place watched them go, the predatory looks in their eyes utterly unconcealed. Dale’s skin crawled. Hurriedly, he waited what felt like an eternity for his credit card to go through. Grabbing his receipt from the bored girl’s grasp, he practically ran out of the store to where his new mistresses waited for him at the car.
 
   *
 
   “So. The rules. These are just the primary rules. They can be added to or revoked at any time, by me, and me alone.”
 
   Emma’s boot heels rapped against the floor as she paced up and down the living room like a drill sergeant. They were the boots from last night, thigh-high shiny red leather with a wicked spike heel like a weapon. The glossy material clung to her slender legs, tightened by a row of heavy buckles. Her hip-swinging gait was magnificent as she paced before her two captives. She was wearing the corset from last night, too, the supple black leather shining in the afternoon light, emphasizing every curve of her hourglass figure. The riding crop dangled from her hand, the red marks still visible on Dale’s back testimony to its sting. The only thing missing from last night was the thrillingly sexy latex catsuit that had made his wife’s body shine so seductively. Now, her breasts and pussy were totally exposed. The smell of arousal filled the close air.
 
   Not that Dale could see much from where he was. While his wife paced provocatively up and down the living room, he and Sandra had been ordered to the floor. There they prostrated themselves, side by side on their knees, foreheads to the hardwood and arms outstretched, palms down in an attitude of worship. Dale’s skin prickled with humiliation, even as his cock felt on the verge of exploding. Having Sandra beside him made it somehow easier. At least he wasn’t the only one submitting to his wife’s sexual power.
 
   “Rule one. I am in charge. Your only purpose is to serve me in any way I see fit. My orders are not to be questioned or denied.” Emma’s heels rang out on the hardwood floor as she came to a stop in front of her two slaves. “Well?” she demanded, her sultry voice dripping with menace. There was a pause.
 
   “Yes, Emma,” Sandra murmured from the floor.
 
   “Yes, Emma,” Dale stammered a heartbeat after her.
 
   “Good,” said Emma. Dale shuddered as he heard her crop slash through the air before her heels began to pace again.
 
   “Rule number two,” she said. “Orgasms are a privilege to be awarded for service at my discretion. As slaves, your bodies belong to me now. You are my property. Don’t forget it.”
 
   “Yes, Emma,” Dale and Sandra intoned, almost in unison. Dale could hear Sandra breathing heavily beside him, and he risked a glance at her from the corner of his eye. Her naked flanks heaved with every breath. Her eyes were tightly closed. She seemed to be somewhere far away, her submission taking her to some deep inner place. Dale’s cock throbbed. It was incredibly sexy to watch this beautiful woman submit to his even more beautiful wife.
 
   “Rule three. I have the right to punish my property, at any time, for any reason, in any way I see fit. Failure to please me will have serious consequences.”
 
   “Yes, Emma,” Dale and Sandra chanted. 
 
   Emma’s heels stopped in front of Dale’s face. His heart pounded.
 
   “You. Boy.” The flexible tip of her crop traced the contours of Dale’s shoulders.
 
   “Yes, Emma?” he said, trying to sound properly submissive as she towered above him on her tall heels.
 
   “As a male, you have some extra rules to follow. Not only I, but every woman is superior to you. As a lowly male, you are not worthy to even be the slave of a woman like me. Are you?”
 
   “No, Emma,” Dale said through gritted teeth, not liking where this was going but unable to resist.
 
   “No. So instead, you are the slave of my slave. You will obey Sandra’s orders as though they came from me, unless I say otherwise. You will devote yourself to her pleasure, secondary only to mine. You will serve her in any way she desires. Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes, Emma,” Dale sighed. It was too late to object now. Just like Sandra, he had slipped beyond reason to the point where obedience seemed to be all he was capable of. Emma’s sneering voice filled his addled brain, her footsteps ringing in his mind as though she hammered a nail into his soul with every step.
 
   “The rules Sandra established last night stand. Do you remember what they were, boy?”
 
   “Yes, Emma,” Dale meekly replied. How could he forget? Every word, every image from last night was burned irrevocably onto his brain as though etched in stone.
 
   “Tell me,” Emma demanded.
 
   “I am to worship you like a goddess,” Dale said promptly. “I am to wake you each morning by licking you to orgasm.”
 
   “And?” Emma’s foot tapped impatiently on the floor beside his head.
 
   “Boys don’t get to cum until every woman in the room is satisfied.”
 
   “And?” Dale gulped.
 
   “I am to apologize to you every day for my pathetic cock,” he growled into the floor. High above, miles above him in his debasement, Emma laughed.
 
   “That’s right, boy,” she purred. “Every day. Don’t ever forget.” Her heels rapped on the floor again, her body swaying from side to side as she headed for the couch. Dale heard the springs depress as she sat, the leather of her boots creaking with every movement. “You. Slut,” she suddenly barked, “stand up.” Beside him, Sandra rose to her feet. She was as naked as he was, although Emma had told her to keep her high heeled boots on. Besides that, she wore the same collar and cuffs as Dale did, pink to his black.
 
   “Cuff and leash that bitch and bring him to me,” she ordered. Sandra smiled broadly as she jumped to obey her new mistress’s command. Behind Dale, a bag rustled. Sandra’s boots echoed as she approached him from behind.
 
   “Up on your knees,” she ordered, and Dale complied. Sandra took his wrists in her hands and fastened the cuffs he was wearing together. Dale stared at his wife as she stared back, her glowing eyes boring holes in his head, her red lips parted with arousal as she ran the thin shaft of the riding crop between her legs. Her knees were spread. Her exposed sex glistened with dew as she watched two willing slaves submit to her beauty. Dale’s own cock throbbed at his wife’s obvious arousal. Smiling, she blew him a kiss while Sandra attached a leash to his collar. She tugged, and Dale clambered forward on his knees towards his waiting wife. 
 
   “Give me that,” Emma ordered, and Sandra handed her Dale’s leash. Emma tucked it under her bare thigh. “Now,” she said to Sandra, “turn around. Hands behind your back.” Unquestioningly, Sandra obeyed, her pretty face smiling as Emma fastened her cuffs. “Face me,” Emma said, and Sandra’s heels drummed on the floor as she humbly complied. “On your knees,” Emma said. Dale’s lips twitched as he watched Emma’s former friend kneel between his wife’s legs, inches from her dripping pussy.
 
   “Time to please your owner,” Emma smiled. Eagerly, Sandra sank her face between Emma’s legs, the noise of her greedy licking and sucking filling Dale’s ears as he kneeled beside her. 
 
   “I want you to watch, boy,” Emma sneered as she plucked Dale’s leash from under her leg, holding the end in one hand and her crop in the other. “See how this slut eats my pussy. You could learn a thing or two.” Dale burned with shame as he did as he was told, his cock leaking pre-cum as he watched Sandra go down on his wife. “Maybe if you fucked me properly, I wouldn’t have to get a girl to do your job for you,” Emma went on. Her breasts heaved above the shiny black leather of her corset as her breathing quickened, her eyelids fluttering as her pleasure mounted. “That’s why she’s superior to you,” Emma taunted. “She’d never licked pussy in her life until I made her eat mine last night. Now look at her. Just a greedy little dyke slut. And she’s already better than you.” Dale’s leash tightened as Emma wrapped it once around her fist.
 
   “Watch,” she urged, as though Dale needed any encouragement. “Watch her suck my clit, like it’s a little cock. That’s how I like it. With your little cock, you better get good at eating pussy, or I’ll have no use for you at all.” A sheen of sweat appeared on Emma’s skin as her orgasm approached. Unconsciously, Dale licked his dry lips.
 
   “That reminds me,” Emma panted as her thighs trembled around Sandra’s head, “did you apologize today?”
 
   “I’m sorry, Emma,” Dale blurted out as his wife sobbed in erotic pleasure, “I’m sorry for my pathetic cock.”
 
   “Oh, ffffuck!” Emma shrieked, her high heels drumming on the floor as she thrashed in orgasm. Dale’s head bobbed as the hand that held his leash also seized a fistful of Sandra’s blond hair, rubbing her pussy over her friend’s captive face. Emma moaned, her body stiffening as overpowering pleasure flowed through her, her juices running freely over Sandra’s pretty face. Finally, she collapsed back onto the couch, panting and writhing with unstoppable aftershocks. Gently now, Sandra lapped up her friend’s juices, her face shining with wetness as she smiled happily.
 
   “You dirty little slut,” Emma growled, staring down at her friend between her legs. “Look at you, with my cum all over your face. You naughty little cunt-eater.” Emma raised the crop, and Sandra yelped in surprise as much as pain as the flexible tip stung her backside. “Get that ass up in the air, slut,” she growled. “You need to be punished for being such a slutty little pussy licker.”
 
   “Yes Emma,” Sandra said humbly as she shifted on her knees,raising her ass for more abuse as she shuffled forward.
 
   “And you, boy,” Emma smiled, “get behind your new mistress. Get that face in her ass. I want you to smell that slutty pussy while it drips all over my floors.” The crop cracked again on Sandra’s ass as Dale shuffled to comply. “One of you bitches is going to have to clean that up later,” Emma chuckled, an evil queen on her throne. 
 
   “You, slut, get your face back in my pussy. I want to cum in your mouth again. And you, boy,” Emma added, pointing her crop at Dale, “every time I whip this bitch’s ass, you’re going to kiss it better and thank her for fucking your wife properly.” As though to emphasize her words, Emma lashed out again, leaving a red mark on Sandra’s raised buttock. Instantly, Dale leaned forward and felt the heat of her red skin as he kissed it. “Thank you for fucking my wife properly,” he said, and both Sandra and Emma moaned in unison.
 
   “My God,” sighed Emma, her eyes closing as a second orgasm approached beneath Sandra’s talented mouth, “my husband and my best friend, two submissive little bitches. Who knew my pussy was this powerful?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Good Morning, Mistress
 
   Nine am. On a Saturday. Is that too late, or too early? Dale wasn’t sure. He had set an alarm for himself, but he had woken up before it, silencing his phone before it could disturb anyone else. The house was silent, but for the sounds of birdsong and occasional traffic that drifted in from outside. In the master bedroom, no one stirred. He had no instructions. With a slight sting of shame, Dale realized he was nervous. He didn’t know what his wife wanted him to do. And it scared him.
 
   The carpet of the guest room was warm under his feet as he slid out of bed. It wouldn’t do to lie here all morning, he knew that much. His feet were almost soundless as he pulled the door open slowly and crept across the hall. The door to the master bedroom was slightly ajar, the interior dark and warm. This had been his bedroom once, he ruefully remembered. His and his wife’s. Now it was hers, and he was permitted to stay there sometimes. Not last night. Probably not tonight either. Because this weekend, like almost every weekend since Halloween, Sandra was staying over.
 
   *
 
   The sun was only just starting to rise, the gray gloom of the kitchen lurking in corners not reached by the overhead light, as Dale and Emma got ready for work. The coffee maker burbled happily in the corner as Dale sat at the kitchen table, his bald head shining under the light. Emma stood at the counter, throwing together a salad from the rapidly aging vegetables in the crisper drawer before dispensing it into two Tupperware containers, one for each of them. She still looked after him. She was still his wife, Dale reminded himself. It was hard to reconcile the mundane domestic scene in front of him with the reality of their new and frankly bizarre sex life. But Emma had said she had no intention of playing the mistress twenty four hours a day, and she meant it. She wanted a husband all the time. It was only occasionally that she needed a sex slave.
 
   “So you think you’ll have time to talk to a plumber today?” Emma asked, still busying herself with their lunches as she spoke.
 
   “Mmm-hmm,” Dale nodded, his mouth full of coffee. It was strange, he reflected. Emma wasn’t his mistress during the week. She was simply his wife. They had jobs to do and lives to live, and neither of them would have been happy for long if he simply handed all control to her, forever. Still, it wasn’t the kind of thing you forget, either. He couldn’t forget the sight of his wife, tall and proud in a latex catsuit, or her glowing face as she came from her best friend going down on her. He couldn’t forget the feel of a leash around his neck as she humiliated him in public, or Sandra’s soft skin beneath his lips as he kissed her ass and begged her to fuck his wife. These memories haunted him, daily, no matter what he might be doing. His wife’s powerful sexiness haunted him, at work, at the store, having beers with his friends. She was always before him. Now, in simple work attire, black pants and a white shirt, all he could see was his divine mistress, demanding pleasure from her humble slaves, and his cock surged in his pants beneath the table. Is it possible to get too hard, too often? Google had turned up nothing. Good problems for a man his age to have, he supposed.
 
   “Ok,” Emma said without looking at him as she snapped the lids of the Tupperware containers into place. “It’s gotta get fixed. The sooner the better.”
 
   Dale nodded, though he knew she couldn’t see. She didn’t need to tell him. The sink in the downstairs bathroom refused to stop leaking. Dale had never been the most handy guy around the house. Sure, he could do the basics. Mount a shelf, hang a picture. He’d replaced a damaged section of baseboard last year, and he was still proud of how little the join showed. But he’d tried with the sink, and nothing seemed to help. The faucet had been replaced to no avail. He’d recaulked everything that might need it, and then some. Still the pipe kept up its persistent drip, drip, drip, forcing them to empty the cabinet beneath and use a plastic basin to contain the leaking water. Emma was right. Something needed to be done.
 
   “So,” she said. Turning to face him, she placed the sealed containers of salad on the table in front of him. She leaned back against the countertop, her hands gripping the rounded edge of the granite as her wedding ring sparkled in the growing morning light. Her delicate cheekbones stood out as she smiled down at him, a devious light sparkling in the warm depths of her brown eyes. The blonde streaks in her air caught the feeble sun as it tentatively poked its face out over the dim horizon. “What’s the plan for the weekend?”
 
