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    Work Wife: Parts 1-12 
 
    1. A Secret Discovered 
 
      
 
    "Hey Hunter, could you — oh!" 
 
    A sudden bolt of terror raced through me as I heard my boss's voice behind me. It was stupid, I knew. Stupid to be looking at what I was looking at. But I could hardly help the photos my wife sent me during the day. I had just innocently opened a message, not knowing what it contained. How was I to know that it would be a picture of her dressed in some very exotic lingerie, all black lace and shiny leather, her beautiful body displayed artfully by a cunning arrangement of fabric? The moment I had opened it, my cock began to swell.  
 
    These days, Gabriella had nothing better to do than to tease me. After all, she was home all day. So if I'm being honest, I would have to admit that this wasn't the first time my wife had seen fit to send me a provocative photo while I was at the office. She got off on it. She loved the thought that I was turned on and thinking about her while at work, unable to do anything about it. Usually, it brought me rushing home, excited to see her and desperate to assuage the lust that had been tugging at my sleeve all day. Not a bad system for either of us. 
 
    But a risky one. I work in a small office, and my desk isn’t private. Maybe I had been looking at the photo just a little too long. I should have closed it as soon as I saw what it was. But I didn’t. And now, as I frantically switched off the screen of my phone, I already knew it was too late. 
 
    "Did, uh - did you see that?" I said, turning in my chair to face Emily. The smile on her pretty face already told me everything I needed to know. I felt my cheeks heating in an uncharacteristic blush as I looked up at her standing behind me. 
 
    "Yeah, I did," she grinned, her white teeth shining between her pink lips. "Not very work appropriate, I have to say." 
 
    "Yeah. Sorry." She was joking. Emily didn't run a particularly formal office. There were only a few of us there, and we all went in and out during the day. We all got on well with each other. She was no disciplinarian. Emily liked to rule by consensus, if she could be said to rule at all. And I know my job. I do it well. I don't need some manager watching over my shoulder all the time. But she wasn't wrong. The picture Gabriella had sent me was hardly something I should be looking at in the workplace. 
 
    "Come on. Hand it over," Emily said. Still smiling, she held out her hand. I gazed up at her in surprise. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me. I want to see. It’s like if you got caught eating candy in school, and the teacher made you share with the class. Share.” 
 
    I glanced around the office. Most of the desks close to me were empty. Over at the back wall, Sharon was working away at something, seemingly oblivious to the conversation I was having with our boss. But I knew Emily well enough to know that if I resisted, it would just make the situation into more of a big deal than it needed to be. With a suppressed sigh, already regretting my decision, I handed my phone over. 
 
    The screen lit up Emily's face from below. Its eerie glow was reflected in her dazzling blue-green eyes. Her eyes moved over the screen slowly, her smile only growing by the second as she took in what was there. 
 
    “Wow,” she said softly. “I mean, I guess it’s kind of tasteful. Not nude, anyway. I didn’t realize you were into this kind of stuff.” 
 
    "It's — it's just something Gabriella bought," I stammered, keeping my voice low for fear Sharon might overhear. Emily's eyes grew wider as she finally tore them away from the screen of my phone to look at me. 
 
    “This is your wife?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said carefully. 
 
    "Wow," Emily said again. "She looks amazing. I thought it was just some skank off the Internet." 
 
    "No," I said with a scowl. "I don't sit here all day looking up girls online." 
 
    “I hope not,” Emily said with a giggle. “If you did, I’d have to have a word with this wife of yours. But why would you be looking at other women when you have this at home?” 
 
    Emily didn’t wait for a reply. Instead, she turned and began walking across the office.  
 
    "Hey!" I called after her. Without breaking stride, Emily turned to smile at me over her shoulder. "Can I get my phone back?" In reply, she simply lifted the device in her hand and waved it at me.  
 
    "Come and get it," she said. Rising from my chair, I set off after her, following her toward her office. 
 
    It was always like this. Emily had a mischievous streak, and she liked to have fun at work wherever possible. Not that she didn't take her job seriously. After all, she had risen quickly through the ranks in the company. She was at least a couple of years younger than me, probably in her mid-thirties at the most. As I followed her toward her office, watching her skirt tighten around her thighs with every step she took in her wicked high heels, I wondered if her looks had helped or hindered that ascent. But I blinked the thought away. I'm a man with a healthy sex drive, and it's not like I hadn't noticed how sexy my young boss was. But I'm also happily married to a woman that still gets my motor running anytime she wants to. It was Gabriella's fault, I reflected as I followed Emily through the door of her office. Sending me that photo had got me all keyed up. Emily was like a lightning rod for my sexual energy. 
 
    She sat down behind her desk, easing herself into the tall black leather chair. Tentatively, I sat down at one of the smaller chairs in front of her desk. Emily smiled as she lifted my phone and looked at it again. As she crossed her legs beneath the desk, I saw her swipe the screen, looking at my other photos. 
 
    "Come on, Emily," I said. "Give it back." I held out my hand across the desk, trying to make my tone as commanding as possible. But Emily simply raised her eyes from the screen to smile at me before looking at it again. I suppose I could have stood, reached across the desk, snatched the phone out of her hand. But I didn't. At the time, I didn't realize how significant that choice would be. Maybe that inaction led to everything that followed. Perhaps if I had acted differently in that moment, everything would be different. I'll never know. We don't get to see the end of the road we don't take. What happened happened, and I can't change that. I don't think I would if I could. 
 
    I didn't need to see through Emily's eyes to know what she was seeing. The ongoing conversation with my wife through the messaging app was a strange mix of mundanity and sexiness. Like I said, Gabriella love to tease me. This wasn't the first time she had sent me photos of her all dressed up in some exotic lingerie. But those exciting photos were interspersed with requests to pick up groceries from the store or discussions of what we should have for dinner that night. In short, the chat was like a microcosm of my married life. The dull mechanics of an ordinary life interspersed with the occasional eruption of wild desire. And all I did was sit cringing in my seat as Emily scrolled slowly through it all. 
 
    "You're a lucky guy," Emily said as she finally handed the phone back to me. It felt warm from her hand as I slipped it into my pocket. "I think it's great you're still so into your wife. How long have you guys been married now?" 
 
    "Eighteen years," I said. Emily's sculpted eyebrows rose over her smooth forehead as she gave a low whistle. 
 
    "Eighteen years," she echoed. "I can't even imagine that. Eighteen months would be a record for me." I chuckled at what I took to be a joke. The truth was, I didn't know a lot about Emily's personal life. I knew she wasn't married. And I'd never known her to bring the same person to the annual party twice. But then, I only had to look at her to know she wasn't exactly starving for male attention. Maybe she was just struggling to find the right guy. Or maybe she wasn't trying to find a guy at all. There are a million different ways to live our lives, and the path I had chosen certainly isn't for everyone. 
 
    "You guys must've got married really young then," Emily went on. "Either that, or she looks amazing for her age." 
 
    "Straight out of high school, basically" I answered. 
 
    “Awww. That’s so sweet.” 
 
    “Yeah, well. There were mitigating factors.” 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    "Sophia. My daughter." 
 
    “Oh, that’s right. How old is she now?” 
 
    "Eighteen. Just moved away to college." 
 
    "Congratulations!" Emily beamed. And then her face fell into an expression I knew well. One I often saw when I explained the dynamics of my family life to people. She was doing the math. "So —" 
 
    "Yeah," I replied with a rueful smile. "That's why we got married so young." 
 
    “I see,” Emily smiled. “But you’re still together. That’s awesome.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I can’t complain.” 
 
    "No you can't. I've seen the photos," Emily giggled, causing another rush of blood to my cheeks as I sat embarrassed before her. "Don't worry. It's not like I'm going to tell anyone. I think it's sweet that she still sends you naughty pictures. I wish I had someone to send me naughty pictures at work. Can I borrow your wife?" She laughed as she spoke, and I laughed too. 
 
    "She doesn't do it a lot," I said. "I think she's just bored at home. Now that Sophia's flown the nest, she's there by herself all day. I mean, she has her friends. But most other empty-nesters are a lot older than we are. I think it's harder on her than is on me in a lot of ways. I'm at work all day. I don't really notice how empty the house is until I get home." 
 
    “You’re still young,” Emily said. “Both of you. You could have another kid if you wanted to.” 
 
    "Oh no," I smiled, shaking my head. "I love Sophia. But one's enough. That's the thing about being young parents. We didn't really get much of a shot at being young adults ourselves. Now it's our turn to have some fun." 
 
    ”Hence the lingerie,” Emily giggled. Embarrassed, I nodded. 
 
    "Yeah, that," I said. "Honestly, with the house to ourselves, it's almost like we're finally getting to actually date as adults in a way we never did when we were raising Sophia. It's hard to explain. Things are just different now. Good, though." 
 
    "I bet," Emily smiled. Her arms folded on her desk, she leaned toward me. Her pretty eyes traveled over my face, and her teeth shone as she bit her lower lip. A golden waterfall of her blonde hair framed her features as she stared at me, and I wondered what was going on inside her head as she stared at me. I could practically see the gears turning. And I'll admit, it excited me. I was embarrassed that my boss had discovered Gabriella's racy texts. But there was something strangely thrilling about it too. And maybe that wouldn't be true if Emily didn't look the way she did, if we didn't have the kind of relationship that we did. But my boss was a sex bomb. Even my wife knew that. 
 
    "Anyway, I'll tell her to stop sending me pictures at work," I said. "It won't happen again, boss." I only called Emily that when we were joking around. Even if she was my boss, she rarelly acted like it. And she smiled as I spoke. 
 
    “Wait,” Emily said, a devilish grin shining on her beautiful face as she looked at me over her desk. “I have a better idea.” 
 
      
 
    My stomach fluttered and flipped all the way home. I could still hear Emily's words from earlier in the day vibrating in my head. And I'll admit, I looked at the photo Gabriella sent me a few more times, careful to confine it to my breaks away from my desk so no one would see. As I drove home, I was in a state of high arousal. Of course, that was exactly Gabriella's intention. But there was more at work within me that day than even my devious wife knew.  
 
    I knew the rules. I had texted Gabriella to let her know I was on my way home. Pulling into the driveway, I tapped the car horn once, then waited exactly five minutes. I had no way of knowing what kind of preparations my wife was making in there. My cock was throbbing in my pants as I counted down the seconds. Clearly, she was feeling frisky. Again. And ever since Sophia had left home, my wife had been letting her freak flag fly more and more. After all, now we had the house to ourselves. There was no need to hide anything. And just as I had said to Emily, it felt as though we were a young couple dating again rather than married parents. Emily was right. I was a lucky guy. My wife was discovering her inner vixen now, her sex drive higher than ever as she approached forty. And I was more than willing to go along for the ride. 
 
    Stepping out of the car once my time was up, I hurried toward the door of the house and let myself in. I almost gasped as I saw Gabriella standing in the hallway, ready to greet me. Hurriedly, I shut the door behind me so that I could get a good look at her. I had already seen the new outfit she had bought herself, the latest in a seemingly constantly-renewed stream of sexy clothing she bought for herself. But seeing it in full and in the flesh was very different to the glimpse she had teased me with in her message earlier that day. 
 
    Black lace covered her upper body, her skin showing through the delicate pattern of loops and whorls that adorned the fabric. The asymmetrical hem of the garment ended high on her thighs, plainly revealing a pair of black panties she wore underneath. The front of the garment had a V-shaped panel of black leather tapering toward her crotch, with laces at the front that pushed her boobs together in a provocative cleavage that made my mouth water as I gazed at her. Gabriella smiled at me as my eyes traveled up and down her body, taking in the vision of pure sexiness standing in front of me. Her lips were painted a deep shade of red like ripe fruit, making me long to kiss her. Her eyes sparkled under smoky makeup, their light brown iris seeming to glow from within. Her dark hair fell in gentle waves around her shoulders where leather straps held her new outfit on her body.  
 
    And as my eyes traveled down again, over her boobs, over the swell of her hips as she stood balanced on one leg, I saw she was wearing tall boots I had never seen before. Black velvet flowers and vines seem to creep over her legs from knee to toe, the cutout pattern showing off her skin like the matching lace she wore. Her painted toes showed in the front of the boots, and her long legs were accentuated by a tall heel. As I watched, Gabriella tapped the tip of a riding crop against the heel of one boot, drawing all my attention to the weapon she held. I knew what that meant. My cock was at full mast as I looked at my wife, dressed up like a porn star ripped from my darkest dreams. 
 
    "You know the rules," Gabriella said, still smiling as she spoke. "Get those clothes off. It's time to serve Mistress Gabriella. And that cock better be rockhard for me. 
 
    " 
 
    "It is," I said as I hurriedly unfastened the buttons of my shirt. Gabriella laughed, a sound that poured like honey from her red lips as she threw back her head. We were both still new to this. Over the years of our marriage, we had tried some bondage games once or twice. But it's not easy to get kinky with a kid in the house. And even as Sophia grew older and got more independent, Gabriella and I were content mostly with regular sex whenever we got the chance.  
 
    But something had changed since Sophie moved out. Suddenly, with time on her hands, Gabriella decided she wanted to experiment. She had started reading strange books and visiting unusual websites. And they had given her ideas.  
 
    When she first pitched me the idea of bringing a little bit of domination and submission into the bedroom, I had been all for it. I had thought my wife wanted me to get rough with her, to throw her around a little, to overpower her. But it turned out that Gabriella had other ideas. And after some initial misgivings, I had realized just how much fun these new games can be. Mistress Gabriella, this new character my wife had created, was incredibly sexy, after all. I wasn't about to complain when my wife looked as good as she did. 
 
    "I have to tell you something, though," I said. Casting aside my shirt, I kicked off my shoes and balanced awkwardly on one leg as I peeled off my socks. Gabriella simply watched, still tapping the riding crop menacingly against her boot. Savoring how eager I was to do what she said. Every time I submitted to her, I knew, it made her confidence grow. And that in turn made her want more of these delightful games. But I had to tell her about Emily. Even though I was nervous about what the reaction might be.  
 
    "Something happened at work today," I said. But the words died in my mouth as Gabriella's riding crop swished through the air, cracking loudly against the heel of her boot. 
 
    “Be quiet,” she ordered. “You’re not here to talk. You speak when spoken to. Understand, boy?” 
 
    "Yes," I said slowly as I pulled down my pants. It's not like her words didn't turn me on. She was never sexier than when she took control. And the last thing I wanted to do was jeopardize whatever wild game she had in mind. I'm not really into pain, and I didn't like the look of the riding crop she wielded. But Gabriella's dominance was more psychological than physical. The crop, I hoped, was more about the way it looked than what she could use it for. Still, it was enough to make me hesitant to disobey her. 
 
    And as I shed my underwear and stood just inside the front door of our home fully naked, Gabriella smiled. Her high heel cracked on the floor as she took a step forward. I winced as she lifted the riding crop. But not to deliver a blow. Instead, she ran its tip slowly along the underside of my throbbing cock. I clenched my hands at my sides, sighing in pleasure as she teased me. 
 
    "Have you been hard all day thinking about me dressed like this?" Gabriella asked with a sparkle in her warm brown eyes. With her Mediterranean coloring, she was practically the opposite of Emily. But my wife was just as sexy as my boss, if not more so. She was a beautiful woman, and the years had only added to her beauty. The hottest girl in high school had grown into a truly stunning woman. And with her newly empty nest, Gabriella had plenty of time to devote to her appearance. She went to the gym daily. She hired a personal trainer. She took endless trips to the salon and the beauty spa with her friends. Even as I sometimes balked at the bills, I couldn't argue with the results. Approaching the middle period of life, my wife looked better than she ever had before. Sometimes I wondered if, had things been different, she wouldn't have found someone better than me. If I hadn't knocked her up as a young adult, she might have gone on to find some better men with deeper pockets who could give her a life I never could. We're comfortable, but women like Gabriella don't need to settle for comfortable. She could've been a model if she wanted to.  
 
    And yet she had never complained about our life, not even once. We had raised a beautiful daughter together. And while Gabriella might be bored sometimes now that she was home by herself all day, she was finding plenty of ways to keep herself occupied. 
 
    "Yes," I breathed, my body trembling as Gabriella continued to tease my surging cock with her riding crop. "But I have to tell you about work. Emily -" 
 
    "I don't want to hear about your work wife right now," Gabriella said, a scowl appearing on her pretty face. It was a long-running joke between us, one that Emily shared in too. I worked closely with my boss, and most of my stories about what happened in a day at the office involved Emily in some way. "It's time to please your real wife," Gabriella went on. "I'm going to use that cock until I'm fully satisfied, and you're going to do as you're told. I don't want to hear a word out of your mouth except 'yes, Mistress Gabriella. Thank you Mistress Gabriella.' What do you say?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Gabriella," I said with a smile. "Thank you, Mistress Gabriella." Gabriella smiled again, her authority reasserted with just a few words. Lifting the riding crop from my manhood, she turned. Again, her high heels clacked on the floor as she strutted deeper into the house. I knew the extra sway she put in her hips was for me, her ass showing through the lace of her bodysuit, exposed by the thong panties she wore. I raced to catch up with her, my rock hard cock bobbing obscenely. If Gabriella didn't want to hear what I had to say, that was fine by me. I can be pretty dumb sometimes, but I wasn't so stupid that I was willing to mess up a sure thing like this. My wife was feeling sexy and powerful and dominant, and I knew what that meant. Besides, she had told me not to say another word. She could be mad at me later when I revealed the truth. 
 
    Gracefully, Gabriella led me into the bedroom. The blinds were drawn. Several thick candles spread around the room, casting wobbling circles of light on our dresser, the bedside tables, and the shelves. Gabriella had stripped the bed down to just the sheet and the pillows, the blankets hidden somewhere out of sight. In the dim light, I could see the glint of metal close to the head of the bed. A pair of handcuffs with a long chain that Gabriella had threaded through the headboard. My heart raced as I saw the cuffs lying open, ready for me. 
 
    "Get on the bed," Gabriella said, and her riding crop thumped against the mattress to emphasize her words. My cock swayed beneath me as I climbed onto the bed, moving toward the headboard while she watched. Turning over, I lay down. My desire only grew as I watched my wife climb onto the mattress above me, crawling toward the headboard. As she locked first one cuff, then the other around my wrists, I gasped at the intoxicating feeling of losing control. 
 
    And Gabriella was in her element. Setting down the riding crop, she kneeled at my side and reached up under the lacy garment. Slowly, swinging her hips from side to side just to tease me, she pulled her panties down. I watched wide-eyed as she pulled them over her knees, over her boots, finally flinging them across the room. The rest of her outfit stayed on. As she lifted her leg and straddled me, my heart rose in my chest, pounding powerfully against the inside of my ribs with anticipation. Smiling, her left hand on my chest for balance, her wedding ring glittering in the mobile light, Gabriella reached down between her spread legs and wrapped her hand around my shaft. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about this all day too,” she said in a soft voice that dripped with desire. “Now, you’re going to be my sex toy for the rest of the evening. Time to make your wife happy.” 
 
    I cried out as she sank down on top of me, guiding my erect cock into her pussy. She sighed in pleasure too, her eyes closing with the blissful sensations as she sank down on top of me. Her sex was warm and wet, clenching tightly around my manhood as I groaned, the cuffs that held me helpless rattling as I writhed underneath her. Gabriella slowly opened her eyes, her mouth open as she smiled at me, faint sounds of pleasure already rising from her throat she began to move up and down. 
 
    “Fuck, I love our new life,” she said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    2. Gabriella Gets An Idea 
 
      
 
    The bed was rocking as Gabriella howled in ecstasy. The muscles of her thighs swelled and stretched as she rose up and down on top of me, driving her body hard against mine. My cock plunged in and out of her streaming pussy. Gabriella had always loved to be on top, even back before we discovered this kinky side to our sex life. She liked a hard pounding, and she could be astonishingly reckless about it. Her stamina was better than mine. And as I lay back on the bed, watching her ride my cock, her eyes tight shut and her face frozen in an expression of pleasure that looked almost furious, I knew I had never seen anything more beautiful in my life.  
 
    Her dark hair swirled like a storm around her head, stray strands clinging to her face, framing her open mouth and the red lips designed to entice me. Her breasts bounced too in the tight confines of the leather that contained them, straining the laces that climbed the front of her sexy outfit. Her knees gripped my sides, and as she moved, I felt the sharp heels of her new boots leaving faint scrapes on my thighs. But I didn't care. She clearly didn't. Lost in pleasure, Gabriella was blind and deaf to everything else. 
 
    I loved her selfishness. My wife was never sexier than when she was taking what she wanted, not caring about anything but her own pleasure. Her hands on my chest, her fingernails raked my skin, clutching at me and leaving marks as she dragged them over my body. Whenever I winced in pain, it only seemed to excite her more. I didn't dare ask her to stop or to take it easy. I didn't want to interrupt the wild ride she was on. 
 
    I could see she was speeding toward orgasm. I tried to hold back my own. Not an easy task when the thought of her had been buzzing inside my head all day. When her photo had driven me crazy with desire at work, keeping that lust ticking over. My excitement had only grown with every hour that passed, rising rapidly as I sped toward home. Now, it was the conclusion of all that pent-up desire, and all I wanted was to give into it. To surrender myself to it with the same abandoned she did. 
 
    But I held back. I wanted to please my wife. Not because she had become this dominant mistress who demanded I serve her. Not because a riding crop lay on the bed beside her, an unspoken threat as well as a symbol of her total control. No, I wanted to please her because I loved her. Because I loved to watch her exploding in orgasm and to know that I had made her happy. In many ways, Gabriella was out of my league. Certainly when it came to looks. And lately, also when it came to kinkiness and creativity. But I knew how to make her happy. Really, all I had to do was lie there and resist the urge to cum. To hold back my own orgasm until she had had at least one of her own. Easier said than done when your beautiful wife is riding your cock like she stole it. But I breathed slow and steady as I attempted the impossible, trying to hold back the most powerful impulse in the world. 
 
    Above me, Gabriella howled. She cried out in Spanish, the language of her family that I had never mastered, that always seemed to come more naturally to her in these moments of extreme passion. I groaned as I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, the velvet walls spasming wildly as they gripped my manhood like they never wanted to let go. My fingernails dug into my palms as I clenched my useless fists above my head, closing my eyes for a moment as I savored the intense sensations of her orgasm erupting around my cock. As she screamed, I could feel her wet juices splashing against my skin, dripping down over my balls and thighs, anointing me in her liquid passion. It was the greatest feeling in the world. And hearing the way her breath caught in her throat, hearing the way she murmured words I didn't know but whose meaning I couldn't fail to understand, was the wildest pleasure imaginable. I had satisfied my wife, just as she demanded I do. 
 
    "You didn't cum," Gabriella said in a voice that still dripped with pleasure. Her orgasm had left her breathless, and she sat on top of me, my cock still buried inside her, her hands still at last on my burning chest. Her brown eyes peered deep into mine. I could see the wild joy that burned inside them, the residue of pleasure making them glow as my beautiful wife smiled down at me. 
 
    “Not yet,” I said, speaking through gritted teeth as I felt her pussy clench around me again. Deliberately this time. Teasingly. Gabriella chuckled as she did it, knowing she was driving me crazy. 
 
    "Are you close?" 
 
    "Yes," I gasped again. And as Gabriella suddenly rose up on her knees, raising her hips from my body to let my cock slide out of her dripping sex, I growled in frustration and despair. Lifting herself over my body, she flopped down on the mattress beside me, sitting at my hip. Stretching out her legs, she draped her boots over my chest. 
 
    "Look at that," Gabriella said, giggling girlishly as she looked over my body. "Look how hard you are. You must be really, really close." Reaching out with one hand, she ran a single finger along my boiling shaft. Her own juices shone on both her skin and mine as she toyed with me. 
 
    “Yes,” I hissed, “yes! Please, Gabriella! Please let me cum!” 
 
    "Ooh, I love hearing you beg," my cruel wife giggled. "But no. I don't think I want to let you cum yet. I like you horny and needy like this. Unable to do anything about it. Begging me to let you cum. I wonder what else I can get you to say. Or do." 
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned. Gabriella giggled again as she moved one ankle, vaguely tracing the shape of my trembling lips with the heel of her boot. 
 
    “Kiss, slave,” she said, pressing the heel of her boot against my lips like a finger to silence me. I hesitated for only a moment. Then I did as I was told. As humiliating as her command undoubtedly was, I had no will to resist her. I simply wanted her too badly. Gabriella threw back her head and laughed loudly, a bubbling sound that filled the room just like her screams and shrieks of pleasure had done moments before. 
 
    “Look at you,” she said again, lifting her foot from my mouth. “Look what I’ve done to you.” Her hands moved over my thigh as she spoke, her thumb rubbing the angry red marks her boot heels had left in my skin. The scratches on my chest burned far more. Still, I barely felt the pain of her scratches. I was still burning with desire, and that was practically all I could think about. 
 
    Gabriella moved on the bed beside me. Pulling her legs back under her, she rose up onto her knees again. I watched with a mounting feeling of helplessness as she picked up the riding crop. Playfully, she tapped it lightly over my chest and stomach, not hard enough to hurt. She finally tapped its tip against my bobbing cock. I winced, more from nervousness than any real pain. 
 
    "I could just whip your cock right now," Gabriella giggled as the tip of her crop moved further down. "I could whip your balls too. Really punish you for being a worthless man who lets his wife tie him up. Would you like that?" 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    "Then you'd better ask me nicely not to," Gabriella said, eyes blazing as she spoke. Despite her recent orgasm, I could see that her desire hadn't abated even a little. She was still just as turned on as she had been when she stood waiting for me just inside the front door of our house. Maybe even more so. Her powerful orgasm had only fueled her desire for more. 
 
    "Please, Gabriella," I began. The riding crop slashed through the air, and I cried out as it slapped hard against my thigh. Burning pain spread over my skin, eclipsing that from the scratches her boot heels had given me. Through my cry, I could hear my wicked wife laughing. 
 
    "That's Mistress Gabriella to you," she said. "Say it." It wasn't the first time my wife had made this demand of me. I had given in before, though never without a faint feeling of shame and humiliation. Which, I suppose, was the whole point. 
 
    "Please, Mistress Gabriella," I sighed, while she beamed above me, still brandishing the riding crop. "Please let me cum." 
 
    “Actually, you know what? I want you to call me Ama. Ama Gabriella. You know what that means?” 
 
    "No," I said. Gabriella moved slowly, uncoiling herself like a snake as she crawled toward my head. Reaching out, she gripped my chin in her hand, squeezing my cheeks as she stared deep into my eyes. Her hair fell around us both like a dark curtain, shutting out the world, shutting me in with this exquisite beauty who hovered above me now, her face mere inches from mine. 
 
    "Silly boy," she said, shaking her head slightly as she spoke. "All these years married to me and you still don't speak a word of Spanish. It means mistress. It's time you learned." 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." Above me, Gabriella smiled. Still holding my cheeks, she leaned further forward, and I felt her lips against mine. I moaned softly as she kissed me, my cock throbbing even more urgently as her tongue moved against mine. Then she lifted her face away and let go of her grip on my chin. 
 
    "This is so much fun," Gabriella said. "I've been thinking lately that I need to step up your training. I need to really make you serve me. You need to learn your place." 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." The things my wife was saying ultimately thrilled and terrified me. But I was too caught up in desire for her to resist. She knew that, and was playing with my desire beautifully. Wherever she had been learning her skills, reading more and more about S&M while I toiled away at work, it was clearly having a dramatic effect on her.  
 
    And that thought jogged my memory. Everything that had happened earlier that day with Emily rose like a volcano sprouting from the sea in my mind. With Gabriella still smiling down at me, I decided to try to talk to her again. 
 
    "Ama Gabriella, I need to tell you something," I said as respectfully as I could manage. "That photo you sent me at work today. My boss saw it." 
 
    The smile fell like thunder from Gabriella’s face. Her dark brows drew together as she scowled at me, her brown eyes seeming to flash with sudden fire. 
 
    “What do you mean? She saw me dressed like this?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “That’s what I was trying to tell you earlier.” 
 
    "How?" All the honey was gone from Gabriella's voice now. Still kneeling above me, still holding the riding crop, she seemed to have dropped her sexy mistress persona. A large part of me regretted bringing the subject up before I had had an orgasm of my own. The idea that what I was telling her might put her off completing this wild scene terrified me. But I could only imagine how mad she would be if I withheld something this important. I had to get it off my chest. 
 
    "I guess she was behind me when I opened it on my phone," I said. "I'm sorry. She — she said you looked good, if that's any consolation." 
 
    "Not really," Gabriella said slowly. "How am I supposed to look her in the eye again? I'm glad I didn't send you something even more provocative. At least everything was covered. But I can't believe you let her see that." 
 
    "I'm sorry, Mi - I mean, Ama Gabriella." But my hope that using her new title would mitigate her anger seemed ill-founded. Dropping the riding crop, Gabriella suddenly turned. Hurriedly, she climbed off the bed. Over by the dresser, I heard her angrily blowing out the candles.  
 
    And there I was, tied to the bed, still rock hard, my cock shining with the juices of her orgasm, as desperate for release as I could ever remember being. As I watched her body moving in her sexy outfit, my torment only became greater. I had to try something. And I could only blame my lust-addled state and deep desire for preventing me from thinking clearly. I was ready to blurt out anything that might help, that might stop her from blowing out the candles and taking off her beautiful outfit and not finishing this wild scene she had drawn me into. That's the only way I can explain what I said next. 
 
    "She said you should send more," I said. "She said she liked that one, and that I was a lucky guy. She said you looked amazing. And she wants you to send her some pictures too." 
 
    Over by the dresser, Gabriella stopped. She didn't turn around. Not yet. A still-burning candle sat in her hand, on the brink of extinction. 
 
    “Your boss wants naughty pictures of me?” 
 
    “It looks that way, Ama Gabriela.” 
 
    Finally, Gabriela turned. The candle she held on the dresser lit her face from below, her dark hair casting deep shadows over her beautiful features. For a moment, she said nothing. She just looked at me where I lay on the bed, still hard and desperately horny, longing for the beautiful body that stood in front of me. 
 
    "Is she gay?" Gabriella finally asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I didn’t think so. Maybe she’s bi.” 
 
    "Or maybe she just thinks it's funny," Gabriela said. "Maybe she's just curious. Does she know I dominate you?" 
 
    "I don't know," I said truthfully. "I didn't mention it. But I don't know if she guessed it from the outfit." 
 
    "This is an interesting development." Setting aside the candle, Gabriella turned back toward the bed. Reprieved, the tiny flame danced and waved, lighting her from behind as she climbed back onto the mattress. Once again, she climbed on top of me, straddling my chest and sitting down. I could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy against my scratched skin, and my cock surged, ignored for now as she looked down at me. 
 
    "Imagine if I told her," Gabriella said. And slowly, a smile crept across her face again. Reaching down beside her, she picked up the riding crop again. I gulped as I watched her bend its flexible shaft between her hands. 
 
    "You're going to tell her?" I tried to keep my voice as neutral as possible, trying to keep the rising fear out of it. But Gabriella knew me too well. Her smile only grew deeper as she stared down at me, her eyes glowing again with the same delight that burned in them earlier. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said softly. “Would that humiliate you if I did?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, writhing against the chains that held me as I squirmed beneath her. “Very much.” 
 
    "I bet," Gabriella chuckled. "But I like humiliating you. And you know you like it too. I mean, I'm not ashamed that I boss you around. It's only embarrassing for you, not me." The tip of her riding crop tapped playfully against my chest again. Smiling to herself, Gabriella used it to trace the long red lines her fingernails had left on my skin. As though she were admiring her handiwork, pleased with what she had done to me. She was. 
 
    I grunted as she struck my chest with the riding crop. A loud slap echoed in the bedroom as she set the weapon aside. Moving suddenly, as though under the influence of a decision finally made, she climbed off me and climbed off the bed. I watched as she headed toward the door. 
 
    "Where are you going," I call after her, quickly adding, "Ama?" My wife turned in the doorway to smile at me, silhouetted by the brighter light outside. 
 
    "Don't worry about it," she said. "You just wait here. I'll be back in a minute." Abandoned, I listen to the sound of her high heels recede as she walked through the house. Chained to the headboard, all I could do was wait. And just as she had said she would, Gabriella returned after only a moment. When she stepped through the door of the bedroom, smiling in delight as she climbed back onto the bed, I gasped as I saw she had her cell phone in her hand. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I said while my wife kneeled next to me. “You’re going to tell her, aren’t you?” 
 
    "I haven't decided yet," Gabriella smiled. "But I think it's an interesting idea. I mean, your boss is hot. I know you think so too. It's okay. You don't have to deny it. She's beautiful. I can imagine how keyed up you'll be if I'm sending you both photos through the day. I have to say, it's kind of a turn on. But first…" I trembled as my wife turned the phone toward me. The camera flashed, and I heard a click as she took a photo. She scowled at the screen. Then, reaching over my body, she picked up a candle from the bedside table and placed it on my chest. I tried to keep my breathing shallow as the light burned above me, and Gabriella focused her camera again. This time there was no flash. Just the click as she captured my humiliation, lying tied to the bed. 
 
    “Look at me,” Gabriella instructed. ‘Look at the camera.” 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." Feeling utterly defeated, I raised my eyes to the phone she held and heard her giggle as she took my photo. Moving on the bed, she took several more, making sure to capture my humiliation from every angle. While she did so, a drop of hot wax escaped the caldera of the candle, and I winced as it burned on my chest. Finally, Gabriella picked up the candle and put it down on the bedside table again. Her phone still in her hand, she climbed on top of me again. Straddling me, she sat on my stomach, riding the rhythm of my breath like a surfer waiting for that one big wave. 
 
    "What's her number?" Gabriella said. I shook my head as I gazed up at her. My loving wife had transformed into this powerful dominatrix, and I was having a hard time keeping up. Submitting to Gabriella thrilled me like nothing else. But our games had always been just that. Fun activities we sometimes did in the bedroom. They weren't a big part of our life. They didn't define us. As much as I longed to go to the next level, as much as I wanted to follow her and see what other wild delights might lurk in the darkness, I was terrified of what the consequences might be. 
 
    I couldn’t know it at the time. But I was right to be. 
 
    I said nothing. I felt almost incapable of speech. And as Gabriella gazed down at my face, she stuck out her bottom lip in a mocking pout. 
 
    "Don't want to tell me?" she said in a voice that dripped with sarcasm. "You don't want me sharing these embarrassing photos with your boss?" 
 
    "Not — I don't know, Ama Gabriella," I said slowly. "I don't know how she'll react. And that's my job." 
 
    "She'll think it's funny," Gabriella said. "You know what she's like. And who knows? She might even think it's sexy. Maybe your work wife would like to see what you get up to with your real wife." 
 
    "Oh my God," I sighed. I knew that what Gabriella was saying was insane. I knew I should put a stop to it. But she seemed to know exactly which buttons to press. She had me at her mercy in more ways than one. Trembling with desire for her, even the most outrageous ideas seemed somehow plausible. 
 
    "You don't sound to me that like a guy that really wants to cum," Gabriella went on, shaking her head slowly. "I mean, if you did, you'd do what I say. All you have to do is give me her number. Seven little digits. Do that, and I'll give you the best blow job you ever had in your life." 
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned again. And Gabriella simply giggled, already certain of her triumph. I was overmatched. She knew it as well as I did. Trembling with desire for her as I was, I couldn't resist. Common sense took a backseat to raging lust. Against my better judgment, against every dictate of caution and reasonableness, I gave my wife Emily's number. 
 
    "Good," Gabriella smiled as she typed into her phone. "I think I need to talk to this work wife of yours. But don't worry. I haven't sent them yet. I haven't decided whether I will or not. It's a big step. In the meantime, you should be very nice to me. You can start by making me cum again."  
 
    As she spoke, Gabriella clambered toward my head. Turning to face my feet, she swung one leg over me. Her pussy hovered above my face, and I could smell her desire as I lay helpless beneath her.  
 
    I opened my mouth to protest and remind her of her promise, but instantly thought better of it. Clearly, my wife was in no mood to be argued with. And as she settled her dripping pussy down onto my face, my desire for her took over. I ran my tongue over her fragrant lips, savoring the taste of her juices while my cock throbbed between my legs. I heard Gabriella moan above me, and I licked her the way I knew she liked, sliding my tongue between her silken folds before straining to reach her clit. Soon, she was moaning above me, slowly rocking her hips back and forth as she smeared her juices over my face. 
 
    When I heard the camera click again and again, I froze. My heart pounded in my chest as I realized that my wife was taking pictures of herself sitting on my face, using me like the sex toy she had promised to turn me into. If those photos were just for her, that was one thing. In fact, the idea of recording this wild evening turned me on. But my mistress had still not decided what she would do with the new information I had given her. And that both terrified and thrilled me. 
 
    "Keep licking," Gabriella said in a breathless voice, grinding her pussy against my mouth as she spoke. I resumed my task, licking and kissing her fragrant sex while her moans grew louder above me. I felt something small drop onto the mattress beside me, and I hoped it was her phone.  
 
    As she shifted on top of me, I groaned as I felt her hands moving over my body. Her breasts pressed against my stomach, and pleasure swelled inside me as she took my wet cock in her hands. I cried out against her trembling sex as I felt her run her soft warm tongue over my shaft, licking up the juices of her own orgasm as she toyed with my manhood. 
 
    "This is going to be so much fun," I heard her say, her words punctuated by moans and gasps and squeals of pleasure as I went on worshiping her pussy while she crouched on top of me. "I mean, what's the point of turning your husband into a sex slave if you can't share it with other people? I think Emily's going to get a real kick out of this. And you're not going to be able to hide from what you really are, at work or at home. Still, it's not like there's nothing in it for you. Being humiliated in front of two sexy women has got to be better than just one, right?" 
 
    With Gabriella's dripping pussy pressed against my mouth, I couldn't make any intelligible reply. It seemed unnecessary in any case. My cruel wife was talking to herself as much as she was to me. And the talking stopped as she lowered her head down to my lap and wrapped her lips around my cock.  
 
    I cried out between her thighs as I felt her sucking me, bobbing her head back and forth as she took me deeper and deeper. We lay like that in a 69 position, both of us orally pleasuring the other, our bodies alive with passion and delight. And as her pussy spasmed against my mouth, releasing another flood of her juices in a wet stream to anoint my cheeks and chin, I felt my own pleasure building. A powerful orgasm that rose from deep in my body, rising like molten lava from my balls to erupt into her mouth. Gabriella gasped as she felt me cum, but she did her best to swallow my load, gulping it down breathlessly while I emptied a long day of frustration into her. 
 
    I had no idea what the future might hold. But if it was anything like this, I couldn’t wait to find out. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3. Humiliated At Work 
 
      
 
    "Morning, Hunter." 
 
    Dread is a pointless emotion. Some things cannot be avoided. Yet we sit there worrying about them, as though worry can make it better. As though if we only think hard enough about what lies ahead, it might not come to pass. 
 
    I knew I was going to see Emily, and sooner rather than later. She was my boss, and we work closely together. I couldn’t avoid her. But all the same, I dreaded that encounter. Because I didn’t know how much she knew. 
 
    Gabriella had been infuriatingly coy. Even after our kinky session ended and she untied me from the bed, she still refused to come clean about what she intended to do with the photos she had taken. They were still there on her phone, capturing my total humiliation as I submitted to my dominant wife. And whenever I asked her about it, she just shrugged and smiled and changed the subject.  
 
    It was maddening. But I couldn't deny that it was also sexy. And my reactions gave me away. We had sex a few more times that night, just regular stuff, no whips or chains required. The truth was, I couldn't keep my hands off her. And every time I thought about the power those photos gave my sadistic wife, I felt my cock surging in helpless desire again. She knew it too. It was all the confirmation she needed to know that I was along for the ride. Even though I was terrified where it might lead us. Even though I was mortally ashamed of what I had become, what Gabriella had turned me into. Even though I was terrified of my sexy boss finding out about us. 
 
    And when the next day dawned, I knew I had to face the music. As tempting as it was to call in sick and spend all day at home with my sexy wife, I knew that would be only a temporary solution. Short of quitting my job, I was going to have to face the music sooner or later. As Gabriella was eager to remind me. 
 
    Easy for her to say. She wasn't the one who had to actually do it. And every mile I traveled closer to the office made my nervousness grow. It was similar in a way to the way I had felt the night before, rushing home to be with my wife as visions of her in her new lingerie teased me. The feelings were the same. But they weren't a million miles apart either. And as I drove to work with all kinds of fears and doubts and desires vibrating in my head, I found myself wondering what all this might mean. I found myself hoping. Because after all, I'd have to be blind not to be aware of the possibilities this presented.  
 
    It's not true that I had a thing for Emily. I didn't. I was attracted to her, like any man would be. But I was happy enough with my marriage to Gabriella that I didn't go around actively lusting after my boss, no matter how beautiful she was. Still, the thought of her being somehow involved in the games Gabriella and I were playing was enough to make my cheeks burn with a combination of embarrassment and desire. 
 
    There was no sign of Emily when I got to the office. But it didn't take long for her to materialize. I heard her before I saw her, her morning greeting echoing in my ears as I lifted my head. She sat down on the edge of my desk, and I gulped. Her dress creaked as it tightened around her thigh. It was leather, tight red leather that shone in the light that streamed down from overhead. Emily had always made some daring fashion choices when it came to what she wore to the office. But I had never seen her wear anything quite like that. And immediately, my mind started racing even as my cock throbbed. Did she already know? Was this some kind of concession to what Gabriella had told her? Because the tight leather of my boss's dress instantly recalled the lingerie my wife had worn the previous night. 
 
    "Good morning," I said, doing my best to moderate my voice and behave as though everything was normal. Emily smiled down at me, her blonde hair shining like spun gold as it cascaded over her shoulders. She was wearing a black suit jacket over the dress, an attempt to add some conservative restraint to the otherwise sexy garment. I wasn't sure how effective it was. Then again, I'm hardly an expert on women's fashion. I just know what turns me on. And Emily, sitting on the edge of my desk smiling down at me, was definitely doing that. 
 
    "What you think of this dress?" I blinked as she spoke. She reached for the button of her jacket and unfastened it, pulling it open a little to let me see more of her clothing underneath it. In terms of style, I supposed, the dress was perfectly reasonable. Although it slid a little higher up her legs when she sat, it was knee length when she stood. The neckline was modest, and if it was sleeveless, the jacket she wore hid that. If it hadn't been made of scarlet leather, I might not have batted an eyelid. 
 
    "I like it," I said. Emily's smiled deepened, her pretty eyes flickering for a moment as she grinned at me. 
 
    "Thanks," she said. "You don't think it's a bit too sexy for work?" 
 
    "It is sexy," I admitted. "But it looks good on you." Emily chuckled under her breath. 
 
    "That's what I get for asking a man, I guess," she said. "But you're the only one here." That much was true. I was the first one to the office, and nobody else had turned up yet. That fact only made my heart race even more as I sat at my desk. The two of us were alone, and Emily's perfume was rising in warm waves from her body, and the strangeness of the situation I found myself in was making my cock swell inside my pants. Emily knew she looked sexy. But I wondered if she had any idea just how much she was turning me on at that moment. 
 
    "Do you like leather?" She spoke in a soft voice. And as she did, her hand slid down over her thigh, sliding easily over the slick material of her dress. I gulped again. I still didn't know how much Emily knew. I still didn't know if my wife had already sent the pictures of our evening activities. But now it was abundantly clear to me that Emily was toying with me. Maybe at Gabriella's behest. Maybe for reasons of her own. Either way, I knew at once that this was not going to be an ordinary day at work. 
 
    “Yeah, I like it,” I said. “On the right woman.” 
 
    “On your wife, you mean?” 
 
    “Yeah, on my wife.” 
 
    "What about on me?" 
 
    “I like it on you too.” 
 
    "Good." The leather of Emily's dress creaked again as she shifted on my desk. Turning slightly toward me, she raised her feet from the floor. I gulped as she put one foot on my knee, the other resting on the front of my chair between my legs. She was wearing strappy black high-heeled shoes that seemed more appropriate for a night out than a day at the office. Still, it went well with her dress. I could barely believe what was happening. After the night I had had, it seemed like my sexy boss was trying to seduce me. And it was working. I had no intention of cheating on my wife. Gabriella gave me everything I needed and then some. But a man can only take so much. And partly, I thought to myself, it was Gabriella's fault. I was only as excited and horny as I was because of her and her wild ideas. Her anger at Emily seeing her sexy lingerie had barely lasted a couple of minutes before she started getting ideas. It was Gabriella, and Emily too, who put this idea in my head. I was just trying to keep up. 
 
    "Has your wife sent you any sexy pictures today?" 
 
    “Not yet. It’s still early,” I replied.  
 
    "Did you tell her what I said? Did you tell her I want to see her pictures too?" 
 
    "Yeah, I told her." 
 
    “What did she say?” 
 
    “Well, she was kind of mad for a minute. But then…” 
 
    "Yes? Then what?"  
 
    "Then she seemed kind of intrigued by the idea." 
 
    "Really? That's awesome!" Emily clapped her hands together with obvious delight as she spoke. Her reaction seemed so genuine, so unfeigned, that I started to suspect that she really knew nothing. That Gabriella hadn't spoken to her yet. That was a relief, but only a partial one. Just because my wife hadn't shared the photos of my humiliation yet didn't mean she never would. And as the air between me and Emily crackled with this new sexual tension, I wondered if there was any possibility of me keeping my boss from finding out about how I submitted to my wife. And how much did I even want to keep it from her? 
 
    "Do you think she'll do it?" Emily's pretty eyes sparkled again as she spoke. I was almost painfully conscious of her high-heeled shoe between my legs, her toe resting mere inches from my throbbing cock. If she looked down, I knew, my boss wouldn't be able to miss the telltale bulge of my erection in my pants. 
 
    "I have no idea," I said. "I never really know what Gabriella is capable of. She's on this strange new kick lately… never mind." 
 
    “Tell me.” Emily’s hair shone as she leaned forward, hanging down on either side of her pretty face as she peered deep into my eyes.  
 
    "No, no," I chuckled. "You know enough about us already. Some things should stay private." 
 
    Emily's smile never wavered. Her eyes were still locked on mine as she slowly reached into the inside pocket of her jacket. With a growing sense of unease, I watched her slide out her phone. 
 
    "You mean, things like your wife sitting on your face and making you her bitch?" Emily giggled. My heart froze. No matter how much I thought about this, there was no way I could possibly prepare myself for the feelings that came with it. Shame. Embarrassment. Fear. Desire. In some strange way, I was even sort of impressed by Gabriella. Not too long ago, all this kinky stuff had been totally foreign to us. Now, her confidence was so great that she was not only willing to dominate me. She was also willing to tell my boss about it. Humiliated as I was, I found myself grudgingly admiring that kind of control. 
 
    The screen of Emily's phone lit up. As though to prove her words had not been a lucky guess, she showed me the photos Gabriella had taken. It was strange to see myself like that, my body buried under that of my beautiful wife, my chest showing between her knees as she smiled up at the camera. Held at a high angle, it gave an incredible view of her breasts swelling above the lingerie she wore last night. My cock throbbed at Emily's foot. 
 
    “So she sent you those,” I said with a rueful smile, trying to play it off like it wasn’t the most embarrassing experience of my life. 
 
    "Yep," Emily smiled as she slipped her phone back into her jacket pocket. "Now I'm looking forward to her sending some more sexy pictures for us both to drool over. She's quite the show off, your wife. Then again, look at her. With a body like that, why shouldn't she show it off?" 
 
    "Can I ask you something, Emily? Are you into girls?" 
 
    Emily's smile never wavered. She just leaned forward again, the leather dress creaking as she lowered her face close to mine. Reaching out, she laid one hand on my shoulder. I almost jumped at the contact. I felt one of her high heels dig into my knee, just lightly, as she balanced herself. 
 
    "Don't worry about what I'm into, Hunter," she said. "I'm not into labels. I'll tell you what I am into. Sex. I just really love getting laid. And I love playing sexy little games like this. I mean, look at you right now. You're supposed to be at work. But you're thinking about fucking me, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes," I admitted. There was no point trying to lie about her. Emily giggled, and I grunted as her toe tapped against the visible bulge of my cock in my pants. It was all the proof she needed. 
 
    "That's very naughty of you," she teased. "I'm your boss, and you're a married man. What do you think your wife would do if she knew? Do you think she'd punish you?" 
 
    "She already does know," I said. "I mean, she knows how beautiful you are. She'd probably think there was something wrong with me if I didn't want to sleep with you." 
 
    “That’s nice,” Emily said dreamily. “I think the three of us could have a lot of fun together.” 
 
    "I bet we could," I smiled. This was all like some wild dream. Something I'd barely have allowed myself to even imagine. But it was happening, right in front of me. My beautiful boss was seriously talking about playing with me and Gabriella. And while it made me nervous to think about what form those games might take, my main feeling was one of sheer excitement. Both of these women were way out of my league. Together, it was more than I had ever allowed myself to hope for. But it was becoming reality, right in front of my eyes. I could hardly believe my luck. Even if I wasn't blind to the potential cost of what Emily was saying. After all, lately with Gabriella, nothing was free. But this tantalizing reward seemed worth any price. 
 
    Abruptly, Emily sat up. Snatching her legs back from my seat, she slid off my desk onto her feet. As the office door opened, she refastened the buttons of her suit jacket. Once again, she was my boss, a beautiful but professional woman in a dress that was only very slightly risqué. 
 
    "Hi, Sharon," Emily called across the room in answer to my coworker's greeting. Turning to me again, Emily stood up straight before she spoke, as though reclaiming the authority of a boss after the smiling sex kitten she had just been. 
 
    "Come to my office when you get that call, okay?" she said. 
 
    "Okay," I said slowly, not understanding what she meant for a moment. Then it dawned on me. She was talking about my wife again. And I was glad I had my back to Sharon as my cheeks began to burn with helpless embarrassment. I wondered if the faint flicker I saw on Emily's lips was a genuine smile, or if I just imagined it. 
 
    But my sexy boss didn't say any more. She just turned and began to walk across the office. I watched her go, the red leather of her dress shining as it strained to contain her round ass and swaying hips, her tall high heels making the muscles stand out in her calves as she sashayed across the room like a mirage of pure sex appeal. There were hours and hours left to go, and already I knew I was in for a very difficult day at work. 
 
    The hours dragged on. I tried not to check my phone. After all, I knew it would alert me the moment I got a text from Gabriella. Yet I kept checking it as though it might somehow have forgotten how to do its job. As though constantly checking could somehow help to make the longed-for event come to pass. Silly, the games we play with time and desire. But the human heart doesn't run on rational considerations. It's a wild beast that follows its own inclinations wherever they may lead. And I was feeling very much its helpless victim as the minutes crawled past one by one. 
 
    But even the longest sentence comes to an end eventually. I was answering an email when from the corner of my eye, I saw my phone's screen light up where it sat on the desk close to my hand. I already knew what it meant. Before I even picked it up, I knew it was Gabriella. My heart raced as I reached for the device, casting a quick look over my shoulder to check no one was watching as I opened the message. If I had had the same caution the previous day, none of this would have happened. But there's no turning back the arrow of time. All we can do is keep going forward. 
 
    Gabriella lay sprawled on the bed. She must've used the timer to set up the shot just right. Her phone had to be on the other side of the room from where she lay. She was dressed in another new lingerie set, one I had never seen before. Her bra and panties were mostly black, with small panels of dark green here and there. She was wearing a garter belt too, and I could see the black stockings on her legs, rising up to the middle of her thighs and accentuating her long legs and broad hips. She lay with her head propped on one hand, her elbow on the bed underneath her, the curves of her body like the lines of a cello as she smiled at the camera. Her eyes smoldered. My wife really could have been a model if she had so chosen. The camera loved her. 
 
    After my encounter with Emily that morning, my cock had slowly receded, adapting itself to the demands of the workday. But now, at the sight of my wife in her provocative pose, I could feel lust roaring inside me again. All at once, my cock swelled, thickening rapidly in my pants as I stared at the photo in disbelief. Even after all these years, it was sometimes hard to remember that this woman was my wife. Not some sexy model I was looking at, but the real flesh and blood woman I was married to. Emily called me lucky, and I never felt the truth of that more than when Gabriella set out to entice me. It was a task she never failed at. 
 
    And I remembered Emily's words. There was no reason to believe Gabriella hadn't sent the same photo to my boss. Sliding my phone into my pocket, I took a couple of deep breaths. I tried not to think of sex, tried not to think of what was going on under the surface of a mundane workday. I tried to get my cock to soften in my pants for fear of my aroused state being seen by my coworkers when I stood up. But it was useless. The thought of Gabriella and Emily tormented me. I couldn't think of anything else. Besides, I didn't want to keep my boss waiting. So I stood, the front of my pants bulging as I hurried across the office to where Emily waited. 
 