   Dale sipped his coffee carefully, and shrugged.
 
   “Dunno,” he said noncommittally. “Wanna do something?” 
 
   “Yeah,” Emma smiled. Her teeth shone white against her pink lips as she playfully bit her bottom lip, her cheeks reddening. Dale couldn’t help himself. Whatever wicked ideas might be lurking behind his wife’s pretty face, his cock swelled predictably in his underwear. She was so sexy when she got excited like this. Dale knew they were mismatched, knew his wife was far too attractive for an average-looking guy like him. Either she hadn’t noticed, or didn’t care. Submitting to her, even on what was becoming an increasingly regular basis, was a small price to pay. Besides, Dale thought to himself, it wasn’t as though he didn’t get anything out of it. While there were aspects of her dominance that made him uncomfortable, there was plenty he liked about it, too. As hard as it was to admit that, even to himself.
 
   “I wanna have a lot of orgasms,” Emma teased him. “Like, a lot.”
 
   “Well, that can be arranged,” Dale smiled back at his wife.
 
   “Oh, I know it can,” Emma grinned. “That’s why I want to have Sandra over again.”
 
   In spite of himself, Dale felt his cock swell further. Emma’s relationship with Sandra was an increasingly confusing aspect of their marriage. Frankly, he was jealous. Ever since his wife had discovered this new dominant side of herself, she had been having sex with her best friend Sandra far more than she did with him. And she wasn’t at all shy to tell him why. Sandra was better in bed than he was, Emma repeatedly told him. She came harder, and more frequently, from sex with a woman than with her husband. This coming from a girl who had never so much as hinted at any attraction to females until recently. But facts were facts. Dale couldn’t deny it, either. He’d seen what Sandra could do to his wife. Try as he might, he couldn’t match it. The best he could do was do as he was told and hope his wife still kept him around.
 
   But like everything in his new, kinky life, it wasn’t as clear cut as that. Yes, Dale was threatened by Sandra. There was a part of him, a timid, fearful part, that dreaded the day that his beautiful wife would decide she had no further use for her husband and send him away, choosing instead to share her life with her former friend and new-found female slave. But on the other hand, the erotic sights he witnessed were impossible to pass up. Wilder than any porn movie, and unfolding right in front of him, on his own furniture, his wife utterly dominating another beautiful woman. Even when Emma had decreed that he was Sandra’s slave as well as hers, Dale had been unable to resist. Why would he? He was enjoying wild sex with two gorgeous women. So what if they had a penchant for hurting and humiliating him? When he got to bury himself in their soft, sexy bodies, it was all worth it.
 
   “Ok,” he said. His wife wasn’t asking permission, he knew that. But in a marriage, at least a successful marriage, decisions have to be arrived at mutually. At least until the cuffs went on. Right now, Dale wasn’t Emma’s slave. He was her husband. And as her husband, he was giving his consent for her to make him her slave. This domination business, Dale thought to himself as he toyed with the coffee mug in front of him, was complicated. But his cock pressed against the confines of his pants as he reflected on the weekend ahead. Some guys would go fishing. Some would watch sports. He’d watch his wife fuck another beautiful woman, repeatedly, and maybe, if he pleased them both, get to join in. If he told anyone, they wouldn’t believe him. But this was Dale’s life. And he had no complaints. 
 
   “Really?” Emma’s face lit up, her smile piercing his heart as she beamed down at him like the sun, chasing away the autumn morning with the bright rays of her joy. “Oh, it’s going to be so good!” she giggled girlishly. “Having my two slaves at my beck and call again. Oh, I’ve got so many ideas already for what to do with the two of you! Ok, honey.” She stepped towards him, her hand on his shoulder, her blonde-streaked hair falling around her face as she bent down to kiss him passionately on the lips, “I have to go. I’ll see you tonight. Don’t forget to call that plumber, ok?”
 
   *
 
   The bedroom door swung open silently with just the slightest push. The curtains were drawn, the room dark. Inside, he could hear the even breathing of his wife and her lover. The air in the room was heavy with sleep, and Dale breathed it in deeply through his flaring nostrils. Was it his imagination, or was there something else, too? The warm air rising from the lovely female bodies lying beside each other, and the faintest whiff of sex, the peculiar smell of lesbian sex that had become increasingly familiar to him in recent weeks. His cock surged in his underwear as he tentatively approached the bed and the unbelievable bodies sprawled across it, an altar of desire. The light from the hallway cast an uneven rectangle into the dark room, framing his slanting shadow as he crept forward. The women’s faces were buried in shadow, smothered by pillows and rumpled sheets. They were both the same size, often sharing clothes. Dale hesitated, terrified of making a mistake. The consequences, he knew, would be grave. Slowly, his blood drumming in his ears, he crouched at the foot of the bed. One of the women lay on her back, a shapely leg jutting out from beneath the blanket. Careful as a safecracker, Dale twitched the blanket aside. Underneath, she was naked, her cute and tidy pussy on display for Dale’s acclimatized eyes as he peered at the unknown woman’s exposed sex, his cock throbbing helplessly. Was it Emma, or Sandra? He couldn’t be sure. He couldn’t afford to get this wrong. 
 
   The other woman slept on her front, one leg up on the mattress, bent knee pointing towards her partner. Her long hair hid her face, the dim light making it impossible to determine the color. Her ribs rose and fell visibly as she breathed slowly. Dale bent over her, careful not to touch the mattress for fear of waking the women. His face inched closer until the twin globes of her smooth round buttocks filled his vision, his cock pressing hard against the mattress as his face sank further between her legs. Silently, he sniffed. The familiar smell of pussy filled his nostrils as he subconsciously rubbed his dick along the edge of the bed, feeling the arousal grow inside him. This was his wife’s pussy he was sure. Kneeling on the carpeted floor, he pushed his face into her crotch, his nose sinking between her warm buttocks as he extended his tongue and tasted her. Yes, it was Emma. Definitely. He’d know that taste anywhere. Slowly, gently, he began to lick his wife’s pussy.
 
   Emma sighed, and stirred. Still asleep, Dale heard her breathing quicken. Her taste became stronger as her juices began to flow. A soft moan reverberated in her throat as her arousal grew. Delicately, Dale increased his pace. He knew how his wife liked it, and he employed every bit of knowledge he had as he applied himself to the task. Emma sighed again, and rolled over, her smooth thigh brushing past his face as she maneuvered onto her back, her legs spread as though to welcome him. An arm flung across her face still hid her from his view, but something in the new tension of her body and the rhythm of her breathing made his suspect she was awake. He knew better than to question her, though, as he used his improved access to her sex to sink his tongue deeper inside. Soon, a steady chorus of soft moans was coming from Emma as he licked her steadily, his nose rubbing against her swelling clit and making her legs tremble adorably.
 
   Dale felt the bed shift beneath him. Glancing up from between his wife’s legs, he saw Sandra roll over onto her side. The maddening curves of her body stood out proud from under the blanket like the swooping lines of a cello, her eyes shining in the dim light as she watched him pleasure his wife. She was smiling, an evil little smile of delight and conquest as she made no attempt to hide her steady gaze. There was no intimacy, Dale knew, between his wife and himself that Sandra was not now privy to. Unable to meet her gaze, Dale closed his eyes, returning his attention to his task.
 
   Emma moaned, and Dale felt her hand on the top of his head, her fingers seizing his smooth scalp and pressing herself against him. Obligingly, he obeyed her unspoken command, sinking his tongue as deeply as he could inside her, his jaw aching as he plowed his slick tongue rapidly in and out of her. Her juices coated his cheeks and chin as her pussy spasmed, seizing his tongue in a wet embrace as she cried out. Both hands held his head now, her knees bent above him as her bare feet scrabbled in the tangled bed sheets. She came in a rush, crying out against the pillow as the first orgasm of the day tore through her, and she thrashed and moaned, swept away in a wave of sexual pleasure almost before she knew what had hit her. Dale backed away, his face damp with her bliss as her cum cooled on his cheeks. Sandra was still smiling at him. Though he was the only person there who wasn’t naked, he felt painfully self-conscious as he retreated from his panting wife.
 
   “Good morning, slut,” Emma purred, her voice low with arousal. “Such a good little alarm clock, aren’t you? Now, what do you say?”
 
   Sandra’s eyes flashed as she looked across at Emma, her naked body humming with excitement. Emma’s eyes stayed fixed on her husband, the sleepy smile never leaving her flushed face. Of course they all knew what she expected. Sandra’s idea, Dale remembered, but adopted wholeheartedly by cruel Emma. 
 
   “I’m sorry for my pathetic cock,” Dale mumbled, his eyes on the floor. Sandra’s laughter filled the dark room as she savored his humiliation.
 
   “What was that? Speak up,” Emma demanded. Her eyes glowed with some deep inner fire as Dale looked up at his wife across the length of the bed. The smile never left her pretty face.
 
   “I’m sorry for my pathetic cock, Emma,” Dale managed. While Sandra cackled wickedly, Emma smirked down at her defeated husband, reveling in her power.
 
   “That’s ok, honey,” she said condescendingly. “I have Sandra to please me now.” Dale watched in a mixture of horror and erotic fascination as Sandra rose on her elbow and leaned over his wife, their painted lips meeting in a passionate kiss. They made out as though he wasn’t even there. His cock throbbed dully as he watched the show from his position at the foot of the bed. As the kiss finally broke, Dale’s heart lurched to see the bliss in his wife’s eyes as she and Sandra smiled beatifically at each other, lost for a moment in one another’s eyes like lovers. They were lovers, he bitterly reminded himself. From being his wife’s friend just a few short weeks ago, Sandra was now Emma’s girlfriend and slave, and his mistress too. And all it had taken was a couple of skintight catsuits and a pair of handcuffs.
 
   Emma purred and settled back into a nest of pillows as Sandra’s head moved slowly southwards, her long blonde hair trailing over Emma’s naked skin as she moved her red lips over his wife’s body. Emma sighed pleasurably as Sandra took one of her hard nipples into her mouth, sucking and licking the tender flesh and sending tiny jolts of pleasure through Emma’s prone body. 
 
   “Yes, Sandra here has become quite the little cunt-licker,” Emma taunted, her eyes holding her husband’s. “It’s amazing what a good whipping will do for a slave’s devotion to their duties. Maybe that’s your problem. I haven’t punished you enough. Don’t you agree?” Her eyes blazed as she challenged him over Sandra’s bobbing head, the wet sounds of slurping and kissing filling the silence between them as Emma’s friend worshiped her tits.
 
   “Possibly, Emma,” Dale grunted. He wasn’t a fan of punishment. He had tasted Emma’s whip enough already for one lifetime. But she would do whatever she wanted with him; he had learned that by now. It was impossible for him to resist her when she got like this, all proud and dominant. Disagreeing with her would only make her more likely to punish him severely.
 
   “No possibly about it,” Emma cooed. Sandra was getting to her, Dale could tell. His wife’s breath was quickening again as Sandra moved from one nipple to the other, tenderly bringing Emma back towards arousal. “You should see this slut in action,” Emma went on, her voice taking on the sneering edge it did when one of her dominant moods took her. “She can’t get enough of my delicious pussy. Can you, slut?” Emma seized a handful of Sandra’s blonde hair, yanking her head up. Sandra was smiling, even as she craned her neck to meet Emma’s fearsome gaze.
 
   “Yes, Emma,” she gasped, her own arousal written clear as day across her face as she gazed adoringly up at her mistress. 
 
   “Then why don’t you get down there between my legs,” Emma said slowly as Sandra’s hair shone between her fingers, “and make me cum with your whore mouth?” Releasing her grip on Sandra’s hair, Emma shoved the other woman’s face away, and Sandra wasted no time as she crawled down the bed towards Emma’s freshly-licked pussy. Dale backed reluctantly away as Sandra bent over his wife, her eager face dipping between her legs as she began to hungrily lick Emma’s waiting pussy.
 
   “And you, boy,” Emma purred. Her eyelids were half-closed, but the fierce light in her eyes was visible through her lowered lashes as she imperiously commanded her two slaves, “get over here. By the side of the bed.” Emma’s pointing finger showed Dale the way as he shuffled around the mattress, kneeling at the side of the bed beside his wife. From here, he had the same unobstructed view of Sandra’s pussy as his wife did. The sensitive folds glistened in the light, Sandra’s own wetness ignored for now as she dedicated herself to bringing Emma to orgasm. Her ass was smooth and round as it swayed, high above the bed, her strong thighs spread above Emma. Dale’s cock pressed against the side of the bed as he took in the powerfully erotic sight of his wife’s other slave, pleasuring her mistress.
 
   “Remember, boy,” Emma hissed softly, “women cum first. Get your mouth in there and make my slave cum, too, and maybe you’ll be rewarded.” Dale wasted no time. Leaning over the bed, he applied his mouth to Sandra’s pussy, feeling her warm wetness on his tongue as he tickled her hot lips. He heard her moan, her voice muffled against his wife’s vagina, and Emma groaned in response while Dale’s cock throbbed at the unbearably sexy sounds. Sandra’s ass was in his face, just as Emma’s had been minutes before, as his tongue snaked up between her thighs to find the hard bud of her clitoris. Sandra moaned, rocking back against his face as her juices flowed. Dale’s cock, restrained by the underwear Emma had chosen for him, nevertheless pressed against his wife’s side as he loomed above her.
 
   “Look at you two,” Emma chuckled, “just a couple of submissive little cunt lickers.” Dale shuddered with desire as his wife traced her fingers over his hard shaft, almost absent-mindedly toying with him as she watched him lick Sandra’s dripping sex. “My two little oral sluts. God, I don’t think I’ve ever had my pussy eaten so much in my life as I have these last two weeks.” She chuckled as Dale’s cock throbbed against her side, her fingers dancing lightly over it in its confinement. “This is where you two belong,” she said softly. “Sluts like you need to earn you orgasms.” Sandra moaned as Emma’s taunts pushed her to a new level of arousal, and Dale could taste a fresh flood of her juices against his tired tongue. For a while, the only sound in the room was rapid breathing and wet feminine pleasure, the soft slurp of two tongues in two pussies.
 
   “I’ve got an idea,” Emma suddenly said. She was panting openly now, her second orgasm of the morning clearly closing in on her as Sandra worshiped her dripping snatch. “Whichever one of you two bitches eats the best pussy gets to fuck me afterwards. So Sandra, make me cum before Dale makes you cum, and you win. Dale, make her cum first, and you can fuck me.” Emma squealed in delight as she felt Sandra’s tongue spring into action, redoubling her efforts just as Dale did the same. Her body convulsed as pleasure bloomed withing her, her naked breasts bouncing as she thrashed on the bed.
 
   “Come on, honey,” she panted, her fingernails scraping down Dale’s back as she encouraged him. “Lick that pussy. Make her cum. Don’t you wanna fuck me? Of course you do. Come on. Make her cum all over my tits.” Sandra howled as Dale drove his tongue deep inside her, the muscular walls of her vagina clamping down in his tongue as pleasure overwhelmed her. Emma cried out as Sandra sucked desperately on her clit, the idea of two slaves competing to fuck her almost enough to push her over the edge. Almost. Dale took Sandra’s cheeks in both of his hands, pulling them slightly apart as he pushed his whole face deep into her dripping sex, and Emma moaned beneath them as she felt hot droplets of her girlfriend’s juices splash across her own flushed skin. Dale almost cried out in triumph as he felt Sandra shudder, her lips trembling as her pussy convulsed against his mouth and spewed her wet cum into his throat and all over his face. Emma screamed in delight, feeling her husband’s victory as it trickled down from his soaked face to splash against her skin. Grinning, Dale sat back, his chest heaving as he recovered his breath while Sandra panted and shook above Emma.
 
   “Dale wins,” Emma gasped. As Sandra raised her head in disappointment, Emma reached out and grabbed a handful of her girlfriend’s raised ass. Dale watched her painted nails sink slightly into the soft skin.
 
   “Oh no, honey,” Emma cooed to Sandra, “you still have to finish me off.” Dale’s cock felt ready to explode as he watched Sandra submit to his wife’s arrogant command, bowing her head and continuing her lapping while Emma squirmed happily beneath her. Soon, Emma’s eyes closed. Dale watched, transfixed, as his wife’s smile deepened, her face radiating erotic bliss in the dim light as her body shook and writhed with a small orgasm. She sighed happily as she released, Sandra continuing to gently lick her as Emma basked in the warm afterglow of coital bliss.
 
   “Ok,” she said, “that’s enough. I need a break. Dale, honey, go fix us some breakfast, would you?” Dale didn’t question. His cock swung heavily from side to side as he all but ran downstairs. He’d never been much of a cook, but breakfast was one thing he could handle. And the sooner he got the meal out of the way, the sooner he’d get to release the pent-up cum in his aching balls. Eggs spat and sizzled in the hot pan as he cracked one after another, swirling a fork around rapidly to break them up. Lowering the heat, he fed bread into the toaster and depressed the button, then spooned fresh coffee into the machine and switched it on. He was careful to make enough for everyone. Emma might be allowing him to fuck her, for once favoring him over Sandra, but he was under no illusions. His status as the slave of both women hadn’t changed. He was a male, and therefore inferior; that was how his wife had explained it. Pissing Sandra off any more than he had was very unwise.
 
   When the breakfast was done and the smell of cooking rolled like a low cloud through the house, Dale loaded up two plates and ran them upstairs. It was all he could carry in a single trip. In the bedroom, the girls reclined on the bed, propped up on a thick bank of pillows as they gently caressed one another. The room was heavy with sex, the heady smell of female pleasure permeating the air over and above the aroma of the breakfast he had cooked. As respectfully as he could manage, he handed a plate first to Emma, then to Sandra.
 
   “Coffee’s coming,” he said, grinning boyishly, eager as a dog on its way to the park. Emma beamed up at him, touched by his enthusiasm as he raced back downstairs. Snatching up his own plate and the mugs of hot coffee, he carefully climbed the stairs and returned to the bedroom.
 
   A surreal scene played itself out as the sound of chewing replaced the sounds of sex that had filled the bedroom just moments before. For long minutes, no one said a word, all focus devoted to replenishing their famished bodies. Dale’s stomach growled as he realized just how hungry he had been. It was strangely domestic, and sweet, the three of them sitting up in bed with the sunlight streaming through the now-opened curtains, bathing the room in the bright light of day. Sure, the women were both naked, and Dale was in his underwear. Sure, Sandra was there, in a cozy domestic scene more suited to be shared by a husband and wife alone. But it felt right somehow, Dale thought as he munched on a piece of toast. Yes, Sandra could be exceedingly cruel to him, just as Emma could. But it was all part of the game. All part of the fun. There was no denying his body’s reaction, his cock like concrete every time these beautiful women dominated him. You can’t make another person cum, or have them make you cum, time and time again without starting to feel something. Sandra was becoming a part of their relationship, the couple reforming into a triad. In the blissful early morning, his head swimming with the promise of imminent sex, Dale had no problem with that.
 
   “Alright.” Emma set aside her plate, the fork ringing brightly as it clattered against the dish when she set it on the floor. Dale followed suit, sliding his empty plate away from the bed with his foot. His cock, softened by the homely atmosphere of breakfast, began to swell again in his underwear as Emma shifted on the bed. “Ready, honey?” she grinned at him.
 
   “Oh yeah,” Dale growled. Her eyes shone, her face flushed. His obvious desire, he could see, was turning her on. The sheets fell from her, exposing the long lines of her naked body as Emma rolled up onto her knees. Dale’s cock surged as his eyes studied her body as though for the first time.
 
   “Sandra,” Emma said as she turned to the other woman, “why don’t you lie down over here? That’s right, like that. On your back.” Everyone knew that Emma’s questions weren’t actually questions, but orders to be strictly obeyed. Sandra did as she was told, positioning herself according to Emma’s instructions so that she lay flat on her back, her head towards the foot of the bed. Dale held his breath as Emma swung one leg up and over her prone friend, hovering above her on her hands and knees with her still-damp pussy shining between her legs, her ass pointed towards the foot of the bed.
 
   “Ok, honey,” Emma said, tossing her head to make her hair fall on one side as she smiled at Dale over her shoulder, “come fuck me. Show me what you’ve got.” Dale rose to his feet. In seconds, he had stripped off his underwear, kicking the cloth hurriedly aside. His cock stood out proud from his hips, throbbing steadily in time with his beating heart as he took his vein-studded shaft in his hand. Emma smiled as she stepped towards her, standing on the floor at the foot of the bed. Raising one foot, he placed it on the mattress, and the thick head of his cock pressed against his wife’s wet slit as he pushed it inside.
 
   “Mmmm,” Emma moaned, her eyes closing as she felt him filling her while her soaked pussy stretched to accommodate him. “That feels good.” Below her, Sandra gazed up with burning eyes, her vision filled with the sight of Dale’s cock burying itself in the pussy she had just licked. Seizing his wife’s hips in his hands, Dale began to thrust in and out, slowly at first, his pace increasing as Emma’s breasts swung back and forth like pendulums. Sandra gasped as Emma’s hand found her pussy, her fingers sliding easily inside as she manipulated her friend’s still-wet sex.
 
   “Why don’t you lick us, Sandra?” Emma whispered, her voice like smoke in the sex-scented air. “Lick us both.” Sandra’s hands wrapped around Emma as she instantly complied, and Emma sobbed with pleasure as her friend’s tongue teased her swollen clit. Sandra’s tongue snaked up and down, causing Emma to yelp and whimper as Dale fucked her, his cock pumping in and out of her rapidly now as he drove himself hard against her. Sandra’s tongue snaked downwards, smearing Emma’s juices on Dale’s pistoning shaft as she licked his member, and Dale grunted happily as the tip of her tongue teased his balls. He had never felt anything like this as she licked his cock while he fucked his wife, and Dale tried desperately to think of something else, anything other than what was happening, here, in his own bedroom, as wild and sexy as any porn he’d ever seen. The sensation was incredible, and he did everything he could to hold back his orgasm as Emma screamed and wailed like a banshee. As Sandra’s restless tongue journeyed back over his boiling shaft, her lips closing around Emma’s fat clit, his wife shrieked, and her entire body shook like the flailing flame of a candle in a sudden draft. Dale sighed in gratitude as he felt her cum, the wet walls clamping down on his cock just as they had earlier on his tongue, and his balls rose up against his body as his own orgasm approached. Below them, Sandra was panting and moaning as Emma continued to play with her pussy, the bed sheets darkening beneath her as copious juices ran out of her quivering snatch.
 
   “Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, yes!” Emma was screaming now, her voice ringing back from the white walls as Dale remorselessly fucked her, his hands on her hips pulling her back against him as he slammed into her repeatedly. Down below, Sandra did her best to keep up, her tongue lapping desperately at whatever she could reach. All three of them were soaked in Emma’s hot cum as it spewed in a torrent from her still-gushing pussy, and as Sandra’s tongue slid once again along the glistening underside of Dale’s cock, he felt his cock erupt. Spurt after spurt of thick cum rocketed out of his cock, and he buried himself as deep as he could in his screaming wife’s pussy, emptying his balls thoroughly into her with every powerful pulse of his hard cock. Emma wailed and moaned, and Dale’s balls jumped in Sandra’s warm mouth, his eyes rolling back in his head with sheer bliss at the overpowering sensations of his wife’s pussy and her friend’s mouth. His legs trembled as he withdrew, his wet cock starting to droop, sated, as he slumped onto the floor at the foot of the bed. Tiny silver flecks filled his vision, and he leaned back against the wall, his chest heaving as he tried to recover his breath.
 
   With a shuddering cry, Emma rolled away from Sandra and collapsed on the bed. Her legs spread lewdly, she sprawled across the mattress, her fists clasped tight against her chest as she surrendered herself to the powerful sensations that rocked her ravaged body. A tiny muscle in her inner thigh twitched uncontrollably, just visible beneath the smooth skin. Her eyelids flutters as she closed her eyes, lost in a realm of bliss that was all her own.
 
   Sandra’s head flopped back against the mattress. Her face was red and slick with Emma’s juices, her makeup smeared and runny with sweat. Her bare breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath she drew, her legs writhing in the tangled sheets. She seemed almost unaware of it herself as her hand crept down to her hungry pussy, her fingers tracing the folded shape of her swollen lips. She alone had not cum, and her body cried out for relief.
 
   “Oh God,” Emma whispered, almost to herself, “oh God, that was good.” Dale smiled breathlessly as he watched his beautiful wife slowly recover from the orgasm he had given her. Her skin seemed to glow, shining with a sheen of sweet sweat. Silence returned to the room as the three of them took a moment to recover themselves. Finally, Emma opened her eyes. Her blonde-streaked brunette hair shone on the pillow as she turned her head to Sandra, watching her friend writhing with desire beside her, seemingly unaware of the eyes on her as she endured her lonely predicament. Emma’s wolfish smile chilled Dale’s hot blood, even as his limp cock twitched optimistically at the sight.
 
   “Sandra,” Emma said quietly, “would you like to cum?”
 
   “Oh, fuck,” Sandra groaned. Her fingers teased her own pink clit as she babbled. “Yes, please, Emma! Please fuck me!” Emma’s arm reached lazily over, and Sandra’s eyes shot open in panic as Emma seized her wrist and pulled her hand away from her desperate pussy.
 
   “You can cum,” Emma smiled at her friend down the length of the bed, the two women lying head to toe on the mattress, “but not like that.” With an effort, Emma rolled over, rising up onto her knees again. Dale watched as his wife slid down the bed, lifting her leg to straddle Sandra’s head again. One hand covered her pussy as she hovered above her friend’s wide-eyed face.
 
   “I want you to clean up all of Dale’s cum,” she said in a deceptively sweet voice. “Every last drop. Swallow it all. The better you clean my pussy, the better I eat yours.” Without waiting for any response from Sandra, Emma lowered herself onto the other woman’s face. As she removed her hand, Dale could see white ribbons of his cum clinging to Emma’s wet lips and glossy pubic hair. Without hesitation, Sandra opened her mouth, and Emma giggled gleefully as she settled herself onto it, wiggling her hips as she adjusted her position. Her supple back bent, and Dale watched in awe as his wife lowered herself to Sandra’s pussy, her long hair partially obscuring her face as she began to lick. Despite his recent orgasm, Dale felt his cock slowly harden again as he watched the two women lick each other, their soft feminine voices complementing each other beautifully as they began to moan and groan. With a wet sound, Emma lifted her face from Sandra’s crotch and smiled sweetly at him over her shoulder.
 
   “Dale, honey?” she said breathlessly, her face flushed with the onset of yet more pleasure. “Go do the dishes and tidy up the kitchen. When you’re done, you can come back up here and watch. This might take a while.” Reluctantly, Dale tore himself away. Gathering up the discarded plates, he hurried downstairs. Over the running tap in the kitchen sink, he could hear their voices, Emma’s and Sandra’s, as they drove one other to new heights of pleasure. Dale scrubbed angrily, his cock once again straining against his underwear. He heard his wife cry out, and knew she had cum again. Shortly after, as he swept food remnants into the garbage, he heard Sandra scream out her orgasm, too. Lust growled deep within him as he wiped down the counter top, quickly washed his hands and bounded back towards the stairs. This was a show he was determined not to miss.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Goddess Emma
 
    
 
   “I’ve got an idea.” 
 