    As I stepped through the door of her office, she smiled at me. It was a smile at once enticing and chilling, one that made my fear and desire boil up together as I looked at her. She turned soundlessly in her swivel chair to face me, her phone in her hand. I knew immediately that Gabriella had sent her the same text she sent me. 
 
    "Close the door," Emily said. I did as I was told. I closed the door to her office behind me. Rising from her seat, Emily crossed the floor toward me. I couldn't ignore the way her body swayed in her tall heels, the way her leather dress clung to her every curve. As she stepped past me to lock the door and close the blinds that covered the glass, my cock was raging uncontrollably in my pants. Without touching me, Emily turned and made her way back to her desk. Unsure of myself, I followed, watching her lower herself back into her chair. 
 
    "How gorgeous is your wife?" she asked, waving haerphone at me. 
 
    “I know,” I said. “She’s absolutely beautiful.” 
 
    "Do you have a hard-on right now?" Emily smiled as she spoke, her eyes flickering over my body toward the unmistakable bulge in the front of my pants. The question was impertinent, and hearing it there in her office only made it more jarring. But there wasn't much point denying the truth. Emily could see the condition I was in for herself all too easily. 
 
    “Yes,” I said uncomfortably, and my beautiful boss laughed. 
 
    "Bring a chair around to this side of the desk," she said. I didn't argue. Grabbing one of the chairs in front of her desk, I dragged it over the carpet to set it up close to hers. As I sat down, Emily leaned back in her own chair. Lifting her feet from the floor, she laid them in my lap. She giggled again as she gently tapped one foot against my cock through my pants, making me squirm in my seat. 
 
    "I'm going to call her right now," Emily smiled. "We're going to decide what to do with you." 
 
    "Jesus, Emily," I said. But my boss ignored me, already reaching toward her computer on the desk. She pressed a few buttons, and suddenly I heard Gabriella's voice through the computer speakers. Emily pressed another button, and her large screen filled with my wife's face. 
 
    "Hello," Emily said. 
 
    "Hi," Gabriella replied. She was on a webcam, and I could see the uncertainty in her pretty face as she sat in front of the camera. But I could also see her excitement. She was still wearing the lingerie she had worn in the photo, and her breasts swelled in the skimpy bra with every breath she took. My mouth was dry, my head spinning in disbelief. I could hardly process what was happening here. And my cock raged against Emily's foot as I sat open-mouthed and speechless, waiting to see what was next. 
 
    "We were both just drooling over your photo," Emily said. "You look amazing." 
 
    "Thank you," Gabriella smiled. "I just can't resist teasing my husband. It's so much fun." 
 
    "It is," Emily agreed. "But I've been thinking. With you at home and me at the office, together, we can really drive him crazy. Just imagine it. He'll never be able to escape us. We can work together to keep him horny and frustrated 24 hours a day." 
 
    "Oh, I like the sound of that," Gabriella grinned. Her eyes flickered toward me as she spoke, or towards my representation on the laptop screen she had sitting in front of her. My wife was clearly enjoying this just as much as Emily was. My cock surged as I longed to be at home with her, knowing even Gabriella wouldn't be able to resist this kind of sexual teasing. If she had been there, neither of us would've been able to control ourselves. But she wasn't, and all I had was Emily's foot against my shaft as I breathed steadily and tried to keep calm. 
 
    "He asked me if I was gay today," Emily said. "That's really none of his business. But I have to say, this game is really turning me on. You're so fucking sexy, Gabriella. It's really doing it for me." 
 
    "Thank you," Gabriella smiled again. "You're very beautiful too. I bet it must drive Hunter crazy working with you all day." 
 
    "I hope so," Emily smiled. "But not as crazy as I intend to drive him. What do you say? Shall we work together to make your husband our bitch?" 
 
    There was a pause as Gabriella looked from Emily to me and back again. Emily's foot was moving in my lap, rubbing my cock through my pants almost absentmindedly, as though she didn't know what she was doing. But it seemed that Emily always knew exactly what she was doing. And I gripped the arms of the chair as I waited for my wife's response, hardly daring to imagine what the future held. Desire was raging inside me, and I felt myself losing control at Emily's words and the maddening motion of her high heel between my legs. 
 
    "Yeah. Let's do it," Gabriella smiled, giggling as she spoke. Emily laughed out loud. And right at that moment, my cheeks burning in shame, I lost control. My cock surged, and my stomach tightened, and I gasped in the knowledge that I had passed the point of no return. Emily's golden hair shone as she turned to look at me, an expression of surprise on her face. Right there, with both my boss and my wife watching me, I came in my pants, spurting my orgasm into my underwear while I trembled and shook in the office chair. 
 
    "Oh my God," Emily shrieked in obvious joy. "Oh my God, your husband just came in his pants!" Gabriella joined in her laughter, and as my climax slowly subsided, I felt my skin burning with shame as the two women stared at me in a mixture of amusement and disdain. 
 
    “I guess we’ll have to teach them a lesson,” Gabriella said. On Emily’s computer screen, my wife’s eyes glittered darkly with the joy of conquest. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4. Playing With The Boss 
 
      
 
    “Zip me up.” 
 
    As she spoke, Gabriella turned her back on me. Gathering up the soft waves of her dark hair, she pulled them forward over her shoulder. It wasn't a request but an order. 
 
    Rising from the bed where I was sitting, I walked toward her. My stomach had been tying itself in knots for hours. And with every minute that passed, the tension only grew stronger. I had watched Gabriella get ready, an already beautiful woman further beautifying herself until I was almost wild with desire. The last thing I wanted to do was to help her put her dress on. I wanted to tear it off, to throw her onto the bed, to pin her down underneath me and thrust my throbbing cock deep inside the silken folds of my wife's pussy. But I didn't do it. Instead, I reached out with trembling hands and slowly drew up the zipper of the black dress she had chosen for the evening. 
 
    I didn't stop there. As Gabriella released her hair and turned to face me, I slid my hands down over her body. I gripped her hips and pulled her against me, my hands sliding up underneath the flared skirt of her dress. Gabriella giggled as she placed her hands on my shoulders, but she didn't push me away. Emboldened, I kept reaching up under her dress, my hands finding the warmth of her pussy underneath the thin fabric of her panties. I knew she could feel my cock pressing against her thigh, rock hard and ready for sex. I wanted her to feel it. I wanted her to feel my panting breath on her neck and shoulder, the raging desire I felt for her overcoming everything else. But she reached down with one hand and grabbed my wrist, slowly shaking her head as she smiled at me. 
 
    “Not now, Hunter,” she said. “I just showered.” 
 
    "You can shower again," I said, as I bent my fingers and slid them over her panty-covered crotch. Gabriella sighed softly, her eyes closing for a second under fluttering eyelids. But then, she pushed my hand away. 
 
    “I don’t have time,” she said, opening her eyes again. “She’ll be here soon. Besides, I kind of like you like this. You’re really turned on, aren’t you?” 
 
    "Obviously," I said. Gabriella giggled as I spread my hands at my sides, letting her see the unmissable bulge of my erection in my pants. Biting her lower lip, Gabriella reached out and ran a hand over it, teasing my throbbing cock through my clothing just for a moment. I groaned in disappointment as she lifted her hand away. 
 
    "It really turns you on being bossed around by a woman, doesn't it?" she said. Her eyes were glittering, the warm brown iris seeming to glow in the shadows her makeup created. Gabriella, dressed to kill, was achingly beautiful. And the fact that I knew she hadn't got so dressed up just for my benefit only made her more desirable to me. My gorgeous wife and my beautiful boss might be willing to work together to embarrass and dominate me. But there was a kind of competition between the two. Two beautiful women who probably couldn't help but compare themselves against one another. After all, I knew how competitive Gabriella could be. And from what I knew from work, Emily was a woman who always wanted to win. 
 
    "It does," I admitted reluctantly. "But probably not as much as it turns you on giving the orders." Gabriella laughed out loud, throwing back her head as the sound of her amusement filled the bedroom. She had always been the primary driver behind these wild games we were playing. But now, Emily was involved too. None of this had been my idea. In fact, I don't think I could ever have come up with something as wildly sexy as this. And if I had, I certainly wouldn't have dared try to make it a reality. No, it was the women that were driving all of this. Taking great pleasure in my obvious desire for both of them. At its heart, I knew, that was what this game was about. How much could they make me do in the hope of enjoying their beautiful bodies? I didn't know the answer to that myself. But I knew, just as Gabriella knew, that I would do a lot. 
 
    "You're right," Gabriella said, her slender shoulders rising and falling in a faint shrug. "I do love it. I love that you want me so badly that you'll do just about anything to have me. And having you serve another woman is just the ultimate form of that. Still, I'm a little bit nervous about tonight. What do you think she'll do?"  
 
    "I have no idea," I said. "I don't really know what she's like with this stuff. I mean, it's not like we talk about sex a lot at work. Not until recently, anyway. She seems kind of - I don't know. Open-minded, I guess. Willing to experiment. I mean, she's definitely into this. But we don't have to do it. We don't have to do anything." I was speaking against my own interests. I stood in front of Gabriella, my hand still resting on her hips, her skirt still crumpled under my fingers. I was at least as nervous as my wife was, at least as anxious about what might happen with my beautiful boss. But I wanted this more than I had ever wanted anything. Now that there was the possibility of playing with both these women, I couldn't think of anything else. Silently, I prayed that Gabriella wouldn't back out now. Because what they were offering me was the kind of thing most men can only dream of. And if I came so close without ever experiencing this kind of wild joy, I knew it would haunt me forever. 
 
    "I know we don't have to," Gabriella smiled. "I want to. Like how you don't have to do what I say and let me use you like my own personal sex toy. But you do. Because it's fun. It's sexy. It turns us both on." 
 
    "Yes, it does," I grinned. Pulling her against me again, I pressed my cock against her hip and lowered my face toward hers. As I tried to kiss her, Gabriella turned her face away. 
 
    "Lipstick," she said. "I don't want you messing it up." And then I saw the gleam in her pretty eyes as she turned to face me again. "You may kiss my neck," she murmured, her red lips forming the words mere inches from my own. I could see the change in her. I could see the dominatrix rising, the sense of her own power swelling in my wife's heart as she reminded herself what we were there to do. 
 
    "Okay," I said with a smile. Tenderly, I kissed her long neck, feeling the warmth of her skin against my lips. And as a soft moan escaped her throat, I kept going, kissing my way down her neck toward her shoulder. The smell of her perfume was intoxicating as it rose around me, and the feel of her skin on my lips was maddening. Slowly, my eyes on her face, I kissed my way over her shoulder, down toward her chest. Gabriella stood in my arms with her eyes closed, her lips parted, a look of wild anticipation on her face. And slowly, I made my way down to her cleavage. Her black dress was cut in a deep V, and she wore a push-up bra underneath that made her breasts swell visibly above the neckline. My cock surged again as I kissed her warm breasts, moving from one to the other, savoring their softness under my mouth. Gabriella didn't stop me. And wild with desire, my hands began to move again. Sliding over her skirt, I reached for her ass. Squeezing her cheeks in both hands, I pulled her against me, grinding my cock against her body. 
 
    Clearly, I went too far. 
 
    “Stop.” Placing her hands on my shoulders, Gabriella pushed me away. “I told you to just kiss me. But you had to take it too far.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, still smiling mischievously at my wife. “You just look so good, I couldn’t help myself.” 
 
    "But you're going to have to learn to control yourself," Gabriella said. Her tone was still stern as she stared at me, her eyes blazing. "The whole point of this is that you do as you're told. I don't want you embarrassing me in front of your boss. I want you to show her just how whipped I have you. Now, what do you say?" 
 
    Gabriella stood in front of me now with her hands on her hips, her eyes flashing dangerously. She was so much smaller than me, and yet I felt a sudden stab of fear at the look of anger on her face. Whether it was real or an act, I couldn't be sure. But I knew the power this gorgeous woman held over me. 
 
    "I already said sorry," I mumbled. Gabriella just shifted her weight from one leg to the other. She was already wearing high heels that made her almost as tall as I was, and her long legs looked like heaven under the flared skirt of her dress that ended in the middle of her toned thighs. Even as she glared at me angrily, I couldn't keep my eyes from dancing over her body, taking in the look of her while my cock surged uselessly. 
 
    "No you didn't," Gabriella snapped. "Not properly. What do you call me?' She raised her eyebrows as she spoke, and my heart spasmed. I hadn't forgotten what she made me call her, not even for a moment. But I was always reluctant to say it, to go down that road of submission to her. It was embarrassing. And with my boss on her way over, it was doubly so. Of course, Gabriella knew that. Of course, that was the whole point. 
 
    "I'm sorry, Ama Gabriella." As I spoke the words, my wife's expression finally softened slightly. A smile spread slowly across her face. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “There’s nothing more useless than a husband who can’t follow simple instructions. But you know what? I think I’d prefer you on your knees right now.’ 
 
    "Are you serious?" Gabriella loved to humiliate me. That was a given. But up to that point, most of the games we had played had involved her tying me up and having sex with me. Clearly, Gabriella had some new ritual in mind. And the smile fell from her face with a speed that terrified me as her anger boiled to the surface again. 
 
    "Does it look like I'm joking? Apologize to me right now, or I'm calling this whole thing off." 
 
    Even as some voice in my head screamed me not to do it, I couldn't resist.  I dropped to the floor, and now my wife towered above me, looking down at me from under her painted eyelids with a sneer of pleasture on her face. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ama Gabriella,” I said. And the smile returned to her face as she watched me given. 
 
    “You’d better be,” she said. “You want this to happen really badly, don’t you? You really want to be dominated by me and Emily.” 
 
    "Yes," I panted, breathless with desire as I gazed up her long legs disappearing into the darkness under her dress that called to some ancient and primal part of me. "I do." 
 
    “Well, that just gives me even more leverage,” Gabriella smiled. “You better do exactly as I say. You’d better show Emily who’s in charge in this house. Otherwise, I’ll put an end to things immediately. Emily will still know all about your pathetic little fetish, but you won’t get to play with her. Or me. You’d hate that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    "Good. Don't forget it. You're to do everything I tell you when Emily's here." 
 
    "Okay," I groaned. "Do - do I have to call you Ama while she's here?" 
 
    A grin broke across Gabriella's face. I watched her smooth her flared skirt over her thighs, taking a moment before answering. Kneeling at her feet, I waited anxiously. 
 
    "I haven't decided," Gabriella said at last. "Would you be embarrassed if I did?" 
 
    “Of course.” Gabriella chuckled at that. 
 
    "Well, we won't start off with that," she said at last. "Let's see how the night goes. But I do want you to be very respectful and very polite. To both of us. I want her to know I've trained you well. If I do decide that you have to address me more respectfully, I'll let you know." 
 
    "Okay," I said quietly. I could barely believe the things my wife was saying to me. But she was absolutely right. This was what I wanted. In some weird way, I longed for what I feared. It terrified me to think that my wife might make me bow and scrape in front of my boss. But it thrilled me like nothing else. Gabriella was right. Her forcing me to submit to Emily as well as her was just another expression of the outrageous control she had over me. It only made things between us hotter. As I gazed up at my gorgeous dominant wife, I felt as though the air between us could burst into flames with the suppressed desire I was feeling. 
 
    For a moment, Gabriella stood still above me. I could only imagine what kind of wild ideas were floating through her mind as she looked down at me. I could only hope that her desire was growing as much as mine was, that her excitement for what the night held was as powerful as my own. But as it was, I was confident that no matter what happened, the night could only end one way. In mind-blowing sex for both of us. And maybe not just us. I hardly dared to even think it, even in the privacy of my own brain. But I was well aware that Emily wanted to be involved. And maybe, just maybe, if I played my cards right, I could have them both before the night was over. 
 
    "I want you to wear a tie," Gabriella said at last. Without a word, I watched as she turned and headed toward the closet. In just a moment, she had picked out a tie and brought it back to me. As she lifted my collar and wrapped the silk tie around my neck, I didn't say anything. I rarely wore ties. Our office wasn't that formal. But of all the requests Gabriella might see fit to make that night, this one seemed minor. So I let her tie my tie around my neck and fold the collar of my shirt down over it. Smiling, she held the tie in her hand, letting the silk slide through her fingers as she gently pulled on it. 
 
    "it's almost like a leash," she said as she held it while I gazed up at her. "Come on now. On your feet." Giggling, she tugged lightly on the tie, and I stood. Again she reached out for the front of my pants. I groaned as she touched my throbbing cock again. 
 
    "Look how hard you are," she said, as though she could possibly be surprised by that outcome. "Don't cum in your pants again, okay? It was embarrassing enough when it happened at the office." Gabriella laughed as I cringed at her words. If she was embarrassed by it, what did that make me? The laughter of my wife and my boss as they watched me ejaculate at the sight of Gabriella in lingerie still haunted me. It still tormented me with my utter helplessness. And even if nothing more had happened between us, that moment alone meant there was no going back. I had cum watching my wife with Emily's high heel on my cock, and my boss was never going to forget that. These women were going to drive me crazy. 
 
    No matter what Gabriella had said about waiting, I hoped her desire would get the better of her. I didn't dare reach out for her and touch her again after what she had said, even though I longed for it. But she kept tracing the shape of my cock through my pants, her other hand still holding my tie, her eyes glowing as they stared into mine. Maybe. Just maybe. 
 
    When the doorbell rang, I let out a long sigh of frustration. Chuckling to herself, Gabriella released her hold on my tie and lifted her hand away from my cock. 
 
    "There she is," my wife smiled. "Go let her in." 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella," I said, provoking another wild giggle from my wife. After all, I knew it turned her on when I called her that. As I stepped out of the bedroom toward the front door of our house, I heard Gabriella behind me making her way to the living room. Taking a deep breath to prepare myself, I opened the door to Emily.  
 
    My boss was already smiling when I saw her. She wore her hair loose, falling like a golden waterfall over her shoulders. The honey color of her hair contrasted with the black of the tight sweater she wore, the wool fabric straining over her large breasts and accentuating her narrow waist. The jeans she wore below it were so tight they looked as though they had been painted on, showing off the shape of her hips and her thighs and what I knew from past experience was an incredible ass. Over the jeans, she wore black leather boots, rising up to her thighs with a high heel that made her legs seem even longer. She was dressed far less formally than Gabriella and me. But there was no question that my boss looked sexy as hell as I invited her inside. 
 
    "Hi, Hunter," she said as the front door close behind her. "Come on. Give me a hug." She reached out to me, and I wrapped my arms around her. I tried to keep my hips away, but Emily was having none of it. She pressed herself against me. I felt her warm breath against my neck as she ground her body against mine. 
 
    "That's a nice little hard on you have there," she said as she finally stepped back, grinning at me as she looked me up and down. "You not going to cum in your pants again, are you?" 
 
    “No,” I scowled as my boss laughed. They were never going to let me forget about that, I could tell. And honestly, the feel of Emily’s body against mine wasn’t exactly helping my situation. I didn’t think I was in any danger of another premature ejaculation. But with these women, you never know. My heart raced as I led Emily into the house, toward the living room where my wife waited. 
 
    Gabriella was standing in front of the sofa. Emily rushed toward her, her boot heels thumping on the floor with every step she took. I watched my boss and my wife embrace. They really were beautiful. Both of them. And even though I was exposed to their looks every day, seeing them together created a new surge of excitement in my heart. As though this crazy fantasy was getting more real now that the three of us were alone together. 
 
    "You look fantastic," Emily said as she looked my wife up and down. 
 
    ”So do you,” said Gabriella. 
 
    "I feel a little underdressed compared to you two," Emily said. "I should have worn a dress." 
 
    “No, you look great,” Gabriella said. “I love those boots.” 
 
    "Do you? I thought they would give off the right vibe. Kind of a dominatrix look, you know?" As she spoke, Emily turned her flashing eyes on me, and I gulped. She wasn't wrong. The boots looked as though they wouldn't be inappropriate in some sex dungeon somewhere. And it helped reinforce what was supposed to happen here tonight. The women were in charge. I was there to be used. 
 
    “Would you like a drink?” Gabriella asked. 
 
    “I’d love one.” Gabriella turned to me, a wild smile on her pretty face. 
 
    "Go pour some wine, Hunter," she said. Feeling Emily's eyes watching my every movement, I nodded wordlessly and headed toward the kitchen. My cock leaped at the female laughter I heard behind me as I walked away. 
 
    In the kitchen, I poured the wine. The blood was roaring in my ears. I could feel my heart pounding in the veins of my skull. I had no idea what was going to happen. I barely even knew what I wanted. Sex, of course. But more than that, too. Seeing my wife and my boss like this was tugging at all my submissive urges, making me long to give into them completely. Just as they wanted. As I carried the wine back to the living room, I saw that both Gabriella and Emily were sitting side-by-side on our sofa. 
 
    "You have him well-trained, I see," Emily said as she took the glass of wine I offered her without a word of thanks. 
 
    “It’s a slow process, but he’s learning,” Gabriella said as she took a sip of her own glass. Awkwardly, I stood in front of them, not knowing quite what to do. Turning her head to me again, Emily looked me up and down, still smiling. 
 
    "He certainly seems to enjoy it, anyway," she said. Her legs were crossed, and one of her tall leather boots creaked as she straightened her knee. I groaned as the tip of her boot tapped against the bulge of my erection. Beside her, Gabriella's eyes sparkled as she watched, laughing. She had never seen me with another woman, of course. But from the look on her face, she didn't exactly hate the experience. 
 
    "Careful," Gabriella said. "Don't make him cum again. You know what your feet do to him." 
 
    “That’s right!” Emily shrieked with laughter at my wife’s joke. Her eyes shone as she smiled up at me. “Is that right, Hunter? Do you have a thing for my feet?” 
 
    “No,” I scowled. 
 
    "Well, you should. They're beautiful. You like my boots, don't you?" 
 
    “Yes,” I grudgingly admitted. 
 
    “Of course you do. You like women in leather bossing you around. So why don’t you get down on your knees and kiss my foot?” 
 
    Gabriella roared in outraged laughter. I looked at my wife, my heart racing in my chest. I didn't know what to do. Emily was giggling too, but her raised foot was still pressing against my cock. Slowly getting control of herself, Gabriella set down her wine and looked at me. 
 
    "Yes, I'd like to see that," she said. Her words echoed like the clanging of some iron bell in my brain. Gabriella had made me do similar things in the past. But that was my wife, not my boss. Besides, that was when she had me tied up and at her mercy. I learned then something I've had lots of opportunity to reflect on since. It's somehow psychologically easier to submit when you have no choice. When you're tied up and helpless. Doing something degrading just because a woman tells you to is a lot more difficult when you have more choice in the matter.  
 
    My ego screamed at me not to do it, to laugh at their ridiculous request and tell them where to get off. But I remembered what Gabriella had said. More than any fear of punishment, what scared me was the thought that she might call a halt to all of this. And then I would never know the sweet surrender of submitting not just to my beautiful wife, but to my sexy boss as well. 
 
    “Really?” I said, my voice cracking as I spoke. 
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” Gabriella said, pressing her lips together as she eagerly nodded. 
 
    "Go ahead, Hunter," Emily cackled with obvious enjoyment. "After all, I am your boss. You should do what I tell you, just like you do what your wife tells you. Go on. Show us you know your place." 
 
    For a moment longer, I hesitated. We had already crossed so many thresholds, done so many things that could never be undone. But still, this seemed like another step along a road that scared me. I knew I was never going to forget the humiliation of ejaculating in my pants in my boss's office. And now, they wanted to add another degrading scene to the mix.  
 
    Yet I knew I had no choice. My cock was raging under Emily's foot, and nothing mattered more to me than that this wild game continue. No matter what it cost. The rewards were just too great. Now both women howled in delight as I slowly sank to my knees.  
 
    The leather of Emily's boot was soft and warm as I took her calf in my hands, feeling the muscle underneath the fabric. Both sets of eyes, blue-green and light brown, watched with obvious joy as I lowered my trembling lips toward my boss's foot and planted a humble kiss on the toe of her shiny boot. 
 
    "Oh my God," Emily groaned, her toe pointed at me like a weapon as she enjoyed  my submission. "We are going to do such naughty things to you, bitch boy." 
 
    

  

 
   
    5. Emily Learns To Dominate 
 
      
 
    Emily looked ravishing as I stared up at her. That was the problem. If these two women hadn't been so unbelievably sexy, I might have been able to say no to them. But as it was, I had no chance. It had been established for a while that I didn't have it in me to resist my beautiful wife. But now, my sexy boss was getting in on the act. And it was already clear to me that I had no more power to say no to Emily than I did to Gabriella. Somehow, both women seem to know that. Gabriella, of course, had learned it over the last little while. But Emily, new as she was to the game, seemed to already understand exactly the power her beauty and my desire gave her. In a way, that scared me even more than my wife did. After all, Gabriella, for all her occasionally sadistic impulses, was still my wife. She loved me. Emily didn't. Already, I was painfully aware of the possibility that my boss might push me further than my wife ever had. Still, I didn't feel as though I had any choice in the matter. Not if I wanted to realize the potential of this wild night. And I did, desperately. As nervous as I was about it, I knew that I would probably never again get an opportunity like it if I turned away from this now. 
 
    "He's really very obedient, isn't he? Emily turned her smiling face toward my wife as she spoke. 
 
    "He is," Gabriella said thoughtfully. "Although he has his moments of defiance. But I'm slowly training him out of those." 
 
    "That's good," Emily smirked. "There's nothing worse than a man who doesn't know his place. And this really turns him on?" 
 
    "Oh yeah," Gabriella smirked. "Hunter, why don't you show Emily? Show her how much you like being our little slave boy." 
 
    I looked up at my wife in disbelief. Of course I had been hoping the night would go in this direction. Of course I was hoping that this wild game would end in sex. But it's one thing to dream of it, to fantasize about it, and another to face the reality. Especially when the reality is so unbelieveable. I knew at once what Gabriella wanted. But I could barely believe in it. And so I just stared at my wife, uncertain of how to respond until she made things unequivocal. 
 
    "Get your cock out," she said, while Emily spluttered with laughter beside her. "Go ahead. Show your dick to your boss. I know you want to." My breath felt tight in my chest as I looked at the two of them. And Emily seemed hardly less surprised than me. But Gabriella was smiling at me, her brown eyes glowing like polished copper underneath their painted lids. I knew my wife well enough to know that she, too, had her doubts. But she was pushing through them. She had determined this course of action, and she meant to see it out. It was just like Gabriella. Wherever she was getting her ideas from, she seemed eager to pursue them as far as she could. Ready to risk it all for the wild thrill of what the night promised. And I was ready to follow her lead. Even though it embarrassed me. Even though it humiliated me. While the two women watched, fully clothed and sitting like queens on the sofa above me, I reached slowly for the front of my pants. Slowly, carefully, I pulled down the zipper and reached inside. Both of them were watching closely, their four eyes directed at my crotch now as I fumbled with my swollen cock. Carefully, I pulled it out through the front of my pants, my erection throbbing in the air as I released it. Emily burst out laughing, and after a moment, Gabriella joined her. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. Whatever I had imagined the night might hold, it hadn't been this. But I knew I had to do what I was told. That was the most important thing. The only thing that could help me get what I desperately wanted. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Emily said, holding one hand in front of her mouth as she spoke. “That’s… He’s bigger than I thought he would be.” 
 
    "Yeah, it's not bad," Gabriella said grudgingly. "But I don't want him to get big-headed about it. I've had bigger." Emily shrieked with laughter, and I felt my cheeks burning. Of course I knew my wife had a life before I met her, and lovers in the past before we got together. That didn't mean I liked to be reminded of that fact. I certainly didn't like to be compared to them like this. 
 
    "Well, you're a lucky girl, then," Emily giggled. Shifting on the sofa, she set aside her wine glass. Her tight jeans strained around her thighs as she moved, as though at any moment her beautiful body might burst the seams that barely contained it. I groaned as she reached out with one foot and slid a glossy leather boot along the underside of my shaft. I gripped my thighs as I trembled at her feet. My boss was toying with my cock, and my wife was watching with a smile on her face. It was hard to believe even as it was happening. My heart raced in my chest as I tried to contain my boiling desire. 
 
    "The trouble with well-endowed men is that they tend to be cocky," Gabriella went on. "Literally. They often think having a big cock means they don't have to work hard to please a woman. That's something I'm trying to train out of him. I'm trying to make him understand that there's much more to a woman's arousal than just a big cock." 
 
    "It doesn't hurt, though," Emily laughed, still sliding her foot up and down my shaft while I squirmed uncomfortably beneath her. 
 
    "Well, sometimes it does," Gabriella said. It took Emily a moment to catch my wife's joke. But when she did, she howled in laughter, throwing back her head to let her golden hair stream over her shoulders. The two women were having a fantastic time at my expense. It seemed they had never had more fun in their lives than they were having now, humiliating me. But my raging cock against Emily's foot was all the proof they needed that I was enjoying myself too. Albeit in a completely different way to how they were. 
 
    "So how is he in bed?" Emily asked, turning to Gabriella while still playing with my cock under her foot. Gabriella paused for a moment before answering. We both watched her take a slow sip of her wine, leaving a faint smudge of her lipstick on the glass. Her eyes were shining in that way they had when she got really excited. There was no doubt in my mind that my wife was thoroughly enjoying this strange new situation. She may have had her doubts, just like I did. But it seemed as though everything was going according to plan. I certainly wasn't about to throw up any objections. 
 
    “He’s okay,” Gabriella finally said. “Getting better now that I’ve started training him to focus on my pleasure. But he still has lots to learn. He needs to understand what sex really is. Something we do together to make me cum. Maybe if he’s lucky, he gets to as well. But not necessarily. I mean, that’s what women have been putting up with forever. I think it’s time we made sex all about us for a change.” 
 
    "Damn right, sister!" Leaning over toward Gabriella, Emily held up her hand, and I watched my wife smilingly give her a high five. As Gabriella turned her attention back to me, a shudder raced through my body. They both knew what I wanted. It wasn't possible not to. And my wife knew, just as Emily was learning, that I would do just about anything to get it. 
 
    "While you're down there, Hunter," Gabriella said, smiling wickedly as she shifted in her seat, "kiss my feet too." The muscle of her toned thighs showed under her dark skirt as she raised one foot and pointed it at me. Emily cackled beside her, but I knew my wife wasn't joking. Whatever signs of respect and submission Emily demanded, Gabriella would want the same or better. And so I shifted on my knees, moving toward my wife. Emily's foot dropped away from my aching cock. I gently took my wife's high-heeled shoe in my hands. Leaning forward, I pressed my lips against the top of her foot, and heard Gabriella chuckling under her breath as I kissed her with a wet smacking sound. Looking up at Gabriella, I saw her raise one eyebrow in wordless command. Somehow, I knew exactly what it meant. Lowering my head, I kissed her again and again. 
 
    "I have to say, he looks pretty cute down there," Emily said. I heard the sofa creak underneath her as she leaned forward to get a better view. "Look at him kissing your foot with his cock out. I wish I'd known he was such a submissive bitch a long time ago. I could probably get a lot more work out of him at the office if I treated him like you do." 
 
    “I’m sure you could,” Gabriella laughed. “And he’d love it, too. Wouldn’t you, Hunter?” 
 
    "Yes," I growled between kisses. But Gabriella wasn't satisfied. Hooking her toes under my chin, she raised her foot, lifting my face to look up at hers. Her expression was stern now as she looked down at me. But she looked absolutely beautiful. The way her dress rose higher on her legs as she sat, the darkness underneath the fabric that called to me. It was overpowering, an experience of female beauty that was almost transcendent in its raw power. I gazed up her as though she were some goddess, some irresistible force of sex incarnate to which I had no choice but to bow. 
 
    “No, honey,” she said slowly, her soft voice at odds with the firm set of her jaw. “What do you call me? I want your boss to hear it.” 
 
    Without Gabriella's toes underneath it, my jaw might have dropped. This was exactly what I was afraid of. It had only taken a few minutes for Gabriella to decide to do this to me. To compound my humiliation in front of Emily and show my boss just how in thrall I was to my wife.  
 
    Still, as always, I felt the wild impulse that made me want to obey. The desire to play this game to the fullest and lose myself in total submission. It was wild. It was sexy. It was unlike anything in my regular mundane life. And Gabriella knew as well as I did that I couldn't resist. That my desire for her and for Emily would drive me on and make me say and do the most outrageous things for the faint promise of pleasure her beautiful body held out. 
 
    "Yes," I groaned, dragging the words up with a great effort from some dark pit in my chest, "Ama Gabriella." Gabriella dissolved in a fit of giggles, and beside her, Emily erupted with laughter. 
 
    "You make him call you that?" she said, her pretty eyes wide with astonishment as she gazed my wife with a newfound admiration. "You make him call you Ama?" 
 
    “I just started recently,” Gabriella replied. While I sat kneeling at her feet, she turned her head to look over at Emily. From her expression, it seemed it was my wife’s turn to be surprised. “Tu hablas espanol?” 
 
    “Si, un poco,” Emily replied, her golden hair shining as she nodded. “Pase un ano como estudiante de intercambio en Madrid.” Gabriella nodded eagerly while I stared up at them both, uncomprehendingly. They had already exhausted my meager supply of Spanish words. 
 
    "He doesn't speak it at all," Gabriella said, switching effortlessly back to English. "It would've been nice if he could have learned at least a little to talk to my parents. But you never mastered it, did you?" 
 
    "No, Ama Gabriella," I said as I cringed on the floor in front of them. One more inferiority for them to flaunt my face, I figured. I turned out to be exactly right as Emily said a sentence in Spanish that made Gabriella laugh again. That was all I needed. The two women who tormented me able to converse in a language I couldn't understand. 
 
    Still smiling, Gabriella leaned forward. I stared at the front of her dress, her deep cleavage made even more visible as she leaned down toward me. Reaching forward, she took hold of my tie, drawing the silk through her fingers again. Gently, she tugged on it, raising her leg in front of me at the same time. Slowly, I kissed my way up it, my lips moving over her foot, over her ankle, along her silky smooth calf. She smiled down at me, enjoying the spectacle as she gradually led me ever higher. Rounding her knee, I shifted on my knees, inching closer to her as I pressed hungry kisses against her thigh. The outside, for now. My cock throbbed as I ran my tongue along the deep groove of muscle in her leg, moving inexorably toward the hem of her dress. I was raging with desire, ready to do anything. I hadn't forgotten that my boss was watching; far from it. Instead, that wild fact added a deep thrill to the situation as I worshipped my wife's body. 
 
    "This is so fucking hot," Emily said. Gabriella laughed. But I never raised my mouth from my wife's body. I just kept kissing. The tie was slack between us now, as though she didn't want me to come any higher. But I couldn't help myself. My mouth wandered over her leg, intoxicated by the feel of her skin against mine. Slowly, inevitably, I was moving toward her inner thigh. 
 
    "I should make him wear ties in the office," Emily went on. "You're giving me all kinds of ideas." 
 
    "I do think it would be pretty fun to have him submit to you at work," Gabriella said thoughtfully. Maybe you'd have to be her husband to catch the slight breathlessness in her voice that spoke of her deep excitement. Or maybe I was imagining things. But somehow, I doubted it. If all this didn't excite her, Gabriella never would have started down this road in the first place.  
 
    The truth was, power thrilled her. Being in charge turned her on as much as not being in charge turned me on. I knew I was blessed to have found a woman whose quirks and idiosyncrasies meshed so perfectly with mine. At times like this, when desire took me and pushed all rational thought out of my mind, I only wished we had discovered this sooner in our marriage. Then again, scenes like this would be unthinkable while we were raising our daughter. It was only now, with an empty house and ample time for Gabriella to work on her schemes, that we were able to fully explore the darker side of our desire for each other. Better late than never. 
 
    "Yeah, it would," Emily said eagerly. I heard the leather of her boots creak as she squeezed her crossed legs together, her hand buried between them. "Oh, let me borrow him. Let me help you train him. This will be so much fun!" 
 
    "This is crazy," Gabriella said, shaking her head so that her brown curls rolled over her shoulders. But I knew that smile. She was considering it. In fact, she was more than considering it. After all, why had she invited Emily over in the first place? Why had she been so unperturbed at the thought of Emily knowing about the photo she sent me through the day? Probably this had been Gabriella's plan all along. Or at least she had been aware of the possibility. And now it was becoming real in front of my astonished eyes as I gazed up at my beautiful wife. 
 
    Gabriella was looking down at me. I kept kissing her thigh as she gazed deep into my eyes, a sly smile on her painted lips and a questioning look in her gaze. I didn't have to say anything. The look on my face and the passion of the kisses I continued to shower on her skin told Gabriella everything she needed to know. She knew my answer was yes before I spoke it, before I even had to move my lips from her body. Emily wanted this. I wanted this. And I knew I would be lying to myself if I tried to pretend that Gabriella didn't want this to. 
 
    "Okay," Gabriella said, letting out along sigh as she spoke. "Hunter, from now on, you're to do as Emily says. I'm your wife, and still your primary Mistress. But when I'm not around, you belong to her now." 
 
    “Oh my God,” Emily shrieked with delight. I felt the slender high heel of her boot digging into my thigh as she pressed her foot against my leg. At the same time, Gabriella uncrossed her legs. Shifting again on the sofa, she parted her thighs right in front of me. 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella," I moaned against her warm skin. And I didn't need the faint pressure of my wife pulling on my tie again to encourage me to climb higher up along her legs. It was the only thing I truly wanted in that moment. Well, almost the only thing. 
 
    Steadily, I moved between Gabrielle's thighs. I longed to charge headlong toward my goal, but I knew that wasn't what my wife wanted. Instead, I teased her with my kisses, moving slowly, until finally she sank down lower on the sofa, sliding her hips toward me as her dress rose up around her. Emily's high heel was still pressing into my thigh, but I didn't so much as look at my boss for the moment. Instead, I had eyes only for my wife. Tentatively, I raised my hands and reached slowly toward her. Imperceptibly, she nodded. Carefully, I took hold of her delicate panties and pulled them slowly down. Sliding them down her legs and over her feet, I let the damp fabric fall to the floor. Now my wife was sitting in front of me with her pussy completely exposed, a look of absolute joy on her face. She still held the end of my tie in her hand. And seated next to her, my boss was watching the whole thing. 
 
    May as well put on a show. 
 
    As I lowered my head between Gabriella's legs again, she lifted one thigh to drape it over my shoulder. Her leg hung down my back as I ran my tongue over the trembling folds of her sex. I couldn't believe how wet she was already, her arousal pouring out of her in a fragrant flood that I savored on my tongue. And I savored, too, the long moan that rose from her throat as I licked her, her free hand running through my hair to grip the back of my head as she demanded more of me. As I kissed her beautiful pussy, I could feel her clitoris swelling. I rubbed it with the tip of my nose, my tongue probing steadily deeper into the wet silk of her sex, and was rewarded with another moan, louder this time. 
 
    "Wow," I heard Emily murmur over the roaring of my own blood in my ears. "You look so sexy right now." Gabriella laughed, but her laughter turned into a loud moan of pleasure. I had had decades to learn the intricate pathways of my wife's pleasure. We had been so young when we met that neither of us had much experience with anyone else. But what we did have was endless experience with each other. No one, not even my sexy boss, turned me on quite as much as Gabriella. And I knew what she liked. I had learned the responses of her body like a song I had heard a thousand times yet never got tired of singing. As I rubbed my nose against the sensitive bud of her clit, as I slid my tongue up and down her silken folds and moved my lips over hers, I coud feel her beginning to writhe in pleasure. My ignored cock ached with unbelievable hardness, just inches from Emily's teasing boot. But I remembered what Gabriella had said. I focused myself on her pleasure, redirecting all of my own wild desire into making her happy. And it worked. In no time, my wife was moaning and gasping on the couch above me, almost crushing my face against her pussy as she pulled my head toward her, her leg trembling on my shoulder as I kneeled beneath it. 
 
    Suddenly, Gabriella's cries changed. They didn't stop. But they became suddenly muffled. She lifted her hand from the back of my head, and I was able to raise my face just a little to see what was happening. My cock throbbed at the sight.  
 
    Emily moved. She no longer had her boot resting on my thigh. Instead, she was kneeling on the sofa, her body pressed against Gabriella's. And they were kissing. My sexy boss was kissing my beautiful wife while I ate her out, and the site was even sexier than I had imagined it would be. Their gorgeous faces were half-hidden by shining strands of their silken hair, black as pitch and bright as sunshine. Their eyes were closed, their mouths moving over one another as they made out. I felt Gabriella's pussy spasm against my mouth as Emily ran her hands over my wife's boobs, caressing them in the low V-neck of her revealing dress.  
 
    Gabriella had turned at the waist to face either woman, her arms wrapped around Emily she clung on. Two beautiful female bodies pressed against each other. Both my wife and I had wondered whether Emily was gay, and my boss had been coy about her answer. But clearly, she wasn't shy about seducing my wife right in front of me. And to my astonishment, Gabriella seemed more than willing.  
 
    My wife had never displayed any kind of same-sex urges in all the years of our marriage. I would have been delighted if she had. But now, she was abandoning herself completely as she made out with my boss. And all I could do is keep on licking her pussy, pleasuring her like a sex toy while she made out with Emily. 
 
    So that's what I did. My eyes still on the two of them, I kept licking and kissing and rubbing between Gabriella's shaking legs. Muffled as they were, her cries of pleasure left me no doubt what was coming. I could feel her juices thicken as they poured down my throat, seemingly drawn from ever deeper in her body. Her pussy began to spasm wildly against my mouth, her tight slit clutching my tongue as though to pull it deeper inside her. Her heel drummed against my back as her legs thrashed. 
 
    Right there on our sofa, with Emily's lips pressed against hers, Gabriella came. I eagerly gulped down the sudden torrents of her juices, hungry for any thing of her I could get while my cock surged pointlessly between my legs. Gabriella tore her mouth away from Emily's, and a great cry of pleasure reverberated in our living room as she rode the powerful wave of her climax. While she sighed and sobbed in pleasure, Emily kept kissing her, trailing kisses down my wife's long neck just as I had done before she arrived. 
 
    Carefully, I raise my head from her pussy. I knew Gabriella would be sensitive after orgasm. But I willingly licked the residue of her juices from her shaking in her thighs, cleaning her orgasm from her fragrant skin while she moaned above me. For the moment, everything was about her, all focus on pleasing Gabriella and worshiping her beauty. And I knew it must feel fantastic. I knew my wife's ego must be soaring, overwhelming her with sadistic bliss. And I knew from recent experience but that would only make her wilder. More creative. More desirable. 
 
    Gabriella opened her eyes. Emily was still kissing her, nuzzling her face against my wife's neck and chest, her hand moving over Gabriella's boobs. It was me Gabriella was looking at. Me she was smiling at, her cheeks flushed red with the pleasure I had given her. My cock pulsed as I gazed at her, overcome with pleasure, ravished and happy and yet still hopefully hungry for more. 
 
    “Fuck, that was good,” Gabriella panted. “A girl could get used to this.” 
 
    "I bet," Emily chuckled before planting another kiss on Gabriella's shoulder. "You look so beautiful when you come. What do you say? Why don't we take this to the bedroom?" 
 
    For a moment longer, Gabriella smiled at me. As though she was letting me bask in what was going on, giving me a moment to process the reality of my boss seducing my wife, or my wife seducing my boss. I could no longer say who was driving this delightful development. Only that it was happening. 
 
    Then, Gabriella turned her face to Emily again. Leaning forward, she kissed the other woman full on the lips. 
 
    "Sounds like a good idea to me," she said as their kiss broke. "Come on, Hunter. You can help us both cum.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    6. Watching The Girls 
 
      
 
    In the bedroom I had shared with my wife for so many years, unfamiliar hands moved over my body. 
 
    The women were undressing me. Emily and Gabriella were both giggling as they did it, taking a girlish delight in working together to remove my clothes as though they were playing with a doll. They were both still fully clothed, though I knew Gabriella had no panties on under her dress. I could still taste her pussy on my mouth as she unknotted my tie and pulled it with a hiss from around my neck. She started unfastening the buttons of my shirt, and I coiled an arm around her, pulling her against me while she chuckled happily. 
 
    Meanwhile, Emily was working on my pants. Standing on the other side of me from Gabriella, she unfastened my belt and the top button. Slowly, smiling provocatively at me the whole time, she wrapped her hand around my cock. Another woman, my boss no less, was playing with my manhood right in front of my wife, and it felt fantastic. Emily's soft hand slid up and down my shaft, and my cock surged in response, throbbing in her hand as she let my pants fall to the floor. 
 
    "Have you ever measured this thing?" she said to Gabriella. Emily couldn't seem to get over my size. I thought I was better endowed than average. But I've been with Gabriella so long that we both just kind of got used to it. We were so young when we got together that my experience with other women was extremely limited, as was hers with other men. And it was so long ago that I barely remembered the reactions of other girls to my cock. But Emily was clearly impressed. It was one bright spot of self-esteem in an otherwise deeply humiliating experience. But of course, that humiliation was also wildly arousing. So was Emily's attention to my cock. 
 
    "No," Gabriella said as she pulled my shirt down over my shoulders. "It would only give him a big head. And we don't want that. We want him to learn his place beneath us." 
 
    "True," Emily giggled. She stepped on the floor between my feet, trapping my pants. I pulled my feet out of them one at a time as she held them pinned to the floor. "That's gotta be what, seven, eight inches? I guess if you're going to have a sex slave, it made all be one with a big dick." Both women laughed again. That seemed to be the soundtrack of the evening, the sound that would continue haunting me as these two beauties used me. That, and the sound of female pleasure I could still almost hear ringing in my ears. My wife's face was still faintly flushed from the orgasm I had given her. But still, she wanted more. Still, she wanted to push things. To taste every drop of this wild scene she had created. So did Emily. So did I. 
 
    By this time, I was completely naked. My cock was aching to release in my boss's hand. But Emily seemed to understand that. Judging from the way she moved her hand on me, she was a woman with plenty of experience with men's bodies. Women's too, perhaps. Just as I felt my pleasure rising, as though I might be approaching the point of no return, she lifted her hand away. I battled against the urge to reach out and finish myself off. The last thing I wanted was for the night to end. Nor did I want to give the women something else to mock me for, some other sign of my lack of self-control that they could use to further shame me. I had to hold out, difficult as it was with these two standing beside me. 
 
    From among my discarded clothes, Gabriella stooped and picked up my tie again. She seemed to love playing with it. Grinning at me, she stepped behind me, pulling on one wrist. I knew immediately what she was up to. And I sighed, even though I had kind of known it was coming. Even though I kind of wanted it to happen. Being at the mercy of these two women still scared me, even though it also wildly tured me on. 
 
    "Help me with this," Gabriella said to Emily. After only a moment's hesitation, I felt my boss take hold of my other wrist and pull it behind my back. I didn't fight them as I felt the silk of the tie wrapped around my wrists. Emily was giggling again, drunk with the feeling of power and the naughtiness of the situation. Gabriella pulled the tie tight, wrapping it around my wrists several times to bind my hands behind me. Soon, she had my arms completely immobilized. 
 
    "He can't control himself," Gabriella said, circling around in front of me again, her fingertips trailing over my chest as she spoke. "That's why we have to control him." Emily laughed again, amused by my wife's words. I groaned uncontrollably as Gabriel reached out and took hold of my cock just as Emily had done moments before. Turning, she tugged on it, leading me toward the bed. I had no choice but to follow. And Emily laughed again to see me led along by the dick like it was a leash in my wife's hand. 
 
    Beside the bed, Gabriella turned again. She placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down, and I sat on the mattress. Gabriella kept pushing, bending her beautiful body over mine, her breasts swelling in the front of her black dress she pinned me down on the mattress. I lay on my back, my head on the pillow, gazing up at my gorgeous wife as her dark hair fell around her pretty face, framing it beautifully. I didn't look, but I felt the mattress sink under the weight of another body as Emily climbed onto the foot of the bed. Forcefully, she grabbed my ankles and pulled them together. As Gabriella turned to watch over her shoulder, I raised my head from the pillow to see what she was doing too.  
 
    Making a loop with my discarded belt, Emily slipped it over my feet and tightened it around my ankles, binding my legs together. It was unnecessary, of course. It's not like I was trying to go anywhere. But my cock surged in recognition of another sign of my submission, of the power these ladies had to dictate where I would go and where I would stay. Now I was totally immobile, lying on my back with my cock rising into the air, unable to do anything except wait to be used by my wife and my boss. 
 
    "Have you ever tied a man up before?" Gabriella asked as she turned to Emily, speaking to the other woman over my bound body. 
 
    “No,” Emily answered. 
 
    "Well, you're taking to it very well," Gabrielle said as Emily laughed.  
 
    "Yeah, well, it's not rocket science, is it?" my boss grinned. "Basically, he's here for us to use him. Isn't that right?" 
 
    “Pretty much,” Gabriella chuckled. 
 
    "Have you been with another woman before?" Emily asked. Gabriella shook her head, her dark hair swaying from side to side as she bit her lip in excitement. Emily's pretty eyes sparkled as she smiled at my wife. 
 
    "Well then I think we know where to start, don't we?" she said. I watched as she reached for the bottom of her black sweater and pulled it up over her head in one smooth motion. Tossing it to the floor, she began to crawl across the bed, her eyes fixed on Gabriella. I watched helplessly as she approached, graceful as some predatory feline, her eyes shining with obvious intent as she grinned at my wife. Emily's big boobs threatened to spill out of the bra she wore, and I couldn't take my eyes off them as they swayed and bounced underneath her.  
 
    Meanwhile, Gabriella climbed onto the bed too, kneeling on the mattress on my other side. As Emily reached us, she rose up on her knees, placing one hand carelessly on my chest to balance. Above me, the two women embraced, their lips meeting once again. Once again, they passionately kissed, making out while I watched forlornly, powerless to do anything about it. It really wasn't clear who was seducing her. Maybe Gabriella was seducing Emily into the joys of being a dominant woman, while Emily was seducing my wife into the pleasure of lesbian sex. Either way, they both seemed full of wild joy, the possibilities of the night ahead crackling in the air around us as their kiss grew more hungry by the minute. 
 
    But Emily wasn't content to leave it with kisses. Her hands traveled over my wife's body, caressing Gabriella the way I longed to do myself. With my own hands trapped under my body, all I could do was watch as Emily's fingers gathered the skirt of Gabriella's dress up. Their lips parted momentarily as Emily began to lift Gabriella's dress. Reaching around behind my wife, she deftly unzipped the zipper I had fastened before she arrived. Then she pulled the dress off Gabriella's shoulders. Still smiling shyly, my wife took the dress off, sliding it past her knees and letting it fall on the floor. Her pussy shone between her legs. And Emily wasn't finished. Reaching behind Gabriella again, she unhooked her bra and pulled it from the other woman's shoulders. The lacy fabric fell onto my stomach as Gabriella's boobs hung free. I could see her nipples hard and puckered with excitement, rising from the gorgeous mounds of her boobs. And clearly, Emily saw them too. She ran her thumbs over them, teasing them, and I watched Gabriella shiver. Then, pressing my wife's boobs together with her hands, Emily lowered her head and began to kiss. I watched her move her mouth over Gabriella's boobs, finding first one nipple, then the other. Gabriella groaned as Emily sucked on her nipples, teasing them with fingers and lips and tongue, making my wife squirm in pleasure. I watched one of Gabriella's hands travel down her body, sliding between her legs, and I wondered if she was even aware of what she was doing. Perhaps pleasure had overtaken her completely, making her forget herself. Making her lose herself in the wild joy of the moment. 
 
    Gabriella's nipples were shining with Emily's saliva when my boss finally lifted her head again. My wife groaned as Emily continued to caress her tits, kneading the soft flesh in her hands. Her beautiful green-blue eyes traveled over my wife's face, studying her expression as though attempting to read her emotions off her face. It wasn't difficult. Gabriella's lips were parted, her mouth open as soft moans of pleasure rose from her throat. Her eyes were half-closed, her painted eyelids fluttering like butterfly wings as she lost herself in lust. Emily smiled in triumph, as well she might. Beneath them, between their knees, I squirmed with humiliation and desire. I couldn't imagine a greater sexual tease than what I was enduring, watching my wife play with my boss and being unable to join in. My cock rose up like a spire between the two of them, ignored and neglected, evidently superfluous to requirements. 
 
    Gabriella's brown eyes flickered down toward me, just for a moment. As though she were looking for some kind of reassurance. Some kind of assent, perhaps. Clearly, she found it. Because her next move was to reach out for Emily and tentatively caress the other woman's boobs. Emily chuckled as my wife ran her fingers over her bra and the soft flesh that spilled over the top of the cups. 
 
    “You like my boobs?” 
 