   Emma’s brown eyes sparkled as she spoke, like flecks of gold gleaming in dark rock. Her and her ideas. She seemed to have an inexhaustible supply of them, one depraved whim feeding the next, a row of dominoes falling one after another into the unguessable distance. Dale’s cock shifted. Her ideas, one way or another, usually ended in a lot of orgasms, for everyone.
 
   The morning had passed pleasantly enough. After licking his wife awake, Dale had been treated to the sight of Emma’s best friend Sandra licking her to a second orgasm, while Dale had eaten Sandra’s sweet pussy. Then Sandra had acted as a fluffer while Dale fucked his wife, the memory of her tongue still a ghostly presence on his balls and swiftly hardening cock as he remembered her, lying below him while he plowed Emma’s cum-soaked pussy. Finally, he had watched as Sandra ate his cum out of his wife, his sore cock surging erect once again as the two women performed a sixty nine on the marital bed. Not bad for a Saturday morning. 
 
   Afterwards, exhausted, their rampant sexual appetites for one another slumbering for now, they had retreated to the living room. Some nonsense played on the TV as the three of them sat and watched, glassy eyes barely registering the mundane movement onscreen. As domestic a scene as could be, the three of them hanging out like old friends, like old times. But the sexual chemistry still filled the air, like a steady rumble that human ears couldn’t detect, but that their pleasure-wracked bodies somehow picked up on. Dale’s cock rose and fell like a hyperactive teenager, oscillating between hunger and satiety as the blood stumbled in his tired muscles. 
 
   So when Emma spoke up, he felt the deep rumble of lust within him, even as his stomach fluttered nervously. Emma’s ideas were always sexy. But they weren’t always especially pleasant. Not for her husband, anyway. As the male in this three-way relationship, his position at the bottom of the pecking order had been made abundantly clear by now. Still, he was getting so used to feeling simultaneously worried and aroused that it was becoming impossible to separate one emotion from the other. 
 
   “Oh yeah?” Sandra grinned. Her sculpted eyebrows climbed her smooth forehead as she turned to her friend and, now, lover, her lips parting in a broad smile. These ideas of Emma’s usually worked out pretty well for her, too. She had nothing to fear from Emma’s twisted libido. And she was relishing her position above Dale. Her last boyfriend had treated her badly, and multiple orgasms without having to deal with a male ego was something she had come to enjoy very much. If anything, she was more cruel to Dale than Emma was. All things considered, he was lucky his wife was in charge. 
 
   “Yeah,” said Emma. “But it’s going to involve us getting dressed up.”
 
   “Ok,” Sandra smiled slowly. Dale could see, as though her skin was transparent, the tangled nerves of her body awakening as her heart began to thump inside her, her body responding reliably to the clarion call of rising lust. 
 
   “Dale, honey, that doesn’t apply to you,” Emma clarified, leaning towards her husband and fixing him with that devilish smile that birthed rivers of ice in his veins, even as his cock filled with hot blood. “I mean, no offense, but you’re a guy. There’s not much you can do with - that.” The two women giggled like girls as Emma pointed a sharp-nailed finger at the cock that visibly shifted in Dale’s underwear.
 
   “None taken,” Dale replied. He was inclined to agree. Besides, he had no desire to get dressed up himself, in anything. But seeing the girls in some kind of sexy outfits? Now that appealed to him.
 
   “You can help us, though,” Emma added. “We don’t have a ton of time, so we could use an extra set of hands. Here’s what I’m thinking.” Emma shifted on the sofa as, positioned between Dale and Sandra, she shifted towards her friend. Gently, almost tenderly, she brushed Sandra’s long blonde hair back from her ear and leaned in close to whisper something. Dale watched Sandra’s face, her beautiful green eyes lighting up like a forest on fire, as though she had caught the bright gleam of Emma’s dirty mind and taken it in to her own heart. The butterflies in Dale’s stomach were doing cartwheels as the fire caught, and spread.
 
   “Ok,” Sandra said, laughing nervously as smiling Emma sat back on the sofa.
 
   “Dale, could you give Sandra a ride home?” Emma asked sweetly. “She needs to pick up a few things.”
 
   “Ok,” said Dale. Sandra had driven herself over. It was unclear why she couldn’t drive herself. But Emma was in charge; he knew that. Arguing with her was becoming bad for his health. And defying Sandra was downright foolish. “Now?” he asked.
 
   “Now,” Emma confirmed. “I want you both back here in an hour.” Her grin widened as she watched her husband rise from his seat without another word, heading upstairs to the bedroom to put some clothes on. Sandra followed, her steps light on the stairs behind him. The two of them dressed in silence, in the bedroom, in a weird parallel of a normal relationship. They had grown accustomed to seeing each other naked, to engaging in a variety of sex acts with one another. But dressing together, in the same room, seemed like another barrier crossed, and the air crackled with awkwardness as the two wordlessly put on clothes, hardly daring to look at each other. Dale was ready first. Leaving the bedroom, he went downstairs to pick up his car keys and wait by the door. Emma, still smiling devilishly on the sofa with her feet tucked up under herself, said nothing. She simply watched. 
 
   Finally, Sandra came downstairs in the nondescript T shirt and jeans she had been wearing when she came over on Friday night, her blond hair pulled back in a pony tail. Dale remembered noticing at the time that she hadn’t brought any clothes with her for her weekend stay, an observation that had filled him with hope at the time. Now, as pretty as she undoubtedly was, she looked like any other attractive young woman you might see on the street. You’d never guess the real nature of her sex life, the fuck toy of a married couple, dominating the husband while submitting to the wife. A month ago, Dale wouldn’t have believed it of himself, either. Not only that he’d allow women to treat him this way, but that he’d actually enjoy it. Stepping aside, he opened the door politely for Sandra and followed her outside.
 
   The air was chilly, despite the sun that shone through a thin haze of cloud. Dry leaves rattled sadly in the slight breeze. It was a fine autumn day, the kind of day Dale would normally have spent outside, perhaps preparing the yard for winter, perhaps simply going for a walk in a quiet park. But Emma had other plans. And Dale couldn’t deny that a weekend watching two lovely women cum over and over again was a better use of two days than anything else he could imagine. The car chirped in the driveway as he remotely unlocked the doors. He lowered himself inside, Sandra’s door slamming shut an instant after his. Starting the engine, he let the car roll forward, bumping over the small depression where the driveway met the road, and pulled out into the empty street. The radio hummed quietly in the background, filling the silence as they drove towards Sandra’s house. He didn’t need directions. He knew the way.
 
   “So what do you think of all this?” Dale almost winced as Sandra spoke. He’d never been good at talking about his feelings. The topic was awkward, even if they were now sexual partners, all three of them. His eyes on the road, Dale took a deep breath.
 
   “The sex, you mean?” he asked.
 
   “Of course, the sex,” Sandra chuckled. Dale shrugged. At least driving gave him something to do with his hands, a way to avoid meeting her eyes. It made it easier. 
 
   “It’s…I don’t know,” he said thoughtfully. “I mean, it’s…weird. But…I like it.”
 
   “No shit,” Sandra laughed again. “I can see that. But what about all this slave stuff?”
 
   “That’s all part of it, I guess,” Dale said carefully. “It’s kinky. But it’s kind of hot. I mean, there’s parts of it I don’t like. In the club, that night…that was pretty embarrassing. I don’t like pain or anything. But - I don’t know. Being told what to do is kind of…relaxing, I guess.”
 
   “She’s made you my slave,” Sandra said quietly, her voice only just audible over the murmuring radio. “How do you feel about that?”
 
   “Yeah, that. That’s…weird. I mean, I never really thought about you that way.”
 
   “No?” Dale could detect an edge to Sandra’s quiet voice, could see her looking right at him in his peripheral vision. He studied the empty road ahead, and tried to keep his composure as he felt her hand on his thigh.
 
   “Well, not exactly,” he said slowly. “I mean, obviously, I thought about you. Like, as in - I mean, you’re hot,” he stammered. None of this was coming out right, and her gentle fingertips on his leg were doing nothing to help his composure. “I knew you were attractive, obviously. But, I mean, this - no. I never expected this. Never knew you two had it in you. And I definitely didn’t think I would enjoy being treated like this.” Her hand teased him through his jeans, her fingers moving slowly up and down his thigh. His cock swelled, responsive to the slightest attention after a wildly erotic morning, and Dale cleared his throat. Anxious to avoid a ticket, he nevertheless couldn’t wait to get to Sandra’s house.
 
   “I’ve played a little bit before,” Sandra mused, her creeping hand never stopping as she spoke. “You know, here and there. With guys. Usually, they wanted to tie me up. Sometimes we’d switch. Nothing this extreme, though. Your wife is one kinky lady.”
 
   “Yeah,” Dale said ruefully. “I never knew she had this side to her. Not just the bondage, either. I mean, you guys…” He trailed off. You never know what to say about anyone these days, he reflected. Sandra and his wife were clearly not gay, since both of them would have sex with him, too. But lately, most of Emma’s orgasms had come from Sandra, not him. He didn’t know what to call that.
 
   “Yeah,” Sandra sighed. He could hear the smile in her voice. “I know. I never really…you know, with a girl. I mean, I’ve thought about it, sure. It’s just…different. I mean, don’t get me wrong, Emma’s super hot. But it’s not like…I still don’t think I’m attracting to girls, really. It’s just the dominance that turns me on. When she’s being all mean and sexy, it just….does something to me.”
 
   “I know what you mean,” said Dale. He did. It was about the best way he could think to put it himself. Obviously, he was attracted to Emma anyway, dominant or not. But when she took control, when she acted so aggressively selfish, it brought something out in him that might otherwise have lain dormant forever. Sandra’s hand rested on his leg as he pulled to the curb outside her apartment building. Her seat belt slid away as she unbuckled it and opened her door. With one foot on the curb outside, she turned to look at Dale. There was that glow in her eyes again, the one Emma had seemingly passed on to her. The glow that made him at once horny and afraid. 
 
   “Well, come on,” Sandra said, her lips parting in a smile. “I’ll need your help inside.” Dale licked his lips, suddenly dry, and switched off the engine. As he followed Sandra inside, his stomach boiled. He was unsure of himself, even as his cock throbbed in his jeans. What if Sandra wanted to have sex? He was supposed to obey her, just as he would Emma. Did it count as cheating if Emma wasn’t here? The elevator door closed behind them, and they rode in silence to the third floor. He could see Sandra’s sly smile reflected in the polished metal panels of the elevator as her eyes roamed disinterestedly around the tiny space. The doors slid open, and her followed her to her apartment, their footsteps soft on the hallway carpet until he stepped inside.
 
   Sandra wasted no time. Kicking off her shoes, she made straight for the bedroom, the hem of her T shirt already lifting over her flat stomach as she began to lift it. Dale looked away, and blushed at his own foolishness. He had licked her to orgasm just this morning; why did her nakedness intimidate him now? But he knew the answer. Because his wife wasn’t here to give her permission. His cock throbbed as he writhed in uncertainty. Hurriedly, he fished his phone out of his pocket and began to write a text to Emma. Sandra returned at that moment, wearing nothing but a black bra and panties with a mysterious bundle under her arm as she made for the bathroom. She stepped inside, but left the door open.
 
   I’m at Sandra’s. I know I’m supposed to do what she tells me, but what if s - 
 
   “Dale?” Sandra called from the bathroom. “Get in here.” Her voice was hard-edged now, the way it got when she gave him orders. His cock twitched.
 
   “Yeah, ok,” he stalled, “I’ll be - just - ok.” Completing the text to Emma, he quickly sent it and pushed his phone back into his pocket. Following Sandra’s voice, he stepped into the bathroom. As he entered, she didn’t turn, but the reflection of her eyes moved across the mirror to meet his. Her blonde hair hung free again, and she was applying makeup. Dale watched as the tiny brush thickened and darkened her eyelashes, the green of her eyes sparkling like a foreign sea behind bars as the mascara brought out her natural beauty.
 
   “Put this on me.” Her free arm extended towards him, and Dale took the cloth she held out to him. It was small, but thick and surprisingly heavy, and Dale’s thick fingers fumbled with the unknown garment as he unfolded it. His hands trembled as he held out a black corset. Sandra’s mirrored eyes met his, her eyebrows rising in a look of mute expectation, the mascara brush hovering close to her face as she waited.
 
   Dale stepped forward. The bathroom was small, his reflected form looming behind hers as she continued to work on her makeup. Up close, he could smell her, the traces of yesterday’s perfume mixed with the intoxicating warmth of her young body, and his cock lurched in his pants as her presence enveloped him. He’d never put a corset on anyone before, never even seen one in real life until his wife’s sexy Halloween costume. Carefully, he wrapped the black fabric around Sandra’s waist, unable to prevent his hard cock from pressing against her thigh as he hugged her from behind. Sandra gave no sign of discomfort, treating this encounter as though it were commonplace, to have a male slave dress her like this. Dale was struck again by the weird intimacy of this new phase of their relationship, as though the two of them were married. In a way, he supposed, they were, now. Emma had brought her friend into their marriage, and now it was like he had two wives, both beautiful, both cruel, both dominant. But the only one he loved was Emma. Sandra, he wanted. And feared, a little. But that’s not love.
 
   With an effort, Dale slid the tiny metal hooks at the front of the corset into place while the loose garment did its best to slide down Sandra’s body. What an awkward way to fasten something, he thought to himself, sliding one clasp together after another. What’s wrong with a zipper? But soon, all the clasps were hooked together, and the corset stayed in place. Already, Sandra looked fantastic, her breasts supported and raised by the sexy black bra above the corset, the tiny black triangle of her panties disappearing between her legs. His eyes followed her hourglass figure, her curves doubly on display with the mirror in front of her as though there were two of her. What a thought. Dale almost jumped when he realized she was watching him in the mirror.
 
   “You don’t know what you’re doing, do you?” she said. Dale frowned.
 
   “No,” he muttered. With a sigh, Sandra put down the mascara brush. Turning her head, she gave him an exasperated look over her shoulder.
 
   “Now you have to tighten the laces in the back,” she said. “Slowly, though. Don’t yank on them. Start from the middle, and work your way up. Then start again from the middle, and go down. I’ll tell you when it’s done.” Turning back to the mirror, she took up another brush and began to paint her lips. Drawing a breath in the hope of calming himself, Dale took the laces along Sandra’s back in his hands. Carefully, he pulled, watching the pale skin disappear as the sides of the black corset drew together. He worked his way up as instructed, tightening the unusual garment inch by inch until he had reached the top. Starting again from the inward curve of Sandra’s supple spine, he worked his way downwards. As the corset tightened around her hips, Dale lowered himself to the floor, kneeling behind her to more easily access the lower laces. That was the reason, he told himself. The only reason. Not because he wanted to. From here, her shapely ass filled his vision, her firm round cheeks clearly visible through the sheer back of her panties. One by one, he pulled the laces tight, Sandra’s form taking on outrageous proportions as her waist shrank down to nothing. 
 
   The brush clattered to the hard surface of the sink. Abruptly, Sandra spun around to face Dale as he kneeled in her shadow. Her face was transformed by the makeup, as if by magic, her lips pink and full as ripe fruit, her green eyes sparkling with excitement between her smoky eyelids. As Dale watched, her face lit up with a devious smile.
 
   “Stay down there,” she said, her fingers grazing his shoulder. Her legs brushed his side as she stepped past him, their bodies forced together by the tight space. Sandra swept up some items from the closed lid of the toilet, and sat down on top of it, smiling down at Dale. In his pocket, his phone buzzed.
 
   “Are you gonna get that?” she teased.
 
   “Uh, yeah,” Dale muttered, his eyes still on her as he fumbled the phone out of his pocket. She sat with her knees demurely together, the swell of her hips exaggerated by the tight corset. Her black bra gave her a deep and desirable cleavage, and Dale’s mouth watered as he gazed up at the vision of loveliness perched above him. He glanced down at his phone screen. A text, from Emma.
 
   She’s a woman. Do what she says, boy. I’ll deal with her later.
 
   Dale gulped as he slid the phone back into his pocket.
 
   “Emma?” Sandra asked.
 
   “Yep,” Dale confirmed.
 
   “What did she say?”
 
   “Just…to do what you tell me.” Sandra’s eyes glittered like knives in the dark haze of her makeup.
 
   “Good,” she said. “Really, you should be naked while you serve me, but we don’t have time for that. So get your cock out.”
 
   “What?” Dale stammered.
 
   “You heard me. Get it out. I want to see you all turned on by me.” Sandra smiled triumphantly. Arguing was pointless. Besides, what was the difference? One more humiliation to add to the growing pile. Dale drew down his zipper, and pulled his hard cock free on his underwear. The throbbing shaft pointed directly up at Sandra as she loomed above him, her beautiful face beaming down like the sun. 
 
   “Look at that,” she smirked, her green eyes unashamedly staring at his revealed member as he kneeled before her. “So hard for me. A married man.” Dale winced as she raised a foot and tapped it lightly against his cock, batting it gently from side to side. “I bet you’d love to stick that thing in me, wouldn’t you? Make me cum? Fuck my tight little pussy like you licked it this morning?”
 
   “Yes,” said Dale, his voice cracking as he spoke, “I would.”
 
   “Ooohhh, that’s too bad,” Sandra pouted mockingly. “Because I don’t fuck little bitches like you. I fuck your wife, and you watch.” Her breasts wobbled in her bra as she extended an arm, holding something out to him. “Here,” she said. “Since I have no use for that worthless cock, you can put my stockings on instead.”
 
   Dale took the long piece of nylon in his hand. As he unfurled it, Sandra crossed her legs, pointing the toes of her raised foot towards him. Carefully, Dale rolled the nylon stocking into a donut shape and slid it on over Sandra’s foot. Her skin showed through the sheer black material as he continued to slide the stocking on, the softness of her skin and the smoothness of the material overwhelming him as he tugged lightly at the garment, smoothing out any wrinkles as they appeared. Silently, Sandra watched him, green eyes sparkling under half-closed lids. Her expression was unreadable. Drawing the stocking over her knee, he continued to move up her thigh, his head now dangerously close to her hidden pussy. The stocking terminated in a thick patterned band that stretched under Dale’s hands as he fitted it into place high on Sandra’s thigh. Her soft skin bulged slightly as the stocking gripped her leg. The nylon sighed as Sandra recrossed her legs, and Dale couldn’t keep himself from stealing a glimpse at the triangle of cloth covering her pussy as she adjusted her position. She handed him the other stocking, and without protest, he bent once more to her other foot. 
 
   The procedure complete, Dale sat back on his heels as Sandra uncrossed her legs. The stockings shone as she turned her legs this way and that, admiring his handiwork.
 
   “How do I look?” she asked.
 
   “Fucking hot,” Dale admitted. Sandra’s breasts heaved as she giggled.
 
   “I haven’t worn this in ages,” she said. “I had a boyfriend who was really into this stuff, and I’d wear it for him sometimes. That was years ago now. I don’t think I’ve worn it since.”
 
   “You should,” Dale said, his eyes drinking in the sight before him as she stood, the curves of her lingerie-enhanced body driving him wild with desire as she posed and preened in front of the mirror. “You look amazing.” 
 
   “Well, aren’t you sweet,” Sandra chuckled. “And with your little fella sticking out like that, I know you mean it,” she added, tapping her foot against his erection again. Dale suppressed a groan at the smooth sensation of the nylon against his shaft. It wouldn’t do to cum all over Sandra’s feet, kneeling before her in the bathroom. But she was turning him on so much, it felt like a distinct possibility.
 
   “Ok, I need shoes,” Sandra said briskly. “There’s a box on my bed. Go get the shoes out of it and bring them to me.” Dale’s cock bobbed as he rose to his feet. He’d never been in Sandra’s bedroom before. It was as he had expected, the cluttered sanctuary of a single girl. Piles of clothes erupted from the open closet. Shoes lay scattered like shell casings across the floor. A forest of cosmetics rose from the flat surface of the dresser, staring down their reflection in the bright mirror behind. Dale saw right away the box she meant. He picked up the shoes, shiny black pumps with a platform sole and a tall, slender heel. It had to be six inches, he guessed. The shoes just screamed sex, and his cock responded predictably. This was where he was, he reflected, turned on by shoes now. It didn’t matter. One pump in each hand, he returned to the bathroom.
 
   Sandra was still posing in front of the mirror. Dale couldn’t blame her. She looked amazing, almost unreal, like a woman in a magazine. An utter seductress, all soft curves, tiny waist, sparkling green eyes and long blonde hair. Looking at her like this, it was hard to believe that she was single, that she didn’t have men at her back and call. Well, apart from him. It was starting to seem normal, Dale reflected, his subordinate position to the beautiful women in his life. It was starting to seem right. Following orders, being teased, even the occasional beating was a small price to pay to gaze so regularly on such incredible beauty.
 
   Sandra turned as he entered. He could see the change in her, the confidence and power that emanated from her as she transformed into a sex goddess before his very eyes. It did interesting things to him, too. As though he sank into the earth while she rose high above him. She looked like a woman to be obeyed, and as her smiling eyes pierced him like two green daggers, he dropped to the floor, her shoes in his hands. Her hands on her hips accentuated her hyper-feminine form as she imperiously raised one foot. As though she were made of glass, Dale tentatively slipped a shoe onto her foot. Her heel clicked, loud in the small space, as she lowered her foot to the floor and adjusted herself. She stood tall on one heel, raising her other foot gracefully for Dale to put on her other shoe. Finally, she stood tall on the high heels, towering over Dale as he kneeled at her feet.
 
   “Do you like my shoes?” she asked quietly.
 
   “Yes, very much,” Dale eagerly replied.
 
   “Good. Because you’re going to be kissing them later.”
 
   “Is that right?” said Dale.
 
   “Yep. Kissing them, and begging for mercy. But now, we have to go.” Dale stood and pressed himself against the door frame as Sandra strode past. In her heels, she was practically his height, and her body swayed from side to side seductively in the tall shoes, her round ass firmer and higher than it had been, her legs long and muscular beneath the glossy fabric of the stockings. Dale’s cock thumped as he studied her every movement. Her heels beat out a rhythm like a metronome as she walked the few steps to the front door of the apartment.
 
   “You’re…going like that?” Dale asked. Sandra shrugged.
 
   “Emma’s orders,” she said. “Let’s be quick. I don’t really want my neighbors to see me like this.” Hurriedly, Dale stuffed his hard cock back inside his jeans and zipped up. Stepping out into the hallway, he checked the coast was clear. Sandra followed, locking the door behind her while he pressed the button to summon the elevator. The steel doors slid open, and she stepped inside, her heels echoing as Dale followed. They rode together in silence, Dale trying to ignore the insistent throbbing in his jeans as he stood by Sandra’s side. No one looking at them would guess that she was in charge. Dale was surprised at his wife’s cruelty, even if he was glad to see that for once, it wasn’t directed at him. And Sandra’s ready compliance only made it hotter.
 
   As the elevator doors opened, voices reached them from the lobby. Sandra and Dale exchanged a quick look. Her green eyes were glowing, her face flushed. But she strode out as though nothing was out of the ordinary, swaying boldly in her shoes as she headed for the front door. Quickly, Dale followed.
 
   A young couple passed them in the lobby. Dale watched their faces as they saw Sandra. The woman’s lip rose in a kind of sneer before she hurriedly looked away to glare daggers at Dale, as if this was his idea. The guy looked away, unable to keep the smile from his face. Dale could see the strain in his neck as he struggled not to look behind him as Sandra sauntered past, too afraid of his companion to risk the second look he so clearly wanted to take. Dale, too, smiled. Ok, so his wife might whip him, tie him up, humiliate him. But she also let him fuck another woman. Who was rally more free here?
 
   As he reached the front door of the building, Dale unlocked his car. To her credit, Sandra kept a steady pace, not rushing to get under cover but instead walking over to the car as though her outfit was nothing out of the ordinary. Dale slipped inside too, pulling the door shut behind him and starting the engine. They drove back to his place in silence, Dale struggling to keep his eyes on the road as Sandra’s breasts bounced enticingly with every movement of the car. Back at his house, Dale lead the way up the driveway, gallantly holding the front door open for Sandra before following her inside. Closing the door behind him, he and Sandra stepped into the living room. Emma was waiting for them.
 
   She stood in the dead center of the room, as poised as a marble statue. Dale’s erection surged wildly, pressing hard against the unforgiving denim of his jeans. She was wearing the same outfit that had gotten him into all this trouble in the first place. Her Halloween costume. The daylight shone back from the glossy latex that covered her from neck to toe, tight as a second skin, somehow more revealing than nudity though everything was technically covered. She wore a corset of her own, Dale saw, just as she had on Halloween, drawing her waist into a perfect hourglass and making the womanly swell of her breasts and hips seem even more pronounced. Her thigh high red boots shone and sparkled, the boots she had ordered him to worship in a crowded club, the boots that made his mouth water now. All pointed toes and high, high heels, the leather drawn tight against her long legs by a row of heavy buckles. A black riding crop hung from her hand. His wife stood before him in full dominatrix regalia, and his cock felt so hard it might burst as he studied every inch of her body as though trying to memorize it.
 
   “Good girl,” Emma purred as her eyes swept approvingly over Sandra. It was remarkable how her voice changed when she slipped into her dominant persona, becoming a throaty purr that raised goose pimples along Dale’s crackling spine as his balls rose expectantly towards his body. “You did as you were told,” Emma went on, addressing Sandra. “So now I don’t have to punish you. Unless I want to.” Dale noticed Sandra’s body tremble slightly on her tall heels as his wife spoke. He knew all too well the powerful combination of fear and desire his wife could elicit when she wanted to. Sandra’s hands stroked the bare skin of her thighs above her stocking tops as she blushed in front of her friend.
 
   “Time for your costume, honey,” Emma turned to Dale with a smile. Like Sandra, she had applied heavy makeup more suited to a night on the town than a bright suburban Saturday. Her eyes were lengthened by a long black stroke of a pencil, giving her a feline appearance. Her glossy red lips matched her boots exactly. Looking at her, Dale felt all his inhibitions melt away, just as they had in the club all those weeks ago. Looking like this, his wife could do anything she wanted with him. And she knew it.
 
   “Strip,” she ordered. “Completely. Then put these on.” Pointing with her crop, Emma indicated the collars and cuffs she had bought for Dale and Sandra. While Dale hurried out of his weekend clothes, Sandra stepped forward and unquestioningly buckled the pink collar around her own neck before fastening a matching cuff onto each wrist. Emma smiled, basking in the ready obedience of her two sex slaves as Dale followed suit, putting on his own black collar and cuffs before standing beside Sandra, facing Emma and awaiting further instructions.
 