    "They're amazing," Gabriella replied. Not that she had anything to feel second-best about. It was true that Emily's breasts were even bigger than my wife's ample tits. But both women had the kind of rack any female could be proud of. Enough to make any man drool. My mouth was certainly watering as I watch the two of them, overcome by their beauty and the deviant games they were playing. 
 
    "You can kiss them, if you like." Emily spoke softly, as though she were talking to some skittish forest creature she was trying not to scare. And that's kind of how my wife looked as she reached over me to touch my boss. She was unsure of herself, uncertain of what to do with another woman's body but unable to resist the temptation. And by the second, I could see her confidence growing. As Emily smiled benevolently at her, Gabriella swept her dark hair away from her face and lowered her head toward the other woman's chest. I groaned aloud as I watched Gabriella kissing Emily's cleavage. Both women laughed, as though they had almost forgotten I was even there. As though my distressed cries of lust had reminded them of my presence. 
 
    “I think you’re making your husband jealous,” Emily said. 
 
    "I think so too," Gabriella grinned. And now she looked at me over the swell of Emily's cleavage as she kissed and caressed more forcefully, letting me see her lips moving over the perfumed skin. My chest rose and fell as I breathed rapidly, gazing up at an unbelievable spectacle of sheer sexual frustration. I could hardly believe what I was seeing. I simultaneously wanted it to stop and never wanted it to end. As though I could feel the image burning itself onto my brain, an unforgettable experience that would forever haunt me in the presence of either of these two women. Between work and home, I knew I would never be free of this moment and its consequences. And as I lay there trembling with desire, I didn't want to be free. 
 
    "Well, he hasn't seen anything yet," Emily grinned. "Why don't you take my bra off?" Gabriella didn't answer. At least, not with words. Instead, she straightened up on her knees and reached around the other woman, embracing her. I watched her boobs press against one another as Gabriella unfastened Emily's bra. Then she leaned back and slid it over the other woman's shoulders. Emily held out her arms as Gabriella stripped her underwear off her. Just as the other woman had done, Gabriella let the bra fall onto my helpless body. Now they were both dressed, at least from the waist up, and their magnificent breasts jiggled and bounced with every movement of the mattress. Emily grinned at us both, her eyes shifting from Gabriella to me and back again as she held her naked breasts in her hands, teasing her nipples. 
 
    “You want a little taste like your wife just got, bitch boy?” Emily said while Gabriella howled in laughter. 
 
    "Yes," I panted, gazing up at Emily as she stared at me over the massive swell of her boobs cupped in her hands. "Yes, please!" 
 
    "No," Emily said, her hair shining as she shook her head firmly. "That's not how you talk to me. If you call your wife Ama, you need to address me with the same respect. From now on, you call me Mistress Emily." 
 
    "Oh my God," Gabriella spluttered beside me. Shame raced through me, rising along my shivering spine to explode with red heat in my cheeks. It was bad enough that my wife had reduced me to this, groveling and begging and serving her like a slave. But I could always shrug it off as the games a married couple play in private, with no relation to the real world. This was different. This was my boss. A woman I work with every day and had to deal with in a professional environment. A woman, I reminded myself, that I didn't love, and who didn't love me.  
 
    But as I gazed up at Emily's gorgeous face, I knew how little choice I had. After all, Gabriella was clearly enjoying every moment of this. Ultimately, that was all that mattered. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I groaned. And Gabriella shook with laughter while Emily beamed at me in joy. She removed her hands, and her breasts dangled from her chest as she moved above me, lowering her chest down toward me. I raised my head from the pillow, and Emily moved in response, teasing me with her tits that hovered just above my face. The more I strained, the more she pulled away, so that one pink nipple hovered forever out of reach. The hard nub of flesh lightly brushed my lips as Emily moved, savoring her control. 
 
    "I've definitely never had a married couple sucking on my tits before," she grinned. "Let's give that a try." Finally, she lowered her boobs to my mouth. Gratefully, I wrapped my lips around her nipple, sucking on it and flicking it with my tongue while my boss moaned in response. Meanwhile, Gabriella moved. Climbing off the bed again, she stood at the side of the mattress and bent over, her own breasts hanging from her chest as she stooped. If my hands had not been tied, I would've reached out to cup them and caress them. But I couldn't do that or anything else. And Gabriella lay her head close to mine, her long hair tickling my shoulder and chest as Emily fed my wife her other tit. My boss's moans grew louder as both Gabriella and I sucked on her nipples, teasing her with our mouths working in tandem to increase the other woman's pleasure. 
 
    "Oh my God," Emily said, raking her blonde hair back from her face. "That feels so fucking good." With a great sigh of pleasure, she lifted herself away from us again. Her wet breasts bounced as she sat back on the bed. Swinging her legs up and over me, she draped them across my chest. Standing on the floor beside the bed, Gabriella straightened up as Emily smiled at her. 
 
    "Take my boots off," Emily said to my wife. Gabriella didn't answer. She just smiled as she did as she was told. Taking Emily's heel in one hand, she reached forward with the other for the zipper of my boss's long leather boot. The leather of her over-the-knee boot groaned as my wife unzipped it and carefully removed it. Setting it down on the floor, she repeated the process with the other one while Emily watched, her face shining with triumph. 
 
    "Now my jeans," she said. Absorbed in the game, Gabriella placed one knee on the mattress and leaned over my body to unzip the other woman's pants. I watched Emily's breasts bounce as she shifted on the mattress, rocking her weight from one hip to the other as Gabriella tugged on her jeans. It took a real struggle to remove the clinging fabric from Emily's hips. But eventually, with some effort, Gabriella was able to pull Emily's jeans down her legs and over her feet, letting them fall to the floor. Both women were breathing heavily now, and I knew it wasn't just from the effort of taking those jeans off. I could see the excitement flashing in their eyes. I could feel the sexual tension crackling in the air. 
 
    "Now my panties," Emily instructed. I could do nothing but watch as my wife climbed onto the bed again and carefully removed another woman's underwear for the first time in her life. Carefully, Gabriella dropped Emily's underwear to the floor, her eyes on the other woman the whole time. And Emily simply watched, a sly smile on her face as she sat naked with her legs draped over my chest. I was so used to seeing Gabriella in control in the bedroom. But for now at least, she seemed more than willing to do what my boss said. 
 
    "Put my boots back on." 
 
    "Okay," Gabriella chuckled. Wordlessly, I watched my wife bend to the floor to pick up Emily's boots again. Dropping them both on the bed, she slid one onto my boss's foot, and Emily raised a leg from my chest to allow my wife to slide the leather over her skin and pull up the zipper. Then she did the same with the other boot. The whole time, Emily just watched her with a delighted smile on her face. When Gabriella was finally finished, she stood up straight up the side of the bed again, as though waiting for further instructions. But I noticed the way her eyes continued to travel over my boss's body, taking in the gorgeous sight in front of her, of Emily naked except for her tall leather boots. 
 
    "If your husband was free, he could've done that for us," Emily said. "We can make him into our shoe boy and boot bitch. But for now, he's pretty useless." As she spoke, Emily lifted her left leg from my chest and held it above my face. Slowly, she lowered her boot toward my mouth, the heel pressing against my lips. 
 
    "Kiss, boot boy," Emily demanded. Cringing under my wife's fascinated stare, I did as I was told. I kissed Emily's boot heel while Gabriella watched. 
 
    “So much fun,” Emily said. Then she lifted her boots off my body. Swinging her legs around, she rose up onto her knees again. I groaned as she reached forward and took my cock in her hand, idly pumping the shaft without even looking at me. Instead, she was looking at my wife. 
 
    "I want to make you cum," Emily said, slowly and carefully, staring deep into Gabriella's eyes as she spoke. "I want your husband to watch. Why don't you climb up here with me? I want him to see what another woman can do to you." 
 
    "Okay," Gabriella giggled. Without a moment's hesitation, she climbed onto the bed. Now both women were naked except for their sexy footwear, Emily in her long leather boots and Gabriella in her strappy high heels. Directed by my boss, Gabriella swung her leg over my head, kneeling above me and facing my feet. Her pussy hovered above me, taunting me with its wetness and fragrance. Meanwhile, Emily straddled my body too. She sat on my chest, facing Gabriella. I could feel the warmth and wetness of my boss's pussy against my skin as she sat on top of me. With one hand on Gabriella's shoulder, she leaned forward. From where I lay beneath my wife, I couldn't see, but I heard them kissing again.  
 
    And then, I saw Emily's hand. Creeping down between my wife's thighs, her fingers running teasingly over Gabriella's wet lips. 
 
    Above me, I heard my wife gasped. I saw her thighs shake as, for the first time, another woman touched her beautiful pussy. And slowly, Emily curled her fingers inside my wife right above my astonished face. As she moved them, Gabriella began to moan in pleasure. I could see the tendons in the back of Emily's hand moving as she manipulated my wife's G spot, bringing her almost instantly to new heights of pleasure.  
 
    I saw Gabriella grip Emily's wrist with one hand, but not to push her away. Far from it. Instead, Gabriella leaned forward, using her other hand to balance herself on Emily's thigh. And Emily's free hand rose to Gabriella's breasts, again caressing and teasing and tweaking her sensitive nipples. I heard Emily laugh wickedly as my wife's cries of passion filled our bedroom, her body trembling above me. I could see Gabriella's juices shining on Emily's fingers, and I could smell her arousal. Soon, her hot fluids began to drip down onto my face, and I caught them in my mouth, savoring the taste even as it tormented me. 
 
    Gabriella didn’t seem to notice. She was lost in lust, lost in the powerful sensations of pleasure the other woman was giving her. For her first lesbian experience, I knew that Gabriella was having an experience she would never forget. And as she moaned and groaned above me, Emily's hand moved faster and faster, continually ramping up the erotic pressure. Soon, my wife was screaming in delight, completely abandoning herself to the bliss that flowed through her. At close range, I watched her pussy spasm around Emily's fingers, and I knew what it meant. Gabriella's juices burst out of her, dripping all over my face as it poured from her spasming pussy. Emily kept stroking her, slower now, helping her to ride the waves of her Sapphic ecstasy. And as Gabriella finally relaxed, almost sobbing with undeniable pleasure, Emily slowly withdrew her fingers. 
 
    "Wasn't that nice?" I heard Emily say. 
 
    "Oh my God," Gabriella gasped in a voice thick with desire. "That was amazing!" 
 
    "Good," Emily said. "Boys are fun and all, but no one can get a woman off like another woman. I bet you drove your slave husband crazy watching me make his beautiful wife cum." Gabriella's laughter still had a trace of wildness in it, a trace of orgasmic abandon that tugged at my heartstrings and made my abandoned cock surge. But Emily wasn't done yet. 
 
    "Clean her up for me, slave boy," I heard her say. "Lick up her juices and get her ready for me again. That's your job for tonight, Hunter. To help me fuck your wife better." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I mumbled. And above me, Gabriella sobbed with joy. She all but collapsed on my face, her dripping pussy pressing against my mouth. And as I began to lick, I listened to the music of my wife's wild pleasure swelling in the bedroom again. 
 
  
 
  
   
    7. Bow To The Boss 
 
      
 
    My wife lay writhing on the bed next to me. It was a situation unlike any I'd been in before and way beyond anything I might ever have imagined. The most exquisite torture. The most unbelievable ecstasy. Through all the years of our marriage, I had never stopped being attracted to Gabriella. I had never gotten over her incredible looks, her unbelievable body, her outrageous sexiness. The years had been kind to her, and often, I reflected to myself that she looked better now than she did when we first met. But being able to watch her have sex, being able to hear it, being able to feel the way her body shuddered in bliss through the movements of the mattress without being able to do anything about it — that was something else. A whole other level of desire. I felt as though I would die if I didn't touch her, and yet I knew I couldn't. My entire world narrowed down to a tiny area of focus. Gabriella and Emily, and their beautiful bodies moving together in our bed. 
 
    It's not as though I counted their orgasms. What would be the point? And I knew they weren't keeping track either. But I did know that, as the night wore on, Gabriella and Emily took each other to heaven over and over again. I became intimately acquainted with the sound of my boss's ultimate pleasure. I cringed and groaned and writhed as I watched them touch and kiss and lick one another. My beautiful wife, who had never been with another woman in her whole life, was now embroiled in full-blown lesbian sex. And there was nothing I could do about it. I didn't want to stop it, of course. But I couldn't even be part of it. 
 
    Not directly, anyway. That's not to say I didn't have a role to play. Having me tied up beside them was all part of the fun for Emily, and increasingly for Gabriella too. Their lovemaking lasted for hours, and I saw myself for the first time that lesbian sex never seems to end. Whenever one of them was sated with pleasure, the other was ready to go again. They wound each other up to a fever pitch of desire and feasted on each other's bodies. But in lulls in the action, one or the other of them would turn to me. Gabriella would kiss me, letting me taste the other woman on her lips. Emily would run her fingers over my cock, making me tremble with futile desire as I gazed at her. I was made to eat my boss's pussy and my wife's, made to keep them boiling over with sexual excitement in any way I could that didn't involve actually having sex with them. And the whole time, my cock raged, hard and rigid for hours as it rose from my body. A constant sign that what they were doing was working, that I was completely bewitched by their beauty. Because I was, and they knew it. Even through the fog of frustration that clouded my thoughts, I knew that that was a huge part of the thrill. Gabriella wasn't gay, not really. She just enjoyed teasing me. And there was no more powerful way to do it than this. 
 
    But it seemed that even goddesses have their limits. Even these too couldn't keep it up forever. At last, as Emily pulled yet another screaming orgasm from Gabriella, I saw my boss fall back. I watched her lie down on the mattress beside my wife, her trembling body exhausted by pleasure. And as Gabriella panted and moaned, once again riding the wave of orgasmic pleasure that slowly receded inside her, I could see she needed to rest too. 
 
    In the tender silence that followed, I saw Emily look over at me. Despite her fatigue, I could see that the same mischief was still crackling in her gorgeous blue-green eyes. The sly smile that spread across her face almost scared me. Though what I could possibly have left to fear was a mystery to me. She had already seduced my wife and fucked her right in front of me. What more could my kinky boss do to me after that? 
 
    "You think we should finally let him cum?" Emily said, still looking at me as she addressed my wife. 
 
    "Yes," Gabriella said without hesitation, her voice still thick with pleasure. My heart soared in my chest. As strange as it might sound, I felt genuine gratitude to my wife at that moment. All I wanted was release from the sexual frustration that tormented me, and any semblance of pride or defiance had vanished from my heart, eclipsed by that unignorable want. 
 
    "Please," I begged, and the women laughed as I struggled against the tie that bound my hands behind my wrists for what felt like the millionth time. "Please, please let me cum! Please, Ama Gabriella! Please, Mistress Emily!" 
 
    Both women laughed at that. Of course they did. I knew how pathetic I must sound, and how ridiculous I must look, squirming in desperation and unable to take what I wanted from them. For a moment, they looked at each other, their teeth shining as they smiled in unspoken agreement. Then, they began to move. I watched them approaching like two beautiful predators, rising and crawling across the mattress toward me and making my excitement grow by the second. As they kneeled up right beside me, I hardly dared to breathe as the culmination of the night's merciless teasing approached. The last thing I wanted to do was jeopardize the release I so desperately needed. 
 
    "Who should do the honors?" Emily said. As she spoke, she reached over my body, and I groaned she took hold of my cock once again. My boss had been getting intimately acquainted with my manhood over the course of the evening, but it still thrilled me to have her touch it. This woman I had watched at work, whose body I had desired without ever really believing anything would happen between us. Now she was stroking my cock while my wife smiled at her, and it was still hard to believe even as it was happening. 
 
    "Me," Gabriella said without hesitation. "You don't fuck him. You can play with him however you want. But not that. That's just for me." 
 
    Emily paused, her hand motionless now as it still clutched my shaft. She looked surprised as she gazed at my wife, but no more surprised than I was. Gabriella was still smiling, but there was no denying the possessive edge in her voice. 
 
    "Well, okay," Emily shrugged. "I guess that's fair. He's your husband, after all."  
 
    "That's right," Gabriella growled, turning to me as her brown eyes blazed. Emily leaned back to let my wife crawl past her, and my heart pounded in my chest as Gabriella climbed on top of me. She was still wearing her high heels, but nothing else. She straddled my stomach. I could feel the heat and wetness of her pussy pressing against me. Rising up on her knees, she moved slowly downward until she was straddling my hips. 
 
    "Here, let me help you." Emily spoke again. The woman just couldn't resist getting involved. Not that I was complaining. I grunted as she reached underneath Gabriella and took hold of my cock once again. Smiling, Gabriella lowered herself down, and Emily guided my cock inside my wife's pussy. It was an incredible feeling to be used like that, to be powerless and at the mercy of these wild women. And as my cock slid inside my wife's sex, as Gabriella groaned in profound and obvious desire, I sighed with pleasure that was all the greater for being so long denied. The slick wet walls of my wife's pussy felt like heaven to me. And to see her eyes roll back in her head as she felt me inside her was the purest kind of thrill.  
 
    My boss could make her cum. Clearly, Emily could make my wife do all kinds of things. But this was one thing she couldn't offer. One pleasure that was mine alone. And I thought again of my wife's possessive words, half pleased and half dismayed by what she had said. After all that had happened, I felt as though sex with Emily, if not now then at some point in the future, with the very least I deserved. But Gabriella seemed intent on reserving that pleasure or for herself. And it thrilled me to see her dominant side, even if I might have wished her decision had been different. 
 
    But I didn't have much mental bandwidth for those kinds of thoughts. Soon, Gabriella was rising up and down on top of me, her groans of pleasure growing steadily louder as she rode my cock in front of my boss. And I was groaning too, the animal sounds drawn out of me by the deep pleasure of finally getting what I wanted. Almost immediately, I could feel my orgasm boiling inside me.  
 
    And I didn't fight. I couldn't. It felt as though nothing else mattered, that my whole life had been leading up to that blissful moment. I abandoned myself to it. I roared in a kind of triumphant ecstasy as my orgasm bloomed inside me. I felt my cock swell with it, and Gabriella moaned above me as she felt it too. With a loud cry, I exploded inside her, and she shrieked in wild pleasure at the feeling of my orgasm. 
 
    For a moment, I blacked out. I didn't know whether my eyes were closed or whether my brain was too overloaded to deal with visual input. I didn't care, either. For a blissful semi-second that may as well have been a lifetime, I lost myself entirely. I forgot my name, forgot who I was, forgot where I was and with whom. Pleasure was all. Pleasure was everything. And as I slowly regained my senses, my vision returning as I sucked in ragged gulps of air, I recognized that what I had just experienced was the most powerful orgasm of my life. 
 
    Gabriella felt it too. Still perched on top of me, she smiled down at me from under half-closed eyes, a wild grin shining on her face. She looked delighted with herself and how the evening had gone, and why shouldn't she be? She and Emily had pushed me to this point, manipulating my desire until I was helpless before them. And as I gazed up at her in wonder, barely able to believe this was my wife, the woman I had loved for two decades, I knew then that I was addicted to this. These powerful emotions, of desire and helplessness and frustration and bliss, were too potent to give up. Now that I had felt them, there would be no going back. 
 
    Gabriella didn't have to say a word. I knew she felt the same way. As she sat above me, grinning down on me like some dark angel, I could tell that she had had the time of her life. After all, all these games of domination had been her idea. As she said herself, this was the ultimate expression of that. Her having sex with my boss while I helplessly watched and begged for pleasure was a mindfuck unlike anything else she had put me through. Sitting on top of me with my dick still pulsing inside her, I knew Gabriella had to feel like an absolute goddess. To me, she was. And she knew it. We all knew it now. 
 
      
 
    These are not the kind of thoughts you need to be thinking in the workplace. These memories that in the cold light of day seemed more like fantasies were not conducive to getting my work done. But I couldn't help it. I was tormented by them. Throughout the day, stray flashes of what had happened would explode in my mind like fireworks, leaving me gasping, making my cock surge inside my pants, mercifully hidden beneath my desk. Just as anyone could have predicted, the workplace had become an extension of the bedroom. As if Gabriella's saucy text messages weren't enough, I had Emily to deal with. Just as Emily had said, it seemed as though I would never be free of one or the other of these dominant beauties. And is difficult as it undoubtedly made things, I couldn't deny that work was now more exciting than it had ever been before. 
 
    I heard Emily coming before I saw her. There was no mistaking the thumping of those high heels that reached me as faint vibrations through the floor. Most of my female coworkers didn't wear high heels to work, and when they did, they were never as high as Emily's. It had always seemed like a kind of power move to me, a way of increasing both her sex appeal and her height to give her more of an air of authority. It worked. Not that Emily was much of an authoritarian in the office. Not like the way she was in bed. And once again, my stupid cock stupidly searched at the reminder that I had been with my boss. That we had shared the most unforgettable night of sex in my life. And now I was supposed to act as though nothing had changed. 
 
    "Hey, Hunter," Emily said as she stopped at the side of my desk. I turned in my seat to face her. Her smile sent a shockwave through my body. But then again, Emily smiled a lot. Perhaps it was only me who could see the thoughts behind that smile, the same wild memories that tormented me. But as Emily looked at me, I felt almost as though I was shrinking while she grew, her gorgeous body radiating power and sex appeal while I felt small and weak. 
 
    She was wearing the same boots. My heart started as I noticed, knowing it wasn't an accident. The same black leather over-the-knee boots she had worn to my house, the same ones she had made me humiliatingly kiss in front of my wife. They were the first thing I saw as I looked at her, the black leather gleaming under the office lights. They were inappropriate for the workplace, of course. Too tall, too high a heel, too sexy and dominant-looking for the workplace. But Emily didn't care. She didn't need to. She was the boss and could wear whatever she liked. 
 
    My eyes traveled up her body as I took in the rest of her outfit. Black leggings were tucked into the tall boots, the elasticated fabric clinging tightly to her hips and thighs and flaunting her feminine figure. In an attempt to make her outfit seem at least vaguely appropriate for the office, she wore a black suit jacket over the top, long enough to cover most of her ass. She looked good in black. Her long hair shone like gold against the dark fabric, framing her smiling face as she peered down at me. Of course, she knew what she was doing to me. It wasn't an accident. And a strange feeling entered my heart as I thought of her dressing that morning with the intention of eliciting a reaction from me. It was… Well, strange. Strangely flattering in its way. Of course I was never going to forget what Emily and Gabriella had done to me. But it was nice to know my boss wouldn't forget it either. 
 
    "Hi," I said. The last thing I wanted was to give anything away. Not that anybody was watching. A few coworkers sat at their desks, engrossed in their work. No one was paying much attention to us. Still, I felt exposed. Like many people with a secret, I felt as though the world must somehow know about it. Even though I knew it was impossible. Even though I knew Emily probably had even more to lose than I did if the truth came out. I still couldn't help feeling that all anyone had to do was look at us interacting to see the new tension between us. Because after what had happened, I was suddenly uncomfortable around my boss. A woman who I used to be able to laugh and joke with easily had now changed in my eyes. Now, she was the demanding dominatrix who fucked my wife and made me beg. It's impossible to act relaxed after a thing like that. 
 
    "Have you heard back from Stephen?" The head of accounts at a client of ours. An important one. I had been emailing back-and-forth with him about a billing issue, but my last email had so far received no response. 
 
    "Not yet," I said. As strange as it felt to be talking normally about work after everything that had happened between us, there was a kind of relief to it. A reminder that maybe things could still be normal, or at least something close to it. But as Emily sat down on the edge of my desk, her tall boot swinging and her tight pants straining against her thigh just inches from my hand, all semblance of normality was abruptly swept away. 
 
    "That's a shame," Emily said, a slight frown marring her pretty face. She swung one leg idly as she spoke, the leather of her boot creaking with every movement. To anyone else, I suppose, it just looked like we were chatting. Emily used to sit on my desk all the time and catch up with me. But now it was different. Now everything she did spoke eloquently of sex. And desire seemed to howl silently between us, tinting everything she said, everything she did, everything about her combining to make me want her more as she sat close enough to touch and a million miles away. 
 
    "I know," I said, gulping as I tried to make my voice sound as normal as possible. "It's annoying. But I'm sure we'll hear from him before the end of the day.' 
 
    "I hope so," Emily said. She smiled at me again as silence fell for a moment between us. A silence that she seemed to feel much more comfortable in than I did. Probably because she had all the power. 
 
    "Let me know when he resurfaces," she said at last. "In fact, come find me at the end of the day and we'll go over what we're going to do about all this." 
 
    "Okay," I said slowly. It might sound like a fully reasonable request for a boss to make of her employee. But I knew there was more to it than that. The bright glow in Emily's beautiful eyes left me in no doubt that she had something in mind. Something wild and sexy and probably humiliating. But I knew the rules already. I had to do what she said. Just like I had to do what Gabriella said at home. 
 
    Grinning now, Emily swung herself off my desk. Turning swiftly enough to make her hair swing out behind her in a golden arc, she set out across the office. I watched her go, almost cursing the provocative sway of her body and her tall high heels as she walked toward her office. If my boss wasn't so beautiful, I wouldn't have been in so much trouble. Then again, if this was trouble, why would I ever want less of it? 
 
    The rest of the day passed in slow motion. Knowing that I had to deal with Emily at the end of it made the hours drag. I both longed for and dreaded that encounter.  
 
    A few more times, I saw her around the office, chatting to coworkers. I tried not to let my eyes be drawn to her in too obvious a way, tried to control the irresistible impulse that made me want to admire her beauty. But she didn't come over to my desk again. She left me alone, letting me obsess about the future like a condemned man. Once or twice, she caught me looking at her, and flashed me one of her brilliant smiles. But that was it. Even when I messaged her to let her know I had heard back from Stephen, I got no reply. Maybe she was avoiding me, letting the tension between us build. Maybe she was merely busy. The point was, I had no way of knowing. All I could do was count down the interminable hours until the end of the day. 
 
    But eventually, the day drew to a close. I waited impatiently for my coworkers to disappear. I didn't know what exactly Emily had in mind. But I knew what I hoped it might be. And I didn't want anyone around to potentially see or hear the things we got up to. So as the last person left the office for the day, I slowly rose from her desk. My cock was already raging at full mast, making a telltale bulge in the front of my pants. Not that Emily needed any reminder of how I felt about her and how attracted I was to her. She knew all that already. But it only served to further weaken my position as I headed toward my boss's office. 
 
    Emily smiled when she saw me. She was sitting at her desk, and she lifted her eyes from her computer screen as I entered. The smile that spread across her face was intoxicating, and my heart jumped in hope as I saw the glow in her eyes. Hopefully, I wasn't there to talk about business with her. 
 
    "Well, hello," Emily said, her voice a provocative purr as she spoke.  
 
    "Hi." 
 
    “Has everyone gone home?” 
 
    “Looks that way.” 
 
    "And you're not addressing me properly… Why?" She was still smiling. But I didn't doubt her seriousness. Even before coming to her office, I knew she would probably want to humiliate me. After all, that was how women like her got off. Women like her and my wife. Dangerous, dominant, achingly sexy women. 
 
    "Sorry, Mistress Emily," I said. Emily giggled under her breath at my capitulation. Somehow, it was even harder calling her that now. Even more embarrassing. In the bedroom, in the raw heat of a sexual encounter, it wasn't so crazy. But in the office, with both of us fully clothed, it seemed to take even more to make myself obey her. But I knew I had no choice. Not if I wanted to enjoy her dominant side again. And for all humiliation I felt, there was no doubt that I did. 
 
    "That's better. I love it when you call me that," Emily chuckled. Her chair creaked as she leaned back in it, and her boots thumped on her desk as she lifted her legs and rested them on its surface. She caught me looking and smiled. 
 
    "You remember these boots, don't you?" 
 
     "Yes, Mistress Emily." 
 
    "Of course you do." Slowly, Emily ran a hand over the leather, caressing it while I watched with a dry mouth. "I was wearing these when I fucked your wife and gave her the best sex of her life, wasn't I?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily.' 
 
    "Are you turned on right now?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." 
 
    “Show me. Take that big cock out and show me how hard you are for your boss.” 
 
    Breathlessly, I did as she said. Emily sat back, triumphantly watching as I reached for the front of my pants. As I unzipped and reached inside, my cock sprang out, already fully erect. Emily's pretty eyes shone as she stared at it, enjoying the obvious sign of my desire for her. Completely humiliated, I just stood there with my manhood poking out my pants while she decided what to do with me. 
 
    "This is so naughty," Emily said. "Look at you. A married man, stood there in my office with your dick out. Did your wife send you any naughty photos today?" 
 
    "No, Mistress Emily," I said. I had noticed that, too. It was the first day in weeks that Gabriella hadn't sent me a photo of her in lingerie to tease me while I was at work. But I didn't question it. I assumed she had just forgotten, or she didn't want to play that game anymore. It was only now, as Emily grinned at me wolfishly, that I started to suspect there was more to it. 
 
    "No. She sent it to me instead," Emily smirked. "From now on, she sends the photos to me, and I decide if you get to see them or not. Do you want to see what she sent me?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." I watched as Emily reached for her phone that lay on the desk in front of her. 
 
    “You know that’s not how you ask for things now,” Emily said, shaking her head. “Come on, do it properly. Get down on your knees and beg.” 
 
    Suppressing a sigh, I did as I was told. My cock lurched embarrassingly, and Emily giggled as she watched me drop to my knees.  
 
    "Please, Miss Emily," I said, as humbly as I could manage while desire and rage burned inside me. "Please let me see the picture Gabriella sent." 
 
    "Come over here then. Crawl to me." Still holding her phone, Emily swung her legs off the desk and pulled her chair around to one side. Still on my knees, I crawled toward her, my cock pointing up at her as though guiding me. She sat forward, her feet apart, elbows balanced on her knees and her phone clutched in her hands. 
 
    "It's a sexy one," she smirked. "So sexy that you'll probably want to cum as soon as you see it. And you know what? I'm going to let you. I'm going to let you jerk off while you look at the picture your wife sent me because I think it's funny. I want you to cum on my boot. Right there. Agreed?" 
 
    "Agreed, Mistress Emily," I said, my voice already hoarse with desire. It was humiliating, but as always, desire overruled everything else. All that mattered was that I get to cum. I knew from experience that the real humiliation wouldn't come until after my orgasm. 
 
    "Good boy. Okay, you can start." As she spoke, Emily turned her phone so that the screen was facing me. I gasped as I saw my wife on it. But as always, desire took over. Reaching out, I wrapped my hand around my shaft and began to stroke. I couldn't help it. And while I tugged on my surging cock, my boss's cruel laughter filled the office. It was just so easy for Emily. That was what made her so unbelievably sexy. 
 
    

  

 
   
    8. Shared By Two Mistresses 
 
      
 
    Gabriella's image swam in front of me. Made blurry by my desperate desire, she hovered before my eyes. She was getting better at these little photoshoots. She had clearly set up her phone so that she could use it hands-free. She lay sprawled on the bed, smiling at the camera, her eyes glowing with devious delight. Her breasts rose high on her chest, forced together by a black push-up bra. She was wearing boots too, the same boots she had been wearing on that fateful day when Emily discovered our little game.  
 
    But between them, she wore nothing at all. Only her hand and the toy it held blocked my view of her pussy. My wife had a vibrator pressed against herself, and my heart raced as I thought of her home alone, masturbating while I was at work with her new lover. It was an image designed to turn me on, and it was working. Not that it had a lot of work to do. I was already in a state of high arousal thanks to Emily and her dominant games. 
 
    My cock surged in my hand as I rapidly stroked it. Kneeling at Emily's feet, listening to the leather of her tall boots creek with every tiny movement she made. The darkness between her thighs called to me, and stray flashes of the night the three of us had spent together exploded once again in my mind. Emily was watching me, holding out the phone in front of me so that I could see the picture my wife had sent her and masturbate to it. And soon, in this completely degrading situation, I felt my cock throb in that telltale way. I felt my balls tighten and the sudden tension of orgasm building like music inside me. I cried out as my cock seemed to swell even bigger, my climax rising up suddenly from deep in my body to explode into the open air. Emily gasped as I spurted my cum all over one of her boots, directing my cock at it just the way I knew she wanted. Spurt after spurt landed on the supple black leather, the pressure slowly decreasing as I trembled in bliss. Finally, the spasm passed, and I was left kneeling at my boss's feet with my cock dripping onto her carpet, my semen shining on her leather boot while she grinned down at me from her chair. 
 
    "Oh my God, that was hilarious," Emily laughed. "I always thought being married would be boring, but you guys are changing my mind on that. Imagine having your husband jerk off to you in his boss's office. She's going to get a kick out of that when you tell her." 
 
    "When I tell her, Mistress Emily?" Breathless with desire, I still remembered my manners. There was something dangerous in Emily's eyes as she looked at me. Something that told me the game wasn't over just because I had cum. Far from it. And it was even harder to submit to her now that I had had my pleasure. Now my desire for her was as low as it would ever be, and all I was left with was the shame and disgrace of what she had made me do. But I suspected that was precisely the idea. I was supposed to feel embarrassed. I was supposed to feel ashamed. It was just one more lever these women could use to control me. 
 
    “Yes,” Emily said, nodding as though it were the most obvious thing in the world. “I hope you’ll tell her everything we do here today. And tell the truth. You never know when I might check. At any time, I could ask your wife what you told her happened at work today. And if she doesn’t give me an accurate report… Well, I suppose you’ll have to be punished.” 
 
    "Punished, Mistress Emily?' There was a catch in my voice she spoke, and I knew she noticed it. 
 
    "Yes, punished," Emily said slowly. "I know that turns you on, you little pervert. You'd like that, wouldn't you? Me and your wife punishing you? Do you want us to tie you down and whip you?"  
 
    "No, Mistress Emily." I really didn't. I won't deny that when Emily spoke of punishment, I felt another little surge of desire inside me. But I've never been into pain. That wasn't the way Gabriella and I played. Instead, her dominance was about desire. My desire for her, and her ability to withhold her body from me until I gave her what she wanted. A kind of sexual blackmail, in a way. Not to say she was averse to scratching me with her fingernails or her boot heels or playing with hot candle wax when she felt the need. The kind of tiny pains that only enhanced the pleasure of both of us. That I could get into. But what Emily was threatening was something else. 
 
    "Well then, you'd better do what you're told, hadn't you?" Emily said. 
 
    "I did, Mistress Emily," I said. 
 
    "So far. I'm not done with you yet. Take your clothes off. All of them. Now." The screen of Emily's phone went dark as she switched it off and set it back on her desk. Then she leaned back in her chair, calmly watching as I stripped. I didn't even get off my knees. I just pulled down my pants and underwear and lifted my knees over them one at a time before pulling them over my feet. In no time at all, I was kneeling naked in front of her. And as she looked me up and down, her arms crossed under her magnificent breasts, I felt my cock already starting to swell again. It was unbelievable. Then again, so was the situation I found myself in. 
 
    "Now you need to clean up your mess," Emily said. "You can use your boxers. Wipe up that nasty cum from my boots." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." Every word she spoke was like a nail being driven into the coffin of my dignity, but I knew I had no choice. My boss was clearly in no mood to be disobeyed. And even as my desire miraculously grew again, so soon after ejaculation, I still hoped there might be something in this for me. That if I played my cards right, I could get to do more with Emily than merely look at her in adoration. Gabriella had been clear that she didn't want the two of us having sex. But there were all kinds of other activities that were definitely on the menu. I tried to focus on that, and not the total humiliation of what I was doing, as I picked up my discarded underwear and move toward my boss's feet. 
 
    Emily sighed softly as I ran my underwear over the long shaft of her boot. My semen smeared across the leather, clinging to her footwear as I tried to wipe it up. Emily simply watched me work, an unreadable expression on her pretty face. Enjoying my submission, I suppose. From where she was sitting, I knew I must look pretty pathetic. 
 
    "That's right, shine them up for me," she sneered. "I've never had a man polish my boots with his semen before. I like it. Maybe I'll make you do that on a regular basis from now on. Maybe whenever I wear boots to the office, I'll make you come in here, kneel at my feet, spurt your slime all over them and give them a nice polish for me. Won't that be fun?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I said as I kept rubbing her boot. The leather was shining now, my semen soaked up by my underwear. Emily pointed both her feet at me, and I polished both boots, even the one I hadn't cum on. Obviously, my boss was enjoying this latest act of submission. 
 
    "Look at you. This is turning you on," Emily giggled. As she spoke, she stretched out one foot toward me. I suppressed a groan as she tapped the toe of her polished boot against the underside of my cock. She was right. I wasn't fully hard yet, my body still needing time to recover from such a recent orgasm. But I was getting there. I was already half-hard, and at the contact of her foot, my cock swelled a little more. It was all too easy for her. The woman seemed to have more control over my body than I did. 
 
    "Okay, that's enough," Emily abruptly said. "Get under my desk. Crawl, slut." 
 
    I did as I was told. My half-hard cock swayed beneath me as I crawled on my hands and knees under Emily's desk. I had no idea what she had in mind next. But I knew I desperately wanted to find out. And her harsh words only excited me further as she stood up. I watched her shining boots circle around the desk as she pushed her chair back into position and sat down again. Unbuttoning her jacket, she draped it over the back of her chair. Underneath, she were a black silk shirt that shone where her ample breasts pressed against it. I watched, crouched underneath the desk, as she pulled down the waistband of her tight pants. Shifting in her seat, Emily pulled down both her pants and underwear until they caught on the top of the tall boots they were tucked into. With her tight pants gripping her thighs, her pussy was completely exposed. 
 
    "You know what to do," Emily snarled. "Eat me out while I catch up on a few emails." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." I didn't hesitate. And my eagerness clearly amused my boss, who laughed as I crawled toward her. Kneeling between her feet, I raised my head so that it was between her pants and her sex. As I lowered my face between her thighs, I could smell her arousal. As I ran my tongue along her sensitive pussy, I could taste it. And the fact that this was exciting Emily only served to excite me even more as I gave my boss what she wanted. 
 
    “That’s it,” Emily said, and I was gratified to hear the pleasure already catching in her voice. “Like my slutty secretary. My personal little office fucktoy. Whenever I’m stressed out or horny or bored, you’ll come in here and help me get off with your mouth. Keep your boss happy. That’s your job from now on.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I mumbled, but my lips pressed against her sex made my words unclear. Still, I knew my boss understood their meaning. She could hardly mistake it for anything else. 
 
    For a while, things were quiet. Above me, and to my mild disbelief, I heard Emily's mouse clicking and her keyboard occasionally clacking. She actually was working while I was down below the desk, servicing her. But by now, my cock was at full mast, and my desire was raging inside me. The taste of her pussy inflamed my lust, and the more her juices began to flow, the more eagerly I lapped them up. My hands were on her silky thighs, and I could feel her legs begin to tremble as I pleasured her. But I didn't dare say anything else. I didn't dare reach for my cock and stroke it again, even though every cell of my body cried out that I should. After all, it couldn't be clearer that I was there to please her, not myself. That was the imbalance between us, the same one that existed between Gabriella and me. The same one that made these selfish women so indescribably sexy to me. 
 
    Above me, I heard Emily moan. Her chair creaked as she leaned back in it, and her breathing seemed to speed up. Finally, she was no longer sending emails. Now I had her full attention. As strange as it sounds even to me, I took a little bit of pride in that. That I was turning her on enough that she could no longer focus on anything else. It was a small victory, but I had to take what I could get. 
 
    Emily moaned again. Her juices were streaming more rapidly out of her body now, her lips trembling against mine. The taste was so different to that of my wife, but no less intoxicating. And the sheer wrongness of what we were doing only made the scene more delightful. I was a happily married man who never had the faintest idea of cheating on my wife. But there I was, going down on my boss in her office. And I had no doubt that Gabriella would have approved if she could see us at that moment. She would have joined in. That thought tormented me further as I continued lapping at my boss's pussy. If my wife had been there, we might've had a rerun of what happened that unforgettable night at our place. That thought was more than enough to make my cock surge and ache with wild desire. 
 
    But Gabriella wasn't there. In the silence of the office, there was only Emily and me. And soon, that silence was ringing with her cries of abandon. Soon, her high heels were drumming on the floor, her legs shaking uncontrollably under my hands. Soon, her hot juices were pouring out of her, anointing my face with the aroma of her pleasure as I drank them down. I was going to make Emily cum. That much was clear. My heart rose and my cock soared at the thought of what I was doing. 
 
    Emily shrieked. Sprawled back in her chair, she thrust her hips wildly against me, pressing her pussy against my lips. I felt its soft walls tighten around my tongue, and I swallowed as quickly as I could as a tremendous flood of juices squirted out of her. She howled in orgasm, and I felt her pleasure against my face, and my ignored cock ached with desire as I continued licking her. And slowly, gradually, Emily climbed down from her climax, panting in her office chair as I kneeled between her thighs. 
 
    “Good,” she said breathlessly. Reaching forward, she patted my head affectionately, as though I was some favored pet that had pleased her. “That was good. You can go home now.” 
 
    Raising my face from between her legs, I looked up at my boss. The expression on my face must've revealed what I was feeling, because Emily burst out laughing as she looked at me. 
 
    "That's right, slave boy," she giggled, talking slowly as though it were the only way she thought I would understand. "I've had my fun. That's what you're here for. You should be grateful I let you cum at all. And I'm sending you home to your wife all hot and bothered. She can thank me later. But make sure you tell her what we did here today. You never know when I might be checking." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I mumbled. She shifted in her seat, sitting more upright, and I ducked my head to swing it out under her thighs. Reaching down into the desk, Emily pulled up her tight pants and her underwear, covering the pussy I could still taste on my mouth. I still could barely believe what was happening. Not that the cruelty or selfishness particularly shocked me at that point. But that it was even happening at all. That I was going along with it, enabling it, making it possible. My cock was now as hard as it had ever been, and as I looked at my beautiful boss, I fantasized about disobeying her. About throwing her down on her desk, peeling those tight pants off again, and sliding my cock into her wet sex. Doing the one thing my wife had forbidden. Taking what I wanted like a real man instead of the submissive slave the two of them had turned me into. 
 
    But I didn't do it. Of course I didn't do it. Because in the twisted labyrinth of my heart, this kind of treatment was what I want. Instead, I crawled out from under Emily's desk. While I began to pick up my clothes on the floor and pull them on, she didn't even watch me. Not even as I grimaced while pulling on my cum-soaked boxer shorts. She had turned her attention back to her computer screen, returning to work as though nothing had happened. Only the telltale flush of her cheeks and the smell of her orgasm floating in the office air was there to remind me that this was no ordinary day at work. I had been used and dismissed, and as frustrating as it was, it only made her sexier to me. 
 
    Finally dressed, I hesitated before leaving. I looked at Emily without saying anything. She raised her eyes from the computer screen, her expression blank as she looked at me. 
 
    "Goodbye Hunter," she said. "See you tomorrow." 
 
    And that was that. Mumbling a goodbye of my own, I turned toward the door of her office. In my pants, my cock was still desperately raging, my erection as hungry and prominent as ever. But it didn't matter. That wasn't what Emily wanted. And what Emily wanted was the only important thing. 
 
      
 
    "Wow." Gabriella shook her head slowly as I finished telling my story. Her eyes were shining in the dim glow of candlelight. Soft music played in the background. I held her foot in my hand, gently rubbing perfumed oil into the skin while I told her all about my day at work. 
 
    After my encounter with Emily, I had all but charged through the front door of our house, desperate to find my wife. But Gabriella rejected me. She had already had plenty of orgasms that day, she told me, thanks to her vibrator. Thinking about me and Emily cooped up in the office together had helped her reach one sadistic climax after another. And so, as my wife was at pains to point out, she had no need of me for sex. While desire growled inside me, I submitted to her will. Even though I wanted her desperately. Even though she hadn't got dressed since the photo she sent my boss, and was still naked but for a push-up bra and a pair of boots which she had soon had me remove. On her orders, I lit some candles and fetched some massage oil and gave her a foot rub while I told her the sordid story of what Emily had made me do. My only hope was that it would turn her on enough that she would take pity on me and give me the orgasm I desperately needed. The orgasm both women seemed to be working together to deny me. 
 
    "This is quite the sticky situation you've gotten into with your boss," Gabriella said. "I mean, she can tease you all day. I can't believe she made you jerk off to my photo. Did you like it?" 
 
    "I loved it, Ama Gabriella," I said. "You looked so sexy. I wish you'd sent it to me as well as her." 
 
    "I bet you do," Gabriella giggled. "But that's not the game we're playing anymore, Hunter. Now, the game is about frustrating and teasing you. And it turned her on as well, so that's good. That's even hotter to me. I mean, anyone can turn on a man. You guys are easy. But a woman like her? That's different. That's more of a challenge." 
 
    I said nothing as the music continue to play. My wife's feet were soft and supple in my hands as she rested them on my thigh. My cock rose up mere inches away from them, aching and straining as I sat naked at her feet. All part of the game, of course. Gabriella had ordered me to take off my clothes shortly after I came home. Not so that we could have sex, to my dismay. But just so that she could see how turned on I was. 
 
    “And she made you cum-polish her boots,” Gabriella went on, her laughter stinging my shrinking pride as I carried on rubbing her feet. “That must’ve been so humiliating for you.” 
 
    “It was, Ama Gabriella,” I admitted, prompting my wife to laugh even more. 
 
    "I should have you do that too," Gabriella said thoughtfully. "Emily has some good ideas. But anything you give her, you should give to me too. After all, I'm your wife. Your cum belongs to me." 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." I could hardly believe what I was saying. I certainly couldn't believe what my wife was saying. But it all added to the intoxicating sexiness of the situation, the wild excitement we both were feeling.  Gabriella knew that the worse she treated me, the more I wanted her. And she was taking full advantage of the fact as she lay sprawled on our bed, enjoying this latest act of service. 
 
    “So you ate your boss’s pussy,” Gabriella laughed. “How did it taste?” 
 
    “Good, Ama Gabriella,” I said, “but not as good as yours.” My wife shrieked with laughter about, throwing back her head on the pillow. 
 
    “Good answer,” she smiled at me. “I hope you did a good job. Don’t embarrass me.” 
 
    "I think I did, Ama Gabriella," I said. Gabriella's eyes flickered over my face, the smile never leaving her lips as she watched me rub her feet while my cock surged in desperate desire. 
 
    “Come here,” she said at last, her voice a low purr as she patted the bed beside her. Setting down her foot, I moved toward her. Feeling short of breath, I lay down beside her, my oiled hand on her naked hip. Turning onto her side, she reached out and took my desperate cock in her hand. 
 
    "This is really fun," Gabriella said in a low voice. "I never thought I'd be willing to share you with another woman. But when it's like this, it's hot. Knowing that your're at work wanting her, wanting me, and she wants me, and I want her, and we're all caught up in this crazy bundle of desire and sex. It's amazing. It turns me on so much knowing you to have to work together and that she can use you anytime she wants. Just thinking how humiliating that must be for you turns me on so much." 
 
    "Me too," I admitted. "I can't believe we're doing this. It's so crazy. But it's so exciting. I can't even believe this is real. It feels like a dream sometimes." 
 
    Gabriella laughed again. I groaned as she tightened her grip on my cock, her eyes staring deep into mine as though looking for the signs of my desire. 
 
    "She said you have to wear a tie tomorrow," Gabriella said softly. "I was supposed to make you wear one today, but I forgot. New dress code at the office, she said. I wonder why she wants you to wear one." 
 
    “I can guess, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    "Me too," Gabriella smiled. "I wonder if she's going to tie you up with it. Maybe next time she orders you to go down on her at her desk, she'll tie your hands behind your back so you can't even touch her except with your tongue. I think that's a good idea. I think she should definitely do that." 
 
    "You're so fucking sexy, Ama Gabriella." Gabriella laughed again, the kind of laugh a woman makes when she knows just how much a man desires her. Her brown eyes sparkled as she looked into mine, a teasing smile on her face as she stared at me. 
 
    "Why don't you do something about it then?" she teased, squeezing my cock again for emphasis. "You don't get to fuck Emily. But good behavior should be rewarded. So for being such a good obedient boy for us both, you get to fuck me now." 
 
    I felt my eyes growing wide as I looked at my wife, and she smiled at me. But I didn't say a word. I didn't hesitate. She giggled as I climbed on top of her, already pushing her down onto the mattress. Already climbing on top of her, spreading her legs with my knees as my cock pointed directly at her. Channeling all of the wild desire that had been building inside me for hours, I plunged my cock inside her. Gabriella screamed as my manhood slid easily between her lips, lubricated by her own arousal. She closed her eyes, gripping my shoulders as I filled her, already sliding in and out as my pleasure swelled. After so much teasing and so much submission, I felt like a wild animal as I moved on top of her. And the pain of her fingernails digging into my skin only push me onward. Soon, the bed was rocking to my thrusts, and her cries of pleasure echoed through our otherwise empty house. I growled and snarled as he pounded her into the mattress, plunging my cock deep inside my beautiful wife while she screamed in ecstasy. 
 
    I felt her pussy spasm. I felt her orgasm overtake her, a kind of trembling fit that overwhelmed her completely. And as her sex tightened around mine, I felt my own too. I abandoned myself to it, moaning in pleasure as my straining cock spurted my cum deep inside her. Moaning and groaning in mutual pleasure, we held each other's trembling bodies, and I collapsed on top of her as I gave in to the long-awaited pleasure of orgasm. 
 
    A candle burned on the bedside table, its bright orange flame dancing in the scented air. This wild road we were walking had an end none of us could see. But who could resist such a journey? 
 
    

  

 
   
    9. Dress Code 
 
      
 
    "You can't be serious." 
 
    “Of course I am. I think it will be funny. It makes me laugh, anyway.” And true to her word, Gabriella did laugh. Her eyes sparkled as she looked at me, as radiantly beautiful in the morning light as they always were. 
 
    She didn't need to get up this early. It's not like Gabriella had a lot to do. A homemaker with only me to look after, our daughter away at college, and our house already low maintenance. There's only so much mess the two of us can generate. Generally, our home is spotlessly clean just because Gabriella has so little to do. But I'm not complaining. Because it means she has time to work on her plans and schemes, the sexy little adventures she maps out for both of us. And as difficult as she liked to make things for me sometimes, I couldn't resist the thrill it gave me. 
 
    Still, that didn’t mean I didn’t have doubts. 
 
    Especially now. Because Gabriella had got up so early to lay out my clothes for the day, an activity she never normally did. There was the tie I knew she was going to make me wear, the tie my sexy boss had requested I wear to work from now on. But there was more. On top of my normal dress pants, my naughty wife had laid out a pair of her own lacy panties. 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you think it’s so funny,” I scowled. “You’re not the one who has to go to work like that.” 
 
    "Oh, come on," Gabriella smiled at me, that winning smile that she knew could change my mind on just about anything. "You know it will be sexy. It will turn me on so much here by myself thinking about you at work dressed up in women's underwear. Knowing you're at work, thinking of me. Thinking of all the nasty things I make you do." 
 
    “I’ll be thinking of you anyway,” I tried. “I don’t need to be wearing panties for that.” 
 
    "That's sweet," Gabriella said. The smile never left her eyes as she laid a hand on my bare chest, her fingers sliding teasingly over my skin. "But it'll be more fun this way. It's just underwear. What you so afraid of? Afraid it will make you less of a man?" Gabriella's hands sank lower as she spoke. I sighed as her fingers curled around my manhood, teasing me through the fabric of the boxer shorts I had slept in. At once, my cock began to swell, pressing against the fabric of my underwear as though greedy for more of her touch. Gabriella stood in front of me in nothing but an oversized T-shirt, and even though we had just gotten out of bed, she looked absolutely ravishing to me. Of course, her hand on my cock was only adding to her appeal. 
 
    “It’s embarrassing,” I weakly protested. My wicked wife already knew that she had won. She could feel my desire vibrating in her hand, and she knew what that meant. She knew what my lust did to my critical thinking and my ability to say no to her. It completely obliterated it. 
 
    "I know," she said in a soft voice, smiling up at me the whole time. "That's the idea. That's what makes it so fun. But don't worry. No one's going to mistake you for anything other than a man. Especially with this bulge stretching out my panties." 
 
    Deftly, Gabriella slipped her fingers under the waistband of my boxer shorts. Guided by her hand, my cock sprang out, already rigid and eager for more. I groaned as she closed her fingers around it, slowly stroking my shaft, grinning suggestively me the whole while. 
 
    "Why don't you come back to bed and show me what a man you are?" She said. Desperately, I glanced over at the bedside clock. Time was running out, and I still hadn't showered, never mind dressed. But how was I supposed to resist? Gabriella was using all her considerable charm to seduce me, and lately, I was even weaker for her than I used to be. These strange games we were playing had made my wife even more irresistible than she used to be. Between her at home and Emily at work, it seemed like I could never get my thoughts off sex for more than a minute or two at a time. I craved it constantly, an unending nagging itch at the back of my brain that only grew stronger every time Gabriella did something devious like this. 
 