   “Fuck,” Emma purred, her voice a growl of desire, “look at you two. My obedient little slaves.” Dale watched as Emma reached out with her crop, the dangling leather tip gliding over the warm flesh of Sandra’s cleavage to trace the soft roundness of her breasts, making the submissive woman shudder. “Oh, this is going to be good,” Emma smiled, her teeth showing white against her red lips. “Ok, Sandra. Cuff and leash my husband for me.” It was Sandra’s turn to smile as she stepped behind Dale. Her small hand seized his wrist and pulled it behind him. Emma’s eyes held his as Sandra took his other arm and clipped the soft leather cuffs together behind his back. He suppressed a sigh, desire washing over him like an unstoppable wave as his wife basked in her conquest. A black leather leash lay on the sofa, and Sandra snatched it up, clipping it happily to his collar. With a firm tug he was led forward like a helpless animal, and Emma smiled as Sandra handed her the end of Dale’s leash. Emma tugged experimentally on it, making Dale’s head bob.
 
   “Good girl,” she said again. “Now do yours.” Sandra returned to the sofa, taking up the remaining leash and attaching it to her own collar before returning to Emma’s side. “Hands behind your back,” Emma ordered. “Turn around.” Sandra spun on her heels, and the riding crop dangled from Emma’s wrist by a short leather strap as she released the handle and fastened Sandra’s cuffs together. Her hand on Sandra’s hip, she turned the now restrained woman around and took up her leash, too.
 
   “Down, both of you,” Emma ordered. “Down on your knees before me.” The leashes went taut in Emma’s hands as both Sandra and Dale hurried to comply. Emma’s brown eyes glowed as she towered over her subjugated slaves. Her boots thumped on the floor as she took a wide stance. “Kiss my feet,” she ordered, smiling gleefully as she watched both heads bow and lower themselves to the floor. She could feel their lips through the leather of her boots as they humbly groveled before her. A feeling of total power ran like electricity through her latex-clad body.
 
   “Who’s in charge?” she growled.
 
   “You are, Emma,” said Sandra, with Dale following a beat behind.
 
   “Who owns you sluts?”
 
   “You do, Emma,” the answer came back.
 
   “That’s right. Worship me like a goddess, bitches.” A satisfied smile danced over Emma’s made-up face as she turned. A yank on the leashes she held brought her slaves to their feet, hurrying to follow her as she led them towards the stairs. Two sets of wicked heels clattered on the floor as she tugged her captives along, her latex catsuit groaning as it clung tightly to her body. She could feel their eyes on her ass as she climbed the stairs in front of them, and it made her smile. Already, she could feel moisture building, trapped inside her suit, as she dominated her husband and her friend effortlessly. Without a word, without a choice, they followed her into the bedroom.
 
   “Kneel,” Emma ordered, dropping Sandra’s leash as the woman sank to her knees beside the bed. Her green eyes watched silently as Emma led Dale towards the tall bedroom closet. While they were away, she had not been idle. A straight-backed chair from the kitchen sat on the floor inside the closet, occupying a space she had cleared for it among the shoes and bags she had stored. Turning Dale around, she pressed lightly on his bare shoulder, and he lowered himself into the chair. Taking up one of his ties, Emma tied it around his cuffed hands and secured him to the wooden slats of the chair’s back. Next, she crouched, her tight suit straining around her as she used two more ties to secure his ankles to the chair’s legs. Dale’s eyes were wide as he watched her wordlessly, utterly in thrall to his dominant wife. Smiling warmly, she straightened up.
 
   “Now, you stay here, honey,” she teased him, “and don’t make a peep. I won’t be needing this little thing for a while, so just enjoy the show.” As she spoke, she took his hard cock in her hand, sliding it up and down his length and hearing the breathing quicken in his nostrils. Dale pressed his lips tightly together, his eyelids fluttering as pleasure overwhelmed him, and Emma favored her husband with a few more strokes before leaving him. He suppressed a desperate whimper as she stepped away, and cruel Emma put a little extra wiggle into her walk as she turned and strutted away. Sandra’s green eyes gazed up at her as she approached the kneeling woman, and Emma felt a fresh flood of dampness between her legs at the sight of her leashed and tamed friend. Bending at the waist, she took up Sandra’s short leash and tugged sharply.
 
   “Up,” she ordered, “up on the bed.” Her hands tied, Sandra struggled to comply, rising from her knees and climbing awkwardly onto the mattress. Emma’s crop snapped against Sandra’s raised backside, making her yelp as Emma directed her into position. “That’s right, slut,” Emma sneered. “Legs apart, face down. That’s how I want you.” As Sandra positioned herself, Emma stepped over to the dresser and opened a drawer. Smiling, she took out an object. Dale’s eyes looked as though they would bulge out of his head as she slowly, teasingly reached for the zipper at the back of her catsuit and pulled it down between her legs. She could feel the air on her exposed skin, the juices that dribbled freely from her yearning pussy cooling as she opened the suit. With a grunt, she slipped one end of the strap-on cock inside herself and tightly fastened the straps. She winked at her husband, and stepped back towards the bed.  
 
   “Who owns this pussy?” Emma demanded. Sandra moaned forlornly as Emma’s hand reached between her parted legs, rubbing her pussy through the fabric of her black panties. Wild with lust, Sandra rocked her hips back against her friend’s hand, grinding her hungry pussy against Emma’s fingers.
 
   “You do, Emma,” she gasped. In the bright light, Emma could see a thin trail of fluid as Sandra’s body responded to her touch.
 
   “God, I’ve made you into such a little slut, haven’t I?” Emma giggled. “My own personal cunt-licking dyke slut.”
 
   “Yes, Emma,” Sandra groaned, her eyes closed, her face mashed into the mattress as she writhed desperately. “I’m your slut. Your cunt licker.”
 
   “I bet this slutty pussy is just desperate for some cock, isn’t it?”
 
   “Oh, yes, Emma,” Sandra gasped.
 
   “Look how wet you are, slut! But I own this pussy now, and I decide what it gets used for.” Slowly, Emma reached up and peeled off Sandra’s panties, sliding the thin black fabric over her stocking tops and down her legs. Sandra moaned, her eyes closed, her body swaying on the mattress, overcome by desire. Emma’s crop dangled from her hand as she raised one foot and placed it on the bed, her sharp heel sinking into the mattress. Reaching forward, she seized Sandra’s leash and pulled it taut along her back. Sandra cried out as though already lost in orgasm as Emma inched forward, and the tip of her strap-on - bright red like her boots - rubbed slowly up and down Sandra’s quivering lips.
 
   “No, you’re my little lesbian slave now,” Emma chuckled. “The only cock this pussy gets is mine.”
 
   “Oh, god, yes, Emma!” Sandra pleaded. “Please! Just…fuck me! Fuck that pussy! I’m your bitch, I’m you’re slut, I’ll do whatever you say, just - oooooohhhh….” Sandra mewled pitifully, her entire body shuddering as Emma’s bright red strap-on slipped inside. Her glistening lips were pushed apart by the girth of Emma’s toy as she slowly fucked her friend, holding her leash tight in one hand and using her foot on the bed for leverage while Sandra writhed and gasped beneath her.
 
   “Call me Goddess,” Emma whispered.
 
   “Ooooo! Oh, fuck…yes, Goddess, yes, please - oh, please, please, please….Goddess, please fuck me - oh! Oh yes!” Sandra was babbling incoherently, lost in pleasure as Emma fucked her in front of her helpless husband. The red strap-on shone as Sandra’s juices ran freely down the slick rubber surface of the toy. Sandra’s body shook, her thighs trembling with the onset of orgasm, and Emma’s free hand seized her friend’s hip as she slammed against her, bottoming out while Sandra yelped and wailed.
 
   The doorbell rang. Dale’s head jerked upright. Emma smiled wickedly.
 
   “Oh no, no, no no no, please please please…” Sandra begged pitifully as Emma withdrew her dripping strap-on. 
 
   “Get up, slut,” Emma ordered. Climbing off the bed, she tugged on the other woman’s leash, Sandra’s shaking legs struggling as she tried to rise. While Sandra awkwardly stood, Emma dropped the leash and scooped up Sandra’s discarded panties. Her eyes shone wickedly as she crossed the bedroom floor to where Dale sat.
 
   “Open up, honey,” she laughed, holding her husband’s jaw as she forced Sandra’s wet panties into his mouth. “Those should keep you quiet. Not a peep, remember?” Pulling another of his ties from the rack, Emma tied one around his mouth as a gag, keeping the panties inside as the doorbell rang again. She slid the closet door shut, leaving just the smallest crack for Dale to see through. With Dale muted, Emma walked back and took up Sandra’s leash again.
 
   “Crawl behind me, slut,” she ordered, and Sandra immediately dropped to her knees behind her mistress. “Time to go let the plumber in.” Emma laughed aloud as both Dale and Sandra gasped, their wide eyes meeting for the briefest of seconds. Tugging hard on Sandra’s leash, Emma led her friend downstairs. Inside the closet, Dale could only wait, and watch. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Don’t Forget To Tip
 
   In the dim light of the closet, Dale could hear his own breathing. Steadily, through his nostrils. In, out. In, out. His mouth was flooded with the taste of pussy. Sandra’s pussy, to be exact, the juices of her excitement permeating the panties his wife had stuffed into his mouth. The world outside was bright, a strip of sun piercing the darkness of the closet. That was all Emma had allowed him. Enough to see out of, if he moved his head just right. Tied to a chair, all he could do was wait. And listen.
 
   Downstairs, he heard the front door open. Inwardly he cringed, even as his erection throbbed steadily. The bathroom sink had been leaking for a while. He had booked the plumber himself. And then completely forgotten about it, until now. But Emma hadn’t forgotten. His crafty wife had set this whole thing up. Dale sighed through his nostrils. This was why she had gotten dressed up in her latex catsuit. This was why she had made him drive Sandra home to change into a sexy outfit of her own. It wasn’t for him. At least, it wasn’t entirely for him. It was for this plumber.
 
   Dale could hear voices downstairs. Emma’s high soprano, and the plumber’s low baritone. Try as he might, he could only hear the voices, not the words. He heard Emma laugh, and tried to imagine the plumber’s reaction to the sight of his wife leading poor Sandra around on a leash like a bitch in heat. Dale’s cheeks burned as he imagined another man drinking in the sight of his wife in her outrageous dominatrix outfit. Not to mention her little slave, Sandra, all dressed up in lingerie with her wet pussy exposed beneath the black corset he had laced up himself, her full breasts threatening to fall out of her bra with every movement she made. The image alone was almost too much to take as he pictured what was going on downstairs. But there was nothing he could do. His hands were, quite literally, tied. He couldn’t even cry out. He had to trust that his wife knew what she was doing. He had no other choice. 
 
   More voices. He could hear footsteps as the three of them made their way across the house. Emma was showing him the way to the bathroom. No doubt Sandra was stumbling behind, led on a leash like an animal, either crawling on her knees or tottering on her high heels. The man was going to have a hard time concentrating on his work, that was for sure. Dale wondered if he’d noticed yet the bright red strap-on dildo protruding from between Emma’s legs, the hard rubber shaft still glistening with her slave’s cum. Ruefully, Dale wondered why none of his days at work could be like that. Then again, if they were, he didn’t know how he would handle it. How could the guy get any work done like that?
 
   Dale heard footsteps on the stairs. High heeled ones. The wooden chair shook as he tugged instinctively at the knotted ties that held him in place. His bonds only grew tighter as he struggled. It was hopeless. He was staying in the closet until Emma saw fit to release him. His heart beat powerfully, thumping hard inside his chest. The taste of Sandra’s panties flooded his senses as he sucked in great gulps of air through his nose. His eyes widened as he peered through the gap in the door, watching the ladies enter.
 
   Emma glanced over at him as she strutted past, smiling seductively as she saw his eye on her through the door. Her glossy catsuit shone, clinging jealously to every curve, her whole body shining like a flame in the bright-burning day as she strutted past. Her thigh high red leather boots creaked with every step, the tall, thin heels accentuating her long legs and giving her walk an intoxicating sway, deadly as a cobra. The corset she wore over the suit made her waist swoop in dramatically from her enviable breasts before swelling out again at her hips. The blonde streaks in her dark hair glowed as they caught the light, brown eyes sparkling beneath heavy makeup as her red lips curled as she smiled. Between her round thighs, the strap-on dildo swayed obscenely, bright red to match her buckled boots. With every step, Dale was treated to a glimpse of bare skin where the zipper of the catsuit was pulled down between her legs to allow the strap-on to enter her. As though it were part of her, an angry red erection that would never fail, never falter, never be sated. Dale gulped.
 
   Sandra followed behind her mistress, or goddess, as Emma had decided to be called. Her blonde hair hung in bright curtains around her face as she bowed her head. She was ashamed, humiliated by the encounter with the plumber. Dale knew the feeling. These two vixens had taken delight in degrading him in a crowded nightclub on Halloween; he hadn’t forgotten. His cheeks burned with shame as his cock throbbed, hot and hard. Sandra’s hands were fastened behind her back, her cuffs the same as his, pink to his black, the bright leather standing out against her black outfit. Her soft breasts bounced with every step in the black bra she wore above the corset he had fastened, her own shape accentuated by the provocative garment. Her patent pumps shone on her feet, the slender heels making her thrust out her ass with every wiggling step. Above the sheer black stockings that clung to her thighs, she was naked, her panties filling Dale’s mouth as he silently watched. Her moist pussy and round ass were deliciously framed by the corset and the thigh-high stockings, her puffy pink lips on full display, and Dale’s erection surged at the sight. With her hands cuffed behind her back, she looked at once vulnerable and utterly desirable, submissively following his wife around at the end of a short pink leash.
 