    "What's the matter?" she teased. "Scared I'll make you late? Scared your sexy boss will punish you for tardiness? Maybe she will. Maybe you'll like it. Maybe I will too." 
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned, the heat of the moment growing too great for me to fight it any longer. Gabriella giggled as I reached out for her body, frantically clawing at her T-shirt as I lifted it over her head. She shrieked with laughter as I picked her up and hurled her down on the mattress, climbing on top of her. I pulled down her panties and flung them callously across the room, kicking my own boxer shorts off at the same time. I lay on top of Gabriella, and she parted her legs to receive me, lying back on the pillow in a halo of her own dark hair, her eyes filled with delight. As I slid my hard cock into her, I felt the slick wetness of her sex, and I knew she was as aroused as I was. She closed her eyes for a moment, her mouth opening to release a long gasp of pleasure as she felt me enter her. My cock surged blissfully, and I savored the snug feel of her sex embracing mine. 
 
    Gabriella's eyes opened again, her pupils changing shape as they focused on me. My face was only inches above hers, our warm breath mingling as we gasped and panted in mutual pleasure, caught up in the animal heat of the ecstatic moment. 
 
    "Say you'll wear them, mi amor," Gabriella sighed, her talented tongue trilling the final R in a way that thrilled me. "Say you'll do what Ama Gabriella tells you and wear my panties to work." 
 
    “Yes,” I said in a strained voice, burying my face in her fragrant hair as I spoke. “Yes, Ama Gabriella. I’ll do it. I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
    With my cheek against her neck, I felt as well as heard her laughter bubble out of her. My wife knew me too well. She was just too crafty for me. Once again, Gabriella had won. I had no reason to believe she would ever do anything else. 
 
      
 
    Ever since that unforgettable day when everything changed for me, I had never felt comfortable at the office. Emily knew everything now. She knew how readily I submitted to my wife, and to her. She knew the unassailable power her beauty gave her over me. And already, she was shockingly comfortable in using it. 
 
    But that day was a new level of discomfort. For once, it wasn't just my mind tormenting me with doubts and fears and questions of what might happen next. Gabriella was right. Now, there was a very physical edge to what was taking place. I could feel her panties gripping me, the thin fabric painfully tight around my hips. My cock didn't fit inside the lacy underwear at all, constantly slipping out to lie against my leg. And more than ever, I dreaded an erection I was powerless to stop. Wearing Gabriella's underwear, I had realized as soon as I put them on, was a surefire way to keep me permanently aroused. A constant unforgettable reminder of the wild power this woman had over me, even from a distance. And that made my cock throb. Without even the normal protection of my boxer shorts, I was terrified of my coworkers spotting the unsightly bulge in my pants. I had never been more glad of the desk that hid me in my life. 
 
    And so, aching and panting with desire, I tried to get on with my work. I tried and only partially succeeded to catch up on the various tasks that make up my working life while stray thoughts of Gabriella and Emily tore through my mind. For once, though, I had a stroke of luck. I didn't see Emily all morning. Possibly she was out in a meeting or working from home that day. I didn't know, and it didn't matter. All I knew was that seeing her would only add to my torture. And judging by the outfits my beautiful boss had taken to wearing lately, she would have made it impossible for me not to have a raging erection. So her absence from the office was almost welcome to me. Almost. Because as the morning wore on, I was forced to acknowledge a faint sense of disappointment too. The truth was, I wanted to see her, even knowing how much it would add to my discomfort. She might treat me mean, almost as mean as my cruel wife did. But seeing my beautiful boss was indisputably the high point of my day. 
 
    I was lucky, too, that the office was quiet. In fact, after lunch, I found myself alone. The handful of coworkers who had been at their desks in the morning slowly trickled away one by one. By late afternoon, I found myself alone. 
 
    It was a relief. Finally, there was no further risk of exposure. But solitude has its own temptations. As Gabriella's panties gripped me tightly, my cock straining pointlessly against the lacy fabric, I realized I could finally do something about it. I could sneak off to the bathroom and jerk myself off, giving some relief to the endless sexual tension I was feeling. I had never done anything like that before. Even the idea was faintly humiliating, as though I was some horny teenager instead of a grown man who ought to be able to control himself. But as Gabriella knew so well, humiliation only added to my desire. And any man can only take so much. It would help me work, I told myself in the circuitous reasoning we all use to talk ourselves into something we really want. The release of orgasm might finally help me to focus. And even while some faint voice in my head preached caution, I knew the battle was already lost. Despite the fact I had sex only that morning with my wife, I felt as horny as I had ever been and unable to resist the pull of physical pleasure. 
 
    I stood. Just as I knew it would, the shape of my erection showed in the front of my pants, my hard cock swelling under the fabric in a way that no one could possibly miss had they been there to see it. Infinitely grateful for my blissful solitude, I pushed aside my chair and took a step toward the bathroom.  
 
    And then I froze. Too late. I had left it too late. Behind me, I heard the door to the office open. 
 
    I didn't turn around. The last thing I wanted was for anyone to see me from the front. Probably it was one of my coworkers, I told myself, and if I kept my back to them, I could hurry to the bathroom and deal with the situation before my predicament was revealed. But as I took another step, a voice rang out, stopping me in my tracks. A voice I knew. Coupled with the telltale thump of tall high heels on the short carpet of the office, I knew at once who had arrived. It was Emily. And I was doomed. 
 
    "Where do you think you're going?" I cringed as Emily rapidly approached from behind. I already knew she'd be looking sexy. The sound of her shoes alone told me that. In the state I was in, I hardly dared to look at her. But at the same time, it was all I wanted to do. Besides, my beautiful boss wasn't giving me the choice. She was heading toward me already. 
 
    “Going to the bathroom,” I said, as innocently as I could. 
 
    "Not yet you're not," Emily said as she finally caught up with me. "I have to check you're following the new dress code first." 
 
    She stopped at my side, and finally I turned toward her. There was no putting it off anymore. And as I looked at her, I didn't even try to keep my eyes from traveling over her body, drinking in the sight of her in the full flood of her beauty as she stared back at me. 
 
    She looked incredible. Her long blonde hair was tied back behind her head in a sleek ponytail that only made her exquisite features stand out more. Above her angular cheekbones, her blue-green eyes glowed like some sunlit tropical sea. She was already smiling, her pink lips curving upward in delight as she looked at me. Her immaculate white jacket was crisp and professional, even if it did hug her torso a little more than was strictly necessary. But it was what was beneath it that made me gasp. Emily was wearing a black pencil skirt, so tight it might have been painted on. For her, that was nothing unusual. She had a body anyone would want to flaunt, and she was more than willing to do so. But the black skirt caught and reflected the light as she moved, clinging to her legs in a way no regular fabric word. I realized it was a kind of latex, polished to a high gloss that drew eyes to her legs with every movement she made. And on her feet, her ubiquitous high heels. This time, a pair of strappy stilettos with a platform that made her even taller than she already was. For a woman who took great pleasure in provocative outfits, Emily had outdone herself. She was perfectly well covered, in a jacket and skirt that in any other context might have seemed professional. But the tightness of her clothing in the latex fabric of her skirt made her look like sex incarnate. Like a pornographic take on an office worker. You had to hand it to her, she had guts. For all I knew, Emily had no way of knowing that the office wouldn't be full of her employees. But she dressed the way she wanted to, as though daring people to disapprove. As though daring anyone to say anything. 
 
    "You look… amazing," I said, my voice catching in my throat as I spoke through a wave of desire. Emily grinned, her flawless white teeth showing between her painted lips as she accepted the compliment she had to know was entirely genuine. 
 
    "Thank you," she said. "I knew you would like it. This skirt is really something, isn't it?" As she spoke, she ran the palm of one hand over her thigh, her skin sliding easily over the glossy latex. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, and cleared my throat. “It really is.” 
 
    "Latex is in right now," Emily said, explaining to me as though I cared about the cut and thrust of fashion. "It's not just for the fetish community anymore. Sexy though, isn't it?" 
 
    "Very," I panted. My eyes were practically on stalks as I looked her up and down again, taking in every delicious curve of her body as though trying to memorize them. And Emily let me. I knew she would. She loved the attention. She loved seeing what her outfits did to me, how her beauty made me desire her even though I was happily married to another incredibly beautiful woman. My spoken compliments were all well and good. But the real praise, I knew, was in my eyes and the expression on my face. 
 
    And Emily giggled as she looked me up and down just as I was looking at her. Her eyes fastened themselves to the telltale bulge in my pants. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as she unabashedly stared at my erection. 
 
    "So I see," she said. "Were you just taking that to the bathroom to give it some air?" 
 
    "I guess so," I said. Emily just smiled. She stepped forward, a rubber skirt creaking around her legs as she moved. Close enough to touch, she stood in front of me, the faint smell of her perfume filling my nostrils. The silk of the tie Gabriella had picked out that morning hissed under her fingers as she stroked it. 
 
    "Don't lie," Emily said. Her blonde ponytail swung from side to side as she shook her head. "You were going to jerk off, weren't you?" 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned. There was no point lying about it. It was plainly obvious. And Emily knew enough about male desire to see right through any ruse I might’ve tried to deploy. Ultimately, I got the feeling it didn’t matter what I said. Emily was going to do what she wanted with me. That was what made the situation so darkly thrilling. 
 
    "Naughty boy," she said. "I should write you up for that. No masturbation in my office without permission from me. Is that clear?" Emily tugged sharply on my tie as she spoke, making my head bounce slightly as though forcing me to agree. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. Emily’s eyes flashed. 
 
    "Yes what?" she said sternly. "There's no one here to see us. You can address me properly." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” She smiled again as I capitulated. One more reminder of her complete power over me. 
 
    "What were you going to think of in there? Were you going to think of me?" 
 
    "You and Ama Gabriella, Mistress Emily." Emily threw back her head as she laughed, still holding onto my tie. I stood in front of her with my hands at my side, not knowing quite what to do. All I wanted was to reach out and touch her, to take her incredible body in my arms. But I knew my place. I knew this mockery and teasing was all part of the game we were playing. 
 
    “Of course,” Emily smirked. “Your sexy little housewife. You know, I’ve been thinking about her a lot recently myself. It was really fun fucking your wife and making you watch. We should do that again sometime.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily,” I said, cringing at her words as I spoke. She laughed again. Then she leaned forward, still holding my tie. I felt her warm breath on my skin as she whispered in my area. 
 
    “You know the best thing about this skirt? It wipes clean. Get on your knees and get that cock out.” 
 
    Panic tightened its fist around my heart as Emily stepped back again. It was bad enough what she had made me do in her office after everyone had gone home. But this was only the late afternoon. There was no way to guarantee someone wouldn't come back and see us, right out in the open. The last thing I wanted to do was argue with Mistress Emily. I knew just how futile it was. Once again, my fear went to war with my lust in an unequal contest. Of the three of us, me and my boss and my wife, it sometimes seemed I was the only one who had any concern about being found out. But of course, I had practically no say in what happened to me. 
 
    "Someone might see," I tried. But Emily only smiled that infuriating smile, a smile that seemed to say that Mistress Emily always knew best. My protests were as pointless as they were unwanted. It was what she wanted that counted. 
 
    "Then you better be quick about it," Emily said. "Do as you're told, and I'll let you come." That did it. Of course it did, just as Emily knew it would. Yet still she giggled at the speed with which I dropped to my knees, already reaching for the front of my pants. In the heat of the moment, I had all but forgotten the embarrassing secret they concealed. But as I unfastened my dress pants and opened the zipper, the wild peal of laughter that erupted from my boss reminded me. 
 
    “Oh my God, are you wearing panties?” As I kneeled on the floor at Emily’s feet, she still held my tie in one hand. I looked up at her in abject shame, my eyes traveling up her legs, over the shining skirt stretched between her thighs, up to her delighted face. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment, but she had already seen the truth. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily,” I said while she continued to shake with laughter. “My wife told me to wear them.” 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Emily smirked. “She has some good ideas, that wife of yours. Okay, new dress code rule. From now on, you wear a tie every day and panties in the office. Don’t think I won’t be checking.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” I knew there was no point fighting her. I knew she and my wife would work together to make sure this new and humiliating rule was followed. Emily was never sexier than when she loomed above me like this, giving me orders, deciding the minutia of my life. I wanted her so badly it was hard to believe. 
 
    "Take your pants all the way off," Emily ordered. "I want to see these panties properly." Shuddering with shame, I did as I was told. Still kneeling, I pulled off my pants, silently praying that no one would come into the office and see what was happening at my desk. Still holding my tie, Emily stepped past me, looking me over like an object she was inspecting. Moving back in front of me, she sat down on the edge of my desk, her skirt groaning as she moved. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “They don’t fit you very well. But maybe your wife will buy you some panties of your own. They’ll do for now. Look at that cock. Can’t wait to get out, can it?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Emily.” As she spoke, Emily raised one foot from the floor and tapped the toe of her shoe against the side of my shaft. Her skirt was so tight that she had to lift both feet from the floor to perform the maneuver. Only the head of my cock was still contained in Gabriella’s panties, my erection pushing the fabric far out in front of my body. Carefully, Emily lifted her foot higher and slid her high heel underneath the waistband. Pulling her foot back, she pulled Gabriella’s panties away from my body until my cock sprang out over the top, launching itself like a missile from my body. Emily giggled as she ran her thin heel over my cock, tracing the relief map of my boiling veins while I groaned at her feet. 
 
    "You can jerk off now," she said in a soft voice. "But I want you looking at me the whole time. Thinking of me. Not your wife. Just me. I want you to think about how much you'd love to fuck me, and how much you'll never be worthy of that privilege. I want you to think about how your're only fit to be a submissive panty boy groveling at my feet." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." Shifting where she sat on my desk, Emily set her feet back on the floor. I reached for my cock and took it in my hand, groaning as I closed my fingers around it. 
 
    "You can cum on me," Emily said with a wicked smile. "When you're ready, I want you to stand up and cum on my skirt. And then you're going to clean it all up with your wife's panties. Let's see if you can polish my skirt as well as you polished my boots the other day." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." It wasn't as though I couldn't hear how humiliating her words were. It was just that I couldn't do anything to resist. As usual, desire had completely overwhelmed my sense of shame. I was willing to do anything for the orgasm my sexy boss promised. And so, as she sat back to enjoy the show, I began to pathetically stroke myself. She was still holding my tie, and I looked along it at her, feeling her sparkling eyes watching me as I debased myself for her amusement. With her sitting above me like this, bossing me around, I wasn't able to think of anything but her. Her beauty and dominance overwhelmed me, pushing me to the brink embarrassingly quickly. 
 
    My orgasm boiled inside me, and the tie grew slack between us as I abruptly rose to my feet. Emily shifted her position slightly, while my cock exploded in my hand. I spurted my cum all over her lap, my semen bright and visible against the glossy blackness of her tight latex pencil skirt. 
 
    Spurt by spurt, I emptied myself all over her legs. And Emily watched, amusement shining in her pretty eyes as she reveled in the embarrassing spectacle. As my climax came and went, I felt my lust replaced with a great wave of shame. There I stood at my own desk, my wife's panties around my thighs, my soft cock dripping the last few drops of cum while my orgasm shone on Emily's skirt. Once again, my cheeks burned, the hot blood no longer needed to keep my erection raging. Now, I was left with little else than shame. 
 
    "Okay, loser," Emily smiled, tugging once again at my tie. "Take off those panties and clean up your mess." 
 
    

  

 
   
    10. Executive Toy 
 

      
 
    I worked as fast as I could. Now that the cloud of desire was at least momentarily lifted, I was more conscious than ever of the staggering vulnerability of the position I was in. There I was, standing at my desk, naked from the waist down with my boss still holding onto the end of my tie. My pants were on the floor at my feet, not somewhere I could easily pull them on if somebody came in. And as I removed Gabriella's panties and balled them up in my hand, Emily simply sat still, watching me with obvious amusement on her pretty face. The possibility of being seen in such an embarrassing situation was all part of the game she was playing. I knew that. But it was still very real. 
 
    With Gabriella's panties in my hand, I set about my unwelcome task. The thin fabric seemed completely inadequate for the large load I had left in Emily's lap. But I did my best to wipe it up anyway, feverishly urging the fabric in the silence of my own head to soak up all of my fluids. Emily just watched. Perched there on the side of my desk, she watched me rub her legs, never releasing her hold on my necktie. The latex shone slickly as I rubbed, feeling her toned thighs underneath her. And soon, I felt the telltale swelling of my cock begin again. Touching Emily's body, even in this humiliating way, was enough to get me going again. By the time I finished cleaning up the residue of my orgasm, Gabriella's panties were utterly soaked in my cum, and my cock was already moving back toward full hardness. 
 
    “Done?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    Critically, Emily looked down at her legs, moving them underneath the clinging latex of her skirt as she inspected what I had done. Without comment, she slid off my desk and stood. Reaching toward me with her free hand, she grabbed Gabriella's soaked panties and took them from me. 
 
    "Pick up your pants and come with me," she ordered. Bending, I did as I was told. Using her grip on my tie like a leash, my beautiful boss led me, naked from the waist down, across our entire office. And as I stumbled along behind her, I watched the light bounce off the outrageous curve of her ass pressing against her skintight skirt, and my cock throbbed more. The way her hips swayed with every step she took in her high heels was calculated to drive me crazy, and it was working. As Emily led me to her office, closing and locking the door behind us, I breathed a sigh of relief. If she had more games in mind, at least now we wouldn't be discovered. 
 
    "Put those down." Carelessly, I dropped my pants to the floor. Emily set Gabriella's soaked panties on the edge of her desk before leading me around to its side. Stopping, she turned to face me. I stood in front of her, not knowing quite what she was up to as she loosened my tie and lifted it over my collar. Then she began to unbutton my shirt. Not slowly and sensually, but briskly. Businesslike. She wanted me naked. And in only a moment, she had my shirt off, sliding it down my arms to let it flutter to the floor. My tie was still hanging loose around my neck, the only thing I was still wearing, and Emily smiled as she played with it. I could only wonder what other wild ideas were swirling inside that beautiful head. 
 
    "I love a man in a tie," she said, still toying with mine. "Like you're all wearing leashes to work, like you should. You're all pets that need to be trained. You're lucky you have a wife who knows how to treat you the way she should. Did you see the picture she sent today?"  
 
    "No, Mistress Emily." 
 
    "No. Of course you didn't. She only sends them to me now. And I don't think I'm going to show you this one. It's too sexy for you. You don't deserve a woman like her." 
 
    "I know, Mistress Emily." Emily chuckled at that. But I meant it. I always felt that way about Gabriella, but now I was feeling it more than ever. As my sexy wife rapidly discovered her incredible sexual power over me, all I could do was wonder how I had ever ended up with a woman like her. And now that Emily was getting involved, my position seemed even more unbelievable. That I had not one but two beautiful dominatrixes in my life was something that was hard to believe, even as it was happening to me. 
 
    "Put your hands behind your back," Emily said suddenly, her words sharp as she spoke. "You don't deserve to be free for this next part." Obediently, I did as I was told. Even though I knew what she had in mind. Even though I feared what she might do. I was helpless enough against Emily as it was. The only thing I had was my greater size and strength. But I knew as I held my hands behind my back that she was about to take that advantage away too. Still, I didn't stop her. I only watched as she let go of my tie, letting it hang against my chest. Reaching into a drawer of her desk, she pulled out a roll of thick black tape. Not the kind of tape you'd expect to use in an office. This was far more industrial than that. My heart clenched as I wondered if she had been planning this. Not for the first time, I wondered how much Emily thought about me when I wasn't around. Silly vanity, maybe. But it was clear to me that she did think about it. And that excited me more than it should have. 
 
    Stepping behind me, Emily pulled a strip of tape free of the roll. I heaved a deep breath as I felt her wrap it around my wrists, over and over. She pulled it tight, solidly binding my arms, and I realized that this was no game. As I tested the binding of the tape, I realized I couldn't break free. I would stay like this until my boss decided otherwise. And once she was satisfied that I was trapped, she circled back around in front of me again. Putting the tape back in the drawer, Emily carefully lowered herself into her office chair. Her tight skirt shone with her movements again, and I felt my cock surging with desire. Right in front of her. Bobbing in the air as she looked at me, fully dressed while I was naked and bound, completely in control. Just as she always was. 
 
    "I think it's funny you were about to jerk off when I came in," she said, finally smiling again, though not in a way that gave me any comfort. Instead, it was a smile that made the hairs rise on the back of my neck. A smile that served only to remind me how much this wild woman was enjoying herself at my expense. "You know how I spent my morning today?" 
 
    “No, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    "Getting fucked." Emily answered quickly, letting the words drop between us like a heavy weight. She leaned forward in her chair, staring up at me, her eyes peering deep into mine as though studying my reaction. "I was in a hotel room getting pounded by some guy I barely know. Some guy with a nice big thick cock. And he really knew how to use it. God, there's nothing like the feeling of really good sex, you know?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.”  
 
    "No, you don't," Emily smirked. Her ponytail swayed as she shook her head again. "Not with me, you don't. And you know what? Maybe you'll never get to fuck me. Maybe I'll make you do all these nasty, degrading things, and it still won't get you what you want. It still won't convince me to let that big cock of yours inside my tight wet pussy. This pussy is for real men. Not submissive panty boys who let their wife completely dominate them." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." There seemed little else I could say. Emily was completely in control, and she wanted to taunt me. She wanted to humiliate me. It was working. In more ways than one. My cock was raging now, painfully hard as I stood in front of her. Emily grinned as she looked at it. 
 
    “You want me so bad, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." 
 
    "I know. I can see it in your face. I love driving you crazy like this. I love wearing sexy outfits to work and making you drool over me. It's not just for you. My lover this morning liked this skirt as much as you do. The difference is, he got to take it off me." Emily giggled as she once again ran her hand over the shiny latex material I had so recently wiped clean of my ejaculate. "Does that make you jealous? Knowing another guy got to fuck me just a few hours ago?"   
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    “Good. It should. Because he fucked me so good, too. I can’t stop thinking about her. Ever since he left me, I’ve been wet just thinking about it. I bet you’ve never made a woman wet like that in your life.” 
 
    Emily stood. Slowly uncoiling herself from her chair, she rose to her feet. Stepping toward me, she took hold of my tie once again. 
 
    "Kneel," she commanded. And I did as I was told. Without a word of protest, I sank to my knees again, gazing up at her as I awaited further instruction. Still holding my tie, she turned. I watched her bend her beautiful body gracefully over her desk, arching her back so that her tight latex skirt creaked over her ass. She looked absolutely stunning, and my cock throbbed in desperate and pointless desire as I watched her. 
 
    “You don’t get to fuck me,” she said, still staring at me. “But I will allow you to worship my body. You can kiss my ass through my skirt, and don’t stop until I tell you.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." At once, I started forward on my knees, my hard cock swaying embarrassingly as I moved toward her. Giggling, Emily watched me. 
 
    “Wait. Before you start, what do you say?” It took me only a moment to see where she was going. Her bright eyes glittered as she looked at me over her shoulder. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    “That’s a good boy. Get to work.” 
 
    Kneeling behind her, I did as I was told. I pressed my lips against her ass, feeling the firm flesh under the slick latex that covered it. Emily sighed happily as she felt my lips against her body. Again and again I kissed her ass, moving over her shining haunches, the tie she still held growing taut as I moved from one buttock to the other. Emily shifted her weight on her feet, making the light dance over the latex pencil skirt. Kneeling behind her, I worshiped her just the way she wanted, my desire growing with every humiliating kiss. My boss was making me literally kiss her ass, and it was turning me on outrageously. My hard cock throbbed just inches from her bare calves, and it took a lot of willpower not to press my manhood against her legs. 
 
    "Hi," Emily said. It took me a moment to realize she wasn't talking to me. Lost in a kind of submissive daze, I hadn't noticed that she had picked up the phone on her desk. 
 
    "Oh, nothing," she said. "Do you have a minute?" There was a pause. I could hear nothing from the other end of the line, and had no idea who she was talking to. But I heard Emily laugh, and her hips swayed as she wriggled on the desk in front of me. I kept on kissing. 
 
    "Well, I was just thinking of you," she went on. It was a voice I had never heard from my boss before. A flirtatious, coquettish voice. Before all this started, Emily loved to crack a joke from time to time, and she wasn't afraid to work blue. But this was different. This was my beautiful boss in full-on seduction mode. Far more girlish than I had ever heard her before. 
 
    "I was thinking of what you did to me this morning," she went on. I saw her eyes flash as she turned to look at me over her shoulder again, making sure I was listening. As though I had any other option. "Thinking about what you did to me with that big hard cock of yours." She laughed as she spoke, shifting her hips again. My cheeks burned. I was kissing her ass while she was talking to her boyfriend, reminiscing about the wild sex they had had that morning. I knew I was in no position to be jealous. I was happily married to a woman at least as beautiful and sexy as Emily was. But desire knows no reason. Kneeling naked on the floor of her office, I wanted Emily badly, and the thought that another man got what I could only dream of tormented me just the way my boss wanted it to. 
 
    "I know," Emily replied in answer to something her lover must've said. "No, just here at work. Thinking about you. It's pretty boring. There's no one around." The latex skirt was warm as skin under my lips as I carried on kissing. By now, I had showered her entire shining ass with the little tokens of my worship, but I hadn't been commanded to stop, and so I carried on. Trying not to see my own dim reflection in the glossy fabric as I debased myself. Trying not to think about what all this meant. 
 
    "Definitely," Emily said. My tie slid away from her as she finally released her hold on it. I watched as she maneuvered her now free hand underneath her body. As she began to rock back and forth, I realized what she was doing with a shiver of outrageous lust. She was touching herself through her skirt, rubbing her clit through the clinging fabric. Almost immediately, I could hear the change in her voice, the growing pleasure that radiated from her words as she teased both herself and me. 
 
    "I wish you were here," she went on. "You know what I'm imagining right now? I'm imagining you bending me over my desk, pulling my skirt off, and fucking me till I scream right here at work." There was a pause, and then Emily laughed at something her lover had said. I wondered if he could hear the same wildness in her laughter that I did, the same rising pleasure that was coursing through her. 
 
    "Tonight? Okay. Definitely. God, I can't wait." Whoever this man was, he seemed to me like the luckiest guy on earth. To have a woman like Emily, so beautiful and powerful, so eager to be with him again when they had only been apart for hours. It stung my heart like a hornet as I carried on kissing my boss's ass. 
 
    "Okay. See you then. Bye." Breathlessly, Emily hung up the phone. Then, she let out a loud shriek of pleasure that she had clearly been holding back while she spoke. My lips pressed against the curve of her ass, and I felt her body tremble. She lay her head down on the desk for a moment, humping her own hand, her moans and gasps of bliss filling the office. Then, finally, she raised her head. Standing up straight, she turned at the waist to smile down at me over her shoulder. Reaching out, she pressed her palm against my forehead and pushed me gently but firmly away. I sat back on my knees, gazing up at her, my cock raging, ready for any use she saw fit to put it to. If only I were so lucky. 
 
    "Okay, I need an orgasm now," Emily said. "Right now. Right this minute. And since there isn't a real man around to make me cum, you'll have to do. Take off my skirt. Use your mouth." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily!" There were few orders she could give me that I was happier to obey. She still stood up straight with her back to me, and I rose up on my knees again. I watched as she removed her white jacket and shrugged it off her shoulders, tossing it carelessly over the back of her chair. Underneath, she wore a black top trimmed with lace that was tucked into her skirt. I could see a zipper shining in the small of her back. With difficulty, I press my mouth against it, using my tongue to lift the little metal tab before taking it carefully between my teeth. The zipper groaned as I pulled it down, my cheek sliding easily over her latex-covered ass. 
 
    The skirt put up a fight. It clung to her hips and ass as jealously as I would have, as though it didn't want to let go. But slowly, carefully, I was able to pull it down inch by inch, listening to the material groan and snap as it moved over her body. Finally, once I had it down over her hips, the skirt fell to the floor. Gracefully, Emily stepped out of it. Turning toward me, she pointed at the tiny triangle of black fabric that covered her pussy. Her skirt was too tight to wear anything other than a thong underneath it. 
 
    "Take these off, too," she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." Crawling forward, I took her panties carefully between my teeth. Bending at the waist, I pulled them down her legs. My cock throbbed as I smelled her arousal, her wet pussy shining in front of me. Once my face was practically at the floor, Emily stepped out of her panties and held out her hand. 
 
    "Give them to me," she said. I raised my head, and Emily removed her underwear from between my teeth, dropping it onto the surface of her desk. Lifting her top over her head, she flung that to the floor too. Now wearing only a black push-up bra, she sat down heavily in her office chair, her legs parted, her pussy brazenly on display. 
 
    "Get over here and make me cum, panty boy," she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." She smiled as I quickly crawled forward on my knees. My mouth was watering at the sight of her sex. Taking up my tie again, she held it as I lowered my head between her thighs. The shiver of delight she gave as I ran my tongue over her streaming pussy was the cruelest kind of ecstasy. Knowing I was pleasing her fueled my own desire, but I knew that didn't matter to her. Her own pleasure was everything. I tried to focus solely on that as Emily moaned above me, twisting my tie around her hand. She thrust her hips against me, rubbing her wet pussy all over my face. 
 
    "He fucked me so good this morning," Emily panted, already deep in the throes of pleasure. "He made me cum over and over again. And then he left a big load inside me, just like you left a big load on my legs. That's all panty boys get. Only real men get to nut inside this pussy. Can you taste it? Can you taste a real man's cum?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I mumbled against her body, and she howled in pleasure above me. It wasn't really true. All I could taste was her, her warm juices rushing over my face, pouring into my mouth, filling me with outrageous desire as I worshiped her. But the humiliation of her words stung all the same, just as I knew it was supposed to. Another unnecessary reminder of my complete inferiority. 
 
    "Eat me," Emily gasped. Her eyes were closed now, her head thrown back against her chair. Still gripping my tie in one hand, her other reached behind her, grabbing the top of her chair for support. Her high heels drummed on the ground on my knees. "Eat my pussy like my personal slut!" 
 
    And I did. While Emily moaned and thrashed above me, locked in the deep ecstasy of orgasm, I did exactly as I was told. I felt her cum, felt her pussy spasm around my tongue, tightening like a fist as it trembled against my lips. I gulped as she squirted hot juices into my mouth, over and over again, the air in the office torn by wild cries that would surely have given us away if there were anyone there to hear us. I slurped and swallowed eagerly, drinking down my boss's cum while she howled in pleasure above me. 
 
    Then, finally, she was satisfied. Releasing her grip on my tie, she seemed almost to melt into her office chair with a deep sigh. My body still on fire with desperate need, I sat back on my knees and waited. 
 
    Slowly, Emily's eyes opened. Glazed with pleasure, they had lost none of their mischievous glow. I watched her breasts rise and fall in her bra as she took a deep breath and let it out. 
 
    "That was good," she said at last. "Not as good as this morning was, but not bad. How did it feel, making your boss cum while I thought about another man?" 
 
    "Frustrating, Mistress Emily," I said truthfully. "Humiliating." 
 
    "Good." Again, Emily leaned forward in her chair, her elbows on her knees as she looked at me. She reached for my tie and carefully undid it, unfastening the knot and pulling it from around my shoulders. "That's how I like you. Horny and desperate and unable to do anything about it. Now, the question is, what to do with you next?" Leaning further forward, Emily reached for my cock. I gasped as I felt her fingers slide over my throbbing manhood, convinced for a moment that my long-awaited pleasure was about to happen. But instead, I felt the silk of my tie against my skin. Emily wrapped my tie tightly around my cock, from base to tip. Then she wrapped another loop around my balls, tightly confining them while I winced in pain. She pulled the tie ever tighter, wrapping my genitals up in a painfully tight bundle. Finally, she tied the ends of the tie together in a bow. Smiling at her handiwork, she sat back. I looked down to see my cock straining against the silk, forced down and tied to my scrotum painfully. 
 
    "Your panties will sit better that way," Emily grinned. "Stand up." Awkwardly, I did as I was told. And Emily reached toward her desk, picking up the thong panties I had just taken off her. Bending in her chair, she held them out in front of me and ordered me to step into them. I had no choice but to obey. Her skimpy underwear was already tight as she pulled it up my thighs, far too small for me. But with an effort, Emily pulled them in place, and I felt the dampness of the fabric against my skin as she pulled them up. I winced as the narrow string of her thong split the cheeks of my ass and the thin fabric covered my bound cock and balls. 
 
    “That’s better,” Emily giggled as she patted the front of the underwear. “I’ll have to tell your wife about this. It looks much better, don’t you think?” 
 
    "No, Mistress Emily." Emily scowled momentarily at my reply. 
 
    "Well, it doesn't matter what you think, does it?" she said. "In fact, nothing you say matters. There's no need to let you speak at all. I've already used your mouth for all it's good for." I watched as Emily rose to her feet. Strutting proudly in her high heels, almost completely naked, she circled around the far side of her desk. I watched in rising panic as she picked up Gabriella's panties from the other side of her desk, the ones I had worn to work and used as a rag to clean my orgasm off my boss's skirt. With the panties dangling from one finger, Emily slowly circled back around the desk again, walking toward me. As she stood in front of me, she reached out, and I winced as I felt her dig her fingernails into my bound cock and balls. 
 
    "Open your mouth," she sneered. "Time for you to really clean up your mess. You're going to suck all your filthy cum out of your wife's panties for me. Go on. Open up." 
 
    I growled through gritted teeth. I shook my head. Emily was remorseless. Her grip on my balls didn't let me go anywhere. And the tape held my hands helplessly behind my back. I could smell my own cum on the panties as she raised them to my mouth. When I gasped as she dug her fingernails even harder into my balls, she seized the opportunity. She stuffed my wife's panties into my mouth, packing them in with her thumb until they were completely inside. 
 
    "Don't you dare spit them out," Emily said, raising her eyebrows in warning. Releasing her hold on my balls, she stepped past me and opened the drawer that held the tape again. Tearing off a strip, she slapped it over my mouth, holding the panties in place and gagging me. 
 
    "There," she giggled. "That's much better. Now you work on those while I get dressed." And as I stood there, that's exactly what Emily did. I watched helplessly as she pulled her lacy top back over her head and struggled her way back into her clinging latex skirt. Zipping it up, she reached for her jacket and slid her arms into it, pulling it over her shoulders. Once again the sexy businesswoman she had been. Only now, her appeal was even greater, now that I knew there was no underwear under that beautiful skirt. I felt lightheaded as my cock strained against the tie that trapped it. 
 
    Once again, Emily picked up the phone. I saw her dial a number, and when someone on the other end answered, she began to speak. 
 
    "Hi, it's Emily," she said, smiling into the phone. "I have to say, I love what you did with your husband today. The panties were genius." I shuddered as a wave of humiliation washed over me, knowing my boss was talking to my wife. 
 
    "Well, it worked," Emily said. "In fact, it worked so well that I want to keep him here for a special project. Can I borrow him for the night? You can have him back tomorrow." Emily's eyes flashed as she looked at me, and I waited nervously for my wife to reply. When she did, Emily's smile grew deeper. 
 
    ”Perfect,” she grinned. “I have to run, but we’ll talk soon. Bye.” 
 
    Hanging up the phone, Emily turned to me. 
 
    “Get under my desk,” she ordered, pointing to the floor for emphasis. The smile dropped from her face as though it had never been as she shifted back into dominatrix mode. Mutely, I dropped to the floor and crawled awkwardly under her desk. 
 
    "Lie down," Emily said. And again, I did what I was told. I lay down on my back with my bound hands trapped underneath me. Leaning on her desk, Emily smiled down at me, running the heel of one shoe over my stomach to tease my bound balls once again. 
 
    "Good," Emily said." Now you can stay there. I'm going to go get fucked by a real man, and you can lie there all night thinking about it and wondering what I'm going to do with you when I come in in the morning. Good night, panty boy." 
 
    Wordlessly, I moaned against Gabriella's underwear. But it made no difference. There was nothing I could say or do. Emily buttoned up her jacket and stepped away from the desk, and I rolled as far as I could on the floor to watch her go. Her toned legs showed under the desk as she made her way to the door, her sexy high heels clicking on the floor. Then the light went out. I was just able to see her silhouette step out of the door of her office and lock it behind her. I was alone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    11. A Very Humiliating Morning 
 
      
 

    Time passes slowly with nothing to occupy yourself. Lying uncomfortable under Emily's desk, alone in the dark, there was nothing I could do to distract myself. Only my own wild thoughts to keep me company. It was far too early to sleep, and tied up uncomfortably as I was, I doubted I would be able to sleep at any point that night. All I could do was wait. 
 
    At one point, I tried to break the tape that bound my wrists together. But it held firm. So did the tape over my mouth that held my wife's panties inside. The taste of my own cum filled my mouth, and I gagged in useless protest against it. But that was what Emily wanted. She wanted me to taste that and my own complete humiliation. It was working. Lying helpless under her desk like some object until she next decided to use me, I felt completely overcome with shame and disgrace. And that shame was only compounded by the way my cock struggled against the tie that confined it. Because the situation was sexy to me. Undeniably, tormentingly sexy. The way she so cruelly used and abandoned me made me long for Emily more than ever before. And of course, for Gabriella too. My wife, who had allowed this to happen to me. She allowed and even encouraged another beautiful woman to take control of my body.  
 
    As I lay in the darkness of the empty office, I tried to summon up some kind of anger against my wife. But it was useless. Ultimately, the only person who had actually let this happen was me. I could have said no at any time. I didn't. Because while my current predicament felt like my lowest ever low, I still craved the highs that came with it. The wild thrill of being used by Emily and by Gabriella. The reckless abandon that came with submitting to their beauty and outrageous sexual demands. I couldn't resist it. At moments like this, I felt if that was the price I had to pay, so be it. 
 
    Still, it was horribly difficult to endure. And as the hours passed, I became more and more convinced that Emily wasn't coming back. The faint hope I have nurtured, that this was some psychological game and that she would return to play with me some more, dwindled as time went by. Eventually, I was forced to admit the truth. She wasn't coming back, and I was doomed to spend the night in the office and wait for her to return. 
 
    All through the night, I was tormented by wild images and memories that seemed more like fantasies. The things we had done, the things these women had done to me, were beyond belief. And yet it was real. There was nothing I could do to relieve the sexual frustration I felt as I lay there with my hands tied and my cock bound. Emily's new dress code was cruel and humiliating. Just as it was designed to be. 
 
    I couldn't say I slept. Not really. Eventually, fatigue crept over me, and I might have dozed here and there. But in my uncomfortable situation, restful sleep was impossible. Tormented both by physical discomfort and the wild memories that wouldn't leave me alone for a minute, I was doomed to lie awake the whole night through. I saw dawn creep into the sky through the window of Emily's office, and with it came a new fear. My coworkers would be turning up before long. Emily had at least locked the door to her office. Hadn't she? 
 
    Before long, I heard movement outside. Footsteps. Coming toward me. I heard a key slide into the lock of the office, and my heart raced. Emily. It had to be Emily. She wasn't usually this early to the office, but then again, I wasn't usually tied up under her desk waiting for her. I supposed I had to be grateful for small mercies. 
 
    The door to the office swung open. Two feet clad in sexy high-heeled pumps showed as I gazed out from under the desk. Briskly, they moved toward me, their metronomic stride almost hypnotizing me as I gazed up from the night's prison. Circling around the desk, Emily stood in front of a chair, bending forward to smile at me. Her blonde hair hung loose around her shoulders, framing her pretty face like some longed-for sunrise.  
 
    She wore a navy blue dress, cut to fit like a glove and show off the outrageous curves of her body while still being just about appropriate for the office. Not quite as sexy as yesterday's latex skirt. But not an outfit that was easy to ignore either. Especially in my desperately aroused state, with my whole body screaming for sex just as much as it was screaming for release. Emily looked fantastic, and she knew it. 
 
    "Good morning," Emily grinned at me. "Did you have a good night last night?" I growled into the panties that gagged me. By now, every trace of my semen had vanished from the fabric. Instead, they sat in a wadded ball, soaked in my own saliva. Emily didn't really need an answer. She giggled at my groans, still smiling down at me, clearly delighted with what she had reduced me to 
 
    . 
 
    "Well, you can't lie there all day," Emily said. As though I wanted to. As though anything that was happening was up to me.  Her dress strained around her body as she crouched on the floor. Reaching toward my face, she peeled off the tape over my mouth. Immediately, I let Gabriella's soaked panties fall from between my lips to the floor of the office beside me. Emily's eyes were glowing as she watched me, studying my face as though she wanted to capture every moment of my shame and humiliation. 
 
    "What do you say, slut?" Emily smiled brightly. And I already knew what she wanted. The night under her desk had broken me, if there had been anything left to break. It was pure foolishness to try and defy a woman who could do this to me. Emily's power was total, and fighting her only made things more difficult. 
 
    "Good morning, Mistress Emily," I said, and saw my evil boss's pretty smile widen. 
 
    "That's better," Emily said. "Come on. Get up. Time to get to work." She slipped her hand under one of my arms, and I moved with her. Slowly, she pulled me upright, and I clambered up onto my knees under her desk. A long night in bondage made my movements stiff and awkward, but eventually, she got me into the position she wanted. And once I was kneeling under her desk, Emily stood up. She sat down in her chair, her blue dress straining against her thighs as she crossed her legs, one high-heeled foot bobbing in the air in front of me. Like a queen on her throne, she looked down at me, her beautiful green-blue eyes sparkling as she contemplated her next move. 
 
    “Well, I had a good night,” she said finally. “I had a really good night. Do you want to know how I spent it?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." After all, the game had its rules. Emily wanted me to ask. She wanted me to be a willing participant in my own degradation. I could already guess the nature of the story I was about to hear. But it pleased my evil boss to make me act as though I wanted it. And so that's what I did. 
 
    "Having amazing sex," Emily grinned. "My latest boy toy took me out to dinner at an expensive restaurant. Then he took me home and fucked my brains out. Oh my God, he made me cum so many times. I almost came just from sucking his cock. Then he threw me down on the bed and tore my clothes off. It was amazing. Primal. Passionate. Like an animal. He bent me over and took me from behind. He pulled my hair. He choked me. He did all the things I know you wish you could do but don't have the balls for. Because he's a real man, not some pathetic submissive panty boy." 
 
    I cringed as Emily spoke. Because I knew she was saying these things to get to me. But I also knew that they were true. I did long to do what she said. I long to fuck her, to treat her like a whore, to throw her beautiful body around and use it for my own pleasure. But I also long for this. The teasing. The denial. The wild road of submission to her beauty that I was on. I had had all night to imagine what it might be like to fuck Emily the way her lover did. There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted the same things myself. But I also wanted this. And from the way my boss and my wife were treating me lately, I already knew which I was more likely to get. 
 
    "Does that make you jealous?" Emily said, tilting her head to one side as she looked at me. 
 
    "Very, Mistress Emily," I said. Emily laughed, tossing her head so that her long golden hair shimmered in the office light. 
 
    "Good. It should," she said. "You know you're not worthy of this pussy. But even a panty boy like you has his uses. All the way here, I was thinking about last night and what he did to me. I need another orgasm to get my head straight. So get to work. Get your head between my legs and make your boss happy." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." I didn't hesitate. As Emily started to pull her dress higher up her legs, I was already moving toward her. She uncrossed her legs and set both feet on the floor. I watched from only inches away as she pulled her dress up around her hips and slid her panties down. She kicked off her underwear onto the floor, and I crawled forward. Her pussy shone in front of me, topped by her neatly trimmed pubic hair. I inhaled the smell of her arousal like a fine wine. Just as she had promised, she was already wet and ready. Pushing aside my feelings of embarrassment and fear, I told myself that the only thing that mattered was making her happy. Making Emily cum. Not that I needed much encouragement. This gorgeous woman might never let me fuck her. But I wanted her so badly that eating her pussy was also an outrageous thrill. 
 
    Emily shivered as I ran my tongue along her lips. For a moment, I kept things soft and slow, almost teasing her with my mouth. I was rapidly learning what Emily liked when it came to oral sex. Her physical responses to the touch of my lips and tongue were as different from those of my wife as the two women's individual tastes were. But they were no less thrilling to me.  
 
    And I was getting plenty of practice. Soon, I heard Emily moaning and writhing, her office chair creaking as her body rocked in it. Her hand on the back of my head guided me, showing me where she wanted me to focus, and I did exactly what she wanted. There was even a faint feeling of satisfaction glowing in my chest as I felt her orgasm approaching. I had so little power, both at work and at home. I had become the submissive sex toy for two dominant women who left me in no doubt about my place in their world. But one thing I could do was make them cum. And so I felt a faint glow of happiness along with my ever-present desire as Emily howled in orgasm above me. Once again, I gulped down her free-flowing juices, my stomach growling as they reached it. My desire and discomfort had driven my hunger away, but I hadn't eaten since lunchtime the day before. And yet none of that mattered. That was the point that Emily was so eloquently making. My discomfort, my embarrassment, my opinions counted for nothing. My role was clear. To make dominant women cum. And there was a wonderful clarity in that simple yet thrilling command. 
 
    At that early hour, I suspected we had the office to ourselves. But we couldn't know for how much longer. And so Emily tried to stifle the screams that bubbled up inside her, a task at which she was only partly successful. She collapsed back in her chair as she rode the waves of her climax, whimpering deep in her throat, her lips tightly shut. As always, she looked absolutely beautiful. Radiant with wild sex appeal. I gazed up at her with undisguised longing, the taste of her pleasure filling my mouth and washing away the foulness of the night before. She had arrived like some goddess of the dawn, bringing light and beauty and pleasure with her. Probably I should hate her for what she was doing to me. The torture she was putting me through. But as I gazed up at her from my knees, her pussy spasming against my mouth, hate was the furthest thing from my mind. After all, she looked absolutely radiant. And if I were the type of man who could resist feminine beauty, none of us would be in the position we now found ourselves in. 
 
    With a soft sigh, Emily pushed my head gently away. Her eyes opened. Bending at the waist, she leaned forward, the wheels of her chair rolling slightly over the short office carpet. I watched as she picked up her discarded panties from the floor. Her eyes stayed on me as she sat up again, her legs parted lasciviously. She stared right at me as she wiped her panties over her pussy, over her damp thighs, sweeping up the juices her orgasm had left shining on her skin. Once her panties were soaked in her fluids, Emily balled them up in her hand. Fear rose in my chest as she looked at me. I could guess what was coming next. 
 
    "Open up," Emily ordered. I gulped as I considered disobeying. The last thing I wanted was to be gagged again after I had only just recovered that tiny bit of freedom. My jaw ached, not just from eating Emily's pussy first thing in the morning but from the long night I had spent with Gabriella's panties in my mouth. But Emily didn't look like she was in the mood to be argued with. Quite the opposite. I had witnessed before how her moods could change as rapidly as mountain weather, switching from seductive to playful to cruelly dominant in a matter of seconds. Arguing with her seemed impossible. And so, reluctantly, I opened my mouth. And Emily stuffed her wet panties inside.  
 
    I could taste her pussy on the fabric as it pressed against my tongue, the same taste that was already filling my mouth from licking her to orgasm. Silenced once again, all I could do was kneel there as Emily bent forward again and retrieved the tape from the drawer. Pulling off a strip, she pressed it over my mouth again, sealing her panties inside. Then she sat back, her eyes dancing over my body as she surveyed her handiwork Emily so clearly loved being in charge. Almost as much as I loved her being in charge too. 
 
    "That's better," Emily said, a satisfied grin spreading across her face once again. "Nothing like having a guy fuck you all night than having another one eat you out in the morning. How did it taste, slut? How did you like tasting another man's cum inside my beautiful pussy?" 
 
    Of course, I couldn't answer. And maybe that was for the best. What answer could I give that would satisfy this vixen? To me, Emily's pussy had tasted as delicious as it always did, with no discernible difference from the day before. Still, her words had the desired effect. I groaned inwardly as I thought of how another man had spent the night plunging his cock into that beautiful body and how I had so humbly eaten her out. 
 
    "Okay, I'm done with you," Emily said at last. "I've had my fun with you. And since you were here all night, you can take the rest of the day off. I'm going to call your pretty wife to come and pick you up." Silently, I gazed up at my boss. Still looking at me, she picked up the phone on her desk. 
 
    "Good morning," she smiled into the receiver when Gabriella answered. "Do you think you can come pick your husband up? I've got no further use for him here today. You can take a taxi? Great. Okay, see you soon." Emily hung up. The chair creaked as she turned to me again. 
 
    "Okay, Gabriella is on her way," she said. "God knows what she's going to do with you. But that's none of my concern. You can just stay there until she gets here and don't make a nuisance of yourself."  
 
    With that, Emily turned back to her computer screen. After a moment, I heard the steady tapping of keys and the clicking of her mouse. Just like that, I was dismissed. My services no longer required. And there was nothing I could do about it except kneel under my boss's desk and wait. So that's what I did. And all the while, my bound cock raged against the tight tie and female panties that confined it. Every now and then, Emily's shoe would tap against the tightly bound bundle of my genitals, and I would groan against the panties in my mouth, and she would chuckle to herself. Or else the smooth skin of her leg would rub against my face, and I would have to fight to resist the urge to press myself against it, desperate for any kind of contact with her body that I could have. It was more torture, all of it, waiting nervously for my wife to arrive and see what my cruel boss had done to me. But it was what the women wanted, and so it was what was going to happen. 
 
    Finally, there was a knock on the door. I watched Emily raise her head at the sound, but I didn't turn around myself. I could only frantically hope it was my wife as Emily rose from her seat and made her way toward the door of her office. As embarrassing as it would be for Gabriella to see me like this, it would be even worse if one of my coworkers spotted me. But when Emily opened the door, I heard my wife's voice, and I let out a quiet sigh as I tried to mentally prepare myself for what was coming next. 
 
    "Come in, come in," Emily said. I listened to Gabriella step through the door, and Emily closed and locked the door behind her. Now two sets of high heels thumped on the office carpet as the women who controlled my life approached me. 
 
    "Where is he?" I heard Gabriella say. 
 
    “Right where he should be,” came the smug reply. Underneath my desk, where he belongs.” 
 
    "Oh my God!" Gabriella gasped. As well she should. Circling around one side of Emily's desk, my wife caught sight of me. Kneeling and almost naked. My hands taped behind me, my mouth taped shut, and my cock and balls painfully bound by the tie Gabriella had picked out for me the morning before. I was tired and hungry and humiliated, and I knew that all of the powerful emotions I was feeling must show in my face. My wife pressed a hand to her mouth at the sight of me, and an expression of pity briefly flitted over her exquisite features. But then, the reality of the situation reasserted itself. Gabriella's laughter burst out of her as though she couldn't contain it. As though she had never seen anything funnier in her life. Perhaps she hadn't. I could only imagine what was going through my wife's head as she looked at me. But her laughter and Emily's worked the way they always did to compound my feelings of shame and inferiority as I knelt helplessly before them. 
 
    “What have you done to him?” Gabriella asked. 
 
    "Lots of things," Emily grinned. "There's a new dress code now. Not only does he have to wear a tie every day, but he has to wear women's underwear under his clothes. I'm sure you can help me enforce those rules. I'll be doing regular checks, and your husband will suffer for any violations."  
 
    "Wow," Gabriella said in a quiet voice. Her beautiful brown eyes were glowing as she looked me over, as though she couldn't take her eyes off me. "Did he get any sleep last night?" 
 
    “I doubt it,” Emily said. “But I don’t really care. Yesterday, I caught him trying to masturbate at work, so he deserves whatever happens to him.” 
 
    "True," Gabriella said slowly. "You know, I never thought he'd take to this domination stuff so well. But I think he really enjoys being our slave boy." 
 
    "Of course he does," Emily scoffed as though it were the most obvious thing in the world. "How else would a guy like him get to play with two women like us? I don't know how he ended up with you in the first place. He's lucky to even breathe the same air as a woman like you." 
 
    Finally, Gabriella turned her eyes away from me for a moment. I watched her look at Emily with an unreadable expression on her face. Tightly tied up in its prison, my cock surged again. I knew all about the sexual tension between these two. My wife, previously interested only in men, had found a new appreciation for feminine beauty since Emily came along. I couldn't exactly blame her for that. The woman was stunning, and her fearless dominant nature only made her even more exciting. Still, I couldn't keep myself from feeling a pang of jealousy as I noted the way Gabriella looked at my boss. 
 
    “Well, I guess I better get him home,” Gabriella said. But Emily’s hand on her arm stopped her in her tracks. 
 
    "Wait," my boss said softly. "Since you're here, and there's no one else in the office, I feel like we're missing an opportunity. You look sexy today. And I'm feeling pretty turned on right now." 
 
    Gabriella laughed at Emily's words. I knew what that laughter meant. It was the laughter of assent, of a woman who wants to be seduced. It was Gabriella that had started us down this road of domination and submission. It had all been her idea, a fun project for her to work on now that we had an empty nest at home. But even she seemed sometimes unable to believe how far things have gone. After all, it was unbelievable. And yet there we were, all locked in my boss's office, all horny and worked up to a fever pitch of desire. I didn't know what was coming next. I knew that something was. And experience taught me that that something was likely to be both highly erotic and extremely humiliating for me. 
 
    "Why don't you have a seat?" Emily's voice was all seduction now, a throaty purr my wife was no more able to resist than I was. I watched as she took Gabriella gently by the arm and led her around the desk. Gabriella hadn't been lying when she said my wife was looking sexy that day. She wore a halter top and a flared skirt that showed off her beautiful legs, accentuated by a pair of tall high-heeled leather boots. The boots gave her outfit a dominant vibe that I knew was anything but accidental, and as I watched the two of them circle around the desk, my cock throbbed and raged. Gabriella smiled up at Emily as she took a seat in the boss's chair, guided by the other woman. Gabriella had no more clue of what was about to happen than I did, but she was more than willing to go along with it. As she sat down in the chair, I watched her skirt slide higher up her thighs, her boots shining in front of me, and my cock ached predictably at the taunting sight of my wife right in front of me. 
 
    "Look at him," Emily smirked, standing now beside my wife as she sat in the chair. "Look at your husband. Just a toy for us to use and abuse as we see fit." 
 
    "He doesn't seem too upset about it," Gabriella grinned. As she spoke, she lifted one foot from the floor, and I groaned against the panties in my mouth as she slid the top of her leather boot over my bound cock balls. 
 
    "I don't care whether he is or not," Emily said. "It doesn't matter how he feels about it. I'm done playing with him. Right now, it's you I want to have some fun with." Emily's hair shone like spun gold as she bent at the waist, lowering her face toward my wife. Gabriella lifted her chin, and as the other woman kissed her on the lips, my wife's eyes moved toward me again, gauging my reaction. I watched them both, locked in the same circle of frustration and agony as my boss and my wife made out in front of me. For all the torture the night had been, I knew that my ordeal wasn't over yet. There was always something else these two could do to me. 
 
    

  

 
   
    12. Emily Claims His Wife 
 
      
 
    Gabriella was short of breath. From my position under Emily's desk, I could hear her panting. As their lips finally parted, I could see how my wife's eyes shone as she looked up at my boss. Gabriella was turned on. There was no disputing that. Then again, I was hardly unmoved myself by what was happening right in front of me. Seeing my boss and my wife playing together never failed to send arousal coursing through my body, my desire as uncontrollable as it was futile. For now, nobody cared what I wanted. 
 
    "I can see what he likes so much about you," Gabriella said, gazing up at Emily. "I mean, you're sexy anyway. But here in your office…I don't know. I guess it's a power thing. I mean, you're the boss." 
 
    "That's right I'm the boss," Emily said. Standing above us both, she looked more regal and powerful than ever. Her satisfied smile left me in no doubt what she was feeling. "I'm the boss, and what I say goes. So if I want your whipped husband to watch while I have some fun with his pretty little wife, that's what I'll do." Turning, Emily bent toward the drawer of her desk. Gabriella smiled at me, squeezing her thighs together in anticipation. I could barely believe what was happening. In a very short time, Gabriella had demonstrated just how easily being a mistress came to her. When she wanted to, she ruled me completely, able to make me do just about anything for the joy of serving her and the hope of getting to have sex with her. But now, it seemed, she had met a woman even more naturally dominant than she was. And from the glow in her copper-colored eyes, I could see that it excited her immensely. 
 
    Emily produced the roll of black tape from the drawer. Gabriella's lips parted in surprise as she watched my bus pull at its end. But she didn't say anything. She didn't protest. I could see that Gabriella was nervous, and I could hardly blame her for that. I was nervous too. But clearly, her nerves were no match for her desire. Gabriella could have all the fears and doubts she wanted. But she wasn't saying no. 
 
    I watched the blue fabric of Emily's dress tighten over her ass as she stepped between my wife and me. Bending over the office chair, she wrapped the tape around one of Gabriella's wrists, binding it to the arms of the chair. Emily's movements were slow and deliberate, as though she was giving my wife the chance to tell her to stop. But Gabriella didn't. She just sat there, gazing up at my boss while Emily tied first one arm, then the other to the arms of the chair. 
 
    When she was finished, Emily set the tape down on top of the desk. Bending even further at the waist, she kissed my wife again. I listened, helpless to do anything else. And the fact I couldn't take my eyes off my boss's ass as she bent over in front of me only added to my humiliation. 
 
    Finally, Emily straightened up. I felt the high-heeled footsteps through the floor as she stepped away from my wife. I looked at Gabriella, and she smiled down at me, obvious joy shining in her gaze.  
 
    Meanwhile, Emily circled around behind her. Bending over her again, I watched as my boss ran her hands over my wife's body. Gabriella's eyelids fluttered as Emily took hold of one of her breasts through her halter top. The other crept onward, continuing its maddening journey south over my wife's body. As it disappeared under her skirt, Gabriella let out a faint gasp. And all the while, Emily was staring right at me. A smile of conquest showed on her beautiful face. She was taking my wife right in front of me. And there was nothing either of us could do about it. Nothing either of us wanted to do about it, except hasten it along. My desire for Emily gave her seemingly infinite power, but clearly, it had the same effect on my wife. Of all the humiliations I had enjoyed at my boss's hands, this was the greatest. 
 
    "You dressed kind of slutty today," Emily said, still looking at me even if she spoke to Gabriella. "Was it because you wanted to get fucked? You wanted me to fuck you in my office while your husband watched 
 
    ?" 
 
    "No," Gabriella said Her breath was short, and only growing shorter as Emily continued to grope her breasts with one hand and caressed her Percy with the other. Emily's hand was hidden under my wife's skirt. From the way Gabriella was writhing in her chair, already struggling against the bonds that held her, I knew exactly what Emily was doing to her. "I wanted to tease my husband," Gabriella managed to say, squeezing the words out with great effort through a rising symphony of pleasure-filled moans. 
 
    "Good idea," Emily grinned. "It's fun keeping him horny and frustrated. But now you're turning me on too. And I'm not like your pathetic bitch of a husband. When I get horny, I do something about it." 
 
    "Oh my God," Gabriella gasped. Emily was getting to her. And I watched as my boss suddenly released her hold on my wife, straightening up to circle back around her chair. Now, Gabriella was no longer looking at me. It seemed as though she only had eyes for the other woman. 
 
    "Let's get those panties off, shall we?" Emily said, standing between me and my wife again. "In this office, panties are for boys. For sexy little sluts like you, they just get in the way." 
 
    Gabriella gasped again as Emily pushed her backward. The chair rolled easily over the office floor, and the heels of my wife's boots dragged across the carpet. Beside me, Emily sank to her knees, her movements hindered only slightly by the tightness of her dress. Smiling up at my wife, she slid her hands up Gabriella's legs, under her skirt. Reaching for my wife's panties, she pulled them down. Gabriella obligingly lifted her legs to let my boss slide her underwear off completely. 
 
    "See? Look at these," Emily said, holding my wife's underwear up critically between her hands. "These are some skimpy panties, Gabriella. The kind of panties a slut wears when she wants to get fucked. Are you a slut, Gabriella?" 
 
    “No,” my wife said uncertainly, shaking her head. Emily just smiled in response. 
 
    "No?" She echoed. "You certainly look like one, sitting there in my office chair with no panties on. You know what happens to sluts in the workplace, don't you? They get fucked. They get fucked by the boss. But since you're not a slut, I guess you wouldn't be interested in that."  
 
    "No," Gabriella gasped. I could see the confusion and doubt on her pretty face as she struggled against her darker impulses. I knew that feeling all too well. And on one hand, my heart went out to my gorgeous wife, contracting in a spasm of pity to see her in even the most playful kind of distress. On the other hand, I felt a spasm of glee, too. Let her get a taste of how it feels to be teased and tormented. Let her find out what it's like to always be denied. 
 
    "No, I… I do… I do want it," Gabriella said in a meek voice I rarely heard from my sexually dominant wife. She hung her head, the soft waves of her dark hair framing her beautiful face. I, of all people, knew that Emily wasn't going to let her off that easily. 
 
    "You want what, Gabriella?" Emily was still holding my wife's tiny panties in her hand. But her other moved steadily up Gabriella's legs, caressing her soft skin. My wife's skirt rose ever higher, and underneath it, I caught glimpses of her pussy. It shone wetly in the light. But I didn't need to see that to know how turned on Emily had my wife. 
 
    "I want… to get fucked. I want you to fuck me." Gabriella released the words as though it took a monumental effort. But as she spoke, she lifted her head again, her eyes burning with a fire I knew well as she met Emily's gaze. My fiery wife was torn between her desire to submit and her desire to be strong. I already knew what the outcome would be. But that didn't mean I couldn't enjoy the show. 
 
    "Of course you do," Emily laughed. "That's what sluts like you always want. Say it. Tell me what you are and I'll give you what you want. Admit that you're a slut right in front of your husband, and I'll fuck you like one." 
 
    Gabriella hesitated for only a moment. For just a second, her eyes darted toward me. I couldn't have said anything even If I wanted to. But even without the gag, I don't think I would have had anything to say. What happened was between the two of them, it seemed to me. I had so little input lately. And I barely knew what I wanted myself. What Emily was planning, I knew, would be an outrageous tease for me. But it would also be one of the sexiest things I had ever seen in a life not short on kinky fun. 
 
    “I’m a slut,” Gabriella finally said, and Emily howled with laughter. “I’m a slut, and I need to get fucked.” Gabriella spat the words out like weapons. After everything she had done to me, I firmly believed Emily could dominate anyone she chose to. But I also know my wife. My boss was going to have a fight on her hands to tame Gabriella. It was certainly more than I had ever managed. 
 
    "There. That wasn't so hard, was it?" Emily chuckled. I cringed as she turned to me. "Did you hear that, panty boy? Did you hear how your wife wants to be my little fuck toy too?" I nodded my head, and Emily smiled in satisfaction. Leaning forward, she ran her fingers teasingly over Gabriella's pussy. Above her in the chair, my wife sighed. I watched as Emily slid her fingers into my wife's pussy, manipulating her silken folds to bring her a pleasure I could see from where I kneeled under the desk. 
 
    "Oh, you are wet," Emily said. "Admitting what you are has really turned you on, hasn't it? That's a really juicy pussy." Gabriella groaned louder as Emily slid her fingers more rapidly in and out. I could smell my wife's arousal in the air, and as I watched, Gabriella's soft walls began to tremble around Emily's invading fingers. Then, Emily took things further. I saw Gabriella's eyes open wide, a shriek of surprise rising from her throat as between her parted legs, Emily balled up Gabriella's panties and stuffed them into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh my God, what are you doing?” Gabriella gasped, her eyes locked on Emily. 
 
    "Nevermind what I'm doing," Emily snarled. "The only thing I want you to do right now is cum for me while your bitch husband watches. Do it, slut. Cum for the boss." As she spoke, Emily ground the palm of her hand against my wife's pussy. I saw Gabriella's leg spasm as my boss manipulated her clitoris. The heels of Gabriella's boots drummed on the floor, and the office chair creaked and groaned as she thrashed in her bonds. But I knew as well as anyone that the tape Emily used to bind my wife to the chair wouldn't give way.  
 
    And soon, my wife was thrashing her head from side to side, her screams of passion filling the office as she cried and moaned. She was going to cum, whether she liked it or not. But it was clear to me, her husband, that she liked it very much. A powerful orgasm tore through her, making my wife throw back her head in orgasmic pleasure. Her legs trembled and shook around Emily's busy hand, blurred with motion as she expertly toyed with my wife's body. 
 
    And as the spasm slowly passed, Emily reached forward again. I heard Gabriella groan as Emily pulled the now-soaked panties out of her pussy. Turning to me, she held them up in front of my face. 
 
    "Sniff, panty boy," Emily ordered with a grin. "Sniff your slut wife's panties and see how hard your boss makes her cum." 
 
    I did it. Of course I did it. I didn't even hesitate. Even though I knew what it would do to me. I inhaled deeply, and the smell of Gabriella's orgasm struck a deep chord in my body, making my cock surge even more against the tiei still tightly wrapped around it. Above me, my wife gasped as she watched the humiliating spectacle. And Emily laughed again, the sound of her laughter the unceasing soundtrack to the drama unfolding in her office. Emily was in heaven. So was my wife. And my own strange way, so was I. Right in the teeth of heaven, a hard-edged heaven of pain and suffering and incredible delight. As recently as a few weeks ago, I would never have imagined a feeling like it. And now, having felt it, I knew I was never going to forget it. 
 
    "I love hearing you cum," Emily said, grinning up at my wife as she turned to her again. "But this is a place of work. My other employees will be showing up soon, and we can't have you screaming and shrieking like a bitch in heat. Luckily, I already know how to keep sluts like you quiet." 
 
    Emily rose gracefully from her knees. She bent over my wife again, and my heart thumped in my chest as I saw what was coming. 
 
    "Open up," Emily ordered. Gabriella struggled. But with her wrists tied to the arms of the chair, there wasn't much she could do to fight my boss. Slowly, Emily stuffed Gabriella's dripping panties into my wife's mouth. Then, picking up the roll of tape from the desk, she sealed Gabriella's mouth shut just as she had done with mine. Gabriella's eyes blazed angrily over the top of the tape. But now, she was as helpless against Emily as I was. 
 
    "That's better," Emily grinned. "Sluts should be seen and not heard. Now, I want a taste of that juicy pussy myself. Watch, panty boy. Watch and learn how to lick your wife's pussy properly." 
 
    With that, Emily sank back onto her knees beside me. With one last smile in my direction, she moved toward my wife. Moaning against the gag, Gabriella watched, her eyes burning with rage and desire as Emily kneeled between her thighs. Slowly, tenderly, my boss began to lick. The moist sound of her tongue against my wife's pussy filled the office, punctuated by Gabriella's rapid breathing. And soon, I heard the telltale moans of pleasure behind the gag Gabriella wore. Soon, my wife was squirming again in the chair. Emily's golden hair shone like silk as her head bobbed up and down, and every movement of her tongue brought my wife to new heights of passion. 
 
    Gabriella's boot heels scraped at the floor. The office chair squealed as she struggled against it, her body stiffening and tightening as though an electric current was passing through it. Another orgasm, more powerful than the last, was racing through Gabriella's body. Silently, I watched as she screamed against the gag, driven wild with pleasure by Emily's mouth. 
 
    Emily sat back. Ostentatiously, she wiped her wet mouth with the back of her hand. Her eyes were glowing too. Rising to her feet again, she bent over Gabriella and pulled the tape off her mouth. She held out her hand, and my wife spat her own panties into it. 
 
    "I hope you sucked all your cum out of these," Emily said. 
 
    "I did," Gabriella panted. 
 
    "Good girl," Emily smiled. Once again, she tossed my wife's panties onto her desk. "But now, it's your turn to make me happy. There's more to being a slut getting fucked. You have to serve your boss, too." With that, Emily circled around behind Gabriella's chair. My wife stared at me wild-eyed, unable to believe what was going on. But I could. I could believe all too well as I watched Emily grip the chair from behind and push Gabriella around her desk.  
 
    Setting her up at the side of the desk, Emily began to take off her dress. Dropping it to the floor, she stepped out of it. Then, pushing her computer aside, she climbed onto the desk above me. I shuffled forward on my knees, craning my neck to get a better view. And as I watched, Emily hooked her legs over Gabriella's shoulders. The chair rolled toward the desk as Emily pulled my wife toward her. Emily used her legs to pull Gabriella's head down toward her, and my wife buried her face between my boss's thighs. 
 
    "Lick it, slut," Emily commanded. And from the look of pleasure that passed across her face, I could see that was exactly what my wife was doing. 
 
    Once again, I could do nothing but listen. Once again, Emily's office rang with the howls and groans of female sexual pleasure. Only this time, it was Gabriella that was giving and Emily that was receiving. And my cock ached like never before, as though it were trying to burst out of the tie that confined it, as though that could possibly bring me the pleasure I craved. But I knew better there was nothing to do but watch as my boss made my wife eat her to orgasm. And as Emily's beautiful body convulsed on top of her desk, as my wife licked and lapped as desperately as though heaven lay between my boss's legs, I kneeled and panted and felt as though I was going crazy with unrelieved desire. 
 
    Emily gripped the edge of her desk as she came, as if worried she might fall off. For all her talk of being afraid that other workers might show up, she didn't hold anything back. Her cries of pleasure filled the office, making my defeat more bitter with every moan and groan. I could hear the wetness of her orgasm in my wife's mouth, Gabriella rapidly gulping and slurping as she swallowed my boss's cum. It was a scene I had never thought I would see in my life, a scene of such outrageous perversity that it barely seemed real. But this was the road we were on. The road Gabriella had started us down. There was no turning back now. 
 
    As her climax passed, Emily sat up. Her high heel scraped on the desk above me as she swung her legs over the side. Gabriella watched in stunned silence, her face still shining with my boss's juices. I was no less stunned than she was. Together, we silently watched Emily stoop and pick up her dress and put it back on as though there were nothing more normal in the world. Tugging at her tight dress as she adjusted it, Emily swept her golden hair back from her flushed face. 
 
    "Well, that was fun," she said. "But I can't play with you two sluts all day. I have to get some work done. You can take your husband home now. You're both dismissed." 
 
    Gabriella gazed up at Emily as though she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. But I knew it was no joke. Reaching into the same drawer that held the tape, Emily produced a pair of scissors and cut Gabriella’s arms free of the tape that held them. As Gabriella slowly stood, Emily pulled the chair out from under her and sat in it herself. Rolling it toward her desk, she returned her attention to her work. 
 
    On my knees, I crawled out from under the desk. Gabriella pulled the tape off my mouth, and I spat out the panties. She laughed as she saw them land on the floor. Stiffly, I rose to my feet and let my wife cut the tape off my arms. I groaned as I rolled my shoulders, trying to loosen the tension they had accumulated overnight. But as I reached for the skimpy panties that barely covered my bound cock and balls, Gabriella stopped me. 
 
    “No,” she said, a wild light burning in her beautiful brown eyes again. “Leave it like that. I like it that way.” 
 
    "Good girl," Emily said from behind her desk without lifting her eyes from the screen in front of her. She continued to ignore us as we got dressed. I pulled on my pants. Gabriella didn't put her own sodden panties back on. Instead, she handed them to me, and I stuffed them into my pocket. When we were dressed, my wife looked uncertainly at my boss. 
 
    "Bye then," she said. From the tone of her voice and the look on her face, I knew she was hoping for more. My heart contracted with a strange kind of pity. But Emily didn't even look up at us. 
 
    "Bye," she said, simultaneously typing away at her keyboard. "See you tomorrow, panty boy." 
 
    Together, Gabriella and I turned toward the door of Emily's office. Gabriella might want more and be disappointed to be sent away. And in a way, so was I. But on the other hand, I was so exhausted that I was happy to be sent home.  
 
    Still no one else was in the office yet. And as we walked together toward the elevator, I couldn't forget what I had seen. I couldn't ignore the fact that my wife was naked underneath her short skirt, and that her skin was still glowing with the ecstasy of orgasm. I couldn't forget for a moment the tie that was still painfully bound around my genitals, making erection impossible. And I certainly couldn't forget the way that Gabriella, so submissive to Emily, had snapped instantly back into the dominant dominatrix of my dreams when she ordered me not to take it off. 
 
    Together, we rode the elevator in silence. I led my wife to my car. We climbed inside, and I started the engine. Painfully aware of her skirt riding up her beautiful thighs, I tried to focus on the road as I drove us home. 
 
    “That was really crazy,” Gabriella said at one point in a quiet voice. 
 
    "You're telling me," I replied. That was it. That was all we said to each other the whole ride home. We were both busy with our own thoughts. But as I pulled into the driveway, eager to finally bring an end to the longest and wildest day of my life, there was another need even more dire than food and sleep that oppressed me. Gabriella's skirt swung around her hips as she climbed out of the car, and I followed. We stepped into the house, and no sooner was the door closed behind me than I flung myself at her. 
 
    Gabriella giggled. I kissed her frantically, kissing her lips, her neck, her shoulders, my hands racing all over her body as though I wanted to take her in all at once. 
 
    "Wow, you're horny," Gabriella giggled. "Did it turn you on watching me eat your boss out?" 
 
    “Oh my God, yes,” I moaned into Gabriella’s hair while she laughed. “Please, Ama Gabriella! Come on! Let’s go to bed.” 
 
    I tugged on Gabriella’s arm as I spoke, leading her through the house. She held back a little, but didn’t resist. Her boot heels echoed on the floor as she followed me, not quickly enough for my liking. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said behind me. “I might be a slut, but I’m still your Ama. Your mistress. Don’t forget that.” 
 
    "Fine," I growled. "But I need to fuck you right now." 
 
    Gabriella shrieked as I seized her by the waist and threw her onto the bed. Tearing off my own clothes, I didn't even bother to undress her. I simply pushed her skirt up around her hips. Tearing off Emily's panties, I pulled at one end of the tie she had tied and finally freed my genitals with a loud groan. At once, my abused cock surged, throbbing and desperate. Without hesitation, I plunged it into my wife's pussy. After everything that had happened that morning, she was wet and ready, and she took me inside herself easily. I saw her eyes roll back in her head as I plunged my erection into her, as though trying to bury myself deep inside her body. Just like that, me on top of her, her fully dressed and sprawled in our bed, I fucked my wife, making her beautiful body bounce on the mattress under my thrusts. She screamed and thrashed beneath me, her fingernails digging into my shoulders, her boot heels scraping over my thighs. I didn't feel any of it. I just needed to release. And with a loud cry, that's exactly what I did. My surging cock spurted what felt like gallons of my cum deep inside Gabriella's beautiful body. 
 
    Exhausted, I collapsed on top of her. Sighing, Gabriella pushed me away. I flopped down onto the mattress beside her, my softening cock still shining with her juices. In a matter of minutes, I fell into a deep sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
  
    Work Wife: Parts 13 – 24 
 
    13. An Office Adventure 
 
      
 
    The first thing I remember is being in that liminal space between dreams and waking. That part when you're not sure what's real. When whatever strange events your mind conjured in the night still seem plausible even as you return to your daytime consciousness. That's where I was when I felt my cock throbbing, pleasure boiling inside me as wild visions raced through my mind. And as I climbed up to consciousness, I frowned in confusion even before I opened my eyes. I didn't know what was happening. Not until I finally opened my eyes, blinking against the light, to find Gabriella on top of me. 
 
    There are worse ways to wake up. 
 
    She was straddling me, her naked body moving to the rhythms of wild pleasure, her breasts bouncing as her hips rocked. Her dark hair was a mess, clinging to her face and shoulders in tangled strands. She didn't care. She didn't care what she looked like at that moment. Passion overruled everything else. If she'd asked me, if she had been able to see me through her eyes, she would have known how absolutely gorgeous she was to me. My wife is always beautiful, of course. But never more so when she's in the grip of pleasure. Especially when that pleasure is so wild and selfish and uninhibited that she just reaches out and take it for herself. Like this. 
 
    "Good morning," Gabriella panted, her eyes shining like glass under half-closed lids as she moved above me. 
 
    "Morning," I replied as I reached out and took her hips in my hands. I didn't know what time it was, and I didn't care. Nothing mattered except the sensations of wild pleasure she was giving me. Our bodies moved as one, both chasing the same goal, the same wild eruption of passion that animated us both. I could feel it coming.  
 
    I had no idea how long this had been going on. Clearly, I had been asleep when it started. Perhaps Gabriella had taken advantage of my customary morning erection. Or maybe she had woken up horny and got me hard all by herself. After all, she was perfectly capable of it any time she wanted to. But to be used like this, like a toy for my dominant wife's pleasure, was unbelievably sweet. And powerfully arousing. And as I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, I knew that she was getting close too. Closer and closer to the explosion we both craved. Closer and closer to the orgasmic release we both desperately desired. 
 
    Gabriella cried out. Her hands on my chest, she flung back her head, her eyes closed and her mouth open as she bellowed her ecstasy at the ceiling. I groaned as I felt her pussy spasm around me, squeezing my shaft tight as though milking it for all it was worth. I didn't even try to hold back. As Gabriella came on top of me and I felt the hot flood of her juices washing over my cock and balls, I growled like an animal at the power of my own release.  
 
    I emptied into her, spurting an entire night's worth of deviant sexual feelings into her trembling body. She gasped as she felt me cum inside her, the powerful explosion of my orgasm piercing through her own waves of bliss. Just like that, we came together, caught up in a wild scene and enraptured with each other's bodies.  
 
    And as her climax came and went, Gabriella softened. Leaning forward, she lay down on top of me, her face buried against my neck, her body rising and falling on my heaving chest. My cock was still buried inside her dripping pussy, and we lay like that for a while, riding the waves of powerful bonding hormones that coursed through both of us, only increasing how we felt about each other. Because after all, that was what this was all about. The kinky sex we were having was wild and dangerous and darkly thrilling. But in its deviant way, it was simply an expression of the love we had for another. Besides that, nothing else mattered. 
 
    "Well, you'd better get ready," Gabriella said finally. I felt her words as hot breath against my skin. "We don't want you late for work again. Who knows what the boss lady might do to you?" 
 
    As she raised her head from my shoulder, I could see that Gabriella's eyes were shining again. She loved this. She loved knowing there was another dominant woman waiting for me at the office, that Emily would undoubtedly put me through all kinds of delicious tortures once I arrived at work. Gabriella never missed a chance to remind me of that fact, to refer to it whenever she could as though I had somehow forgotten. But how could I forget? Every facet of my life now was braided with these strange games. At work and at home, I got no relief. There was hardly a minute of the day when I wasn't being reminded of my submissive and inferior status and the power granted to these two women by their phenomenal beauty. I live my days in a fog of desire, and no amount of late-night lovemaking or early morning fucks seem to do anything to relieve the burning sexual tension I felt each day. Still, I wouldn't have it any other way. 
 
    Gabriella groaned as she climbed off me, carefully sliding my sated cock out of her wet sex. Still naked, she slipped out of bed and hurried toward the bathroom. I listened to the door close behind her, the sudden rush of water in the pipes as she cleaned herself. For a while, I lay still in bed, trying to catch my breath. It was a hell of a way to wake up. But finding yourself unexpectedly inside your wife in the morning isn't the best way to achieve mental clarity. After my powerful orgasm, all I really wanted was to roll over and go back to sleep. But Gabriella was right. I had work to do. 
 
    Finally, I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and carefully stood. I hadn't forgotten about the new rules I was subject to, not even for a minute. My heart floated in my chest as I made my way to the closet to pick out the day's clothes. Carefully, I selected a tie, trying my best not to think about what use Emily might put it to. The wild night I had spent tied up under her desk had left me in no doubt that the woman had almost no limits. She would do whatever she wanted. And so far, I hadn't even tried to stop her. As though it didn't even occur to me that I could. In the heat of the moment, it really didn't. Her dominance overawed me completely, and just as I did with Gabriella, I slipped into a strange submissive mode of thought where resistance seemed completely impossible. I could tell myself all I wanted that today would be different, that this time I would make a stand and reclaim some of the dignity I had lost. But I knew it wasn't true. I could tell myself all I wanted that these games had gone too far, but I couldn't deny the basic truth that I loved it. 
 
    As I set my clothes down the edge of the bed, I heard the bathroom door open. Gabriella returned. Stepping into the bedroom, she pressed herself up against me from behind, wrapping her arms around me so that I could feel the warmth of her naked body. Despite the orgasm I had had only minutes before, I could feel my cock twitch between my legs once again. 
 
    "You remembered the tie," Gabriella said in a soft voice. "Good. Don't forget what you have to wear underneath your clothes." 
 
    "I haven't," I said through gritted teeth, and Gabriella laughed in response. She loved this. She loved all of it. My humiliation. My submission. My obvious reluctance to debase myself, and my inability to defy Emily's orders. Releasing her grip on me, Gabriella turned toward her dresser. I heard a drawer rattle as she pulled it out. Her hands flipped through a pile of her frilly underwear, and she smiled maliciously as she found what she was after. Turning to me, she held a pair of panties in her hands, purple boy shorts that looked as sexy on her as they would look ridiculous on me. 
 
    "I think you should have more coverage today," Gabriella said as she held the panties out toward me. "I do love seeing you in a thong. But these will keep you all tucked in. You won't be able to forget you're wearing my panties. Not for a minute." 
 
    Without a word, I took the underwear from her hand. I wouldn’t be able to forget anyway. I never was. Emily and Gabriella made sure of that, keeping me in a constant state of frustrated desire as they toyed with me at work and at home. But there was no point complaining. I knew the rules. And my wife was only too happy to help my sexy boss enforce the new office dress code. 
 
    Gabriella watched, savoring every moment of my humiliation as I put her panties on. The fabric was tight around me even as I pulled it over my thighs. By now, my cock was more than half-hard, and I struggled to stuff it into the clinging shorts. My wife wasn't helping, standing there naked with her hands on her hips, every inch of her beautiful body on display as she watched me with delight in her eyes. By the time I had her panties on, my cock made an obvious bulge in the front of the elasticated fabric, straining against it, desperate for release. But Gabriella was right about one thing. The shorts would keep my erection in check far more than the feminine underwear I had worn the day before. 
 
    "This is awesome," Gabriella giggled. "You look so cute in my underwear. It's almost a shame I have to send you off to work and share you with her."  
 
    "Maybe I should just stay home today," I said with a smile. Gabriella smiled back, but already, she was shaking her head. The dark waves of her hair tumbled over her shoulders. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? At least, you think you would. But if you did, you might find that your wife is even meaner to you than your boss is. Seeing you like this gives me all kinds of ideas. Some of them you would like. Some of them, I’m not so sure.” 
 
    "I know a way we could find out," I said. Gabriella laughed again. 
 
    "You're so persistent," she said. "They'll be plenty of time for that later. After all, you're mine in the evenings and all weekend. Besides, I like the idea of sending off to work. Go make money for me so I can spend it on sexy outfits to drive you crazy." As she spoke, Gabriella took a step closer to me. I groaned as she ran her hand over my bulging cock, enjoying the feeling of it trapped underneath her panties. I reached out for her, taking her hips in my hands once again as I pulled her against me. But Gabriella just laughed. Removing her hand from my cock, she placed her palms on my chest and pushed me gently but firmly away. 
 
    "Go on, get dressed," she said, turning away from me. I watched forlorn as she circled around the bed and climbed back under the covers, still naked, still smiling, still ravishingly beautiful as she basked in my submission. "You don't want to keep Emily waiting." 
 
      
 
    The office was quiet. It always was. But lately, it seemed quieter than ever. And it was both a blessing and a curse. A blessing, because the risk of being found out was removed. A curse, because it meant there was effectively no limit on what Emily might do. 
 
    And as usual, I was at the office before her. I sat down to my work, daunted by how much there was to catch up on. After all, before these kinky games started, my job was real. None of my regular duties had gone away just because I was involved in this strange affair with my boss. I still had to keep up with my workload as well as finding time to play Emily's little games. 
 
    And as I worked on the backlog, my head down as I sat at my desk, I kept an ear out for the door behind me. Sooner or later, I knew, someone would arrive. Whether it was Emily one of my coworkers, I knew I wouldn't be left alone all day. And I was right. Before lunchtime, I heard the door behind me open. And when I felt the dull thud of high heels on the office carpets, I knew it was my boss finally arriving. Nobody else dressed like that at the office. 
 
    Emily made a beeline for my desk. I turned my chair to watch her approach, to see what she was wearing and perhaps ascertain from that what kind of mood she was in. Today's outfit didn't give me much comfort, even as it made my cock swell inside my wife's underwear.Emily was wearing pants today, as she so rarely did to work. But her pants were anything but businesslike. Her leggings shone like wet leather as they gripped her thighs, their sheen drawing my eyes to her body with every step she took. The skintight leggings were tucked into tall leather boots that rose to her knees, adding to the fetishistic vibe of her outfit. Above it all, she wore the same white suit jacket she had worn a few days earlier, seemingly convinced of its power to make an outrageous outfit even vaguely business appropriate. Perhaps she just didn't care. Maybe it was just something to cover her on her way from her car to the office, the jacket just long enough to hide some of her ass that bulged against the leggings, while also revealing more than a little. 
 
    Emily would have to be blind not to notice the way I looked at her. And she smiled as she approached, her hair once again swept back from her face into a tight ponytail that only made her gorgeous features stand out more. As usual, she perched herself on the edge of my desk, smiling down at me the way she used to back when she was just my boss and not my mistress. But there was a new edge to that smile, a glow in her eyes that seemed to come from all the things we had done together. It was hard to even meet those gorgeous eyes knowing what they had seen me do. Not to mention the things I knew my boss was likely to have me do in the future. 
 
    “Good morning, Hunter,” Emily said, practically singing the words with obvious delight as she beamed down at me. 
 
    "Morning, Mistress Emily." She laughed as I said it. And I felt my cock surge inside Gabriella's panties as shame glowed in the pit of my stomach. But I couldn't help it. After all, that was what Emily wanted. And when there was no one else in the office to hear, I knew the rules. My gorgeous boss demanded respect. And she had all the power in the world to enforce it. 
 
    "You're learning. That's good," Emily smiled. "Me and that sexy wife of yours are slowly breaking your will, aren't we? It's okay. It's good. The sooner you learn your place, the easier things will be for you. We won't have to punish you anymore, except when we feel like doing it. Which, to be honest, could be quite often." 
 
    I stared up at Emily in silence, almost struggling to believe that this was a woman I had once considered a friend, even after all that had happened. Emily and I used to joke around in the office together. We had a great working relationship. Now, everything had been devoured by the kinky sex we were having. I could say I missed the old days. But that would be a lie. What we had now, strange and dangerous as it was, was far more thrilling than mere friendship. 
 
    "Dress code check," Emily said. Turning where she sat on my desk, she reached out and took hold of my tie. "This part's good. But are you wearing some nice girly panties for me?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    "Show me." The request hardly surprised me. Emily loved to play these games, to flirt with the idea of discovery and enhance my shame with the threat of being found out. But I couldn't help glancing around the office as she spoke, even though I knew no one was there. After all, the door was open. Anyone can walk in at any minute. 
 
    My head snapped back toward my boss as she tugged at my tie. That was all she needed to do. A faint tug and a stare that pinned me to my seat. What would she do if I defied her? I was in no hurry to find out.  
 
    And so, in yet another of a long line of capitulations that sealed her power over me, I reached for the front of my pants. Emily grinned as she watched me unfasten them, pulling down the zipper to show her what I was wearing underneath. The bulge of my cock rose against the panties, making a tent of the straining purple fabric. I was desperately turned on, as wildly horny as ever as I gazed up at my beautiful boss. And from the glow in her eyes, I could tell she was excited too. 
 
    "Those are a little modest for my office slut, aren't they?" 
 
    "Gabriella picked them," I said. Emily's smooth brow puckered in a slight frown, even though the smile never left her face. 
 
    “And you just do everything your wife says, don’t you, panty boy?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." The office filled with my boss's raucous laughter. But after all, there was no point denying the truth. Emily already knew the true nature of my relationship with Gabriella and all the crazy games we played. Besides, the two of them were in regular contact. Anything I said or did at the office could easily make its way back to my wife. 
 
    “Good. You should. You’re lucky to be with a woman like her. I’d say you should be worshiping the ground she walks on, but I know you already do, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” Again, not exactly far from the truth. A faint sneer appeared on Emily’s red lips as she leaned forward, still tightly gripping my tie in her hand. 
 
    “Take your pants off,” she ordered. “I want to see exactly what you’re wearing.” Panic soared inside me at her words. 
 
    “Mistress Emily —” 
 
    "What? Afraid someone will see what a little bitch boy you are? That sounds like your problem, not mine. I don't care who knows what you really are. I have nothing to be ashamed of. Even if you do." Emily's pretty eyes flashed dangerously as she stared down at me from her perch on her desk. Slowly, she rolled her fist, wrapping my tie tightly around it and pulling me even closer to her. "Not that it's any of your business," she said slowly as she bent her head toward mine, "but nobody's coming in today. I told them all they can work from home. I'm thinking of making that a regular thing. Have everyone work from home and downsize our office. Of course, you can still come in when I want to use you. The rest of the time, you'll be under your wife's supervision." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” I barely managed to squeak the words out through a throat that seem to be growing tighter by the second.  
 
    "So take them off," Emily ordered. And this time, I didn't hesitate. Still sitting in my chair, I pulled down my pants, and Emily relaxed her grip on the tie without letting it go completely as she sat upright again. Kicking off my shoes and socks, I let my pants fall to the floor and pulled my legs out of them. Now I sat in front of my boss in a shirt and tie and women's panties, my cock even more visible as it pressed itself against the fabric. And Emily grinned happily as she placed her boot heels on my thighs, the heel sinking slightly into my skin as she smiled down at me. 
 
    "That's better," she smirked. "In fact, I think I want you working in nothing but panties today. That will amuse me. Come on. Let's take it all off."  
 
    Already, Emily was reaching for my tie. Skillfully, she loosened the knot so that she could pull the tie out from under my collar and over my head. Without protesting, I began to unbutton my shirt and remove it. Once I took it off, Emily leaned forward and slipped the tied tie back over my head, tightening it around my neck again. 
 
    "There," she said, laughing as she spoke. "Panties and a tie and nothing else. That's proper office attire for a submissive bitch boy like you." 
 
    Embarrassed and disgraced, there was nothing I could say. And really, no further response was required. The smile suddenly dropped from Emily's face, and sitting back on my desk, she raised one foot from my lap, the heel of her boot pointing like a weapon at me. 
 
    "Kiss," she ordered, her face stern. Feeling my cheeks burning with shame, feeling myself cringing with embarrassment, I did as she said. I turned my head, keeping my eyes on her the whole time as I pressed my lips to the smooth leather of her boot. She smiled triumphantly as she watched me debase myself, another visual representation of our unbalanced roles. Lowering her foot again, she traced the shape of my cock through my wife's panties with the toe of her boot. 
 
    "Look how turned on you are," she chuckled. "You'd love to fuck me right now, wouldn't you?" 
 
    "Of course, Mistress Emily." Emily laughed again. But it was the simple truth. She looked as stunningly beautiful as ever, and all her remorseless teasing and domination of me could only have one effect. I was burning up with desire as I stared at her, this lovely goddess perched on my desk above me and making me debase myself for her amusement. 
 
    "Well, it's too bad you're not worthy," Emily said. "You're just one of my worker drones. And you're going to stay here at your desk and get some work done for once. If I need you for anything, I'll let you know. But otherwise, I don't want to hear a peep out of you." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." But Emily barely seemed to hear. Already, she was reaching into the bag she had brought into the office with her, a large shoulder bag she had set down on the desk beside her. I heard the jingle of metal, and gulped as I saw her produce a pair of handcuffs linked by a long chain. There was no doubt in my mind who they were meant for. 
 
    Sliding off my desk, Emily circled around behind my chair. I heard metal against metal as she looped the handcuffs around the central support of my office chair. Then she reached over me from behind, gripping my hand. I didn't put up any real resistance as she took my wrist in her hand and locked the cuff around it. Then, leaning over to the other side, she did the same with my other wrist. Tied to the chair, I tested the new bonds I found myself in. The chain was long enough for me to reach my desk, the keyboard and mouse I needed to get my work done. But Emily had cleverly looped the chain around the steel support that held up the back of my chair. The chain rattled whenever I moved, jangling against the metal. Wherever I was going to go that day, the chair would go with me unless Emily said otherwise. 
 
    Slowly, my boss circled around in front of me again, grinning down at me in satisfaction as she folded her arms across her chest. My cock was throbbing visibly inside Gabriella's panties, excited by this new predicament. That didn't mean I wasn't nervous. Emily had promised that no one else was coming to the office that day, but how could she know for sure? Tied as I was to the chair, I wouldn't be able to hide what our boss had done to me if anyone walked in. 
 
    “What if I need to go to the bathroom, Mistress Emily?” 
 
    "Hold it," Emily smirked. "If you really need to, you have to ask my permission. Just send me a message through the messaging app, and I'll decide if I think you've done enough work to earn a bathroom break or not. Same goes for lunch. It's time for me to start cracking the whip around here. Now, get to work. I have a lot to do today, and I don't want to be disturbed." 
 
    But Emily didn't leave immediately. Instead, she leaned forward. Her left hand on my shoulder for balance, her right reached between my legs. I groaned as she rubbed her palm against my cock, tracing its shape through my wife's panties. My erection grew to her touch, my pleasure and excitement rising with it. And then Emily abruptly took her hand away. Laughing to herself, she turned and headed toward her own office. Abandoned, I watched her go, fear and desire at war in my heart the way they always were. Emily sure knew how to make a day at the office exciting. 
 
    

  

 
   
    14. Serving The Boss 
 
      
 
    If I had thought the time passed slowly before, that was even more true now. Wearing Gabriella's panties and my work clothes ensured I could never forget about the new reality of my life in submission to two beautiful mistresses. But sitting at my desk wearing nothing but those panties and a tie on my neck, chained to my chair by some cruel caprice of my beautiful boss, made everything even more outrageously humiliating. As my straining cock tented the front of Gabrielle's boyshorts, I couldn't think about anything besides sex. It was impossible to focus on my work. But I had to try. I knew all our kinky adventures had created an enormous backlog of tasks for me to do. And Emily had hinted at the same thing that very morning when she tied me to my chair.  
 
    Sometimes, work is the best way to push unwelcome thoughts out of your head. At other times, it barely proves equal to the task. I struggled and battled against my own distracted desire as I tried to get on with things. Trying to complete my work and forget what was really going on here. Trying to forget that Emily could summon me at any moment to participate in the next stage of her wild entertainment. Trying to forget my fear that someone else might walk through the door of the office and see me like this. Emily had assured me it wouldn't happen, but that did little to assuage my fear. What if she was wrong? What if one of my coworkers had left something at the office that they needed and showed up unannounced to find me there, nearly naked and chained to a chair? I'd probably lose my job. Probably Emily would too. But more than that, I would be subjected to a shame more powerful than any I had felt up to that point. Which was saying a lot, given everything my boss and my wife had put me through. 
 
    Still, it didn't matter. It wasn't like I had any choice in the matter. There was nothing I could do except try to work, try to distract myself, and wait to see what Emily had planned next. 
 
    And my sexy boss didn't disappoint. 
 
    Probably an hour had passed since Emily showed up in the office before I saw her again. As always, I heard her coming before I saw her, the faint thud of her high heels on the office floor harmonizing with the dull throbbing in my seemingly permanently erect cock. I raised my head from the screen of my computer to watch her approach, the wet look leggings shining with every step she took, the dominatrix boots thumping on the floor. She looked like what she was: the sexy female boss from the wildest dreams of a submissive like me. She looked like a goddess, beautiful and powerful. She looked like someone who deserved my humble service and adoration. Even as I tried not to think those kinds of thoughts, they came bubbling up anyway, tormenting me with my own submissive inclinations. Until recently, I had no idea that I had any desire to submit to a woman. But now, it seemed to be all I ever did. 
 
    Emily approached my desk. Standing in front of it, she smiled down at me smugly, grinning with delight at the scenario she had created. I gazed up, unable to hide my raging erection, unable to conceal my desperate desire for her. The source of all her power, and Gabriella's too. For a moment, Emily simply stood there, as though basking in the warm glow of my raging desire for her. 
 
    "I have a use for you," she said at last. "Be a good boy and do as you're told." Then she reached inside her jacket. I watched as she produced a key from some inner pocket. Her long blonde ponytail hung over one shoulder as she bent over me, reaching for the cuffs locked around my wrist. I didn't even try to fight the desire to look into the opening of her jacket at the mouthwatering swell of her breasts while she slid the key into the lock and freed me from my bondage. The handcuffs and the long chain rattled against the metal of my chair as they fell. I was free. Though of course, as far as Emily went, I was never really free. 
 
    "Come." Slipping the key back into her jacket pocket, Emily took hold of my tie. Holding it like a leash, she turned and stepped away from my desk. Springing out of my chair, I followed. I let her lead me across the office by my tie, a faithful dog trotting along at her heels. And as we went, I tormented myself further by staring at her ass as it peeked out from under her jacket, her toned cheeks accentuated by the clinging fabric of her skintight leggings. 
 
    Inside her private office, Emily led me behind her desk. Letting go of my tie for a moment, she began to unbutton her jacket. She slipped it off and laid it on her desk. Underneath, she wore a tank top, with laces zigzagging up the front and exposing a taunting glimpse of her beautiful cleavage. Predictably, my cock surged. But those mouthwatering breasts were not for me. Instead, Emily ordered me to the floor, making me sink to my knees in front of her chair as she sat down. I watched, hardly daring to breathe, terrified I might say the wrong thing and break the spell of the moment as Emily reached for the waistband of her leggings. Slowly, teasingly, she pulled the clinging fabric down. In one smooth movement, she pulled down both her leggings and her panties to expose herself to me. The clothing bunched up around the tops of her knee-high boots, but I barely noticed. I only had eyes for her bare pussy right in front of me, framed by its neat patch of pubic hair. I had worshiped my boss's pussy many times by then, but Emily had a way of keeping me so desperately aroused that I could never resist the urge to do it again. My mouth literally watered as I looked at her, craving the taste of her sex against my tongue. After all, Emily had made it clear that our sex life would revolve around me eating her pussy while she enjoyed all the selfish pleasure I could give her. As Emily knew too well, it only made her even sexier to me. 
 
    "Get in there and eat my pussy," Emily said dismissively. She was used to giving orders, speaking as though it never even occurred to her that I would disagree. She was right, of course. Why would I? There were few things I wanted more than to make this goddess cum. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I croaked. On hands and knees, I crawled forward, between Emily's parted legs. Crawling under her half-shed pants, I raised my head between her thighs. Her legs sat on my shoulders, and I inhaled the intoxicating scent of her arousal as I kneeled between her legs. As I ran my tongue carefully along the intricate folds of Emily's pussy, I heard her sigh happily. She loved this, of course. Not just the physical pleasure, as powerful as that was. But the feeling of power it no doubt gave her. I could only imagine. All the old clichés of the boss taking advantage of an employee, inverted by this female boss and me, her willing submissive. I loved being under my boss's desk when this was what it meant. Tasting her pleasure and listening to the faint music of her sexual bliss as she relaxed in her chair above me. Far better than being bound and gagged and forced to spend an endless night in her office waiting for her to return, at any rate. I knew what she was doing. In her own way, Emily was programming me. Making me long for these moments of service in comparison to some of the cruel things she did to me. But just because I knew what she was up to didn't make it any less effective. My cock surged, my heart soared, and the taste of her flooded my senses until I could think of nothing else. And every moan and gasp of pleasure Emily made as I licked her only drove me deeper into submission to her. I wanted her orgasm as though it were my own. As though pleasing my mistress was the only thing that mattered. It was just how Emily wanted me to feel. 
 
    Engrossed in my task, I didn't immediately notice as Emily reached for the phone on her desk. It wasn't until I heard her start to speak that I realized she was making a phone call. She loved to do that, too. To carry on her business as though I wasn't even there while I did my best to make her orgasm. In a strange way, I took it as a challenge. Emily was good at receiving pleasure and giving no outward sign of it when she wanted to be. But if I could make her moan or gasp, if I could even make her breath catch in her throat while she talked to whoever was on the other end of the line, I would feel as though I gained some minor victory. Of course, Emily always won in the end. But any taste of power I could get was welcome to me in my submissive state. And so, while my boss talked on the phone, I deployed every trick and skill I knew to make her pussy spasm. I moved my tongue and lips against her, grinding my face against her pussy, teasing the tender lips with my tongue before sliding it inside to scoop up more of her streaming juices. And from between her thighs, I gazed up at this beautiful young goddess as she held the phone to her ear. 
 
    “Yeah,” I heard her say. “No, there’s nobody here. Well, nobody who matters, anyway.” She giggled. “Yeah, you should. Oh, you definitely should. Yeah, that sounds good. Oh, I’ll totally make it worth your while. Don’t worry about that. Bye.” 
 
    Hanging up the phone, Emily finally turned her attention back on me. She stared down at me from under half-closed eyes, and her teeth showed between her painted lips in a kind of snarl. At the same time, I felt a shiver of lust pass through her whole body, sweeping over her like a wave as she watched me humbly serving her with my mouth. By now, my lips and cheeks were smeared with the juices of her passion, her hot fluids pouring readily out of her aroused body. My sexy boss was close to orgasm. And all I wanted to do was push her over the edge. But in my heart, fear and nervousness battled against my monstrous lust. I had a feeling I knew exactly who she had been talking to on the phone. I dreaded what might come of it even as I kneeled and served my goddess. I had no choice in the matter, and I knew that. But that only made the fear of what was coming worse. 
 
    Emily gasped. Reaching down, she placed her hand on top of my head and pulled my face against her body. At the same time, she thrust her hips forward, driving her pussy against my mouth even more forcefully. I responded, plunging my tongue inside her, making her squeal in pleasure as the tender organ spasmed against my mouth. With a loud howl, Emily came, once again spurting her juices all over my face. I drank them down greedily the way I always did, strangely grateful for this kinky blessing as my beautiful boss trembled above me.  
 
    Pushing my head roughly away, Emily lay back in her chair, gasping for a while. My head still between her thighs, I gazed up at her, watching her breasts rise and fall in her revealing top. Then, with an effort, Emily lifted her feet from the floor and swung her legs over my head. I watched with a vague feeling of disappointment as she pulled her leggings back up, depriving me of the site of the pussy I had just licked to orgasm. 
 
    "You look so pathetic down there," Emily sneered. "Wearing your wife's panties and doing exactly as you're told. What a loser you are. I can't believe anyone married you, especially a woman like Gabriella." 
 
    "I know, Mistress Emily." A sadistic smirk pulled at the corners of her mouth as I spoke. I would never have phrased it that way myself, of course. But there was more than a grain of truth in Emily's words. Still sometimes, I wondered how I had ended up with a woman like my wife. Especially lately, when she discovered her latent kinky side. I couldn't even keep up with Gabriella anymore. All I could do was cling on and get dragged along for the ride as we navigated this new and thrilling reality. Still, Emily's words didn't miss their target. They still stung the last vestiges of my pride as I kneeled on the floor at her feet, my face shining with her slowly cooling juices while she debased me. 
 
    "Stand up," Emily suddenly ordered. "Turn around. Hands behind your back." Gulping, I rose to my feet. I knew what that meant. I knew what Emily was planning. And as I heard a drawer of her desk slide open behind me, my suspicions were confirmed. That was where she kept the tape. And yet I didn't resist as I felt her begin to wrap the tape around my wrists, binding them together behind my back. I never resisted. Even though the things Emily did scared me, I couldn't resist the wild thrill of submitting to her. And so once again, I let my boss tie my hands behind my back, rendering me helpless in her presence once again. 
 
    "That's better," Emily smirked as she ripped the tape off and put the remainder of the roll back in the drawer. "We don't want you getting too excited and touching yourself, do we?" 
 
    "No, Mistress Emily," I said carefully, trying to keep the disappointment out of my voice. I hadn't been thinking of doing anything of the sort. After all, how degrading would that be? But now that Emily had robbed me of the ability, it was all I wanted. Well, maybe not all I wanted. But one more avenue of sexual release had been closed to me, and I couldn't miss the significance of that. Only Emily had the power to give me what I so desperately wanted. That was the whole point. 
 
    "Go stand in the corner over there," Emily ordered, pointing to the far wall of her office. "Don't speak unless I tell you you can. I mean it. I don't want to hear a word out of you. Understand?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." 
 
    "I don't want you disturbing me. But it does make me laugh looking at you dressed up like that. So you can stand in my office like an ornament and make me laugh whenever I look at you. But it's not all bad. That means you get to look at me, too. Aren't I nice?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily. Thank you, Mistress Emily." Emily laughed, her pretty eyes shining with delight as she stared up at me. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said softly. “Now, off you go. Remember, not a word.” 
 
    I nodded. I felt Emily's eyes on me as I turned and headed over to the corner of her office. Turning so that my back was to the wall, I faced her. From behind her desk, she smiled at me, her eyes traveling over my body and lingering obviously on the embarrassing bulge of my erection tightly constrained in my wife's panties. Emily loved to know she was turning me on. 
 
    But soon, she turned her attention to the screen of her computer and began to work. The only sound in the office was the steady clacking of the keyboard and the clicking of her mouse. I tried not to think about the mountain of my own work left undone at my desk. Emily had another use in mind for me that day. And like some bizarre ornament, I stood there, breathing slowly and waiting to see what would happen next. The sight of my beautiful boss in front of me kept my cock surging inside Gabriella's panties while I waited. 
 