   Emma paused, standing beside the bed. She turned to face her slave. In their tall heels, the women stayed close in height, with Emma just a shade taller. Dale watched as his wife yanked Sandra’s leash.
 
   “Down,” she ordered, her voice stern and cold. “On your knees.” Sandra sank to the floor at Emma’s feet, her body moving more fluidly as she got used to maneuvering without the use of her hands. Kneeling now, she looked up at Emma, and from his position in the closet, Dale could see the swirl of emotions in her big green eyes. She looked afraid, ashamed, humiliated. But overriding all of that, there was a deep and lurid fire, a wild green glow like the aurora borealis, an unquenchable flame of absolute lust that drove out all other concerns. On top of anything else she was feeling, it was clear to see that Sandra was deeply turned on, and the sight made Dale’s own stomach churn as the ties tightened once again around his wrists. 
 
   Emma stepped forward. There was no need for words. As Sandra kneeled before her, Emma’s strap-on was right in her face, and Sandra submissively opened her mouth as Emma slid the red dildo inside. Dale’s cock felt on the verge of eruption as he watched his wife’s hot friend give the fake cock a blow job. All the same, anger bubbled inside him. He hadn’t had a blow job in months, and now his wife was getting one, right in front of him! Sandra bobbed her head up and down on the fake cock enthusiastically, and Emma chuckled, one hand still holding Sandra’s leash, as she watched her friend submit.
 
   “What a little slut,” she grinned. “Such a good cocksucker. I knew it. I always knew you’d be a cocksucking little whore.”
 
   “Mmm-hmm,” Sandra agreed, her lips gripping the red dildo tightly as she sucked, her cheeks hollowing as she used every trick she knew to please her goddess. 
 
   “God, this is awesome,” Emma grinned. “Who knew having a cock was so much fun? You never told me, honey,” she grinned at Dale across the room. “No wonder guys are so obsessed with blow jobs.” Sandra slurped away, the cock popping out of her mouth as she extended her tongue and began to lick the shaft from base to tip, Emma’s free hand resting on her head as Sandra fellated her mistress. Emma took the red shaft in her hand, and Dale watched as she stroked it, just as though it was a real cock, before feeding it back into Sandra’s willing mouth.
 
   “That’s right,” Emma cooed. “I’m going to fuck your mouth. That pretty mouth of yours is my own personal cum dump now, got it?”
 
   “Mmm-hmm,” Sandra agreed as she took Emma as deep as she could manage, her eyes closing as she struggled against the urge to gag.
 
   “You’ll suck whatever I tell you to suck, won’t you, slut?” Emma mocked her friend. “The only cock you get from now on is the cock I decide to allow you.” Emma’s cock slid free of Sandra’s mouth as she stepped backwards, the pink leash growing taut between them. Sandra’s face was a picture of disappointment and desire as the rubber phallus slid free of her gaping lips. But her sadistic mistress had other plans for her.
 
   “Up,” Emma ordered, tugging on the leash as she spoke. “Get up on the bed.” Sandra rose as quickly as she could as Emma pulled her to her feet. She barely had time to get upright before Emma pushed her onto the mattress. With her hands secured behind her, Sandra went sprawling. Dale’s wide eyes drank in the sight of Sandra’s wet cunt as he watched his wife completely overpower her submissive friend. By the time Sandra rolled over, Emma was on top of her, one hand still holding the leash as her other hand deftly maneuvered her friend into position. When Emma was finished, Sandra lay on her back, her cuffed hands trapped beneath her, her bent knees raised above her prone body as Emma climbed onto the mattress to take up position between Sandra’s legs. Sandra’s breasts rose and fell as she panted, her legs writhing with anticipation while Dale’s wife loomed over her, her black catsuit shining in the sun. Emma looked incredibly pleased with herself as her brown eyes inspected Sandra’s body, drinking in the sight of her friend as she gave herself completely to her goddess. Emma’s knees slid on the mattress, her high heels waving in the air behind her as she inched closer. 
 
   “Alright, you little slut,” Emma growled. The leash tightened as she rotated her wrist, wrapping the pink leather around her fist. The tip of her red strap on pressed against Sandra’s wet lips, and Sandra mewed like a kitten at the welcome pressure. Emma rocked her hips up and down, teasing her friend with the fake cock as it ran up and down her lips. Sandra cried out as Emma took the strap-on in her hand and tapped it against the swelling bud of her clit.
 
   “You want this cock, don’t you, whore?” she chuckled maliciously.
 
   “Oh, yes, please, Goddess,” Sandra panted. “Please, please fuck me, please!”
 
   “And all those years, you thought you were straight,” Emma mocked. “Now look at you. Begging your best friend to fuck you. I turned you into a little dyke slut, didn’t I?”
 
   “Yes, Goddess,” Sandra panted and thrashed. It was clear that she would say anything, absolutely anything, at this point. Arousal flooded her blood, filling her brain with a shower of sparks. There was no ego left in her, nothing at all besides need, and desire. The wooden chair creaked underneath Dale as he shifted in his seat. He knew that feeling all too well, the intoxicating rush of losing control, of surrendering power to another. His cock throbbed dully, jutting upwards in the dim air of the closet, unwanted and ignored as the two women abandoned themselves to a world of dark pleasure on the bed he had paid for. 
 
   “Oh! Yes!” Sandra cried out, her head thrown back and her body shaking with pleasure as Emma slid the strap on into her. Dale chewed on Sandra’s wet panties as he watched, an image of helpless lust. His wife held tight onto Sandra’s leash, keeping the pink leather taut as she roughly fucked her friend. Sandra’s face contorted, her head down on the mattress with her hand locked behind her. Dale could hear the wet noises as Emma fucked Sandra’s wet pussy, the force of her thrusts pushing the submissive woman across the bed. Dale watched Emma’s catsuit gleam as her body moved beneath it, every long muscle standing out under the tight shiny fabric. Sandra was moaning rhythmically, loudly, her cries keeping time with Emma’s thrusts. Emma’s face shone with perspiration, and with a kind of sadistic delight. The end of the strap-on buried inside her was doing its job as her own breath became heavy, moans of her own escaping her red lips. Dale watched in helpless agony as his wife’s cheeks reddened, her breasts rising and falling beneath the revealing catsuit as she thrust her new cock in and out of her helpless love slave. His own cock throbbed in the empty air, unseen, unwanted, a clear bead of pre-cum forming at the tip. His stomach churned. He couldn’t look away.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Oooooohhh!” Sandra screamed, her body thrashing in the sheets as much as her bondage would allow. Her orgasm seemed to utterly overwhelm her, to sweep through her entire body like a wind-fanned forest fire, and she bucked and thrashed like an animal. If Dale hadn’t known any better, he might have thought Sandra was in pain. But he did know better. She was overcome by a pleasure unlike any he’d ever known, an annihilating ecstasy that was beyond anything he could imagine. And it just kept going. Emma had slowed down her thrusts as Sandra came, but she had not relented. While the tied woman struggled to regain her breath, Emma’s hand came down on Sandra’s raised backside with a crack that echoed around the room. Sandra yelped at the unexpected pain, so closely following such intense pleasure.
 
   “Naughty girl,” Emma hissed, “messing up my bed sheets with your cum. You’re here for my pleasure, not yours, slut.” 
 
   “Yes, Goddess,” Sandra panted. Her eyes were screwed shut, her brow furrowed, her mouth open as she rocked back and forth beneath Emma like a ragdoll. Dale watched his wife increase the pace, the bright red dildo glistening with Sandra’s thick cum as it slid in and out of her dripping pussy. Emma’s stamina was impressive as she began to pick up the pace again. The soft flesh of Sandra’s smooth ass rippled slightly as Emma continued to pound her remorselessly. As Emma’s own moans and gasps steadily increased, Sandra puffed and panted her way to another shuddering orgasm, her cries splitting the air as a renewed wave of pleasure washed over her. She tossed on the bed like driftwood on the shoulders of a storm, her body a mere vessel for pleasure, both hers and Emma’s. And Dale’s, too, if her were being honest. If he could have touched his cock, if he even had something, anything, to rub it against, he would have cum, there and then. But Emma was too clever for that. He was trapped, with no relief, watching the hottest display he’d ever seen in his life through eyes glazed with lust. Sandra’s pussy clamped down on Emma’s strap-on hungrily as it ravaged her, unwilling to let go of the pleasure that contorted her body. Emma threw back her head and cried out, driving the dildo as deep as it would go into Sandra’s pussy as she shuddered, and came.
 
   Dale’s breathing came heavily through his nostrils as he watched the two women cum together. It was unbearably beautiful to watch, the sight of two wild female orgasms right in front of him, the smell of their sex in the air. His cheeks burned. He couldn’t remember ever making a woman cum the way Emma had made Sandra cum just now with her dildo. It was bad enough being his wife’ slave, and Sandra’s. But the idea that Emma could fuck a woman better than he could made him burn with shame. As he watched the whites of Sandra’s eyes show as they rolled back in her head, he knew it was true.
 
   A noise at the bedroom door made both women turn their heads. Sandra looked startled, craning her neck to see with her head pressed down against the mattress, her green eyes shining from within a tangle of blonde hair. Emma stood, her red cock shining as it slipped easily free of Sandra’s clinging pussy, making the bound woman moan again. Dale thrashed in his chair, the ties digging into his skin as the chair creaked beneath him. From inside the closet, he couldn’t see what the women could. His heart throbbed. He watched as Emma’s flushed face broke into a wide smile.
 
   “Hi,” she said brightly. “Come on in.”
 
   Dale watched as a young man stepped into the portion of the room that he could see. The makeshift gag of his own tie and Sandra’s soiled panties compressed in his mouth as he clenched his teeth at the new development. The man looked nervous, his eyes flickering rapidly around the room. As well they might, Dale thought angrily. This man had already seen his wife in her jaw-droppingly sexy dominatrix gear. He had seen poor Sandra, collared and leashed and following like a puppy at Emma’s high red heels. Now, depending how long he had been standing at the door, he had seen the two women engaged in wild sex. Dale imagined the rear view of his wife’s tremendous ass, shining beneath the skin-tight latex, her tight buttocks raised by the straps of the harness around her waist while she plunged the fake cock in and out of Sandra’s dripping cunt. 
 
   “I, er,” the plumber slowly began, “I’m…done. It’s working fine now.” His eyes slid past Emma to watch Sandra as she struggled to turn around, her creamy breasts threatening to tumble out of her skimpy bra as she thrashed on the bed without the use of her hands. She looked utterly mortified, her cheeks burning with shame. Dale wondered how his wife seemed so calm through it all, as though there were absolutely nothing unusual about treating another slave like a fuck toy. It was easier for her, Dale she supposed. It’s not nearly as embarrassing when you’re the one in charge. His stomach churned as he imagined how he would feel if he were to be revealed to this stranger, tied up in the closet and chewing on his wife’s slave’s panties. Silently he offered up a prayer that he would stay hidden throughout whatever was about to happen.
 
   “Wow, that was fast,” Emma smiled. Her latex outfit shone as her breasts rose and fell above her corset, her breathing slowly returning to normal. “I was just having some fun with my slut here. Slut, heel!” Emma glanced over her shoulder at Sandra, who had finally managed to maneuver herself into a sitting position on the edge of the bed. Her wide eyes seemed to beg her mistress not to subject her to this new humiliation. But Emma’s pretty face was set, her brown gaze stern. Her painted finger pointed down, to the floor at her feet. Sandra’s breasts bounced as she suppressed a sigh, and sank to the knees. The look of triumph on Emma’s face was chilling as she watched her captive approach. Sandra drew level with Emma, kneeling at her feet and Emma grinned as she took up Sandra’s pink leash before turning her radiant smile on the plumber again.
 
   “Ok,” the plumber said uncertainly.
 
   “Do you like my slut?” asked Emma coquettishly.
 
   “Yeah, I…she seems nice,” he struggled.
 
   “Oh, she’s not,” Emma chuckled. “Not at all. In fact, she’s quite a nasty little slut. Aren’t you, whore? Tell the nice man what you are.” Emma tugged at Sandra’s leash, almost making the kneeling woman fall over.
 
   “I’m…a nasty little slut,” Sandra mumbled, her eyes on the floor. The plumber’s brow furrowed as his thick eyebrows climbed his forehead.
 
   “You know the best part?” Emma grinned as the plumber managed to tear his attention away from humiliated Sandra to look at Emma again. “She’s not a lesbian. She’s not even bi. She’s straight. But I fuck her anyway. She loves licking my pussy, don’t you slut?”
 
   “Yes, Goddess,” Sandra mumbled.
 
   “So obedient,” Emma laughed.
 
   “Yeah, you, er…certainly have her well trained,” said the plumber.
 
   “It’s a work in progress,” Emma shrugged. “Today we’ve been working on her cocksucking skills. Like most sluts, she’s sucked plenty of cock in her time. But you can never get too much practice, right?”
 
   “I guess not,” the plumber said slowly.
 
   “And since you’re here, and you got my sink fixed so quickly, I’m sure my slut would love to thank you in her own special way. Would you like that? A blowjob from my slut?” Emma purred. Her brown eyes were locked onto the plumber. His jaw dropped at the lascivious suggestion.
 
   “Really?” he gasped. “Like, now?”
 
   “Right now, if you want,” Emma grinned. “She’s ready if you are.”
 
   “And she’s ok with this?”
 
   “She does what I tell her. Don’t you, slut?”
 