    Some time passed. I couldn't see a clock from where I stood, and so I could only guess at the hour. I had no doubt that it would feel much longer to me than it really was. But at some point, I saw Emily lift her pretty head, a sly smile spreading across her gorgeous face as she looked at me. She didn't say anything. And I didn't dare. But after a moment, I heard what had attracted her attention. Footsteps. Someone else was in the office with us. And as I listened, a rising sense of panic gripping my throat, I heard them approaching Emily's office. They were coming right this way. My heart raced in my chest at the thought of imminent discovery. In a panic, I stared at Emily, opening my mouth to speak before thinking better of it. Her instructions had been clear. But surely she wouldn't allow someone to see us like this? Yet Emily made no move to lock the door. Soon, it swung open. I cringed and cowered in my corner as someone entered the room where my boss held me captive. 
 
    “Hi,” Emily said. Pushing back her chair, she stood and hurried around her desk. It was a man that had come to the office, a man I had never seen before. Not someone I worked with. And as Emily hurried across her office, her high-heeled boots thumping rapidly on the carpet in her eagerness to greet her visitor, I understood. I watch my boss throw her arms around this tall man, pressing her lips to his in a passionate kiss, and I knew who I was looking at. Emily’s lover, or one of them. Rage and shame exploded in my heart at the passion with which she greeted him. 
 
    The kiss broke. Emily had her arms wrapped around his neck, and the man coiled one of his own arms around her waist, pulling her beautiful body against him. But he turned his head to me, his blue eyes sparkling as he looked me up and down. Not with the hungry look of delight that Emily had when she looked at me, the one that sent excitement racing up and down my spine. This was a look of cool detachment, a vague sense of curiosity. And I felt my shame growing greater by the second as I saw in those blue eyes a glimmer of something like amusement. As utterly embarrassing as it was to be disgraced in front of Emily and Gabriella, this felt a thousand times worse. To be seen like this by a stranger, and by a man, without the faint relief provided by the beauty of the women who dominated me. It was mortifying. And I knew with horrible clarity that was exactly what Emily tended to be. 
 
    "So this is your slave?" The man said. From the calmness of his voice, you might've thought he was discussing the weather. And the fact that Emily had discussed me with her lover gave me all kinds of confused feelings as I stood there in silence. I still remembered what my boss said. I wasn't to speak a word, no matter what. But I glared at Emily as she smiled at me, one arm still around his shoulders, obviously delighted with the situation she had created. How dare she expose me like this? But for her, everything was going according to plan. 
 
    "Yeah, that's him," Emily said with a smile. Even her voice seemed different when she talked to him. Different from the way she talked to me, and different even from how she talked to Gabriella. Girlish. Flirtatious. She must really like this guy. And for some strange reason, that only compounded my feelings of jealousy and desire. Ridiculous. After all, I'm a married man. I had no business feeling jealous of anyone. But Emily had me worked up to such a fever pitch of desperate desire that all rational thought went out the window. I wanted to so badly that I didn't care what made sense and what didn't. I had only just met this man, her lover, and already I hated him. For what he knew about me and for what he got to do with her. 
 
    "But don't worry about him," Emily went on, turning back to her lover. I watched her hand move over his chest with bitterness as she smiled up at him. Even in her tall heels, he was taller. "He's under strict orders not to make a sound unless I tell him otherwise. He won't disturb us if he knows what's good for him. Come on. Come over here." 
 
    Standing on her tiptoes, Emily kissed her lover again. I could practically see his resistance wilting, not that it been especially strong in the first place. After all, who would even try and resist Emily? Seemingly, she couldn’t keep her hands or her mouth off his body. If I had been him, I wouldn’t have cared if the whole world was watching. If Emily had been willing to have sex with me, I would do it however and wherever she wanted. 
 
    Taking his hand, Emily led him over toward her desk. I watched him circle around it, the light shining on Emily's tight pants with every movement she made. Directing her lover with her hands on his shoulders, she encouraged him to sit down in her chair. Then she climbed into his lap, her thighs and her boots shining as she straddled him, smiling down at him and kissing him occasionally as her hands skillfully unbuttoned his shirt. My cock raged as I watched them. I could hardly believe what Emily was up to now, but I saw at once where this was going. She was going to make me watch. That was the next level of humiliation she had in store for me, to make me watch while this beautiful couple enjoyed the sex I was denied. Inside Gabriella's panties, my cock raged and throbbed and surged, so hard I felt as though the fabric had to burst and release me. But it didn't. I simply remained there in the corner like an ornament, watching as Emily peeled her lover's shirt off his shoulders and tossed it to the floor. 
 
    His hands gripped her ass. I watched the tips of his fingers sink into the toned flesh through the shining leggings that covered it. He leaned forward, burying his face in Emily's breasts the way I longed to do, and she chuckled to herself as she felt him kissing her skin. She threw back her head, her blonde ponytail flailing like a whip at the back of her skull. Her arms draped around his neck, she hung off his body, gazing across the room at me with a challenging smile on her face. Of course, she knew I could do nothing. That was the whole point. 
 
    The man's hands reached for Emily's breasts, cupping and fondling them through the material of her top. She moaned theatrically, grinding her hips against his while the chair creaked underneath them. Every touch of his excited her further, and I knew that gleam in my boss's eyes. I knew she was rapidly shedding her inhibitions, getting ready for some new outrageous scene. Shifting in his lap, I watched her feet find the floor again. As she stood and stepped back from the chair, she smiled at me one more time before turning back to him. 
 
    Without a word, Emily sank to her knees at his feet. The man grinned, as well he might, in anticipation of what was about to happen. Emily knew I couldn't miss the reversal. The way I had been kneeling in that same spot on the floor of her office just moments before, with her sat in the boss's chair. Now she was flipping it all on its head to visually demonstrate just how inferior I was to this unknown man. 
 
    Emily positioned herself between his spread legs. Smiling up at him, she reached for the front of his pants and unfastened his belt. I cringed as I watched her open his pants and produce his cock, swinging it out already erect into the light of her office. The man paid me no attention, as though I wasn't there at all. All his attention was fixed on Emily now. But my boss hadn't forgotten me. Just for a moment, I saw her pretty blue-green eyes flicker over toward me to make sure I was watching as she lowered her head down into his lap. It was all I could do not to groan as I watched her wrap her lips around his cock, forming a tight seal as she began to bob her head up and down. Emily's cheeks hollowed as she sucked on this man's cock, and he groaned with all the pleasure I was denied as she sucked him. 
 
    Emily knew exactly what she was doing. I knew she got around, and it was obvious my boss was an expert in male arousal. Soon, her lover was moaning and groaning above her, completely lost in the sensations of physical bliss she was giving him. And she stared up at him as she sucked him, taking his cock deeper and deeper into her throat with every movement of her head. Trembling in my corner, I could only imagine what it felt like to have my cock buried between those pillowy lips, to have that gorgeous face staring up at me, eager to please instead of barking commands. But those kinds of pleasures were not for me. That was the point Emily was making, and it was a point well received. 
 
    There was nothing I can do. And as I stood there in silence, helplessly watching my boss blow her lover at her desk, I thought of my wife. I thought of Gabriella at home, doing God knows what, and how her boredom and desire had started us down this wild road. Because I knew the rules. I had to tell my wife everything that happened at the office. Somehow, when all this was over, I was going to have to tell her about this too. And for some reason I couldn't explain, that thought scared me more than anything else. 
 
    

  

 
   
    15. Humiliation At Home 
 
      
 
    I could hear dishes clattering in the kitchen. I wasn't so much watching TV as I was staring through the screen, my mind elsewhere. That seemed to happen a lot these days. There was so much going on in my mind and my heart that it was hard to focus on anything else. Not to mention what was usually going on between my legs. This strange new life I had entered was keeping me in a near-constant state of sexual arousal, a deep itch that never seemed to go away. The only time I knew any peace was in the afterglow of orgasm, either with my wife or with Emily. Usually with Gabriella. Because after all, as cruel as she could be to me, my wife still loved me. My boss didn't. She just loved playing with me. 
 
    But as absorbing as the kinky games we were playing were, we still had lives to live. I still had a job to do, and Gabriella still had a home to maintain.  
 
    I'll confess that I do virtually no work around the house. Gabriella does it all. She was raised that way, to be a woman who takes care of her man. Besides, my wife doesn't work. As the sole breadwinner in our household, I tend to feel like I shouldn't have to do any of the housework. Especially since Sofia grew up and moved away. Our empty nest means Gabriella lives a pretty leisurely life. Back when she was raising Sofia, I couldn't argue. Raising a kid is a far harder job than what I do at the office. But now there's just the two of us, Gabriella has more time than she knows what to do with. Which is what got us into these kinky games in the first place.  
 
    So it's not like I'm complaining about having to keep my wife in the lifestyle to which she is accustomed. Besides, I like having her able to focus on maintaining a beautiful home and cooking me great food and generally supporting me in every way she can. When she's not being a selfish tyrant in the bedroom, Gabriella is an intensely loving woman. And it's partly that dichotomy that keeps me hooked on her, that keeps the flame still roaring after all these years of marriage. 
 
    "What are you watching?" Gabriella emerged from the kitchen, drying her hands. In the background, I could hear the deep hum of the dishwasher starting up. 
 
    “Just some nonsense,” I said, offering her the remote. “You can put whatever you want on.” 
 
    "The housewives show?" Gabriella said with a faint smirk as she took the remote from my hand. 
 
    "No, not that housewives show," I said with a groan. Funny how my housewife would want to watch other housewives in her spare time. Then again, I knew the show she was talking about, and it had very little to do with her life or any normal person's existence. A lot of manufactured drama and screeching and the gaudy lifestyles of people with more money than taste. It was the kind of trashy show my wife loves to hate. Meanwhile, I simply hated it. 
 
    "You know, I could make you watch it with me if I wanted to." The TV remote still sat in Gabriella's hand, the same show I hadn't really been watching playing on the TV. Gabriella was looking at me now, her beautiful brown eyes gleaming as she smiled. She sat with her legs curled up underneath her, her tight jeans straining against her incredible body. Yet again, I felt a familiar hunger growing inside me, the ponderous upward swing of arousal that I knew could only get me into trouble, and yet I couldn't resist. 
 
    "Is that so?" I said, trying my best to play it cool and pretend I wasn't already burning up with desire and nervousness. 
 
    "Of course," Gabriella smiled. "Let's face it. I've made you do far worse things than watching TV shows with me." 
 
    “True,” I admitted. “Although I’m not sure even you could find a way to make watching the housewives sexy.” 
 
    Gabriella laughed. Her long dark hair trailed over her shoulders, faint hints of auburn glowing in amongst the dark-brown waves. The way she threw back her head emphasized her long graceful neck, and I thought about kissing her. About burying my face in the hollow of her shoulder and inhaling the smell of her that always made me feel at home. They say that pride comes before a fall. And after everything that had been done to me by Gabriella and by Emily, it was a miracle I had any pride left. But what there was made me want to at least try to resist her, even I knew it was pointless. Even though I knew it was impossible. Even though I knew she was right. If Gabriella had been able to make me kiss her feet and worship her like a goddess and call her Ama Gabriella, it wasn't much of a stretch to think she could find a way to persuade me to watch a TV show I didn't like. But as I was quickly learning, the battle was part of the fun. And even if I lost, in the end, it would feel like I had won. 
 
    "That sounds like a challenge to me," Gabriella said, eyes still sparkling as she grinned at me. "Consider it accepted. Take your clothes off while I slip into something less comfortable." Uncoiling herself from the sofa, Gabriella stood. I watched as she made her way toward the bedroom, her ass swaying in her tight jeans and making my cock swell with anticipation. This new dominant side of Gabriella wasn't always easy to live with, but I couldn't argue with how sexually uninhibited my wife had become. She had never initiated sex this much in the past, not even when we were young. It seemed to me the Gabriella was getting more out of sex now than she ever had before, now that she could make it all about her. I was fine with that. In my own way, I was ready to knowledge the startling truth that over the past few months, we had been having the best sex of our lives. Even if Emily hadn't been involved, that would still be true. 
 
    Smiling to myself, I began to take off my clothes. It was practically a foregone conclusion the Gabriella would win. As my cock rose from between my legs, eager and tumescent like a symbol of her unchallenged control over my body, I knew that my desire would betray me the way it always did. But that's what makes it so exciting. Losing yourself to the will of another is a thrill I hadn't expected to discover at this stage of my life. But late is better than never. 
 
    I was naked by the time I heard Gabriella's footsteps returning from the bedroom. And at the sound of high heels, my cock throbbed a little more. I don't have a foot fetish per se. But I do love the way my wife looks in high heels. I love the way they make her move, like some elegant predator. Like Emily, Gabriella moved in heels as though born to wear them. And as my wife came around the corner and returned to the living room to pause for a moment in front of me, I looked her up and down, my eyes moving hungrily over her body as though I could consume her by eyesight alone.  
 
    Gabriella had been shopping again. After sex, it was one of the things she did best. And she knew I wouldn't complain when the results looked like this. She had purchased some black leather underwear, a push-up bra and a pair of panties that gleamed wickedly in the light, studded with silver. Broad straps ran in a zigzag pattern over her toned stomach, connecting the underwear into a kind of bodysuit that revealed more than it hid. Her breasts swelled above the cups of the tight bra with every breath she took, and every delicious shudder of her body only made me desire her more. On her feet, she wore a pair of boots I'd never seen before, no doubt purchased to go with her new outfit. Black patent leather with a huge, dagger-like heel. The whole outfit simply screamed domination, and I could barely contain myself at the sight of her.  
 
    While I sat naked on the couch, my clothes in an untidy heap at my feet, Gabriella posed in the living room, giving me plenty of time to look over every inch of her gorgeous body. Then she stepped forward. And as she approached, my cock seemed to be trying to rise to meet her. Already at full hardness, it swelled even further while my mind raced with all the possibilities of the night ahead. Gabriella had already all but won, and my smiling wife knew it, too. The best I could hope for now, I knew, was that she would get distracted and forget all about some awful TV show. Maybe, if I was lucky, she would find something better to do with our time. 
 
    And as Gabriella stepped closer toward me, I heard the jingle of metal. It was only then that I noticed the steel cuffs she carried in her hands. She was going to dominate me, and I already knew that. As she sat down on the sofa beside me, I drew a deep breath as I tried to calm myself. There was no real way to prepare myself for what was coming. But nevertheless, I had to try. 
 
    Gabriella's strappy outfit creaked as she sat down beside me. Her gorgeous eyes stared deep into mine as she reached for my arms. As always, I felt the slightest hesitation before she took control of my body. A dim voice in my head crying for caution and urging me not to give in, not this time. But as always, that voice was drowned out by the red roar of desire I felt. And as Gabriella locked a cuff around one wrist, my cock surged anew at the thought that my wife is once again taking possession of me. 
 
    "Turn around." Gabriella spoke softly, as though trying not to startle me. And although I hesitated, I did as she said. I turned on the sofa, facing away from her so that she could pull my arms behind my back and lock my wrists together. Once my arms were immobilized, Gabriella rose off the couch. Picking up another set of cuffs, she crouched at my feet. I felt almost dizzy as I looked down her top, watching the way her breasts swelled against the dark leather that so beautifully complimented her olive skin. I didn't protest as she used to cuffs to lock my ankles together too, making me even more helpless. Then, still smiling that same smile, she stood up and climbed back onto the couch. I felt the springs sink beneath her weight as she sat down beside me, relaxing against the cushions. Reaching for the remote, she changed the channel, and the familiar rapid-fire editing and omnipresent music of the trashy TV show filled our living room. 
 
    "There," Gabriella said with a smile, setting the remote control aside. "Now your housewife is making you watch Housewives. And there's really nothing you can do about it." 
 
    "Gabriella, come on," I protested. "You're not just going to lock me up and leave me like this, are you?' 
 
    Tearing her eyes away from the screen, Gabriella turned her attention back to me. 
 
    "But that's the point, mi amor," she said with a grin that showed her even white teeth. "When I have you tied up, I get to do whatever I like to you. It doesn't have to be sex unless that's what I decide. That's what makes me your Ama." 
 
    "I know, but…"I trailed off. After all, she had a point. Even in my lust-befuddled state, I could see that domination doesn't really mean much if the person in charge only makes you do things you already want to do. But that didn't make it any easier to sit there in our living room naked and embarrassed. At this point, it wasn't even really about the TV show anymore. Now, it was just about winning. Even though I knew I couldn't beat Gabriella at this game, it was humiliating to have it revealed just how easily she had won. The tiny space between where I sat on the couch and where she sat beside me felt a million miles wide. Some impossible no man's land that represented the gulf in our different experiences. 
 
    My only hope was that Gabriella hadn’t gotten dressed up in that outfit for no reason. If the goal was to tease and torment me with her body, it was working. But all I could do was hope that my wife had more fun than that in mind. And slowly, as she shifted on the sofa, getting closer to me, I felt my heart race with hope. 
 
    "Maybe some positive reinforcement will do the trick," Gabriella said. Turning away from the TV, she looked at me once again. I groaned as she reached out and wrapped her hand around my cock, beginning to slowly stroke while she grinned at me. "That's how they train dogs, I'm told. We never had a dog. But then, I have you to bark for me, don't I?" 
 
    "What?" But as the smile fell instantly from Gabriella's face, I knew I had made a mistake. I winced as her hands suddenly gripped my cock tighter, too tight, her fingernails digging into my shaft as I squirmed uncomfortably beside her. 
 
    "You don't say what to me," Gabriella said, her dark hair swaying as she shook her head forcefully. "And you address me properly. What do you say?" 
 
    "Ama Gabriella, Ama Gabriella!" I spluttered in pain and fear as she kept squeezing my manhood, reducing me to a cowering wreck on the sofa beside her. 
 
    “Bark for me,” she said with a sneer in her voice. “Bark like a dog for your mistress.” 
 
    "Woof, woof." And Gabriella laughed out loud, giddy with delight at the spectacle I was making of myself. 
 
    “You know what else dogs do, don’t you? Wag your tail for me.” 
 
    I didn't understand at first. But Gabriella had quickly taught me the foolishness of questioning her. Sitting on the couch with her still tightly gripping my cock, I began to shake my ass from side to side in a feeble impression of a dog wagging its tail. Gabriella laughed again, infinitely pleased with her work while I debased myself in front of her. 
 
    "Good boy," she said, and I sighed as she finally loosened her grip on my cock. Once again, she began to stroke, and the flesh of my traitorous member ached even as she rubbed it. Yet pleasured coursed through me again. Like a beaten dog that licks its cruel master's hand, I was ready to give everything for her touch. And Gabriella kept stroking as she turned her attention back to the TV, settling in and watching her show as though this were just another normal night in our suburban home. 
 
    “I like those shoes she’s wearing.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    "Maybe I'll buy a pair for myself," Gabriella said with a grin, the light of the TV reflected in her shining eyes as she watched. "Aren't you glad you get to go work to buy me nice things?"  
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    My wife looked at me out of the corner of her eye, seeming to be considering something. 
 
    "You'll say just about anything right now, won't you?"  
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." 
 
    "Tell me you love watching the Housewives. Tell me this is your favorite show and you want to watch it with me every week." 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella," I said with a weary sigh while my wife giggled beside me. "This is my favorite show. I want to watch it every week." 
 
    "Well, luckily, you can," Gabriella smirked. "All you had to do was ask. Aren't I a kind mistress to let you watch TV with me?"  
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." My pleasure was rising now, surging wildly inside me, and I knew my climax was getting close. Gabriella was right. I would say just about anything to have her take me over the edge, to let me cum and feel the powerful bliss that was building inside me. I could deal with any consequences later. Gabriella knew me too well. And no doubt she could feel the way my cock surged in her hand and knew what it meant. My cruel wife wasn't ready to let me get what I wanted that easily. Not yet. 
 
    "That's right. I'm very kind to you. But I don't think you should be allowed on the furniture. Why don't you get down on the floor? Go on. Lie down there. Like a dog." 
 
    Gabriella's eyes were on me again as I shifted on the sofa. My cheeks were burning with shame at these latest orders. But defying her seemed too risky. I suppressed a groan as she lifted her hand from my cock, leaving me hanging on the edge of ecstasy without being able to take what I wanted. That was how Gabriella liked me to be. And carefully, with movements hindered by the cuffs on my hands and feet, I slid off the couch. Gabriella didn't lift a finger to help, simply watching me as I sat heavily on the floor. Only then did she lift one foot and press her sharp heel against my shoulder. The muscles in her lovely thigh showed as she slowly but firmly pushed me down until I was lying on my back, gazing up at her from my humiliating position on the floor. Then her heel started to travel down my body. It felt as though it was drawing sparks wherever it touched. And I groaned as I felt its hardness against my own, the heel of her boot tickling and teasing my cock while I moaned and gasped beneath her. 
 
    “See, that’s nice, isn’t it?” Gabriella said, smirking down at me from on high. “Every puppy likes his belly rubbed. Bark for me again.” 
 
    “Woof woof!” 
 
    "Good boy. Now lie there and be quiet. Ama Gabriella wants to watch her show. And don't cum. No matter how badly you want to." 
 
    I did as I was told, just as she knew I would. In only minutes, with nothing other than her hand and a sexy outfit, my wife had broken my will completely. Bound hand and foot, I lay on the floor at her feet, my cock surging and pulsing as she idly teased it with her foot. Her control was as complete as it ever been, my position just as humiliating. On the TV, all kinds of manufactured drama and inanity played out, but I barely heard it. I only had eyes and ears for my mistress, my whole body trembling as she rested her feet on top of me. Idly, she slid one boot, then the other, over the surface of my cock, teasing the hot skin while I tried not to moan. And my orgasm danced inside me, forever on the verge of exploding. But I remembered her words. and I feared disappointing her. Besides, Gabriella knew my body. She knew just how far she could take things without causing me to explode.  
 
    In some frantic part of my brain, I wondered how long she could keep me like this. Would I spend the whole night in an agony of frustration, hovering just this side of orgasm? Surely even Gabriella was not that cruel. But the last few weeks had taught me not to put anything past her. As gentle and loving as my wife could be, she also had access to deep reserves of cruelty. As though one fed the other, like two sides of the same coin. The sweeter she was to me in our day-to-day lives, the happier she was to treat me with outrageous sexual cruelty when she got the chance. 
 
    And so I waited while Gabriella watched. Trying not to let my discomfort show. Trying not to moan as she ran her sexy boots up and down my cock, stroking the shaft, teasing the sensitive head. Sometimes tapping it with her foot to make my erection bounce while she giggled as though amused by a new toy. And all the while, I lay groaning beneath her, wondering why I let my wife treat me this way yet deep down, knowing the answer all too well. 
 
    Finally, mercifully, I heard the show's end credits roll. Reaching for the remote, Gabriella switched the TV off. For a moment, silence reigned. Her feet never stopped their maddening work on my body, and my cock never stopped surging and aching at her touch. Gabriella's long hair dangled down around her face as she leaned forward to smile at me. 
 
    "See, I knew you liked this show," Gabriella smiled. "Look how excited it makes you. You're ready to cum just from watching, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." There was no point arguing. Gabriella knew the show had nothing to do with my arousal, other than the fact that she was making me watch it. But it was all part of her teasing. 
 
    “They should make a show like that about me,” Gabriella mused. “And other women like me. Women who know how to take control of their husbands. Real dominant housewives.” 
 
    “There are no other women like you, Ama Gabriella.” It was more than mere flattery. I meant what I said. But Gabriella’s eyes shone as she smiled down at me, surprised and delighted with what I had said. 
 
    "That's very sweet of you to say," Gabriella said. "But I'm not sure you really mean that. What about Emily?" 
 
    "Emily's different, Ama Gabriella," I gasped, fighting through my desire and frustration to try and form intelligible words. "I mean, she's dominant like you. And she's sexy. But it's different. With her, it's just all about cruelty. She makes me do crazy things, and it's super hot. But you're my wife. I love you. That makes it totally different." 
 
    “Aww,” Gabriella said, pouting lips projecting as she gazed down at me. “I love you too, you know.” 
 
    “I know that, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    “But don’t go thinking that means I’ll take it any easier on you than Emily does. You’re still my slave, even if I do love you. You still have to do what I say.” 
 
    "I wouldn't have it any other way, Ama Gabriella." Even lying there naked on the floor at her feet, bound hand and foot, I couldn't keep the smile from my face. Honestly, I didn't try. In among the sparks and flashes of wild arousal, I felt the love I was talking about like a soft glow, the constant backdrop to the peaks and troughs of desire. When this game was over, however it ended, I would go on loving this woman. And I didn't love her because of the way she looked or because of the way she treated me, even though both those things entranced me. It was the woman herself that I loved, not the character she played when she was feeling kinky. I wasn't lying when I said that was what made all the difference between being dominated by Gabriella and being abused by Emily. 
 
    For a moment, Gabriella smiled down at me while I smiled up at her. I wouldn't expect anyone else to understand. From the outside, it would look truly strange. Her towering over me and taunting me while I professed my love for her. But it doesn't have to make sense to anyone else but us. Gabriella knew the truth, and so did I. You can have love, and you can have kinky sadomasochistic games, and the two are not in any way exclusive. Nor are they in any way the same thing. 
 
    Finally, Gabriella moved. Her outfit creaked again, some straps tightening while others loosened as she shifted. Her boot heels thumped on the floor beside me, and as she stood above me, she looked even more of a radiant goddess in black leather than she had already been. As she reached toward her hips, carefully unhooking some hidden fastening that connected her panties to the straps, I hardly dared to breathe for hope. As she pulled her underwear down, sliding it off her legs until she stood above me with her pussy exposed, I felt my cock practically leaping for joy. 
 
    Gabriella tossed her panties aside. Standing astride me again, she bent her knees and lowered her beautiful body down on top of mine. I gasped in pleasure as she took my erect cock in her hand and guided it into herself. I groaned with wild pleasure as I saw the delicious shudder that passed through her body, her eyes rolling back in her head as she closed them for a moment, savoring our long-denied lust. And as her dark hair fell down on either side of her pretty face, as her glowing eyes stared into mine, I felt love and lust combining in that way they never could with Emily, the way they only could when I was with Gabriella. The muscles of her thighs swelled as she moved, bouncing up and down on top of me, my cock sliding easily in and out of her slick and dripping pussy. Her breath caught in her throat, her gasps of pleasure rising into the air of the living room to replace the vanished noise of the vacuous TV. This was what I would say and do anything for, this unrivaled feeling of physical pleasure. And as my wife panted and moaned above me, she smiled down at me and gave me another precious gift. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, her voice textured by her own moans of pleasure, “now you can cum.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    16. Another Kinky Day At The Office 
 
      
 
    "Sounds like an interesting night." 
 
    Emily smirked as she spoke. These days, she was often smirking. And why shouldn't she? She had unquestionably won. She dominated me completely at the office, making me bow to her every whim and debase myself just to amuse her. She taunted me with my own inadequacy, taking great pleasure in telling me all about the other men he slept with while she denied me the chance to fuck her myself. Instead, she loved to have me pleasure her orally whenever she felt the need. And of course, there was that unforgettable time when she had made me watch her fuck her lover right in her office. Neither of us would ever be able to forget that day, along with dozens of others. 
 
    But Emily loved to know what was going on in my life. She loved to make me relive any adventures I had had with Gabriella, just as Gabriella demanded to hear what happened at work. It was almost as though the two women were keeping tabs on each other. But I knew that wasn't really the case. What they were doing was keeping tabs on me. Comparing notes to make sure I told them both the truth. Once, Gabriella had joked that this was what kept what we were doing from being an affair. Yes, I had sex with my boss on a regular basis, albeit mostly oral, with me giving and her receiving. But there was nothing secret about what I was doing. Every game I played with Emily was done with Gabriella's approval. And more than that. Gabriella delighted in it. Having me sexually serve my beautiful boss was an extension of her own dominance of me. The two women working in tandem to keep me desperate and subservient. It worked better than either of them could have hoped it would. Better than I would ever have imagined in my wildest dreams. These regular debriefs were all part of it. 
 
    "It was, Mistress Emily." That was an understatement. Lying in shackles on the living room floor, unable to move while my wife had her way with me was fresh in my memory from the night before. Reliving it for Emily's benefit was just another form of teasing, another way to get my blood throbbing and my cock raging. It worked. Inside the women's underwear I was wearing, my cock ached with the pressure of being constrained. And Emily made no attempt to hide the way her eyes traveled over my body, immediately spotting the bulge of my erection through my thin dress pants. 
 
    “Okay then. Dress code check.” 
 
    Emily's smile grew wider as I instantly reached for the front of my pants. I knew it was pointless to resist, and so did she. But she still got a ton of pleasure from just how readily I accepted her authority. After all, what else could I do? The woman was my boss, but that wasn't what kept me at her beck and call, ready to submit to the most outrageous sexual demands she could think up. It was my desire for her and my desire for my wife that kept me enthralled to them both. The thing that scared me most was not what these wicked women might do to me, as outrageous as that was. What scared me more was the thought they might one day stop. And the only way to prevent that was to keep serving them as best I could, to keep them happy with my total submission to their beauty and sex appeal while they lauded it over me. 
 
    "Those are still Gabriella's?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." There was no need to ask what she was talking about. Emily's pretty eyes were locked on me and on my body, studying the shape of my cock that bulged obscenely against the pale yellow panties Gabriella had given me to wear that morning. 
 
    "You should really get some of your own," Emily said. "I mean, I like how small these are on you. And I like the idea of your wife dressing you up in her underwear every morning for my amusement. But it would be more practical if you bought your own." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." The provenance of the panties I wore in the office wasn't something I devoted a lot of mental energy to. For her part, Gabriella loved our new morning ritual where she emasculated me by picking out a women's underwear for me to wear all day to the office. But she had made no mention of buying anything specifically for that. And for some reason, I balked at the notion. As though it was making this all more real and more permanent. As though it wasn't already.  
 
    It was my policy not to argue with Emily anymore than I needed to. Not to argue with her any more than I did with Gabriella, which was basically zero. In their own differing ways, both of these women have proved how capable they were of making me regret any kind of disobedience. 
 
    "Turn around. Bend over." Emily sat at her desk, giving out orders as though there were nothing more normal in the world. And just as she knew I would, I did as she said. Shuffling carefully with my pants around my ankles, I turned my back on her. As I bent at the waist, thrusting my ass out toward her, I heard her laugh. 
 
    "Look at your little balls all trapped in there," Emily spluttered. "There's really no room for you at all in there, is there?" 
 
    "No, Mistress Emily," I replied in a strained voice, maintaining my position as I displayed myself in front of her 
 
    . 
 
    "Good. Make sure that if your wife does buy you some panties of your own, they are nice and tight like these ones. We don't want you getting comfortable. This is supposed to be hard for you." 
 
    ”Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    "Okay. You can stand up now." Rising as Emily spoke, I turned to face her. Today's outfit was relatively demure by Emily's recent standards. A bright red dress that fit her like a glove, accentuating every curve of her body, her narrow waistline emphasized by a thick black belt. High-heeled pumps shone on her feet, adding to her already impressive height and making her long legs seem even longer, her body even more curvaceous as she swayed with every step. She looked sexy, undeniably. But the dress wasn't leather or latex or any of the other fetish-style fabrics she had started to wear to work lately. I wasn't sure if I was relieved or disappointed. I loved the way Emily looked, especially when she chose such provocative outfits. But the better my boss looked, the greater my desire, and therefore the greater my discomfort. Still, the truth was, Emily didn't need fancy clothes to turn me on. She looked beautiful in just about anything. 
 
    "Well, I had an interesting night too," Emily said, a wicked smile spreading over her beautiful face as she sat at her desk. "Would you like to hear about it?" 
 
    “No, Mistress Emily,” I said truthfully. Emily’s eyes flashed as her smile widened. 
 
    “Top marks for honesty, slave boy,” she grinned. “Of course you don’t. But I’m going to tell you anyway. Bring that big cock over here so I can mess with you while I tell you all about it.” 
 
    Sighing, I shuffled forward. Emily hadn't told me to take off my pants yet, and so I hadn't. They made my steps awkward, but that amused my boss too. She watched me approach, standing at the side of her desk, my constrained cock right in front of her. Emily's chair creaked as she leaned forward, and I winced as she dug her fingernails into my package, pressing them through the fabric of Gabriella's panties. My hands clenched at my sides as I tried to withstand the pain, but I didn't resist. I knew what that would get me. Emily looked up at me, grinning as she tormented me, as though daring me to try and stop her. But I didn't. And finally, she released her hold, making me sigh in relief as the pain slowly faded. 
 
    “Look how turned on you are,” Emily said. “You want to fuck me so bad, even after you had what sounds like great sex with your wife last night. You never stop wanting me, do you?” 
 
    "No, Mistress Emily." It was no more than the truth. Still, it hurt to say it. And I was glad that Emily was encouraging my coworkers to work from home, trying to persuade people not to come to the office anymore so that we could play these kinds of games. If anyone heard me talking that way, I felt as though I would die of embarrassment. 
 
    "Good. You shouldn't. And it turns me on so much to think about how badly you want me and knowing you might never get to have me. I mean, you're so lucky you get your beautiful wife. Wanting more than that is just greedy. Especially for men like you. I don't fuck men like you. Pathetic men who let their wives control them. I only fuck real men. You already know that, don't you?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." Emily giggled at the memory we shared. Her on this very desk, screaming and howling in ecstasy as her handsome lover pounded her the way I had always dreamed of doing. It was an image that still haunted me, and I knew it still sparked fire in Emily's blood whenever she thought about her. The ultimate expression of my rejection and insignificance in her world. The ultimate mindfuck. But what Emily didn't know was the way Gabriella's eyes lit up when I told her about it, the way she had become quiet and dreamy for a little while afterward. It terrified me. These dominant women encouraged each other in the most wild excesses, almost competing to see who could put me through more torture.  
 
    But unlike Gabriella, Emily felt no need to hold anything back. After all, we weren't married. We used to be friends. But after all that had passed between us lately, I wasn't sure I could still claim even that any more. 
 
    "Well, I got fucked hard again last night," Emily said, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke as though to gauge my reaction. "Not by that guy you watched me with. A different one. One of my other lovers. You know I have plenty of them." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." So it seemed. Sometimes, I wondered if Emily wanted to give me the impression that she would sleep with just about anyone but me. If so, it would be very much in keeping with the dynamic between us. The games of denial and frustration, of rejection and submission. Lately, it seemed everything Emily did was designed to drive that same point home. 
 
    "He was rough with me, too. Look. Look at these bruises on my arms. I deliberately wore a sleeveless dress today so that you could see them." I had already noticed the dark bruises like bands around Emily's slender arms. But as she pointed at them, I looked again, seeing the telltale shape of strong fingers gripping her. With another woman, I might have worried for her. But not with Emily. Emily could take care of herself. And this, I knew, was what she wanted. 
 
    "We fucked all night," she went on. "He just pinned me down on the mattress and went to town on me. And his cock was so big, too. It felt like he was going to split me open. It hurt, but it hurts so good, if you know what I mean. My neighbors must hate me, because I was just screaming all night long. And every time I thought it was over, things would just… start up again. We couldn't keep our hands off each other. Do you know what that's like? I don't mean wanting someone that badly. I know you know about that. I mean being wanted like that. Being craved. I doubt it. If you hadn't tricked your sexy wife into marrying you, I don't think you'd ever have had good sex in your life." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I said, speaking into the pause she left for me. I didn't agree with her in the least. I'm not an arrogant man, but if I were half the loser Emily liked to claim I was, I never could have won Gabriella. I didn't trick her into anything. Still, I knew how dangerous it was to disagree. Better just to tell Emily what she wanted and see what she had planned for me. 
 
    "Well, it was wild," Emily smirked. "It was so fucking good. Just telling you about it now is getting me wet. And you know what that means. Time for you to get under my desk and take care of your boss. But be gentle. My pussy is still sore from his cock." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." Her instructions were hardly a surprise to me. This was becoming a custom in the newly abandoned office. In its way, it was one of the high points of my day. Emily's pussy was delicious, and seeing and hearing this beautiful woman in the throes of ecstasy as I went down on her was a welcome treat. Certainly better than many of the other degrading and disgraceful tasks she had me perform, anyway. 
 
    So I turned at once and dropped to the floor. Crawling on my hands and knees, I circled around my boss's desk while she watched grinning from her chair. As I positioned myself at her feet, Emily began to tug at her red dress. As she pulled the fabric up around her hips, I saw that she wasn't wearing any panties underneath it. That was hardly a surprise, either. Emily was absolutely fearless when it came to these games, and for her, underwear just got in the way. Lately, as Emily never missed an opportunity to remind her, I wore panties in the office more than she did. Emily knew what it did to me to know or even suspect that she was wearing nothing underneath the provocative outfit she wore to work. One more way of exploiting my desperate desire for her own sadistic pleasure. 
 
    "Get to work, cuntlicker," Emily said dismissively as she slid forward in her chair. "Eat my pussy while I remember how a real man makes it feel." 
 
    Yes, Mistress Emily." At once, I set about my task. And soon, I was rewarded with my boss's moans of pleasure.  
 
    I tried not to think about what she had been doing the night before. I tried not to think about another man plunging his lucky cock into the wet cavern I was now exploring with my mouth. But every time I did think of it, it only served to increase my deep desire. And as Emily already knew, that only made me work harder to please her. Soon, her high heels were drumming on the floor, her shouts and yells of pleasure echoing in the tiny space while I licked and kissed. Emily had been lying when she said she was wet. Even before I started, the walls of her pussy were slick with juices. And soon, more of them were flooding out of her, pouring all over my face and anointing me with her pleasure. Emily's body was no more responsive to my oral talents than Gabriella's was, but I had noticed my boss was the wetter of the two women. When Emily came, she came hard, and her pussy released an alarming flood of her nectar. A flood I was only too happy to drink down if it was the only part of her that I could have. 
 
    As her climax came and went, Emily let out a deep side of satisfaction. I sat back on my knees, trying to catch my breath as the blood thundered in my ears. Gabriella's panties struggled to contain my raging erection as I gazed up at my sexy boss. As she smiled down at me, her eyes glowing, her face radiating satisfaction from every flawless pore. 
 
    “Stand up. Get over here.” 
 
    At Emily's words, I sprang to my feet. I hurried around her desk as fast as the pants around my ankles would allow, and she simply watched me, sprawled in her chair and savoring the selfish pleasure. But I stood in front of her, and she finally sat up, her chair creaking again. Her eyes on me, she reached for the waistband of my panties, and I gasped as she pulled them down in one swift motion. My cock sprang free, fully hard and desperate, aching with lust for this maddening woman. Emily smiled as it bounced in the air between us, boiling with desire. 
 
    "Look at this thing," Emily said in a soft voice. I sucked air between my gritted teeth as she ran her finger lightly over it, making my manhood bob and twitch in response to her touch. "It is a good size. You're lucky. I bet that's the only reason Gabriella keeps you around. But honestly, for me, it's not enough. I mean, a big cock is nice to have, but not if the man it's attached to is a pathetic panty-boy. This cock is wasted on you. You know that?"  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    "If I was a guy with a cock like this, I wouldn't be bowing at women's feet," Emily went on, her hands still moving up and down my shaft and making my breath grow shorter with every stroke. "I'd be slamming girls all over town. A different one every night of the week. I'd have a stable of sluts who would consider themselves lucky to be my fuck toys. Maybe your wife would be one of them." 
 
    Emily watch me closely as I groaned. It was a sound she had to know well by now, a mingled sob of desire and hatred and despair that she had become expert at drawing out of me. From the look on her face, it was clear she was enjoying herself immensely. 
 
    "I know you want to fuck me," Emily said slowly, making sure I got every word of what she was saying. "Right now, after that pussy-licking, I could use a good fuck myself. But I don't want to let you stick your worthless cock in me. I like knowing that you really want to but can't. Luckily, I have a solution that will make us both happy. Well, it will make me happy. And that's all that matters, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." Of course, I knew that this, too, was all part of her dominatrix act. But that by no means meant it wasn't real. Really, that was all that mattered. Whenever I was with my boss or my wife, my world became very simple. All I had to do was keep them happy. Easier said than done, perhaps. But it filled me with strange light to do it. To abandon everything else and devote myself to a single task, leaving behind the worries and cares of the world. It's not always easy being the humiliated slave of two dominant women. But it certainly gives you clarity. 
 
    Releasing my cock, Emily reached for a drawer of her desk. My heart quickened. I knew some of what she kept in there, and it had been used against me in the past. Just as I suspected, she pulled out the roll of black tape she had used to tie me up before. Ordering me to turn and place my hands behind my back, Emily bound my wrists together with the tape. Then she had me turn to face her again. Stepping on my pants, she told me to pull my feet out of them. Above the waist, I was still wearing the shirt and tie I had worn to work. But below, I was now naked except for Gabrielle's panties that hung around the tops of my thighs, leaving my surging cock free and accessible.  
 
    And as Emily reached into her drawer again, I waited to see what was next. I watched as she squirted some cream onto her hands and rubbed them together. Then slowly, sensuously, she began to rub my cock. She smiled as I groaned, my manhood surging between her fingers in a sudden rush of pleasure. At first, I thought my boss was going to make me cum there and then. Make me shoot my seed all over her and stand embarrassed and dripping in front of her as she had before. But as she went on stroking me, I realized I wasn't going to come. Somehow, with every movement of her hand, my cock seemed to grow less sensitive, not more. Emily laughed as she saw the look of confusion that must be showing on my face. 
 
    "It's numbing cream," she said in response to the question I didn't dare ask. "I read about it online. It should leave you with enough sensation to still be turned on, but not enough to cum. It sounds really, really frustrating. You can see why I thought it would be perfect for you." Emily released her hold on my cock as she went to the drawer for a third time. I looked down at her, barely able to believe this latest development. But it was working just like she said. I was just as turned on as ever, still entranced by her beauty, still desperate for her body. My cock was as hard as ever. But her final strokes had barely registered. The desire still burned inside me, but without hope of fulfillment. 
 
    Meanwhile, Emily had produced some kind of toy. As she held it up in front of me, I could see it was a kind of dildo, but not like one I had ever seen before. Smiling, Emily took the silicone shaft in her hand and held it toward me. As she took hold of my unfeeling cock with the other hand, she slid the toy down on top of it like a sheath. I grunted as she fed my balls through a hole in the bottom of the toy, keeping it in place. The fake cock enclosed my real one completely, standing rigidly out in front of me and twitching with the same pulse that made my real manhood throb. 
 
    "There we go," Emily said with a grin. "Now maybe you can actually be of some use to a woman without me having to worry about you getting too much pleasure out of it. It must be your lucky day. You're finally going to get to fuck me. Just because you won't get any pleasure out of it isn't my problem."  
 
    I could barely believe what I was hearing. But I was helpless to do anything about it. And Emily reached into her drawer again to produce some lube which she rubbed all over the toy. Then, she climbed out of her chair. Sitting down on her desk, she swung her legs up so that her high heels cracked on the hard surface. 
 
    "Come on and fuck me then," she demanded. "Make your boss cum." Reaching forward with one hand, she took hold of my tie and pulled me toward her. I stepped closer. I heard her gasp as she slowly guided the dildo inside herself. The thing was huge, and she needed some time for her body to adjust. But slowly, inch by inch, the toy slid inside her, and me with it. It was all I could do not to howl in frustration as I plunged my cock inside my boss at last and felt almost nothing. 
 
    "Oh, that feels so good," Emily moaned. Still holding my tie, she sat up on the desk, her breath hot against my face as she moaned and shuddered. "Okay, fuck me. Prove to me you're worthy of this pussy." And her words had the desired effect. With a growl, I thrust myself inside her, and Emily shrieked in pleasure. The lubricant on the toy merged with her own natural juices, and the dildo slid in and out of her easily, making her gasp and scream with pleasure.  
 
    Soon, I was fucking her as hard as I could, giving her everything I had as I plunged my hips back and forth with my bound hands behind me. And Emily loved it. She loved every moment of it. Flopping back on the desk, she screamed in pleasure, and I saw her pussy pulse around the invading toy, even if I couldn't feel it. Emily roared in ecstasy as another orgasm overtook her, her whole body trembling, her legs wrapping around my hips to pull me ever deeper inside her while she moaned and thrashed. 
 
    With all that going on, it was hardly a surprise that neither of us noticed someone approaching. Not until the door to Emily's office swung open, and I froze in fear.  
 
    At last, we had been discovered. I would have to get a new job. I might have to move towns. I would never be able to face any of my coworkers after being discovered like this. 
 
    Except it wasn't one of my coworkers who stepped through the door of Emily's office and shut it behind her. Relief and surprise warred within me as I looked across the room to see my wife standing by the door with a smile on her face. And Emily raised her head from the desk, long strands of her blonde hair clinging to her red face as she struggled against her own breathlessness to speak. 
 
    “There you are, Gabriella,” Emily said, without the slightest trace of surprise in her voice. “I was just trying something with your husband here. Hunter, say hello to my new personal assistant.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    17. Cucked By A Dominant Lesbian 
 
      
 
    "Well, this looks like fun." 
 
    Gabriella smiled as she looked at me and Emily on my boss's desk. Even after everything the three of us had done together, it still felt strange for my wife to see me with another woman. After all, I was technically inside my boss, even if the dildo sheath and numbing cream made it feel as though I wasn't. And even though I had no choice in the matter, I was still having sex with Emily. I knew my wife didn't mind. In fact, she encouraged it. But still, it stirred up all kinds of strange feelings to be discovered like this by her. But at least it was preferable that Gabriella find us and not someone else. 
 
    "It is," Emily said, pleasure dripping from every word she spoke. "I mean, your husband's pretty useless, but I found a way to get some pleasure out of him. I didn't tell you to stop." Those last words were addressed to me as Emily sat up on the desk and tugged at my tie again. For a second, I looked over at my wife again. She was dressed for work, in a white shirt and a black pencil skirt with high-heeled pumps on her feet. Her dark hair fell in gentle waves around her face, and her brown eyes glowed with amusement. She wasn't mad at discovering us like this, and why should she be? She delighted in it. Not for the first time, I remind myself that it's not cheating if your wife wants you to do it. 
 
    "I can't believe this is what you guys do all day at work," Gabriella said with a grin. And her eyes glittered as they traveled over my body, watching as I began to slide my numb cock in and out of my boss again. 
 
    "Well, get used to it," Emily said, speaking the words through the rising chorus of moans coming out of her open mouth. "This is how things go in this office. Now, for your first job, you can stand there and watch your husband fuck me until I cum." I heard a faint gasp from Gabriella at Emily's words. But she didn't argue. She just stood there watching, just as Emily had said. I felt my wife's eyes on me as I continued plowing Emily, driving the fake cock into her along with my real one as though if I only fucked her hard enough, I might feel the pleasure I should be getting. Emily howled as I channeled my rage and disappointment, driving it into her trembling body. Soon, her pussy was spasming around my cock and the dildo that encased it, her juices flowing freely from between her legs as she howled and moaned. My wife watched as I gave my beautiful boss a powerful orgasm, Emily's shrieks and screams of pleasure filling the room as they had so many times before. And as she slowly recovered herself, Emily pushed me away. My cock and the toy on top of it slid out of my boss's dripping pussy, and my wife didn't even try to hide her gaze as she looked at it incredulously. 
 
    "What is that?" she asked. Eyes still locked on me, Gabriella took a step closer, a smile showing on her pretty face even as her eyebrows knitted in confusion. 
 
    “New toy,” Emily gasped. “It’s awesome. Makes that big cock of his even bigger. And the best part is, he doesn’t feel anything. He doesn’t cum. He can fuck us without getting anything out of it. Except for the pleasure of making us happy.” 
 
    "That's so mean!" Gabriella said, taking another step forward. But the smile never left her face. I knew that tone. I knew what she was thinking. She knew I was suffering, but in that special way that set us both on fire. Humiliated and horny, I stood in front of my wife, hands bound, naked from the waist down, my cock contained inside this cruel toy. That's the thing about sexual humiliation. You never really get used to it. 
 
    "Take it for a spin if you want," Emily said. Sitting up on her desk, she swung her legs off and climbed down to the floor. Tugging at her dress, she pulled it down to cover herself. "After all, he's your husband." 
 
    "Right now?" Gabriella seemed faintly hesitant. But I couldn't imagine what might be holding back. Lately, she hadn't exactly been a paragon of self-restraint. Besides, I could tell this new development intrigued her. And more than that. She took another step toward me, and I tried not to groan as she reached out and gently touched the toy rising from between my legs. Gabriella's fingers slid easily over the wet surface of the dildo, lubricated by Emily's cum, and I tried not to shiver at the thought. By themselves, either of these women were more than I could handle. When they got together, I had no chance. And I hadn't forgotten what Emily had said about my wife being her new assistant. I didn't have much doubt about the primary task Gabriella would be helping Emily with. 
 
    "Why not?" Emily smiled. "Start as you mean to go on. By having an unreciprocated orgasm from the office slut boy. I promise you, it's worth it." 
 
    "So you really can't feel anything in there?" Gabriella said, her sparkling eyes smiling at me as she spoke. 
 
    “Not really, Ama Gabriella,” I said, while Emily cackled beside me. 
 
    "Enough to keep him horny, but not enough to cum," she clarified. "It's kind of perfect. I mean, it's so annoying when a man can't last long enough to please a woman. This takes care of that nicely. I feel like every woman should have one. After all, in this office, sex is all about a woman's orgasm. Nothing else matters." Emily wasn't lying about that. And living with Gabriella, it was hardly a foreign concept to me. Everything we did in bed lately with to please her. Or at least, that was the fiction, anyway. The actual truth was more that it turned me on so immensely to have these beautiful women be so selfish that these kinds of games were mutually fulfilling. No matter how hard they can sometimes be to endure. 
 
    "And you guys get paid to do this," Gabriella said, slowly shaking her head. She was still smiling. Her hand gripped the dildo even tighter, sliding up and down its slick surface. Once again, I tried not to moan at the teasing injustice of it all. Without the dildo and the numbing cream, I might have cum there and then from the sheer erotic tension of the moment. Then again, without that, I probably would have cum already, spurting inside Emily's tight and dripping pussy. But instead, I stood there, still horny, still frustrated. An object for these wicked women to use as they saw fit. 
 
    And clearly, Gabriella was already overcoming whatever reservations she might have had. Still holding my cock, she moved toward Emily's desk. Emily stepped aside to make room for her, circling around the furniture to take a seat in her office chair again. Gabriella lifted herself up onto the desk, her feet dangling as she sat on its edge. I stepped closer toward her as she pulled on the dildo, and her free hand seized my tie near the knot and pulled my face down toward hers. We kissed, and her mobile tongue in my mouth sent jolts of pleasure racing through my tormented body. And all the while, my wife's hand moved over the toy encasing my cock as though I could feel it. Of course, she knew that I couldn't. All part of the fun for a dominant woman like her. 
 
    As our lips parted, Gabriella moved on Emily's desk. She shifted her weight, her hips rocking from side to side. Pushing me away from her, she slid off the desk to stand on her feet. Taking hold of my tie again, she moved me around so that I was standing with my back to the desk. Then she pushed me down onto the surface. The toy swayed and swung between my legs as I lay flat on the desk, my tied hands making my movements awkward. And without a word, with only that maddening smile on her face, Gabriella positioned me exactly where she wanted me. Once I was sitting on the desk, she pushed my shoulders down until I lay on my back. I lifted my legs so that I was lying completely flat on the furniture. Only then did Gabriella release her grip on my tie. I watched, hardly daring to breathe, hardly able to believe what was happening as my wife reached slowly for the zipper at the back of her skirt. Her eyes locked on mine, Gabriella undressed right there in Emily's office. Peeling off her shirt and her skirt, she left her high heels on. And I watched, dry-mouthed with anticipation as she pulled down her panties and tossed them aside. She still had her bra on as she climbed onto the desk beside me, a black lacy number that told me she had anticipated something like this at the office today. Or at least hoped for it. And sitting in her chair, Emily watched with a smile as my wife straddled me. She was thoroughly enjoying this new twist to our sex games, delighted with how everything was turning out. As it always did, it seemed, everything was going Emily's way. 
 
    Above me, Gabriella moaned. I watched as she gripped the dildo and lowered herself slowly down on top of it. Her eyes closed, and her mouth opened, her face an undeniable picture of bliss as she luxuriated in the powerful physical sensations. She was already in heaven, the same hard-edged heaven I was teasingly locked out of. All I could do was lie there and watch as my wife treated herself to the same bliss Emily had so recently enjoyed. 
 