   “Yes Goddess,” Sandra gasped. Her face was bright red, the blush creeping down to her exposed chest. Her breath came in quick gasps, her breasts jumping in the tiny bra. She was utterly humiliated, there was no doubt about that. But as Dale watched, he detected something else in her demeanor. Maybe it was his own utter arousal, his cock throbbing wildly in the dark at his wife’s latest display of total sexual dominance. But something told him that Sandra was every bit as turned on as he was.
 
   “You’re ok with this?” The plumber directed his question to Sandra now. A gentleman, Dale thought with a grimace. Impossible to guess how he’d react in a similar situation. Not for the first time, Dale was glad his wife had taken such firm control of their sex life. Whatever happened, he didn’t have to bear the responsibility for it.
 
   “Yes, sir,” Sandra whimpered. Dale saw Emma’s teeth flash white against her red lips as she smiled. The ‘sir’ had been Sandra’s own, a spontaneous bit of submission over and above what Emma had demanded of her. She looked almost proud as she towered above her leashed slut. “I like doing what Emma tells me. She’s my Goddess. I do whatever she says.”
 
   “See?” Emma grinned. “Some people are born to be slaves, and some of us are born to be in charge. So what do you say? You want me slut here to give you a generous tip?”
 
   “Well, yeah, ok,” the plumber said with a grin. His coarse hands quickly unfastened his belt as he stepped forward, and his cock jutted expectantly out of his underwear as it approached Sandra’s face. Dale silently shook his head. He’d never seen a dick in real life, other than his own, outside the context of a locker room, and he’d never seen an erection outside of porn. He tried to avoid looking at the stranger’s cock, focusing instead on Sandra as she took the man’s hardness readily into her mouth. Even this, Dale realized, was tinged with humiliation for him, too. Sandra was his mistress, set above him by Emma. She’d never sucked his cock, nor was she likely to. But here she was, on her knees, willingly blowing a man whose name she didn’t know while Dale and his wife watched. She really was a slut, he reflected. His wife had made her one.
 
   “Look at that big, beautiful cock,” Emma cooed, making Dale’s heart ache as he listened. “Worship that cock, slut. That’s right. Isn’t Goddess kind, giving you a nice juicy dick to suck? It’s all you’re good for. May as well accept your place in life, orally pleasuring your superiors.” As she taunted, Emma gently drew Sandra’s blond hair back from her face, sweeping it all over to one side. Her face was fully exposed to Dale as he watched her lips tighten around the cock as it slid in and out of her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she humbly sucked. The plumber sighed through his nostrils, his body reacting to the pleasure.
 
   “Here,” Emma said, her voice a bedroom whisper as she reached out to the plumber, “lets’ get that shirt off.” The plumber didn’t resist, raising his thick arms as Emma peeled his white T shirt off over his head. The guy was young, and in good shape. Far better shape than Dale, anyway. His stomach was divided by deep lines of muscle, his pectorals square and hard. “Ooh, you’re cute,” Emma purred. Dale glared in impotent fury at her hand on the stranger’s hairless chest. “I bet you’ve had plenty of girls on their knees, haven’t you?” The plumber didn’t answer as Emma turned her attention to Sandra. “Better do a good job, slut,” she sneered, and Sandra winced around the hard cock in her mouth as Emma raised a foot and poked her sharp heel into Sandra’s thigh. “Don’t embarrass me in front of this hot guy.” Sandra’s head bobbed as she redoubled her efforts, taking the plumber’s cock deeper into her warm mouth as he groaned with pleasure. The bondage made sense now, Dale thought as he strained uselessly against the tight ties. Emma knew he wouldn’t be able to control, himself, seeing another guy in his bedroom. Now he had no choice.
 
   “That’s it, nice and wet,” Emma taunted, taking Sandra’s head in her hands and moving it up and down the plumber’s cock. “Use that tongue. Show him how mush you love cock. It might be a long time before I allow you another one.” Sandra slurped and coughed, almost choking on the pulsing member in her mouth, but Emma held her firmly in place. Sandra sucked for all she was worth, breathing rapidly through her nose while Emma held her head. As the plumber thrust his cock deep into her mouth, she spasmed and coughed, long strings of saliva trailing from her mouth as she pulled herself free, gasping and choking. Emma’s eyes flashed, but she waited for her slut to regain her breath.
 
   “Let’s take this to the bed, shall we?” Emma smiled at the plumber. Eagerly, he kicked off his jeans. He was a good-looking dude, Dale had to concede. His jet black hair was thick, his stubble-dusted jaw square and strong. He was under thirty, Dale guessed as the young man climbed naked onto his bed, his hard cock jutting obscenely from his body, shining with Sandra’s spit. Tossing aside the piled pillows, he kneeled up on the mattress near the headboard. 
 
   As Emma took up the danging pink leash, Sandra rose to her feet. Meekly she followed her mistress towards the bed and the waiting man. Emma’s flat hand cracked against Sandra’s pink buttock as she ordered the cuffed woman onto the bed. Raising one knee, Sandra struggled to comply, lurching precariously as she climbed up onto the mattress. Emma followed close behind, her tall red boots glistening and shining as she followed the chastised girl into bed. 
 
   “Get your lips around that cock, slut,” Emma sneered, pointing at the plumber who waited, stroking his hard shaft as he watched the kinky scene play out in front of him. “And keep that ass up in the air for me.” Sandra inched forward on her knees. With some difficulty, she bent at the waist, lowering her face to the plumber’s cock and taking him into her mouth once more. The man sighed, his eyes closing as renewed pleasure saturated his body. Emma’s slick boots slid across the bed as she positioned herself behind Sandra. Sandra’s muffled groan made the plumber grunt happily as Emma slid the red dildo back inside Sandra’s gaping pussy.
 
   “Look at this slut,” Emma sneered, her hand slapping Sandra’s raised ass as she thrust her fake cock in and out. “Taking it in both ends like a good whore should.” The plumber let out a sort of half-chuckle as he seized a fistful of Sandra’s blonde hair. Dale couldn’t help but notice the young man’s eyes move from Sandra to Emma, taking in the sight of his wife in her sexy costume while he fucked Sandra’s mouth. Emma’s brown hair with its blonde streaks swayed around her face with the movement of her body, the sunlight from the bedroom window dancing off the shiny surface of her provocative catsuit. Dale’s eyes widened as he took in his wife’s form, revealed by the skintight material, her eyes closed as a happy smile spread across her face. Her teeth bit her red lip as Sandra moaned around the cock in her mouth. Dale’s own cock ran freely with precum as he wished it was him, not some random tradesman, helping his wife fuck gorgeous Sandra.
 
   Dale had to give it to his wife; she knew how to fuck. Soon, Sandra was moaning and wailing, her breath loud in her nostrils as she groaned around the plumber’s cock. Her arousal triggered his, the two of them moaning and groaning louder as both their orgasms approached. Emma, too, was panting as she rapidly fucked her slave from behind, driving helpless Sandra face-first onto the plumber’s hard prick. 
 
   “Pull out,” Emma ordered breathlessly. “Pull out and give this slut a facial.” The plumber nodded, smiling happily as Sandra wailed around his cock and Emma spanked her again. With a shuddering cry, Sandra’s body convulsed, racked by orgasm as Emma pounded her from behind like some tireless machine. Her cries of ecstasy got louder as the plumber pulled his cock free of the embrace of her plushy lips, and Sandra gasped and howled orgasmically as Emma held her hips and fucked her. The plumber moaned, and his cock spewed out his cum, several thick loads spurting from the tip of his bobbing shaft to splash in long strings across Sandra’s flushed face and hair. She closed her eyes, moaning loudly as she felt the stranger daub her made-up face with his hot ejaculate. Sandra collapsed onto the bed, her legs shaking,, unable to hold herself up any longer. Long strands of cum still dripped from the plumber’s twitching cock, and Sandra meekly accepted them as he trailed them over her shining face. 
 
   It was Emma’s turn to moan and wail as she pumped in and out of conquered Sandra. The dildo inside her rubbed her just the right way, and she drove herself deep into her friend’s spasming cunt, grinding her clitoris against Sandra as she, too, lost herself in pleasure. Dale growled inwardly. That was at least five orgasms he’d seen since he was tied to the chair, and not one was his. His stomach was knotted with jealousy as he breathlessly watched the outrageous threesome taking place in front of him.
 
   “Ok,” Emma panted. She withdrew, making Sandra moan quietly as she slid the bright red strap-on out of her pleasure-drunk pussy. Sliding off the bed, she stood, her thighs visibly shaking under the clinging latex as she regained her breath. Sandra sighed wearily as she felt Emma take up her leash again, pulling her into a sitting position. Dale could see Sandra’s ravaged pussy twinkling wetly in the light as she sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread. The young plumber sat back against the headboard, watching the show through sleepy eyes as his cock slowly softened. 
 
   Emma positioned herself in front of Sandra. Dale studied the swell of her hips, the curve of her ass shining under the latex as Emma turned her back to him. He watched as Emma gripped the strap-on in her hand, and Sandra’s green eyes stared up at her silently as she rubbed the tip of her red cock over the cuffed woman’s face, scooping up the cooling cum that festooned her smeared face. Dale’s fists clenched as he watched Emma use her hand to smear the plumber’s cum over the length of her rubber shaft, liberally coating it with his seed. Thoroughly conquered, Sandra made no attempt to resist as Emma slid the glistening cock into her tired mouth. 
 
   “That’s it,” Emma sighed encouragingly over the slurping noises of Sandra’s mouth on her cock, “get it all. Clean my cock for me. Pretend it’s my cum, and swallow it all up like a good girl.” Sandra gulped as she swallowed before running her lips up and down Emma’s cock once again. She didn’t stop until Emma pulled her dildo free, wet and shining and clear of every drop of the plumber’s ejaculate. Emma’s catsuit creaked as she took a seat on the bed beside Sandra, her arm around her friend’s narrow waist.
 
   “Well,” said Emma, turning to the plumber, “thanks for fixing the sink.”
 
   “No problem,” the plumber grinned. Taking his cue, he stood and quickly clambered back into his clothes, shoving his now soft cock back into his tattered jeans. “Any time, just give me a call.”
 
   “Oh, we will,” Emma smile teasingly. Chuckling, shaking his head in disbelief at the morning he had had, the plumber left. The women sat in silence as they listened to his footsteps on the stairs, and the front door closed behind him. Outside, a car door closed. An engine roared into life.
 
   “That was fucking hot,” Emma grinned. Her hand brushed Sandra’s hair back from her face. “And you were so obedient. I think you’ve earned a reward.” Sandra’s green eyes sparkled as Emma reached behind her back to unfasten her cuffs. While Sandra flexed her stiff arms, Emma unclipped her pink leash from her collar. “You’ve been submissive long enough,” Emma grinned. “Want to take charge now?”
 
   “Yes,” Sandra grinned wickedly. Her eyes sparkled as she gazed over at the closet where Dale was hidden.
 
   “Ok, go get him,” Emma said. Her catsuit creaked as she settled back on the bed, propping herself up on one elbow as she settled in to enjoy the show. Idly, she toyed with the cock still fastened between her legs, absentmindedly stroking it as though it were part of her. 
 
   Sandra stood. Swaying in her tall heels, she approached the closet. Dale gulped. The door rattled in its tracks as Sandra pushed it aside. Her soft breasts surrounded his face as she leaned over him, pushing her tits against him while she untied his cuffs from the chair, still leaving his arms secured behind his back. Quickly, she untied his ankles, then removed the gag Emma had made from her panties. Dale sucked in air through his dry mouth as Sandra tugged on his leash, pulling him to his feet.
 
   “Come with me, bitch,” she ordered, turning on her heel. His leash over her shoulder, Dale followed humbly behind her, watching her gorgeous body sway from side to said while, on the bed, Emma’s smile grew and grew. Sandra turned again, facing him now, her eyes flashing as she pointed to the floor at her feet.
 
   “Down,” she ordered, and Dale sank to his knees before her. At this height, he was eye-level with her pussy. He could smell the powerful scent of her sex, could see the sparkle of her cum in the neat strip of her pubic hair, her puffy lips shining in the light. The pussy his wife had so comprehensively fucked. Involuntarily, he licked his lips. Sandra’s fingers snapped in front of his face.
 
   “Eyes up here,” she ordered, and Dale gazed up into her stern green glare from his position on the floor. “You’re going to pay for what your wife just did to me,” Sandra gloated.
 
   “But I didn’t do anything!” Dale whined.
 
   “You were born a male,” Sandra snapped. Dale winced as the toe of her shoe tapped against his dangling balls. “That’s enough. I don’t need a reason to punish a pathetic male slave like you.” Sandra’s breasts hang heavily in her skimpy bra as she bent to the floor. Reaching under the bed, she picked up the riding crop Emma had dropped there earlier. Dale’s stomach flipped nervously as she held his leash in one hand and the fearsome crop in the other, tracing the muscles of his thigh with the crop’s leather tip.
 
   “Now,” she said quietly, her green eyes boring holes in him as she sneered down from what seemed like an incredible height, “remember what I told you, when you put my shoes on for me? I told you you’d be kissing them and begging for mercy. Now seems like a good time to do that, don’t you think?” Emma howled with laughter as Dale bent his face to the floor, pressing his lips against the shiny toe of Sandra’s high heeled shoe.
 
   “Please, Sandra,” he mumbled between kisses, “please have mercy. Please don’t hurt me. Please. I’ll do whatever you say, I swear. Please don’t - ow!” Dale cried out as the crop stung his thigh. High above him on the bed, he heard his wife’s sadistic cackle. Sandra’s green eyes glowed, lit from within by a fire that made his blood run cold.
 
   “Mercy denied,” she smiled.
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