    Gabriella's thighs bulged as she bounced up and down on top of me. Her breath came in ragged gasps. My cock surged as I watched her breasts bouncing in her bra, the tender flesh threatening to spill out over the lacy cups as her movements grew more erratic. Gabriella's shoes drummed on Emily's desk as her body convulsed, her moans different but no less intoxicating than my boss's had been. My chest rose and fell as I panted, my heart hammering wildly inside my ribs. It was sex and yet not sex, delight and torment all rolled into one. Everything I wanted without the key component that I needed the most. In her own dark way, Emily was a genius to come up with something like this. And Gabriella knew that as well as I did. 
 
    Above me, my wife howled in pleasure. Her orgasm had arrived, and my numbed manhood could barely feel it. I groaned in desire and despair as I watched my wife cum, feeling only the faintest tremor as her pussy clenched wildly around the dildo she impaled herself on. She never looked more beautiful than now, when the tremors of ecstasy rolled through her, when she abandoned herself completely in the bliss of sex. I watched in awe as she lost herself for a moment, filling my boss's office with her ringing shouts of joy. Then, with a long sigh of abandon, Gabriella relaxed. She settled down on top of me, her tired legs finally resting. Opening her eyes, she grinned at me from within the depths of her lustrous dark hair. With her cheeks flushed by orgasm, she looked absolutely radiant. And still I felt almost nothing. Nothing but desire and frustration. 
 
    "Fuck, that was hot," Emily said in a soft voice. In all the chaos of desire and denial, I had almost forgotten my boss was even there. But Emily isn't the kind of woman who lets herself be forgotten for long. Her chair creaked as she rolled closer to the desk where I lay. Gabriella swung her leg over my body as she climbed off me, groaning as the dildo slid out of her dripping pussy. I was still hard, still horny, still desperate. The toy was still twitching as it rose vertically from my body, refusing to go down. And Emily's eyes shone with mischief and malice as she loomed over me. Rising from her chair, she placed one hand on my stomach, digging her nails softly into the skin. Her eyes moved over my body, her smile growing by the minute. I could only imagine what wild and devious thoughts might be blooming behind those gorgeous eyes. And as Emily reached for the zipper at the back of her dress, I knew the scene was far from over. I knew from experience that these women could keep this up indefinitely. The only real question was how much of this could I take. And what could I do if it became too much. There had always been an understanding between my wife and I that if I ever told her she had to stop, she would do it. But that theory had never been tested yet. For everything Gabriella put me through, we had still never reached the point where I wanted it to end. Not even now. I wondered, if I really had enough, would these women even be able to stop themselves? Or would their wild desire prove too much even for them to handle? 
 
    Standing beside the desk, Emily shed her dress. On the other side of me, my wife sat down heavily in one of the chairs on the other side of my boss's desk, content for now to simply watch this strange and erotic show play out. Emily stripped completely, her heavy breasts swinging free as she removed her bra and tossed it to the floor along with the panties. Her blonde hair hung down around her face like a golden waterfall as she leaned over me. Taking her boobs in her hands, she pressed them together and rubbed them over my cock. Trapping the dildo in her cleavage, she giggled as she rubbed it over her breasts. And Gabriella laughed to, delighted by my torture. 
 
    "Don't you wish you could feel that?" Emily said, looking up at me. "Don't you wish you could feel your boss titty fucking you?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I groaned, provoking another chorus of laughter from the two women. Of course I wished I could feel it. It was tormenting me being so close to Emily's beautiful body and not being able to feel the softness of her skin, the firmness of her flesh, the infinite delights promised by her beauty. But that was the whole point. That was what the women wanted. And as Emily straightened up, I could see my wife's juicers shining on her skin, transferred from the dildo I wore to my boss's boobs. 
 
    "Clean it up," Emily said as she moved toward the end of the desk where my head lay. Her fat breasts dangled above me, teasing me with their ripe roundness as she lowered them to my face. "Lick your wife's cum off my boobs like the slut you are." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." Beside me, Gabriella laughed again. And why shouldn't she? I must look absolutely ridiculous where I was, bound and helpless on my boss's desk while she tormented me. Emily lowered her breasts to my face, and I buried my head in her cleavage. I licked her skin and tasted the familiar taste of my wife's arousal, her juices still warm from her body as I eagerly lapped them up. Inside the cruel toy, my cock surged pointlessly. I barely felt it. And yet my arousal seemed undying. How could it not be when these two beauties were treating me like this? 
 
    "Look at how enthusiastic he is," Emily said, laughter in her voice as she rubbed her tits all over my face. "He can't get enough, can he?"  
 
    "No, he can't," Gabriella said. "He loves the taste of my pussy. Don't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said truthfully. But Emily’s breasts pressed against my face muffled my words. All that came out was a series of meaningless syllables, and the women laughed again. 
 
    "I've forgotten what your wife's pussy tastes like," Emily said. As she straightened up, the light of the office flooded my eyes again, and I swallowed down air that reeked of sex as I lay trembling beneath her. "It's been a while since we girls play together," Emily went on. "I think I should remind myself." With that, she moved toward the other end of the desk again. Her breasts dangled as teasingly as ever from her chest as she leaned over my lap. It was all I could do not to howl in frustration and disbelief as she swept her long hair back behind one ear and lowered her face down toward me. Her pink tongue extended from between her lips, and her eyes were on Gabriella now as she ran it along the dildo that denied me. I didn't even try to conceal my moans of frustration, making the girls giggle again as I squirmed helplessly. Slowly, teasingly, Emily licked Gabriella's cum off the dildo. Then, changing her angle, she closed her lips around it. Both my wife and I watched as Emily made a performance of sucking my insensitive cock, keeping her lips tight as she bobbed her head up and down. Still, I felt next to nothing. And as Gabriela watched, slumped in her chair, I could see the look of animal desire on her face. I could see the way she played with her hair with one hand while the other crept unconsciously over her body. Her fingertips trailed over the rounded shape of her thigh as she squeezed her legs together. Watching Emily suck cock, even a fake one, was turning my wife on. Just as Emily seemed to have known it would. 
 
    "Fuck, that does taste good," Emily growled as she lifted her mouth from my manhood at last. "I tell him every day he's lucky to be married to a woman like you. But still, I can't believe you two guys are together. You could do so much better." 
 
    “He has his moments,” Gabriella said with a smile. 
 
    "I guess so. He's certainly very obedient, which is a quality I like in a man." As she spoke, Emily circled slowly around the desk told my wife. I watched her go, her naked body igniting every fuse of desire in my body. I was burning up with the need for orgasm, on fire with lust for these two women. And they knew it. But for now, Emily seemed to have eyes only for Gabriella. And vice versa. As though I had been forgotten completely, the two women stared at one another, Emily slowly approaching while Gabriella sat in her chair, looking up at my boss. As Emily reached her, she leaned forward, placing her hands on Gabriella's thighs. They kissed, and I watched from behind, Emily's round ass taunting and teasing me as I watched. I could hear the wet sound of their lips moving against each other. And soon, Emily's lips moved even more. They trailed over my wife's neck, and I watched Gabriella's eyes close. Jealousy boiled inside my heart. I knew how much she loved being kissed like that. 
 
    As Emily kept moving downward, Gabriella opened her eyes again. Now, she was looking at me. Looking straight at me with a wild smile on her face, a look that practically dared me to do something about what was happening. As if I could. As if I would even if it were possible. My beautiful boss was kissing my sexy wife's breasts, caressing them through the lacy fabric of her bra. I watched Emily's fantastic body bend as she crouched to the floor. Gabriella's smile grew wider as Emily kissed her way over the other woman's toned stomach, moving inexorably toward her sex.  
 
    Slowly, Gabriella parted her thighs for the other woman. The back of Emily's blonde head obstructed my view of my wife's pussy. So instead, I looked at her face. And Gabriella looked right at me, eyes blazing, cheeks flushed, absolutely entranced with everything that was going on.  
 
    She loved this. The wild strangeness of it all. The power and the pleasure. My total frustration and bitter jealousy. My cock throbbing ignored inside the wicked toy. All of it worked together to enhance my wife's pleasure. And as I heard the moist sound of Emily's tongue moving over my wife's pussy, I trembled on my boss's desk. Thanks to Emily, I could taste a faint echo of what my boss must be tasting on my tongue, and it was driving me wild with desperate desire. But as so many times before, there was nothing I could do except watch. 
 
    Gabriella moaned. Emily's golden hair shone as she moved her head up and down, vigorously tonguing my wife's sex. I saw Gabriella's wedding ring sparkling on her finger as she placed one hand on the back of Emily's head, thrusting her hips toward the other woman. Her eyes were half-closed now, but they stayed on me, her loud moaning seeming somehow almost aggressive as she taunted me with her pleasure. Emily's hands gripped Gabriella's trembling thighs, and as my wife's high heels started to drum on the floor of the office, I groaned in utter frustration. These women were going to drive me insane. Their beauty and their malice was simply too much to be endured.  
 
    And yet, when Emily called me lucky to be with a woman like Gabriella, I couldn't argue. I had never imagined, all those years ago when she and I first got together, that things would end up like this. And I didn't regret a single moment of it. For all teasing and all the torture only made me love this woman more. After everything she had given me – a life, a home, an incredible daughter, all the love in the world - somehow, now that we were alone together, Gabriella had found a way to give me even more. And Emily's involvement had taken things to the next level. The best sex of my life, and I wasn't even technically having sex. Impossible to believe that things had come to this. But there we were, in my boss's office, indulging in the most outrageous acts of domination and submission. 
 
    Gabriella cried out loudly. She threw back her head, her eyes closing at last, and her open mouth projected screams of pleasure against the ceiling of the office. Releasing her grip on Emily's head, she grabbed instead the low arms of the chair she was sitting in, and her heels scraped on the floor as she spasmed. Emily was making my wife cum right in front of me, and my cock surged inside the dildo as though it could somehow reach her. But all I could do was watch as another orgasm flowed through Gabriella's body, every moan and gasp of pleasure adding to my sense of defeat and inadequacy and monstrous lust. 
 
    Finally, Emily raised her head from between my wife's legs. Standing, she leaned over Gabriella again. Gabriella opened her eyes as she felt the other woman's hand on her chin. Once again, Emily leaned forward and kissed Gabriella passionately. Gabriella seemed confused, but as their lips met, she reciprocated. She kissed my boss again, their lips smacking together as they made out. Then Emily lifted her lips from my wife's face. 
 
    “Not bad for a first day,” she said. “Most assistants don’t have their boss eat them out on their first day at work. Then again, most assistants don’t have a pussy that tastes that good. And now you can taste it for yourself.” 
 
    Gabriella said nothing. Her cheeks burned crimson as she looked up at Emily, her eyes wide. Emily was right, of course. My cock twitched again at the thought that my wife was tasting her own cum from Emily's mouth. The same thing all three of us were tasting in our different ways. 
 
    Turning, Emily stepped over toward the desk. Her eyes were glowing as she smiled down at me. Then she turned again. Lifting herself up onto the desk, she sat down, her beautiful round ass pressing on my stomach as she used me like furniture. Reaching down with her left hand, she caressed my balls between my legs, held by the dildo sheath that still covered my cock. Slowly, she began to squeeze, gently but firmly. I grunted below her at the reminder of my helplessness. 
 
    “Still, I didn’t hire you just so I could eat you out all day,” Emily said, still speaking to Gabriella while she toyed with my manhood right in front of her. “You work for me now. And I think you know how to keep your boss happy.” 
 
    "Yes, boss." My cock surged against Emily's wrist to hear my wife address her like that. And I watched over Emily's thigh as Gabriella rose from her chair. Her legs were unsteady from multiple orgasms, but her purpose was clear. Stepping forward, she dropped to her knees in front of my boss's desk. Smiling at me for a moment, Gabriella shuffled forward, and Emily parted her legs to receive her. Once again, I saw my wife's wedding ring sparkling on her finger as she placed her hand on Emily's thigh. Trapped beneath my boss, all I could do was groan, prompting another gale of sadistic laughter from the women as Gabriella began to eat Emily out. 
 
    

  

 
   
    18. His Wife’s New Role 
 
      
 
    I didn’t just hear Emily’s orgasm when it arrived. I felt it. I felt it radiating out from her body, her whole weight on my stomach as she trembled and moaned. It was exquisite. The most exquisite torture as I lay on her desk, my hands tied behind me, my cock encased in a cruel toy that made it as insensitive as a rock. And for now, it wasn’t needed. My boss and my wife were having plenty of fun on their own. 
 
    As Emily came, Gabriella leaned back. My wife's beautiful face was shining with the orgasmic juices of my sexy boss, a sight that would be impossible to imagine just a few short months ago. But now it was my true reality. A world I had been drawn into and consumed by, my wife's dominance leaching out into every facet of my life until it touched everything. And now, it seemed, my workplace was about to become even more kinky than it had already been. 
 
    "Fuck, that was good," Emily gasped in a voice that dripped with the echoes of her orgasm. "You're so fucking sexy, Gabriella. You really know your way around a woman's snatch. I think you're going to make a fine assistant for me." 
 
    Gabriella chuckled to herself as she rose to her feet. Her eyes flickered toward me, glowing with pleasure but still a little uncertain. My heart warmed at the thought that my wife was checking on me, even if she was still staying in character. She wanted to make sure everything was okay. And it was. Even when it wasn't. What these women were doing to me was beyond belief, but I couldn't even imagine wanting to be anywhere else. These deviant games were just too much fun. 
 
    "I think you lick pussy better than your husband does," Emily went on. Placing her hands on the desk, she slid off my stomach and down to the floor. I breathed in, glad to be free of her weight, reluctant to no longer be in contact with her gorgeous body. I could feel her wetness on my skin, pooling on my drawn-in stomach, taunting me with its closeness and remoteness all at once.  
 
    Emily turned to me with a considering look on her face. I knew better than to trust that smile. As she stepped toward the end of the desk where my head lay, I knew she was up to something. 
 
    "But I guess I should do a more scientific test," Emily said. In front of the desk, my wife watched as my boss climbed back onto the desk, her knees on either side of my head now, facing my feet. "Let's see which of you makes me cum the best," Emily said. And with that, she sat on my face. Her wet pussy pressed against my mouth as she settled down on top of me, her hands on my chest for balance as her wet sex engulfed me. Unquestioningly, I began to lick. A familiar taste filled my mouth, washing away that of my wife as I worshiped her. Her body was still awake with her recent orgasm, and her juices were flowing freely. I drank them down as though my life depended on it, as though there were nothing more delicious in the world. And underneath her, I could see nothing. I had no idea what was going on until I felt a dull thud on the desk I lay on. My heart quickened as I realized Gabriella was climbing on top of me too. 
 
    "That's it," I heard Emily say about me, her voice ringing with happiness as my wife went along with this scene. "I want to watch you ride his cock while I sit on your husband's face." 
 
    Underneath her, I gasped. I gasped more as I felt Gabriella take hold of my cock. The numbing cream and the dildo sheath I wore meant I could only just feel her touch, with none of the pleasure it should have given me. Still, the very idea excited me. The thought of what my wife was doing at Emily's urging turned me on enormously. And dimly, I felt my wife straddling me. Faintly, I felt her guiding the toy inside herself. Between Emily's thighs, I listened to Gabriella gasp as she impaled herself on the toy. Slowly. Carefully. After all, Emily hadn't been joking about its size. Gabriella was used to me, and Emily often reminded me that my endowment was above average. But the toy was bigger still. And yet soon, I felt my wife sinking down on top of me. I heard her moaning already as the large toy filled her up. Above me, I heard Emily laugh. 
 
    "I told you it was big," she said. 
 
    “Oh my God, it’s huge,” Gabriella said. 
 
    “I know. It’s awesome.” 
 
    "Oh, it feels so fucking good." There was a wild edge in Gabriella's voice, her pleasure hardened into a weapon. My heart swelled in my chest as jealousy stirred in it, as envy and frustration and desire continued to multiply inside me. The feelings I was having were almost beyond description, the cocktail of desire so intoxicating that I could barely believe it was real. And even though I knew I should be used to these kinds of games, something told me I would never get used to it. Especially because Emily and Gabriella kept finding ways to push me even further. 
 
    Slowly, I felt Gabriella begin to move above me. Slowly, she rocked back-and-forth, riding my cock and the huge toy that contained it. Soon, I felt the warm trickle of her juices flowing over my skin. Soon, she was howling in abandon, giving herself over completely to the wild sensations that filled her. And as Emily dug her fingernails into my chest, I remembered the task ahead of me. I slid my tongue into the wet tightness of her pussy, reaching upward for more of her nectar as she squirmed on top of me, sliding her pussy all over my face. Anointing me with her cum. Using me like the sex toy I was, the object she and my wife had turned me into. It felt incredible. And as the minutes passed, a duet of female pleasure rose into the air of the office. My wife howling as she bounced up and down on the thick toy, and Emily moaning as I tongued her fragrant pussy. Coated in both their juices, I lay beneath them, serving the way they wanted. 
 
    At one point, I felt Emily shift slightly as she leaned forward. Her cries and those of my wife became suddenly softer. My heart clenched as I realized they were kissing again. Making out on top of me while they shared a pleasure I was denied. And just like that, with them kissing on top of me, I felt Emily cum. I gulped a hot load of her juices as she moaned her pleasure into my wife's mouth, the two of them writhing and squirming and moaning in transports of delight. 
 
    The sound changed as their lips parted. Louder again, as I listened to Gabriella screaming. Emily sat back on my face, her pussy leaking steadily into my open mouth while I continued to stroke it with my tongue. But it seemed Gabriella was now reaching her own climax. She moaned and howled, and I grunted as it felt as though the wild spasming of her pussy might tear the toy off my cock completely. But I was not that lucky. The dildo pulled on my balls, but stayed where it was, buried inside my wife and keeping my own manhood captive. Separated from where I most wanted to be by the quarter-inch of silicon that might as well have been a continent. 
 
    At Gabriella's wild cries subsided, Emily climbed up my face. Swinging her leg over my head, she slid off the desk to the floor. I blinked in the sunlight, feeling her juices cooling on my skin. Circling around the desk, she stepped toward Gabriella. Gabriella turned her head to look at the other woman, her face glowing red with orgasm and long strands of her dark hair clinging to her skin. Her mouth was still open, her breasts rising and falling in the black bra she still wore as she struggled for breath. Standing beside her, Emily wrapped her arms around my wife. Again, the two of them gasped, Gabriella's declining cries muffled by my boss's mouth. 
 
    "That was amazing," Emily said softly as my lips parted again. "You look so sexy. I could've cum just from watching you. I didn't even need your husband's tongue in my pussy." Gabriella let out a short bark of laughter at that. Slowly, she shook her head, as though she couldn't believe what was happening. Nor could I. And as Emily offered my wife her hand, Gabriella took it. Reaching down with the other, she groaned as she slid the dripping dildo out of her pussy at last. Following Emily's lead, my wife climbed off the desk, her high heels thumping on the floor as she stood. Now both women turned to me. Still lying on the desk, I looked up at them both standing above me, two different goddesses surveying their conquered property. I felt their eyes, green-blue and warm brown, moving over me. Drinking in every detail of my helplessness and humiliation. As though they were trying to memorize the scene. As though there were any possibility that any of us would ever forget it. 
 
    "I told everyone else the office is closed today," Emily said. "We have the place to ourselves. We can do whatever we like. We can spend all day torturing this poor boy if we like." 
 
    "Well, you're the boss," Gabriella said, grinning at me as she batted her eyelashes. A shudder of fear passed through my heart. Both of these women, I knew, were more than capable of extravagant cruelty. But after all, Gabriella was my wife. I had hopes that she would occasionally take pity on me, even if Emily wouldn't. That was why this new situation scared me so much. My wife as Emily's personal assistant, taking orders from her the way I did? I couldn't even imagine what my sexy boss would do with that kind of power. 
 
    But Emily surprised me with her next words. 
 
    "Well, he's been a good boy so far," she said, smirking at me as she stood naked beside my wife. "Maybe we should let him cum." 
 
    "Please, Mistress Emily!" The women laughed together as the words burst out of me. I couldn't help it. They both knew what I wanted so badly, and at the mere suggestion I might finally get it, I lost all self-control. "Please let me cum," I begged. 
 
    "Such a needy little bitch," Emily chuckled. "What do you think, Gabby? Has your useless husband done enough to be allowed an orgasm?" 
 
    “I guess so,” Gabriella said with a smile as she looked down at me. “But only if we can carry on having sex like this.” 
 
    "Oh, of course," Emily said, smiling as though nothing were more obvious. "I mean, I didn't hire you for your typing skills." Again, both women laughed as fear struck a familiar note in my heart. I knew as well as they did why Emily had hired my wife. She didn't need an assistant. She barely seemed to have enough work to fill her day as it was. She had plenty of time to mess with me and come up with new and wild scenes to torment and humiliate me. She had hired my wife so they could play together. That much was obvious. 
 
    "Sit up, slave boy," Emily ordered. "It's your lucky day. Your wife doesn't let you have actual sex with me, and you're not worthy of that anyway. And I'm not going to let you have sex with her either. Not today. But if you do everything we tell you, you will be allowed to cum." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." I was gasping as I sat up on the desk. As desperate for orgasm as though it was oxygen. It was more than desire. A deep need inside me, a desperate craving that had to be filled. As I swung my legs over the edge of the desk, Emily stepped forward. Reaching out, she took hold of the dildo attached to my cock. Carefully, she removed it, pulling it over my aching balls and sliding it off my shaft. My cock was throbbing visibly as I sat in front of them both, sore and misused. The feeling was only just starting to return, the numbing cream slow to wear off. 
 
    Setting the toy aside, Emily circled around behind her desk. While she was behind me, I looked at Gabriella. My wife smiled at me, shrugging her slender shoulders faintly as if to say, what else could I do? And even with everything the two of them had put me through, I couldn't really blame Gabriella. After all, what could I say? I let Emily do whatever she wanted too. The woman was too sexy for me to resist, so how could I expect my wife to do any better? Instead, I just looked, overcome by my wife's radiant beauty and dominant sex appeal. And then, I felt Emily reach for my hands. The tape that bound me released its grip as she cut through with a pair of scissors, and my arms were free. Bringing them around in front of me, I rolled my shoulders to loosen them up. But it was the only movement I made. As Emily circled back around to the front of the desk, I waited for further instructions. 
 
    "Come over here, you." My wife giggled as Emily wrapped an arm around her slender waist and pulled Gabriella toward her. Emily sat down in one of the chairs in front of her desk and pulled my wife down onto her lap. Gabriella sat on Emily's thigh, her dark hair merging with my boss's golden locks. With one arm wrapped around her, Emily reached up with the other hand and began to caress her breasts through her bra again. Gabriella sighed with pleasure, leaning her face down toward Emily to kiss her again. I could see the passion she was feeling in every line of her body as she wiggled delightedly in the other woman's lap. As Emily caressed her boobs, Gabriella reached out for Emily's, her fingertips sliding over one of my boss's swollen nipples. And I sat on the desk watching it all, the two of them indulging in sapphic delight. When Gabriella stopped kissing her for a moment, Emily lifted her eyes to me. 
 
    “You may kneel at our feet,” she said imperiously. “You can jerk yourself off while you watch me fool around with your wife.” Gabriella laughed out loud, turning her own glowing eyes on me for a second before turning back to Emily. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I said. Heaving myself off the desk, I got down on the floor in front of them. From below, the two of them looked even more beautiful, even more in command. They both watched me with shining eyes as I wrapped my hand around my cock and began to stroke. The numbing cream was wearing off, but I still wasn't feeling the full sensation I should have. The two of them watched me stroking my cock, and I groaned between gritted teeth, begging my body to obey and give me the release I craved. My cock was rock hard in my fist, surging with life, studded with boiling veins. But nothing came out. 
 
    "Keep stroking," Emily said. "We're not going to stop until you cum. And maybe not even then." With that, she turned her attention back to my wife again. I watched her once again kiss Gabriella's neck, her shoulder, her chest, seducing my wife all over again. Meanwhile, her hand crept ever lower, drifting between Gabriella's thighs. I saw my wife's legs part in response to the other woman's touch, hungry for more even after all the orgasms she had already had. I heard Gabriella mewling in pleasure as Emily began to stroke her wet pussy. At the same time, my wife reached down between my boss's legs too.  
 
    Soon, the two of them were moaning again as they fingered one another, pressing their bodies against each other, kissing each other passionately and frantically. I watched them making out, painted lips pressed against each other. I watched Emily shower my wife's breasts with kisses, burying her face in the same cleavage I had kissed myself so many times before. I watched Gabriella squirming to Emily's touch, completely lost in a fog of sexual bliss. And my cock raged in my hand, sore and tired and yet still rock-hard. 
 
    Gabriella gasped. As I watched from my knees, I saw that another orgasm was blooming inside her. Emily's fingers made a wet sound as they slid in and out of my wife, pushing her toward the edge of ecstasy. Once again, I watched my wife in my boss's office, losing herself all over again in the raw magic of physical bliss. 
 
    And I realized that my own feeling was returning. A mixture of pleasure and pain radiating out from my abused manhood. My balls tightened, rising up closer to my body. An orgasm surged inside me at last, and I almost subbed with relief. My cock finally exploded, squirting a long trail of cum all over the floor of Emily's office.  
 
    I shivered and trembled with my cock in my hand, gasping and panting, barely able to believe how much it had taken out of me. I closed my eyes, made suddenly dizzy by the force of an unbelievably powerful orgasm. And when I opened them again, I saw both Emily and Gabriella smiling down at me. They looked so different, yet the same expression was on both their gorgeous faces. An expression of delight. Of sadistic amusement. Of total triumph. As I kneeled shaking on the floor at their feet, their power over me couldn't have been any more obvious. But of course, Emily could never get enough of that. 
 
    "Kiss," she ordered curtly as she lifted one foot from the floor. "Kiss my foot and thanked me for allowing you to watch us while you shot your disgusting load." 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress Emily," I sighed in a voice that trembled and quavered. Pressing my lips to Emily's foot, I kissed her toes as humbly as I was able. 
 
    "Oh, me too," Gabriella said with a giggle. Raising her own foot, she pointed her toes at me. Taking it softly in my hands, I kissed her toes, debasing myself in front of both women while they laughed at me. The aroma of sex filled Emily's office. Lifting my face from their feet, I gazed up at the two goddesses who owned me so completely. Of course they looked satisfied. They had gotten everything they wanted.  
 
    And now that my desire had subsided at least a little, subdued by my long-awaited orgasm, I felt more keenly the abject shame of my position. But that was the idea. Sometimes, I wondered if half the reason Emily ever let me have an orgasm was so that I would feel even more humiliated afterward. But I was in no position to question why these women did anything. All I could do was await further instructions. And Emily being Emily, it didn't take long for her to start ordering me around again. 
 
    "Take your shirt off," Emily said in the tone of voice of a woman who knows she will unquestioningly be obeyed. "But put your tie back on afterward. You know the dress code in this office." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." I did. And my wife knew it too. They both watched me undress, still caressing each other's bodies, still enjoying the feelings of pleasure that was still no doubt radiating through them. I loosened my tie to pull it over my head before removing my shirt, then put the tie back on and tightened it again. One of Emily's little quirks. And she was right. The tie was like a leash, a symbol of her authority and power over me more than it was appropriate business attire. After all, Emily had never worried too much about that in the past. 
 
    "I don't think I need to explain the chain of command here," Emily went on. "But just to be clear. I'm the boss. Your wife is now my assistant and is subordinate to me. But she's still superior to you. If she gives you an order at work, I expect you to obey it as diligently as though it came from me unless I tell you otherwise. Understand?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” Emily was right. This side of the arrangement hardly surprised me. After all, Gabriella was well and truly the boss in our home. It would almost feel weird if she wasn’t at work. 
 
    “Good. Now, go fetch us some coffee while I instruct your wife in her new position.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” I could feel the women’s eyes on me as I rose to my feet and made my way toward the door of the office. Their heads turned to watch me go. There was a tension in the air as I waited for them to burst out laughing. But instead, as I reached the door, Emily stopped me with a few words. 
 
    "Don't go out there like that," she said, as though I was being unbelievably stupid. "Come back here and put your panties on first." Finally, Gabriella did laugh. Throwing back her head, she howled with amusement at my humiliation. Cringing like a beaten dog, I turned and stepped back toward them. The panties my wife had picked for me to wear that day lay on the floor of my boss's office, discarded in the tumultuous adventure we had had. Bending, I picked them up off the floor. Both women watched in delight as I pulled them on, struggling against the tight fabric of the underwear that was far too small for me. I shoved my flaccid cock inside, its bulk straining already against Gabriella's underwear. 
 
    "Okay, off you go, bitch boy," Emily said, provoking another burst of bright laughter from my wife. I headed for the door of the office, swinging it open and stepping outside. Just as Emily had said, we had the whole place to ourselves. For all the things I had to worry about, discovery wasn't one of them. And so I headed towards the kitchen area to follow my boss's orders. 
 
    While I waited for the coffee machine to warm up, I had plenty of time to think. It was no surprise as to what occupied my thoughts. These days, I could think of nothing else except Gabriella and Emily, Emily and Gabriella. These deviant games drove everything else out of my mind. I had no idea how I was supposed to get any work done with both of them now in the office. It seemed like every moment of my day would be spent being teased and punished and humiliated for their pleasure. And I could pretend all I wanted to that the thought terrified me. In a way, I guess it did. But also, it offered that unbelievable thrill that had first seduced me into this way of life. The raw delight of being used for someone else's pleasure, of being reduced to an object to satisfy them. The same strange world Gabriella had inducted me to and that Emily had entered along with us. While the coffee dripped with agonizing slowness into the pot, I felt my cock already beginning to swell again. There was no relief from desire, no break from lust. Soon, Gabriella's panties with swelling as my cock pressed against them. The humiliating orgasm I had been granted could only be a temporary relief. And as the underwear grew ever tighter on me, I realized just how temporary it was. 
 
    I knew how they both liked their coffee. And when the machine was finally ready, I made three cups. Carefully, I carried them back to my boss's office, feeling completely ridiculous in nothing but a tie and a pair of my wife's panties. Pushing aside the door with my shoulder, I stepped inside. 
 
    Emily was smiling as she raised her eyes to me. She sat at her desk, the phone held against her ear. She was talking business with someone, discussing sales figures and other corporate esoterica. What was going on in her office was anything but businesslike. Emily hadn't bothered to get dressed, still sitting naked in her office chair. Her full breasts rose and fell with every breath she took, drawing my eyes inevitably toward them. But as she caught my gaze, Emily flickered her eyes downward, inviting me to look. And as I did, another wave of jealousy and desire pierced my heart. 
 
    Gabriella had gotten dressed again. From behind, I could see her dark pencil skirt tight over her ass as her body pushed against the fabric. Her dark hair hung down around her face, hidden from my view. Her back was arched as she crouched on hands and knees, her high heels pointing back toward me. My wife was under my boss's desk, and the movements of her head and the wet sound of her tongue left me in no doubt what she was doing there. The same thing I was so often ordered to do under there when Emily was in the mood. My wife was eating Emily out again. And Emily smiled while she talked business on the phone, getting on with her job while her new and very personal assistant got on with hers. 
 
    I didn't say a word. I didn't dare. Not while Emily was on the phone. Instead, I walked toward the desk and set down the coffees I carried. Emily's breasts hung from her chest, swaying slightly as she reached for a cup and lifted it to her lips. Just another day at the office, as far she was concerned. A gifted multitasker, Emily could clearly dominate us both and received sexual pleasure while still getting on with her job. And in that erotic display, as my wife crouched on hands and knees underneath my boss's desk, I saw a future of endless humiliation and desire stretching out in front of me. 
 
    

  

 
   
    19. Fun In Public 
 
      
 
    "What do you think about this?" 
 
    I turned to Gabriella as she stood in front of me, holding a dress up against her body. Around us, the clothing store buzzed with activity. Another busy Saturday at the mall. Ordinarily, it was the absolute last place I would want to be. A shopping trip with my wife was a long way from any idea of fun I had. But orders were orders. And now that I took my orders from two different but equally dominant women, I didn't have much say at all in how I spent my time. It wasn't just at the office, although that was usually the most obvious example. As Gabriella got more and more involved in my work life, Emily got increasingly involved in my private life. Between the two of them, I rarely had a minute's peace. Not that I really wanted to; submitting to them both was a thrill unlike any I had ever experienced before in my life. But it's not all kinky sex and tie-up games. Sometimes, being dominated really does mean doing things you don't want to do. 
 
    Then again, I had already learned that these crazy games had a way of changing how I felt about things. Of making something I wouldn't have enjoyed normally into something strangely pleasurable. The mere fact that I was here, doing what my wife said, made the shopping excursion far more exciting than it would otherwise have been. It became a kind of foreplay, feeding the buzzing sexual excitement I felt even while we did perfectly normal activities. From the outside, we might look like just a regular married couple, going shopping together. But my wife and I knew what was really going on. 
 
    "For work?" I said incredulously, even though I already knew the answer. Gabriella smiled as she nodded mischievously, still holding the dress against herself. There was no doubt she'd look good in it. Then again, Gabriella looked good in everything. With her incredible body, she never had to worry about looking good. She couldn't look bad if she tried. Even my inexpert eye could see the dress was small, and if my wife put it on, her outrageous curves would test the deep red fabric to its limit. The neckline was low and the hemline was high, and I could clearly see the dress would be a outrageously provocative. I'm not stupid. I knew that was the whole point. 
 
    "Of course, for work," Gabriella smiled. "You know what the boss likes. She likes to have something to look at." Even as my wife spoke, I felt an inner growl of excitement and shame. Gabriella had adapted so incredibly well to this new situation. A woman who had never expressed any interest in other women, my wife was suddenly all-in when it came to sex with Emily. And for a woman who was so good at being dominant in the bedroom, Gabriella had got incredibly comfortable taking orders from my boss. Our boss, I mentally corrected at once. Now that Gabriella was Emily's assistant, we both worked for her. And Emily never let us forget that fact for a minute. Outside the workplace, like now, Gabriella was a powerful woman who had no problem giving the orders. But in the office, she seemed ready to do exactly as Emily told her. In a way, I suppose, my wife was getting to sample both sides of our games of dominance and submission. She got to be a tyrant over me and a sweet submissive for my boss. I only had to look at the smile on her face to see just how much Gabriella was enjoying this new development. 
 
    "Yeah, I know," I said with a sigh, and my resigned tone made Gabriella giggle. She loved this, I knew. She loved all of it. She loved it when I submitted to her, but she also deeply loved seeing me submit to Emily. It was something I had never expected when we started down this strange road. But it seemed Gabriella was happy to share me with my boss, up to a point.  
 
    There was one golden rule she insisted on, though. Emily and I were not to have full-blown sex. Even if we had already done everything short of that with Gabriella's assent. And of course, the two women were under no such restrictions. Unlike me, they were free to enjoy each other's bodies in any way they chose. 
 
    "Buy it for me," Gabriella said. The way she spoke, you might almost believe it was a request. But I knew better. I knew an order when I heard one. Gabriella wasn't yet comfortable ordering me around in public, but it didn't matter. We both knew what might happen the minute we were behind closed doors together. And I knew better than to anger her. I knew better than to disobey my wife when she was obviously feeling so dominant. So I did as I was told. I took the dress from Gabriella's hands and carried it toward the cash register. I could feel my wife's eyes on me, watching me closely as I paid for the dress and took the offered bag from the smiling sales associate. Another part of the game. After all, the money was ours, not mine. And now that Gabriella had a job, we had to be doing better than ever. My wife hadn't told me what Emily was paying her to be her assistant, and I hadn't asked. There were more pressing things to deal with. Still, we hadn't been short of money before when Gabriella stayed home all day shopping. Now, we had to have more than enough. Which made this mandatory shopping trip easier to take, at least. 
 
    "Okay, next stop, undies," Gabriella said. With a satisfied smile, she led me out of the clothing store. I bumbled along in her wake, still holding the bag that contained a dress more suitable for a night out clubbing than wearing at the office.  
 
    But it didn't matter. Emily had told me that she was transitioning to having everyone work from home. Everyone except my wife and I, that is. Hard to imagine the three of us were going to get much work done. I knew what was really on my boss's mind when she set this whole situation up. Once upon a time, my office had just been a simple workplace where I went to earn a living. But now, I knew, it was destined to become the scene of seemingly limitless kinky sex. Even as I followed my wife across the busy shopping mall, I can feel my cock starting to swell and harden in my pants. Everything we did that day was another unnecessary reminder of the power Emily and Gabriella had over me. And it thrilled me to be reminded of it. 
 
    “This could be the best and the worst part for you,” Gabriella said with a smile as she led me toward another store. “Best, because you get to help me pick out some sexy underwear. Worst, because I’m going to do the same for you.” 
 
    "I know," I groaned, and Gabriella giggled. She was absolutely loving this. Both she and Emily seem to get an enormous kick out of the idea of making me wear women's underwear in the office. And I had been doing it. After all, I didn't have much choice. Gabriella enforced Emily's dress code at home, and Emily was more than willing to check what I wore to work each day. There was no getting away with it. Secretly, I hoped that one day I might just get used to it, and it would start to seem normal. But probably not. Not if these women had any say in it, anyway. They both seemed to share a gift for constantly finding new ways to keep my humiliation raw and fresh. 
 
    The moment we stepped into the store, I was instantly uncomfortable. I'm as big a fan of women's lingerie as any red-blooded male. But these stores with fancy lighting and acres of frilly things are almost intimidatingly feminine. From the moment I walked into the shop, I felt as though I was shrinking. 
 
    "Oooh, look at this!" As soon as we were inside the store, Gabriella made a beeline for one of the many racks. Following her, I watched her lift a bra and panty set and hold it against her body just as she had them with the dress. As my eyes moved over the underwear she had selected, I couldn't help but imagine her in it. The skimpy cut of the bra and panties would show off everything, I knew, and once again, my cock surged at the thought. My wife was trying to drive me crazy, and it was working. Knowing what she was up to didn't help to defend me in any way against her tactics. In fact, if anything, it added to the delicious sexiness of the scene. Knowing my wife was deliberately trying to infuriate me only made what we were doing even hotter than it would otherwise have been. 
 
    "Oh, and this. And these." Gabriella went through the store like a whirlwind, snatching up different items and draping them over one arm. I rarely shopped with her. In fact, it was something I generally tried to avoid. But I'd never seen her quite this excited. Not that that was any surprise to me. Why shouldn't she be excited? She was shopping for outfits to entice both me and our sexy boss, and it was clear that the whole situation was thrilling my wife. Like a woman possessed, she swept through the store, and in no time at all, she had amassed quite the collection of frilly things for her to wear. 
 
    Then, she turned. I saw the sly smile that spread across her face as she moved toward a bin close to the center of the store. They held single items, many of them marked down for quick sale. My heart rose into my throat as I watched her rummage through them, picking out one item after another. Panties. I didn't need her to tell me who they were for. 
 
    “What size are you? I guess we don’t know. Bigger than me, but not much. I want them nice and tight on you to keep your boy bits in check.” 
 
    “Gabriella, please!” I hissed my words between gritted teeth as I stared at her. Around us in the store, a few heads had turned in our direction, and I could feel a blush of shame rising to my cheeks. Of course, that delighted Gabriella even more. It was exactly what she wanted to see. My shame and embarrassment turned her on like nothing else, reminding her of the incredible power she had over me. 
 
    "I think these are nice and girly," she said, holding up a pair of skimpy underwear in the bin. "Oh, and these. And maybe these two for a bit of variety. Honestly, I'm kind of surprised by how fun this is." 
 
    I said nothing. It wasn't my idea of fun, even if my cock was raging inside my pants at the thought of what my wife was doing to me. But there was no point protesting. Gabriella held all the cards. We both knew she could make me do anything she wanted, and she would if she had to. There was a time when my wife had stayed relatively circumspect about the lifestyle we lived behind closed doors. But more and more, that was ceasing to be true. More and more, Gabriella seemed willing to share the details of our wild new sex life. With Emily, at first. But I had no way of knowing that it would stop there. And this new exhibitionist streak in her worried me. 
 
    "You're going to have to try these on," Gabriella said, turning her glowing hazel eyes on me. 
 
    "No," I said instinctly, and then felt the chill of fear spreading through my chest as my wife stared at me. 
 
    "Really? You're going to say no to me?" Her voice was soft as she spoke, but there was no mistaking the menace in it. I had never been afraid of Gabriella before. But so much had changed so quickly that I was no longer sure exactly what she might be capable of when it came to asserting her authority. 
 
    “Please,” I said under my breath as my eyes darted wildly around the store. 
 
    "It's the only way to get a good fit," Gabriella said with a shrug. "Just one pair. Then we'll know your size. Come on. No one cares. I'll make it worth your while." She smiled again as she spoke those final words, and predictably, my cock twitched. Gabriella knew all too well how to get around my objections. That intoxicating combination of threat and promise that she had perfected, that kept me going along with whatever she said, no matter how outrageous. Desperately, I looked around the store again. There were a few customers, all female. The handful of staff were women too. Most of them were paying us no attention. Still, I knew that that could easily change. 
 
    "But – how would we even…?" But my objections were feeble, and Gabriella knew it. She had already won. 
 
    "Come with me," she said. Throwing the panties she had selected over her arm with the rest of the underwear she had chosen, she reached out with her free hand and took hold of mine. Numb, I followed her across the store, toward the back where the change rooms were. A young store clerk greeted Gabriella and glanced at the items she was carrying. Gabriella still held my hand in hers, so she began to walk past the attendant toward the changing rooms. 
 
    “Uh, you can’t both go in there,” the young woman said. 
 
    "He's not going in," Gabriella said, her confidence a contrast with the younger woman's hesitant speech. "He'll be good and wait outside. But I need his opinion before I buy any of this stuff. I don't want to walk out into the store in just my underwear." 
 
    The young clerk hesitated for a moment, clearly unsure of herself. Gabriella could convince anyone of anything. She spoke as though it were obvious, as though it were a foregone conclusion that the woman would go along with what she wanted. And soon, the clerk was nodding in approval. Smiling her dazzling smile, Gabriella led me past the girl and into the changing room. A short corridor was lined on either end with curtains that closed off the individual cubicles. At the end of the corridor was a small padded bench beside a tall mirror. Gabriella led me toward it, and I sat down. 
 
    “Wait there,” Gabriella said as she hefted the underwear in her arm. “Be good.” 
 
    "Okay," I nodded. Breathless, I watched as Gabriella turned to an empty cubicle and stepped inside. The curtain hissed behind her she pulled it closed. Uncomfortable, I sat alone in the women's changing room, hoping no one else decided to try anything on. From where I sat, the attendant was invisible, just as I was to her. To all intents and purposes, we were alone. 
 
    A little while later, the curtain hissed. Gabriella appeared in front of me. She was smiling again, her voluminous dark hair framing her gorgeous face as she fixed her sparkling eyes on me. She had changed. She was wearing one of the matching bra and panty sets she had selected in the store, and it fit her like a glove. Her round breasts swelled over the padded dark green cups that held them up, trimmed with black lace. Her boobs jiggled gently with every movement she made, every breath she took. My eyes followed the long line of her toned stomach, drifting down inexorably to where the panties barely covered her pussy. At once, my cock surged in recognition of her beauty. It didn't matter how many times I saw her naked or nearly so. I had never lost my attraction to my wife. Each passing year seemed to make her more beautiful to me, not less. And lately, that was even more true. This dominant persona she had adopted made her irresistible to me.  
 
    My eyes traveled over her body as though trying to memorize every curve, and she stood in front of me with the curtain pushed aside, posing and letting me look at her. 
 
    "Get in here," she said, her voice an excited whisper. Even as my heart pounded with nervousness and fear, I rose to my feet. There was no one around to stop us. I stepped into the tiny space of the cubicle, and Gabriella hurriedly pulled the curtain shut behind me. She was smiling with delight, her breath warm against my face, and in the mirror on the back wall of the cubicle, I could see the firm round shape of her ass exposed by the thong back of the panties she wore. She looked incredible, and I couldn't help myself. Her skin was soft under my hands as I took her in my arms, encircling her narrow waist as I pulled her body against me. Gabriella left quietly, her breath warm against my neck. And her own hands were busy. While one gripped my shoulder, the other drifted downward. In no time at all, she found the telltale bulge of my cock inside my pants and began to stroke it. 
 
    “You’re driving me crazy,” I whispered.  
 
    "I know," Gabriella whispered back. She stared up into my face as she spoke, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip. She was as turned on as I was, and that knowledge only made my own desire all the more pressing. "You know what would really turn me on? Getting you into some panties. Come on, take your clothes off and try these on. I'll help." 
 
    As she spoke, Gabriella reached for the front of my pants. Skillfully, she unfastened my belt and unbuttoned my clothes. I groaned as her hand slid inside, one less layer of fabric between my manhood and her busy hand. And while I began to pull my T-shirt over my head, she reached under the waistband of my boxers and pushed them down too. My cock sprang forward, and Gabriella gripped it in her hand, running her fingers up and down my raging shaft. Then, releasing it, she pushed my underwear and my pants down to the floor. Casting aside my shirt, I stepped out of them. Now I was naked, and she was almost so, and my cock was at full mast as I stood close to her. But as always, my wife was firm. Turning toward the tiny bench inside the cubicle, she picked up a pair of pink panties. Lifting them up, she held them in both hands, teasing me with them. 
 
    “Put them on,” she grinned. “I promise, you won’t regret it.” 
 
    I shook my head. But I did what she wanted. I would dare any man in my situation to do differently. Gabriella was too beautiful to ignore, too sexy to resist, and my desire had taken over completely. I would do whatever she wanted for the promise of release, and my wife knew exactly how to manipulate that to her advantage. Taking the underwear from her, barely able to believe what I was doing, I held it out and stepped into it. Gabriella watched, her eyes shining with delight, as I slowly pulled the underwear up my legs. It was bigger than hers, the borrowed panties I had recently been wearing to the office. But not by much. She said she wanted it to remain tight, and it was. Of course, it would have to be. This feminine underwear was never designed to accommodate what I had between my legs. But that was the whole point. And as I pulled the panties into position, Gabriella laughed to herself. Reaching down, she tried to steer my erect cock into the fabric. My hard-on pushed the panties forward, my manhood clearly showing through the stretched-out sides of the underwear. 
 
    "It doesn't really fit when you're all excited like this," Gabriella chuckled. "Then again, that's kind of the point. You're always excited these days, aren't you?" 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted. 
 
    "We are in private now, Hunter," Gabriella softly admonished me. "You can address me properly." 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." The words came easily to my lips. My wife's smile deepened as I spoke. As though a door slammed shut behind us, and a lock clicked. Suddenly, with those three words, I was right back in a familiar subservient position. Right back serving my wife. 
 
    "How badly do you want to cum right now?"  
 
    “So badly, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    "Good. That's how I want you. You see what wearing panties does to you? It turns you on, doesn't it? That's because you're a born sissy boy. I'm starting to think it shouldn't just be the office dress code. I'm starting to think you should wear these at home, too. 
 
    " 
 
    "Please, Ama Gabriella!" 
 
    "Please what?" Gabriella's eyes flashed as she looked at me. And as I opened my mouth, I realized I barely even knew what I was begging for. Release, I suppose. Release from the sexual frustration that had been building all day and was now occupying my mind completely. "Please let you eat my delicious pussy while you wear your panties like a good girl?" 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said, grabbing on to what she offered like a drowning man clutching at a thrown line. 
 
    “Okay, since you asked so nicely,” Gabriella smirked. “Get down on your knees and show me how badly you want your mistress.” 
 
    I didn't hesitate. In a heartbeat, I dropped to the floor of the changing room. In the wild surge of my arousal, I had all but forgotten where we were and the danger it presented. I didn't care. I wanted Gabriella badly. I wanted to wrap my arms around her gorgeous body and plunge my raging cock deep inside her. But if she wouldn't allow that, I was more than happy to worship her this way too. 
 
    Gabriella stood above me like a goddess as I reached toward her hips. Gently, I pulled down the underwear, the sales tag still dangling from it as I slid it over her smooth legs. Her pussy shone in front of me, already damp with desire, and her fragrant smell filled the tiny space of the cubicle. I inched forward, lowering my face toward her. The cheeks of her ass were firm yet yielding under my fingers as I gripped them, pulling her closer toward me. As I pressed my lips against hers, tenderly kissing her dripping sex, I heard my wife sigh. Gently, she lay one hand on the top of my head, running her fingers affectionately through my hair. Meanwhile, my tongue snaked out between my lips, licking her sensitive folds and making her shiver with pleasure. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” Gabriella said, her voice a lusty whisper as she tried to control herself. “That’s a good panty boy. Stroke your cock, but don’t you dare cum. I cum first, remember?” 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella," I sighed, and heard my wife moan quietly at the feel of my breath against her sex. Releasing my grip on her ass with one hand, I reached down for my fabric-encased cock. The soft material of the panties slid easily over my boiling shaft, and I stroked myself as I licked my wife, struggling not to go too far.  
 
    Above me, Gabriella hissed in pleasure. Her dark hair hung around her face as she lowered her head, reaching out with one hand to support herself against the cubicle wall. The new bra creaked as her breathing got heavier, her heavy breasts testing the strength of the support. The taste of her filled my mouth as it had done so many times before, no less delicious for familiarity. My senses were on fire with her, and my cock raged in my hand, ready to explode inside the humiliating panties I wore. But I knew better than to break my wife's rules. I had to hold out. 
 
    And even though Gabriella was trying her best to stay quiet, I could see that I was getting to her. Her quick breathing filled our tiny cubicle, and I could feel her body trembling. She was close, getting closer by the second. So I kept on licking, sliding my tongue inside her, feeling her pussy tighten around it as her juices began to flow more and more urgently from her beautiful body. 
 
    Suddenly, she came. Her body stiffened above me as though struck by lightning, and a moan rose from between her gritted teeth no matter how she tried to suppress it. I gulped down the hot flood of her lust, drinking it in eagerly. 
 
    “Now,” she growled, her fingers suddenly gripping my short hair and pulling on it to make me wince. “Now you can cum, panty boy.” 
 
    "Thank you, Ama Gabriella." My wife moaned almost as loudly at my submissive words as she had at her own orgasm. And my cock throbbed in my hand. In a matter of seconds, I exploded, moaning between my wife's thighs as I spurted my cum into the panties I wore. I gasped as pleasure rolled over me, my long-awaited bliss making me dizzy and breathless as I kneeled at her feet. 
 
    Slowly, my orgasm subsided. Gabriella stepped back. Kicking off the panties that were around her ankles, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. Her breasts hung from her chest as she set it aside and bent over me. She reached for the panties I was wearing, and as I heard a quick snapping sound, I saw that she had torn the tag off the underwear. Holding it in her hand, Gabriella straightened up. She stood above me, looking down, that satisfied smile of domination on her gorgeous face once again. 
 
    “I think they fit you just fine,” she grinned. “Especially when you don’t have a boner. Besides, look at the mess you’ve made in them. We have to buy them now. Put your clothes on. You can wear those out of the store.” 
 
    Slowly, I rose to my feet. My wife was naked in front of me, and even though I could still feel my orgasm cooling in the underwear I wore, my desire for her had not abated. But the game wasn’t over just because I had an orgasm. I knew better than that. 
 
    And so slowly, I got dressed under my wife’s watchful eye. The smile never left her face. After all, once again, Gabriella had got everything she wanted. 
 
    

  

 
   
    20. The Boss Comes Round 
 
      
 
    "Can you take that chair into the bedroom, Hunter?" 
 
    “Okay,” I said uncertainly. It was a request, not an order. For now, Gabriella was just my wife, not my mistress. But after all, we both knew that she was both. She could switch between them effortlessly. It might’ve been my wife who made the request. But I knew it was my mistress who gave her the idea. 
 
    Without arguing, I picked up the kitchen chair and carried it down the hall toward the bedroom. Behind me, I heard Gabriella following. Probably she had something devious and sexy in mind. Already, my cock was swelling inside my pants.  
 
    My cheeks had been burning with embarrassment as we got dressed and left the changing room of the lingerie store. Gabriella went with me to the front counter to pay for her purchases. As she handed the ripped-off tag of the underwear I was wearing to the salesgirl, the other woman raised her eyebrows in surprise. But to my relief, she didn't question it. She just rang the purchase through, adding it to the other hundreds of dollars my wife had spent on looking sexy. I wasn't going to complain. I couldn't complain. As much as it teased me, I love the way Gabriella looked in the outfits she had chosen. And knowing that Emily would probably love it too only added to my desperate desire. 
 
    But back at home, everything was normal. Or as normal as it could be while I was wearing pink panties soaked in my own cum under my regular clothes. Gabriella hadn't forgotten that fact any more than I had. But I was waiting to see what she did with it. And as I carried the kitchen chair toward our bedroom, I suspected — I hoped — that I was about to find out. 
 
    "Put it down there," Gabriella said from behind me as we entered the bedroom. Following her orders, I set it down at the foot of the bed. I was growing more nervous by the second, knowing she had something wild in mind. Of course she did. 
 
    "Take off your clothes," Gabriella said to me, her eyes shining again as she spoke. "Everything except the panties. I want to see you in those again." 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." She didn't even need to tell me anymore to address her by her title. I knew when we were entering a kinky scene. And Gabriella watched with that same beautiful smile on her face as I did what she wanted. I stripped off my clothes and tossed them carelessly to the bedroom floor until I was standing before her in nothing but the clinging pink panties, stained with my orgasm. My cock swelled as my wife looked at it, once again testing the strength of the thin fabric that covered it. 
 
    "Sit down," Gabriella ordered. And without protest, I sat down on the chair at the foot of the bed, watching my wife as she headed toward the closet. Soon, she returned with two broad straps in her hands. I knew what was coming. But still, I didn't resist. My breathing caught in my chest as Gabriella circled around behind me, draping one strap around my chest and fastening it behind me. Then she did the same with the other strap, this time over my stomach. In no time at all, my arms were bound at my sides, and I was tied to the chair. Pleased with her handiwork, Gabriella circled back around to stand in front of me again. 
 
    "Would you like me to put on a little fashion show of everything I bought today?" Gabriella raised one sculpted eyebrow as she spoke, as though she already knew the answer. Of course she did. 
 
    "Yes please, Ama Gabriella," I said enthusiastically. She giggled. And it was true. I did want to see her in the lingerie she had brought that day. But I also knew how painfully frustrating it would be for me to be tied to the chair and unable to do anything about it. Still, these were the kind of games my wife loved to play. She loved to toy with my desire for her and the deep sexual frustration she could so easily give me. I wasn't going to argue. Because there was always the hope that if I did exactly as I was told, I might eventually get what I wanted too. 
 
     "That's what I thought," Gabriella said. "God, I love driving you crazy. That was so much fun today. And you look good in panties. Pink is really your color."  
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella," I breathed while my wife laughed out loud. There was nothing else to say. She was going to do what she was going to do, and tied to the chair, there was nothing I could do to stop her. 
 
    "Wait there," Gabriella said, as though I had any other choice. Turning, she headed out of the bedroom, leaving me alone for a moment. I listened to her moving through the house, her faint footsteps telling me where she was as she headed to the living room. Soon, she reappeared in the bedroom, still smiling that maddening smile. Standing in front of my chair, she raised one foot, placing it on the edge of the seat between my legs, right next to my cock that was raging more and more in the restrictive panties. Meanwhile, she lifted her phone to her ear. 
 
    "Hi," she said, smiling as she spoke and injecting all the seductive appeal into the word that she could. "What are you doing right now? Oh, nothing. We just got back from shopping for some new work clothes. I thought you might like to give your approval." Gabriella paused for a moment as the person on the other end of the line spoke. It didn't take a genius to guess who she was talking to. 
 
    “Really? That’s awesome! Okay, I’ll see you soon. Bye.” Hanging up the phone, Gabriella turned her shining eyes on me. 
 
    “That was Emily,” she said, confirming my suspicions. “She’s on her way over right now. So you need to be on your best behavior for us.” 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." I told her what she wanted to hear. But inside, I was a bundle of nerves, just as I was any time the two of them were together. I knew how they felt about each other. Gabriella had never had any homosexual inclinations in the past, but Emily had easily turned her. The truth was, my wife was a slut for my sexy boss. I couldn't blame her. Emily was incredible, like a force of nature. Seemingly irresistible to women as well as to men. And any time she was around, I felt threatened. Because I knew that the chances of me getting to have sex with my wife were even lower when Emily was available. After all, why would Gabriella have sex with me when she could have it with Emily? As bitterly jealous as that thought made me, it also made my cock surge in masochistic desire. 
 
    "And I'm not going to do anything with you until she gets here," Gabriella went on. "You're just going to have to wait." 
 
    "Anna Gabriella, please!" I begged, all but sobbing in frustration at the thought of the teasing that lay ahead. But Gabriella just smiled that intoxicating smile of hers, secure in her own complete control. 
 
    "It's no use begging," she said, shaking her head gently so that the soft curls of dark hair tumbled over her shoulders. "I've made my decision. Now, be quiet. I don't want to hear a word out of you while I get ready. And if you do speak when you're not spoken so, I might just rip those panties off you and stuff them into your mouth." 
 
    I gasped, and Gabriella laughed out loud. Turning, she walked out of the bedroom again. I listened as she went to the bathroom. A series of quiet sounds in there told me she was fixing her makeup. Not that it needed it, in my opinion. She already looked absolutely incredible to me. But she wanted to look even better for Emily, and that thought only added to my bitter frustration as I sat and waited. 
 
    When Gabriella returned to the bedroom, I didn't say a word. But I lifted my head, turning it to follow her progress as she walked across the bedroom. Her many shopping bags sat on the floor beside the bed, and I watched as she went through them. Finally, she found what she was after. To my surprise, I saw her lift a long trenchcoat out of one of the bags. Probably the most practical and least sexy thing she had bought that day, it had seemed strange even at the time, though I knew better than to question it. Now, she set it down on the bed and reached into another bag. This time, she produced a pair of boots. Long black leather boots that rose up to the middle of her thighs. Setting those, too, down on the bed, she began to undress. Her movements were functional, practical. She wasn't stripping for my delight. She was getting undressed as though I wasn't in the room at all. But I was, and my cock raged and throbbed as I watched her shed her clothes. 
 
    Once she was naked, Gabriella turned to another bag. Rifling through it, she found one of the bra and panty sets she had bought. This one was a deep red accented with swirling patterns of black lace. She pulled the panties up her long legs and fastened the bra over her beautiful breasts, adjusting the straps to enhance her already impressive cleavage. She looked like an absolute goddess as she stood in front of me in her new underwear. Then, sitting down on the bed, she slid the tall boots onto her legs. My mouth was practically watering as I watched her zip them up, the shining leather growing tight around her calves and thighs. Once the boots were on, she stood. It was all I could do not to groan in disappointment as she picked up the trenchcoat and put it on, wrapping it around herself and hiding the body that lay beneath. 
 
    Gabriella wasn't finished yet. Dressed provocatively, she returned to the closet and picked out some more of her toys. I watched her bend over the mattress, her long coat falling open to reveal glimpses of her gorgeous figure as she attached cuffs to our headboard. Two pairs, one in each corner of the bed. I couldn't stop the wild images running through my mind as I wondered what Gabriella was planning and who she intended to end up in those cuffs. But my wife wasn't saying anything, and I didn't dare ask. 
 
    Just then, the doorbell rang. Casting a quick smile of encouragement in my direction, Gabriella turned. Closing her coat around her again, she strode out of the bedroom. I listened to her footsteps echoing through the house, my cock raging in its embarrassing pink prison. 
 
    The door opened. I heard the women exchanged greetings. Laughter. A few muffled words. And then the sound of them approaching the bedroom, two sets of high heels now thumping on the floor like the soundtrack to my complete embarrassment. Gabriella stepped through the bedroom door first, and Emily followed. As soon as my boss saw me, she burst out laughing. 
 
    Emily, as always, was dressed to impress. Her long blonde hair was pulled back behind her head in a loose ponytail that swayed across her shoulders as she turned her head. Accented by careful makeup, her glacial blue eyes glinted. She wore a white dress, cut to cling to her every curve, paired with strappy high heels that accentuated the muscles of her calves and made her ass press against the immaculate white fabric that struggled to contain it. Her breasts, too, pressed against the fabric of her dress, and my cock surged even more at the sight of her. They looked so different, my boss and my wife, yet they were both equally beautiful. And in some strange way, their looks complemented each other, my wife's sultry darkness and Emily's beautiful radiance. There were no two women on earth I would rather be alone in a bedroom with. But if it were up to me, I wouldn't have been tied to a chair wearing nothing but pink panties. 
 
    "Oh my God, Hunter, you look ridiculous," Emily said, shaking her head as she stepped further into the bedroom. And beside her, Gabriella laughed out loud at my embarrassment. "It's good though," Emily went on. "Good you finally have your own panties to wear to work instead of stretching your wife's out all the time." 
 
    "I'm thinking of keeping him in panties at home too," Gabriella said. "I might throw out all of his boy underwear. He doesn't need it. He should be reminded constantly of what a little bitch he is. Besides, he likes wearing panties. He came in those while we were in the store." 
 
    “Oh my God, really?” Emily pressed her hand to her mouth, her shining eyes staring in disbelief at Gabriella. Grinning, Gabriella turned to me. 
 
    “Tell her, Hunter,” she ordered. 
 
    "It's true, Mistress Emily," I said, hanging my head as the laughter of both women tormented me. There were mitigating factors, but I knew there was no point getting into it. These women would just mock me anyway, and nothing I can say would stop that. I just had to sit in my shame for their amusement. 
 
    “So pathetic,” Emily said. “But you, on the other hand. You look amazing.” 
 
    "Thank you," Gabriella grinned. I watched, tormented by jealousy, as Emily stepped closer to my wife. Her hands moved over Gabriella's trenchcoat as she wrapped her arms around her, and my wife and my boss began to kiss. Slowly, languidly, thoroughly enjoying the feel of each other's lips, savoring the touch of their bodies. Ignored, my cock throbbed uselessly while my wife made out with my boss right in front of me. 
 
    "Get on the bed," Gabriella said, and even from where I sat, I could see new fire in her eyes as she spoke to Emily. In response, Emily's smooth brow furrowed slightly in confusion. 
 
    “Pretty sure I’m the boss here,” Emily said. “You’re my assistant. You get on the bed.” 
 
    “Oh no,” Gabriella said with a devilish grin, shaking her head as she spoke. “You’re the boss in the office. But not here. This is my bedroom. It’s your turn to do what I say.” 
 
    "All right," Emily said slowly. Her face was shining with joy as she spoke. For my part, I could barely believe what I was hearing. I knew better than anyone how dominant and powerful Gabriella could be. But Emily had always seemed more of a natural dominatrix, and I knew my wife was happy to take her orders at work. Seeing this new dynamic in their relationship was almost enough to make me mess my panties right there as I sat in the chair. 
 
    Emily stepped toward the bed. Her white dress tightened around her body with every step she took, her high heels making her strut and sway with every step. As she reached the mattress, Gabriella caught her by the wrist. Emily smiled as she let my wife direct her where she wanted her to go. With her hands on Emily's shoulders, Gabriella led my boss to turn her back on her. Then, she had Emily bend slightly forward over the bed. Gabriella took hold of the zipper of Emily's dress and pulled it down, sliding it off her shoulders and over her hips to pool on the floor. Underneath, Emily wore matching white underwear, a push-up bra and a thong just as skimpy as my wife's were. Emily yelped in surprise as Gabriella abruptly slapped her ass. 
 
    "Nice," Gabriella said. I couldn't fail to notice the growl of desire in her voice. "You're so fucking sexy." Stepping closer to the other woman, Gabriella wrapped her arms around her. I watched as my wife showered Emily's neck with kisses while her hands explored the other woman's body. While one hand caressed her big breasts, the other moved south. Emily closed her eyes as Gabriella ran her hand over Emily's pussy, teasing her through the thin fabric of her panties. Soon, Emily began to moan, soft sounds of pleasure rising from her throat as Gabriella kept kissing her. It was an unbelievable display of sapphic desire, and the straps that bound me to the chair strained to contain me as I fought against them. If I had been free, I knew I would not be able to contain myself. Even a direct instruction from my wife wouldn't be enough to stop me lunging at them both. And of course, Gabriella knew that. She had prepared for that from the start. 
 
    "Let's get these off," Gabriella said. And as she reached for the waistband of Emily's panties, my boss didn't resist. Instead, she wiggled her hips to free herself of the underwear as my wife pulled it down. It was another side to Emily from the one I usually saw, no longer the dominant woman in charge. Instead she had become a slinky sex kitten, ready to do whatever her partner desired. I had seen her like this with men before, but never with my wife. I was turning me on more than I ever believed possible. 
 
    Gabriella pulled down Emily's panties. As my boss stepped out of them, Gabriella scooped them up and pressed them into a ball in her hand. As she stepped toward me, swaying on her tall boots, her long coat hanging open to show glimpses of her sexy lingerie again, I knew what was coming. 
 
    "Open up," Gabriella smiled. A smile that only grew wider when I did exactly what she wanted. I opened my mouth, and my wife stuffed Emily's panties inside, letting me taste the other woman's excitement on her tongue. Then she returned to the bed. 
 
    "Lie down," Gabriella said in a soft voice. Emily turned and sat down on the bed, then lay on her back. Her eyes were on Gabriella the whole time, as though enchanted by her. As though my gorgeous wife was weaving some kind of sexual spell over her. Emily lay down on the bed and let Gabriella lift her arms toward the headboard. Then she let her lock the cuffs around her wrists, binding her to the bed. With that done, my wife stood up, throwing back her coat and putting her fists on her hips. Her head turned as she looked from Emily to me and back again. 
 
    "There," she said. "A captive audience for my little show. I hope you both enjoy it as much as I do." With that, she slid the trenchcoat off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. We both watched, Emily and I, as Gabriella circled around the bed where the shopping bags lay. I watched her pick them up and carry them out of the room. She didn't immediately return. While we waited, Emily lifted her head from the pillow underneath her and looked at me. 
 
    “I like this side of your wife,” she said, grinning at me from across the room. 
 
    "Me too," I said. My words were muffled by the panties stuffed inside my mouth, but Emily seemed to take their meaning. 
 
    "She's so fucking sexy. I can't believe she married a loser like you. She's lucky she has me to show her what real sex is now." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." It felt strange to be addressing her like that now that she was tied to the bed, as much at Gabriella's mercy as I was. But I was under no illusions that this changed anything. She was still my boss, and still my sexual superior. When this particular scene was over, I had no doubt Emily would be back in a power position. Whereas my fate was to remain permanently at the bottom of the hierarchy. 
 
    “If she hadn’t tied me up, I’d be fucking her right now. Making her scream my name. You know that, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." I did. Those were no empty words. I knew what my boss could do to my wife, and I knew what she could do to me. I had no reason to doubt her words. And Emily seemed to enjoy hearing them. On the bed, she squirmed in her bonds, pressing her thighs together as she ran one foot over her other leg. Everything about her suggested a woman longing for sex, and my cock felt ready to burst as I looked at her. My beautiful boss was almost naked and tied to my bed, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. 
 
    Finally, Gabriella returned. We heard her boots on the floor before we saw her, and then she appeared in the doorway. This time, she was wearing the green bra and panty set she worn in the change room when she had me eat her out. Striding into the bedroom, she strutted back and forth in front of the bed, between Emily and me, turning and posing like a model so that we could admire her from every angle. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Emily said. 
 
    "Thank you," Gabriella beamed. "I'm glad you like it." Striking one final pose, her ass thrust out behind her and bared by the thong back of her panties, Gabriella turned and headed for the door again. Disappearing through it, she headed back to the living room where she had gotten changed. This time, Emily and I waited in silence. Sexual tension and longing crackled in the air, and my own helplessness tormented me as I waited. 
 
    Finally, Gabriella returned. This time, she was dressed in a full lingerie set. A lacy black push-up bra and a black satin corset that pinched her waist down to an unbelievable narrowness. Below it, tiny panties barely covered her pussy, the sheer lace front exposing her as though she were wearing nothing at all. Garters hung from the bottom of the corset, and she had slid on sheer black stockings, the tops just visible above the top of the tall boots she had put back on after getting dressed. She even wore long black satin gloves the rose up over her elbows. She looked absolutely amazing, a wet dream come to life as she swaggered into the bedroom. I almost dropped Emily's panties from my mouth at the sight of her. Even though I had been with her when she bought this outfit, even though I had known she would look unbelievably sexy in it, I still wasn't quite prepared for the vision of female beauty in front of me now. 
 
    "Oh my God," Emily gasped, and her eyes raced up and down my wife's body. "Jesus, Gabby, you look fucking unbelievable. If I wasn't tied to this bed right now…"  
 
    "But you are, Emily," Gabriella said softly. "You are. And there's nothing you can do except watch. And beg." 
 
    As she spoke, Gabriella kept walking back and forth across the bedroom, striking a series of poses that showed off her breasts, her ass, her long legs, her incredible figure. Emily's eyes moved as she watched like someone following a hypnotist's watch. Her nose crinkled adorably as she smiled. 
 
    "Are you kidding me?" Emily asked. "You know I don't beg." 
 
    "You do in this bedroom," Gabriella replied. "If you want a taste of this pussy, you'll beg me the way my husband does." 
 
    Recklessly, I waited. Some kind of sexual battle of wills seemed to be playing out between the women, the two strongest people I knew. Emily was still smiling, and so was Gabriella. After all, this was all a game. And yet I found myself wondering if Emily would let this happen. If she was even capable of submitting to anyone else. 
 
    "Please, Gabriella," Emily said at last, and I gasped loudly as my wife won their sexy contest. "Please let me fuck you, please!" 
 
    "Oh, I don't know about that," Gabriella said in a teasing tone I knew all too well. But all the while, she was moving closer to the bed. Gagged, I watched as she raised one knee onto the mattress. Then the other. Her beautiful round ass taunted me above the tops of her stockings as she climbed on top of Emily.  
 
    "You look so sexy tied to my bed," Gabriella purred, and Emily giggled underneath her as my wife straddled her body. "This is really turning me on. But I think you need to use that pretty little mouth of yours." 
 
    "Si, Ama Gabriella," Emily said with a smile as Gabriella moved slowly up her body. I watched in speechless desire as my wife positioned herself on top of the other woman, her knees on either side of Emily's head. Pausing there for a moment, Gabriella turned to look at me over her shoulder, grinning widely at me. She knew exactly what she was doing. And I studied her face, her body, the way the laces of the corsets zigzagged down her slender back above the tempting swell of her ass as she turned back to my boss. Reaching down between her legs, Gabriella pulled her panties aside. 
 
    "Lick me," she ordered. "Lick your assistant's pussy while my husband watches and wishes he got to cum the way we do." 
 
    "Si, Ama Gabriella," Emily said again. I watched her raise her head from the mattress and eagerly press her mouth to my wife's dripping sex. Above her, Gabriella sighed in pleasure, delighted at having her pussy licked by two people in one day.  
 
    And all I could do was watch as these two goddesses played with one another, my wife in her gorgeous black lingerie and Emily in her pure white bra. The brunette riding the face of the blonde, and the blonde moaning and squirming in her eagerness to give my wife pleasure. It was almost too much to bear. And yet, I had no choice but to sit there and take it while my boss and my wife had sex right in front of me. 
 
    

  

 
   
    21. Gabriella In Charge 
 
      
 
    "What are you thinking about right now?" 
 
    Jolted out of a daydream, I had snapped upward. Gabriella stood above me, her smiling face beaming down at me. I had been buried so deep in my thoughts that I hadn't even noticed her approaching. Even though I normally knew exactly where she was. Even though I could normally feel her footsteps in my chest as she made her way through the office, forever conscious of her location. For once, that hadn't happened. For once, my wife been able to sneak up on me.  
 
    And as I raised my head to look at her, I felt my cheeks getting hot with embarrassment. Gabriella was looking at me as though she already knew my innermost thoughts, as though she knew exactly what I was thinking about. After all, it wouldn't take a genius to guess. Lately, there was only one thing I thought about at any given hour of the day. Sex. Sex with her, or with Emily. The two of them having sex together. Sex and all its endless variations plagued me. It tormented me, never letting me think of anything else. Which, I knew, is exactly how my wife liked it. 
 
    And being jolted out of my memories to look at her wasn't helping. Gabriella stood beside my desk in a dark dress that clung to her body, accentuating her gorgeous hourglass form. The outrageous high-heeled shoes she wore only added to her sexy secretary look, the one I knew Emily demanded her new assistant maintain. At that part of her new job, at least, my wife excelled. And as far as Emily was concerned, that was all that mattered. 
 
    "Nothing," I answered. Gabriella's smile deepened. 
 
      
 
    The bed in front of me shook and shivered. On top of it, two beautiful women writhed in ecstasy. Chained to the headboard, Emily was helpless. I could see her legs thrashing, her feet tangling in the sheets as she squirmed uselessly. Her arms held by handcuffs and her body pinned under Gabriella's, the only thing Emily could do was what my wife told her to. To eat her pussy as though nothing else mattered. From the enthusiasm Emily seemed to be devoting to her task, it seemed as though nothing else did. Not that I blamed her. In fact, my mouth was watering as I watched. Desperately, I wished it were me tied to the bed underneath Gabriella, my tongue moving against her slick wetness and drawing those cries of lust and abandon out of her. A strange thing to wish for, maybe. But very much in keeping with the way we lived our lives. 
 
    And Gabriella screamed. The tight black corset she wore around her torso didn't seem to inhibit her ability to cry out as passion overtook her. The bedroom echoed with her wild cries, her pleasure bouncing back in waves of sound from the walls that closed us in. Each cry of ecstasy felt like another nail in my coffin, another blow to my shrinking pride. After all these women had done to me, it was a wonder I had any left. 
 
    And there was nothing I could do to take part in the wild display. All I could do was watch. My cock raged desperately in the soiled pink panties my wife had me wear. The damp wad of Emily's panties in my mouth reminded me of how my boss tasted while I sat and watched. Broad straps held me bound to a kitchen chair, immobilizing me and forcing me to stay in that room, feeling both pleasure and torment as I watched this unbelievable display. I had watched the two of them together before, of course. But every time seemed like the first. Every time it was an unbelievable experience, an unforgettable melding of frustration and desire. I wanted nothing more than to be free, to be in that bed with them, holding them, penetrating them, fucking them. But also, I didn't want anything other than what I already had. This teasing, this wild desire. Submitting to these women was its own reward. 
 
    Gabriella shrieked. I felt like I could hear her corset creak as she arched her back, pressing her hips against the other woman's captive face. Her dark hair trailed down her back, merging with the black satin of her corset. From behind, I watched my wife throw back her head, completely overcome with wild sexual pleasure. Her gloved hands reached back behind herself, grabbing hold of the high heels of her boots as she shook and convulsed. I could see her orgasm exploding inside her, making her contort her body as a wild spasm pass through her, and the sight was completely unforgettable. As though I could feel it etching itself on my brain, burning its way into my memory.  
 
    Gabriella always looked beautiful. But she never looked more beautiful she did when she came. And just watching her was almost enough to set me off, too. My cock surged and raged inside its humiliating prison, pressing desperately against the thin fabric that contained it, just on this side of rapture. Almost. But not quite. I groaned into Emily's damp panties as I felt my cock twitching and aching for release that still wouldn't come. 
 
    Gabriella let out a loud sigh. I saw her body relax. She leaned forward again, her hair dangling down on either side of her face. Raising herself from on top of Emily, she inched backwards down the bed a little. Still straddling my boss, Gabriella sat on the other woman's stomach now. From where I started, I couldn't see my wife's face.  But I could see glimpses of Emily's, looking up at my wife with an expression of total rapture on her face. Total absorption in the game we were playing. As though Emily couldn't believe what my wife was doing to her, and simultaneously couldn't get enough of it. It was a feeling I knew all too well. 
 
    "Fuck, that was good," Gabriella groaned in a voice that dripped with pleasure. "Who knew my new boss was so good at eating pussy? You know I love letting you boss me around in the office. But this is fun too." 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella," Emily said. She had adapted to the new situation instantly, more than ready to serve and address my wife with the title she had awarded herself. Emily was putting up no more resistance than I was. And really, why should she? She wanted this just as badly as I did. The only difference was, she was more likely to get what she wanted. I had long ago stopped counting how many female orgasms it took before I was allowed one of my own. But the ratio was not in my favor. These sexy and powerful women could take whatever they wanted. I had to beg for scraps. 
 
    "Well, since you've been such a good girl, I think you deserve a reward," Gabriella said. I watched, just as attentive as Emily was, as Gabriella swung her leg over the other woman's body and climbed off the edge of the bed. Her brown eyes were glowing, lit from within by wild pleasure as she sauntered slowly toward me. Her teeth showed as she grinned at me, her cheeks flushed with recent pleasure. Gabriella might be showing off, but her orgasm was definitely real. And my cock throbbed again as though in recognition of its mistress as my wife walked slowly toward me. 
 
    But without saying a word to me, she turned. I listened to the leather of her tall boots creak with every step, her heels thumping on the bedroom floor as she moved. She walked over to the closet, and both Emily and I kept our eyes fixed on her, wondering what she had in store for us next. Wondering what the next whim of this absolute goddess would be. Gabriella rummaged in the closet where she kept her toys, and I waited breathlessly for her to find what she wanted. 
 
    Finally, she turned. There was a toy in her hand, a large dildo that she gripped in her fist as she walked back around the bed toward me. Standing in front of me, Gabriella smiled down at me. I gazed up at her, nervous and needy, wanting her desperately yet afraid of what she might do. I knew that look in her eyes. I knew what happened when my wife got completely overtaken by her dominant role. I never doubted that she loved me just as much as I loved her. The entire span of our lives together, Gabriella had shown that love to me in an endless variety of ways. But when she became Ama Gabriella, when her blood was up and her dominant nature came to the fore, all of that disappeared.  
 
    Or so it seemed. Of course, we both knew the reality. That this, too, was love in its way. All the teasing and humiliation, the cruelty and abuse, was just the other side of the love we shared. Its dark and dangerous yet delicious shadow. 
 
    Abruptly, Gabriella reached into my mouth. I felt her pinch Emily's soaked panties between finger and thumb and pull them slowly out of my mouth. With the other hand, my wife held the dildo in front of me, its obscene head pointing right at me. 
 
    "Kiss," Gabriella ordered. "Kiss the toy that gets to fuck your boss while you don't." 
 
    Over on the bed, Emily spluttered with laughter. Behind Gabriella, I could see her watching, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed steadily, her arms spread by the chains that kept her locked to the headboard. But I only had eyes for my wife. She stood above me dressed in black, her wet pussy exposed and tantalizing me as I looked. One more humiliating act my wife wanted me to perform in front of my boss. It was hardly a surprise, even if that did nothing to lessen its impact. I knew the object Gabriella held in her hand was just a toy, a simulation of a penis, and not the real thing. Still, the symbolism was inescapable. And yet we both know my wife could make me do anything she set her mind to. 
 
    I leaned forward. Gabriella cackled in triumph as I pressed my lips to the head of the toy, kissing it without enthusiasm. She moved her hand, pressing the base of the toy against her body. Just above her wet slit. She held the shaft as though it were a part of her, as though she had suddenly grown an unrealistic-looking penis. 
 
    "Again," she ordered. And I did what she said. Keeping my eyes on her, I leaned my head forward and placed another kiss on top of the toy. Gabriella watched me, her glowing eyes moving over my face as she drank in every last detail of my humiliation. As though she were memorizing it, just as I had memorized the sight moments ago of her riding my boss's face to orgasm. We both got very different things out of these wild games. But if pressed, I would struggle to determine who enjoyed them more. Though for this particular game, it was clear. For now, this was Gabriella's show completely. And again, I was struck by how her cruelty seemed to feed on itself. How her taste for humiliating me only grew the more I submitted to her. 
 
    "Suck it," she ordered, a faint sneer in her voice as she snapped the words at me. "Suck this cock before I fuck her with it." 
 
    "Ama Gabriella," I implored, gazing up her. But I already knew it was useless to protest. If this was what Gabriella wanted, she would find a way to make it happen. 
 
    "Do it," she snarled. And as she spoke, she dropped Emily's wet panties into my lap. Reaching down with her free hand, she took hold of my cock and balls. I winced as I felt her fingernails digging into the flesh, through the thin fabric of the panties that offered no protection. She wasn't really trying to hurt me. She was just trying to remind me that she could. As though I had forgotten that fact for even a moment. 
 
    I didn't need to look over toward the bed to know that Emily was watching. I could feel her scrutiny, feel the breathlessness of the moment as my boss waited to see if I would resist. She ought to have known me better. Of course, I didn't want to do what Gabriella said. Of course, I didn't want to humiliate myself in such a vulgar fashion. But I also didn't want to risk incurring my wife's wrath. I knew all too well how foolish that could be. The truth was, she would find a way to make me do what she wanted me to do anyway. Trying to fight her only made my eventual capitulation worse. 
 
    And so I opened my mouth. Gabriella's dominant sneer turned to a smile of triumph as I leaned forward and gingerly took the end of the dildo between my lips. She leaned forward too, still holding its base against her, and I tried not to gag as I felt the toy invading my mouth. I had never done anything like that before; I never had any desire to. But for now, Gabriella was all about humiliating me. And she had found an extremely effective way to do it. 
 
    "Suck it," Gabriella said again. "Suck it the way you wish I would suck your cock. Who knows? Maybe if you convince me you're really enjoying it, I might blow you again someday." Over on the bed, Emily burst out laughing again. And I tried to push down a wave of despair and disgrace as I wrapped my lips around the toy. Meanwhile, Gabriella fumbled at its base. I felt a sudden buzzing in my jaw and teeth as she flicked the switch and turned the vibrating function of the toy on. 
 
    I kept sucking. And as Gabriella kept the buzzing toy pressed against her clitoris, I heard her sigh in pleasure. Her pussy was right in front of me, only partially obscured by her hand, close enough that I could smell the intoxicating scent of her arousal which could only feed my own. And while I tried to concentrate on pleasing her, on performing my humiliating task, I was distracted by her rising moans of pleasure.  
 
    Soon, Gabriella closed her eyes, her long lashes fluttering as her desire swelled. Again, she lifted her face toward the ceiling, the buzz of the vibrator merging with her groans of satisfaction. I gazed up at this woman towering over me, utterly absorbed in selfish and humiliating pleasure, and once again, I could barely believe that this was my sweet and loving wife. But it only made me love her all the more. Even from the depths of my total disgrace. 
 
    Gabriella cried out. The buzzing toy was getting to her. I tried to ignore the growing ache in my jaw as I serviced it. My wife's legs were trembling now, both hands holding the toy pressed against her with my mouth wrapped around its other end. A shiver passed through her, and I saw her smooth brow furrow in an expression that looked almost angry. But I knew better. I knew it was only the savagery of desire that was filling her up, making her body respond to the insistent buzzing of the toy. 
 
    Right there in front of me, my wife came again. I heard her wild cry and felt the blossoming of her body through the toy that connected us. The juices shone on her inner thighs, running freely over her olive-colored skin as she moaned and groaned.  
 
    And when she had thoroughly enjoyed her climax, Gabriella opened her eyes. Flicking the switch of the toy, she withdrew it at last from my mouth. Her eyes were wide and wild as she stared down at me, once again barely able to believe what she had done to me. 
 
    "Fuck," Gabriella said in a voice thick with sexual pleasure. "That was so hot. Whoever thought I would cum with my cock in your mouth? But I like it. A lot." 
 
    I was speechless as I gazed up at her. After all, what does a man say to his wife in a situation like this? Nothing in my experience had prepared me for anything like this. If Gabriella couldn't believe what she had done to me, I could believe it even less. 
 
    But my opinions clearly weren't necessary. Still holding the dildo in one hand, Gabriella bent slightly, her corsert creaking and her breasts straining against the black fabric of her push-up bra as she picked Emily's panties up from my lap again. While I stared helplessly into the deep pool of her cleavage, Gabriella raised the wet underwear to my face and began to stuff it into my mouth again. Defeated, I didn't resist. My mouth, like every other part of my body, was there for Gabriella to use. And when she didn't want to use it, she would take it away from me. 
 
    Once my mouth was full again, Gabriella reached out with her free hand. I groaned into Emily's panties as she stroked my cock. My manhood surged predictably to her touch, brief though it was. After only a moment, Gabriella took her hand away again. She smiled in satisfaction as she toyed with my body, keeping me forever on the melting point of desire without letting me climb over it. She was an expert. As she turned to face the bed, her gorgeous ass filled my vision. Gabriella stepped backward, spreading her feet so that she could straddle my legs. Reaching back behind herself, she placed her free hand on the back of my head and pulled me toward her. At the same time, she bent over, thrusting her ass back until it covered my face completely. Over on the bed, Emily laughed as she watched my wife wiggle her hips, pressing my face deep into the crack of her ass. With every breath, I inhaled her feminine scent, my desire swelling as my wife's body filled all my senses. But that, too, couldn't last. After a moment, Gabriella released her hold on my head. Straightening up, she stepped forward. I watched as my gorgeous mistress made her way back toward the bed where her other captive waited. 
 
    "Now it's your turn," Gabriella said as she stood over Emily. "Time for your mistress to make you cum, pretty girl. What do you say to that?" 
 
    "Please, Ama Gabriella." The words all but burst out of Emily's throat, as though they had been waiting there ready to be released. "Please let me cum, Ama Gabriella." It was strange to hear Emily talk that way. She was usually so dominant and so in control. But I won't deny how much it turned me on. As though seeing our boss submit to her made my wife seem even more powerful than she already was. 
 
    "That's what I like to hear," Gabriella grinned. Forgotten for the moment, I watched in silence as she climbed onto the bed. Kneeling at Emily's side, Gabriella placed her free hand on the other woman's thigh. Eagerly, Emily spread her legs, her wet pussy shining in front of me while she gazed up at my wife. And the dildo began to buzz again as Gabriella switched it on. 
 
    "Oh my God." Emily shuddered as the toy made contact with her pussy. Ever the tease, Gabriella used its rounded head to stroke the other woman's slit, running it up and down her dripping lips while the vibrations did their work. Emily's legs thrashed, the high heels she still wore catching in our bedsheets as she squirmed at the sudden onset of pleasure. Even from where I sat, I could see the toy was driving her crazy. After all the teasing my wife had been through, Emily was primed for the pleasure I could see boiling inside her. The handcuffs rattled against the headboard of our bed as my boss struggled uselessly against them.  
 
    And Gabriella simply smiled. Sweeping her hair back from her face, she pinned it behind one ear as she set about her task. Slowly, steadily, he pushed harder with the dildo, making Emily moan and scream in wild pleasure. Slowly, gradually, I watched as the rounded head pushed aside her outer lips, sliding a little deeper into Emily's pussy with every stroke. As it slid fully inside, my boss howled in ecstasy, raising her hips off the mattress as she tried to take the toy deeper. I had seen Emily get fucked before. But never like this. I wasn't sure I had ever seen her so overcome with such powerful pleasure. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” Gabriella said, raising her voice to be heard over Emily’s breathless cries. 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella," Emily shrieked, her eyes closed now, her whole body trembling as my wife toyed with her. 
 
    "You want me to fuck you, don't you, slut?" 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella." 
 
    "You know, it's funny," Gabriella said thoughtfully, still teasing and tormenting the other woman with the toy as she spoke. "We used to joke about how you were my husband's work wife. I think he got a kick out of working with a sexy woman like you. But look at us now. You're not his work wife. You're mine." 
 
    Emily groaned wordlessly. I had no idea if she could even hear the words Gabriella was saying, or if she even had the cognitive capacity to understand them. From where I sat, it looked as though pleasure had pushed every other thought out of Emily's body, her swelling orgasm driving everything else away. But of course, I knew that Gabriella's words were meant for me just as much as they were my boss. And they were true. I'd have to be made of stone not to have noticed how sexy my boss was. And once or twice, I might have fantasized about what it would be like to be with her, even if I never had any intention of cheating on my wife. But I had certainly never imagined anything like this. And somehow, this naughty game of desire and denial was far more exciting than anything I could've come up with myself. 
 
    On the bed, Gabriella moved. I watched as she positioned herself between Emily's thrashing legs. Leaving the dildo buried and buzzing inside the other woman's pussy, Gabriella took hold of Emily's legs. Carefully, she raised them, propping them up on her shoulders with her head between them. Then she inched forward on her knees. From behind, I watched as once again, my wife pressed her clit against the base of the buzzing vibrator. Almost immediately, her own sounds of pleasure began to merge with those of Emily. 
 
    With one hand on the toy, keeping it pressed against herself, Gabriella again to move her hips. Slowly at first, she rocked back-and-forth, sliding the vibrating toy in and out of Emily's pussy. And soon, her desire got the better of her. Soon, she was increasing the pace, and Emily howled and thrashed as much as her bonds would allow as pleasure rolled through her. My wife was fucking her, doing the thing I wasn't allowed to do to my beautiful boss. And the buzzing of the toy make sure they were both getting enormous pleasure out of it. It buzzed in Emily's pussy and buzzed against my wife's clit, and soon, they were both screaming and howling together, their bodies responding to the incessant vibration. 
 
    Emily came. I saw that for myself, even from across the room. I saw her high heels, pointing up at the ceiling, shaking and wobbling as her legs shook. I heard her scream torn from from her throat, echoing loudly in my ears. I saw her breasts rise and fall as she panted and gasped, surrendering herself completely to the powerful sensations Gabriella was giving her. 
 
    And Gabriella didn't stop. Thoroughly in control, completely in command, all my wife cared about was her own pleasure. Even while Emily shrieked and howled, Gabriella went on fucking her. She leaned over the other woman's body now, pressing her legs even further back, balancing with one hand on the mattress beside Emily while the other still held the toy. I watch the laces of Gabriella's corset straining as she moved, rocking her body in a series of rhythmic convulsions as she fucked the other woman. I watched her ass tense, the firm cheeks showing between her long boots as the heels pointed back at me. I wished I could tell her how incredible she looked in that moment. 
 
    But maybe she wouldn't have heard me. Because soon, while Emily was still mewling and moaning in the afterglow of pleasure, my wife gave into another orgasm. I saw her movements become more aggressive, more frantic, less coordinated. I saw her tremble and shake just as Emily had done. I heard the familiar sound of my wife's pleasure ringing out in our bedroom again, yet another orgasm for her that I could only watch. 
 
    Finally, the buzzing stopped. Sliding Emily's tired legs off her shoulders, Gabriella sat back on the bed. Gently, she drew the toy out of Emily's ravaged pussy. Setting it aside, Gabriella crawled up the mattress. I watched my wife lie down beside Emily, sweeping the other woman's blonde hair back from her face and kissing her tenderly. Desperately, blindly, Emily kissed her back. 
 
    Then Gabriella flopped down onto the mattress beside Emily. Giggling, she looked over at me. 
 
    "Poor little boy," Gabriella said while Emily giggled beside her. "What a shame orgasms are only for girls." 
 
      
 
    "Well, it's time for you to focus, Hunter," Gabriella said, smiling at me in the bright light of the office. As always now, we had the place to ourselves. Just me and my boss and my boss's sexy assistant, my beautiful wife who was all too willing to submit to our boss in the workplace, even after everything she had done to Emily in our bedroom that unforgettable night. 
 
    "Emily wants to see us in her office. Now," Gabriella said. I gulped. Something told me it wasn't about work. And a familiar nervousness bubbled inside me as I pushed aside my chair and rose to my feet. Still smiling, Gabriella reached out and took my tie in her hand. The tie she had chosen for me that morning, part of the dress code my dominant boss so rigorously enforced. Still holding the tie, Gabriella turned, using it like a leash the way Emily did. I followed, my cock raging in a clean pair of panties Gabriella had picked out for me that morning. Just another day at the office. 
 
    

  

 
   
    22. Gabriella Submits 
 
      
 
    My heart was racing as I followed my wife toward our boss's office. Lately, there was only one reason I was told to appear there. And as butterflies warred in my stomach, my cock raged inside the confines of the tight women's underwear I wore. Besides the tie Emily insisted on, the one Gabriella held in her hand like a leash as she led me across the office, they were all I wore. These women liked to see me nearly naked and humiliated. They liked to know what they had turned me into, a pathetic sissy who existed their amusement. Lately, there was no break from my subservient role. Not at work, and not at home. Just as she had promised, Gabriella had begun enforcing panty wearing for me at home just as strictly as Emily did in the office. Men's underwear was forbidden to me now, by order of my wife and my boss. An unforgettable reminder that they didn't consider me a real man. 
 
    And as I followed my wife across the office, I couldn't keep my eyes off her body. The dark blue dress she wore that day was relatively conservative by the standards of what she had lately been wearing to the office. It was almost knee-length, and although the neckline was low enough to show off a tempting cleavage, the sleeveless dress wouldn't have looked completely out of place in a regular office. But it fit Gabriella's beautiful body as though designed just for her, cut to flaunt every curve and make me drool as I watched. Plus, her tall high-heeled pumps made her ass sway with every step she took, taunting me with its closeness and unavailability. Of course, I could have reached out and grabbed her right there. I could have thrown her down on the floor of the office and pulled that dress up and buried myself inside her. And some snarling animalistic impulse inside me commanded that I do just that. That I forget about these wild games and satisfy my own carnal desires. As revved up as Gabriella generally was at work, I had a feeling she wouldn't resist. I had a feeling she would love to see that animal side of me, to watch me lose control because of her endless sexual teasing, but I didn't do it. Because I knew if I did, after a few moments of ecstatic pleasure, there would be a terrible price to pay. Both Gabriella and Emily would waste no time in punishing me for such a transgression. And then there was the other, darker aspects to consider. The fact that this was what I wanted. That even though frustration was boiling inside me as it so often did these days, I wanted to be led around and humiliated like this. 
 
    "Here he is, boss," Gabriella said as she pushed aside the door to Emily's office. I followed her inside, still led by the tie. Emily sat behind her desk as always, her blonde hair shining like spun gold as she raised her eyes from the screen in front of her to smile at us. I felt her gorgeous eyes travel over my body as she looked me up and down, her smile only deepening at the humiliating sight in front of her. It was a reminder of the total power she held as I stood there in tie and panties, my cock bulging obscenely against the thin fabric of feminine underwear that was never designed to hold it. I felt even more exposed than I would have been naked. Certainly more humiliated. After all, that was the whole point. 
 
    "Good," Emily said. Pushing back her chair from behind her desk, she stirred. I watched her move around the desk, circling it slowly and walking toward us. Still holding my tie, Gabriella watched her. She was smiling just like Emily was, her eyes traveling over Emily's body the way Emily's had over mine. There was no denying that the sexual energy between my wife and my boss was off the charts. Emily's sexual history was a complex tangle of hedonistic experimentation, but my wife was just the opposite. Until Emily came along, she had never been with a woman and had never expressed a desire to try it. For that matter, she hadn't been with many men. We had married young, and neither of us had much sexual experience outside of marriage. Lately, though, it seemed we were making up for that. 
 
    "Look at you two," Emily said, grinning as she approached. She wore a black leather skirt that shone and creaked with every step she took, paired with black leather boots with a high heel that made her strut and sway just the way Gabriella did in her own pumps. A black satin shirt completed Emily's outfit, the dark fabric contrasting sharply with her golden hair and her bright blue-green eyes. As always, our boss looked amazing. She looked like what she was: a powerful and dominant woman well aware of her sex appeal. Well aware of what it could make other people do. And even though Emily could probably have gotten away with her outfit in a regular office, both my wife and I knew why she had dressed that way on that day. Emily was in the mood to play. 
 
    "You're both horny all the time, aren't you?" Emily said. As she stepped closer to me, I could smell her perfume, a familiar aroma that still managed to have an intoxicating effect on me whenever I encountered it. Emily reached out and ran her fingers over the bulge of my cock through the fabric of the panties I wore. I tried not to groan in pleasure at the blissful sensation. Beside me, still holding my tie, Gabriella giggled. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," Gabriella said. Another thrill of delicious fear raced through me. The last time we had played together, it had been Gabriella giving out the orders, and Emily was forced to address my wife with a term of respect. But at the office, the tables turned. Now, it was Emily who was in complete control. Of course, no matter where we were, it was always my job to submit completely. 
 
    "That's what I like to hear," Emily smiled. "Just think. Without me, you two would just have a boring married sex life. But now look at you. My personal office sluts, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." Gabriella didn't even hesitate. She smiled as she answered, enjoying our boss's mocking words. I cringed in humiliation, but I said the same thing. After all, I knew I had no choice. I also knew, just as Gabriella did, that what Emily was saying was no more than the truth. 
 
    "Good," Emily smirked. Stepping past me, she stood closer to Gabriella. I watched her eyes, shining with a predatory gleam, as I looked my wife up and down, admiring the outfit she had picked out and no doubt picturing what lay underneath it. After all, my boss was well acquainted with my wife's body by now. And yet they still couldn't seem to get enough of each other. 
 
    “Do you like my new boots?” Emily spoke softly now that she was close to my wife. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    “Good. So do I. I think your husband should be licking them right now.” 
 
    Standing beside my wife, I cringed. But Gabriella just laughed. I felt her tug on the tie she still held. She wasn't even looking at me. She was still staring at Emily, while Emily stared back at her. Sometimes, it felt as though I was nothing more than a toy to enhance the pleasure of these two women. Just an object for them to use, like the vibrating dildo Gabriella had used to make Emily scream in our bedroom last time we played together. And of course, that thought only made the whole situation even more exciting to a submissive like me. 
 
    “You heard our boss, Hunter,” Gabriella said, still looking at Emily. “Get down on your hands and knees and show the woman some respect.” 
 
    "Yes, Ama Gabriella. Yes, Mistress Emily." Both women chuckled as I sank to the floor. After all, it wasn't the first time I had been made to debase myself like this. Even if it felt that way each time. Even if the bright burning shame of the situation never abandoned me.  
 
    Gabriella was still holding my tie, and the fabric grew taut between us as I crouched on hands and knees. I could feel them both looking down at me, watching as I submitted yet again to their kinky orders. The leather of Emily's glossy boots was slick under my tongue as I began to lick them, occasionally kissing her feet and groveling like a dog just the way they wanted me to. I wasn't sure which one of them I heard chuckle as I devoted myself to my task. It didn't matter. I knew my humble obedience delighted them both. And soon, I heard another sound that was becoming increasingly familiar, but that never failed to add to my shame and desire. They were kissing. While I licked my boss's boots in a show of cringing submission, she was making out with my wife. 
 
    "He's so pathetic," Emily said, murmuring the words softly in between gentle kisses. "Look at him down there. I can't believe you married this guy." 
 
    "He has his moments." Faint praise, perhaps, from a wife talking about her husband. But nevertheless, even this small gesture made my heart expand. It was that, the tiny little reminders, that kept me in this. They kept these strange games from being downright abuse. Because as strange as it seemed even to me, I never doubted Gabriella's love. Even at moments like this. 
 
    "I'll have to take your word for that," Emily said, sneering down at me while I groveled at her feet. "As far as I can see, the only thing he's good for is doing what he's told. Tie him up." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." As ever, Gabriella didn't ask questions. No more than I did. I felt the tie between us grow slack as my wife, still holding it, disentangled herself from Emily and crouched on the floor beside me. At my side, she reached for my neck. Gently, I felt her unfasten the tie. It didn't take a genius to figure out why. And as she removed the tie, I saw Gabriella smile as she circled around behind me. I leaned back on my knees as she reached for my arms. She knew I couldn't resist. She knew it just as surely as Emily did as she stood above us both, watching the proceedings with a cold sneer of triumph on her face. Gabriella's movements were gentle but firm. I felt her pulling the tie tight around my wrists crossed behind my back. I felt her tie a knot to hold it all together. I felt a familiar sense of strain in my shoulders as I was bound once again, rendered even more helpless by these wild and wicked women. 
 
    Her job complete, Gabriella rose to her feet. Smiling, she stepped toward Emily again. Without further instructions, I stayed on my knees. I stayed on my knees and watched the two women. Watched them press their beautiful bodies against one another. Watched as Emily reached behind Gabriella's back and slid the zipper of her dress down. Watched the fabric parting, sliding over my wife's shoulders and arms, gliding over her hips on its way to the floor. Emily's hands all over her, caressing her body, working my wife up into that state of desire when she would do anything the other woman said. Absolutely anything. I envied her that. 
 
    "Come here." I watched as Emily took Gabriella by the hand. Gabriella turned her head toward me for a moment, shooting another sly smile in my direction. Then she followed Emily across the office, toward the desk. Letting go of Gabriella's hand, Emily reached into the drawer of her desk when she kept some very unprofessional items. I wasn't surprised to see her pull out the role of tape she like to use to immobilize her playthings. Gabriella had to know what it meant just  
 
    as I did. 
 
    "Hands behind your back," Emily ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." As well-drilled as a soldier, Gabriella did as she was told. She placed her arms behind her back, and Emily wrapped the tape around her wrists, tying her up just as securely as I had been tied myself. I could see the excitement coursing through my wife's veins. I could see the way her body responded to the woman's touch, her excitement growing as her freedom shrank. It was a feeling I knew all too well. By the time Emily tore off the tape, my wife was all but bouncing up and down on her toes with excitement. Standing in just a skimpy bra and panty set, she looked once again completely submissive next to our dominant boss. 
 
    "Bend over." Emily's voice changed. No longer soft and seductive, it was instead cold and commanding. As she spoke, she reached forward and grabbed a fistful of my wife's hair. I winced in sympathy as I watched Emily pull Gabriella toward her and bend her over the edge of the desk. Gabriella was still wearing her high heels, and as she bent at the waist over the furniture, her ass projected temptingly, the round cheeks making me growl with suppressed desire as I looked at them. Emily smiled wickedly at me. As I watched, she delivered two quick, stinging slaps to Gabriella's backside, one on each cheek. My wife yelped as a red handprint on her ass. 
 
    But Emily didn't hesitate. Taking hold of Gabriella's panties, she twisted them and pulled at them savagely. The stitches popped, and Emily ripped my wife's panties away. One of the no doubt expensive sets my wife bought just for this purpose, to tease and tantalize our dominant boss, was now ruined. Emily didn't care. She dropped the fabric to the floor, leaving my wife naked from the waist down and trembling with fear and excitement as she bent over the boss's desk. 
 
    “You naughty little slut,” Emily growled. “You didn’t think I’d forgotten what you treated me when I was at your house, did you? You know I’m going to have to make you pay for that.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," Gabriella panted, her desire already making her breath short as she lay on top of the boss's desk. "Please, Mistress Emily, forgive me." 
 
    "Forgiveness is earned." Emily played the icy dominatrix beautifully. Then again, how much of an act was it really? This was who Emily was, in her deepest soul. I knew that. And she looked the part in her all-black outfit as she strutted powerfully around the room, the only person free to do as they liked while my wife and I had to wait helplessly on her whims. 
 
    Nervously, I watched Emily bend over her desk drawer again. She took something out and placed it on the desk beside Gabriella. From where I kneeled, I couldn't see what it was. Emily stood tall at the edge of the desk, reaching behind herself to unzip her skirt. She was looking at me now, a wordless challenge in her beautiful bright eyes as she stared me down. A challenge she knew I couldn't hope to meet.  
 
    I stayed kneeling down on the floor with my hands bound and my cock raging visibly in the feminine underwear I wore. Completely emasculated, completely dominated, unable to do a thing to protect my wife from what was coming. 
 
    Emily's skirt fell to the floor. The heels of her tall boots thumped as she stepped out of it. Hungrily, I watched as she pulled her panties down, wiggling her way out of them and kicking them aside. Next, she stripped off her black shirt. Now she was standing behind Gabriella in nothing but a black bra and black boots, and she looked just as dominant as ever. Her dominant demeanor showed only the faintest flaw, a tiny smile lifting the edges of her lips just slightly, as Emily reached for the item she had taken out of the drawer. As she held it in front of herself, I swa at once what it was. A large strap-on dildo, with a harness dangling from the base of the huge tool that Emily held in her hand. Still looking at me, she positioned the toy on her body. It was the type that had an inner projection to give pleasure to the wearer, and I saw Emily's eyelids flutter as she slid it inside herself. Then she began to fasten the straps. She pulled them tight around her hips, her ass lifting as the straps grew tighter and the giant black cock projected from her body as though it were part of her. 
 
    "I'm going to fuck your wife," Emily snarled at me. "I'm going to fuck her better than you ever could. I'm going to make her say that. And you're going to watch." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." My voice cracked as I spoke. But I didn't doubt for a moment the truth of her words. Emily was teasing me, but she was doing more than just that. The things she was saying were a statement of intent. I knew her too well to doubt for a moment that she would go through with it. 
 
    Smirking at my compliance, Emily stepped behind my wife. Placing one hand on Gabriella's hip, Emily took hold of the shaft of her cock with the other. I heard my wife's whimper as Emily slid the head of the toy up and down Gabriella's quivering lips, teasing her with it. From the faint sheen of moisture that showed on the silicon toy, I could see just how excited this was making my wife. And then, bending her knees slightly, Emily lunged forward and slid the toy into my wife. 
 
    Gabriella cried out. Emily was anything but gentle. She thrust her cock into my wife in one deep plunge, not giving Gabriella time to adjust. Facedown on the desk, Gabriella raised her head and howled, more in surprise than pain. But Emily didn't care. Taking hold of my wife's hips, she began to move back-and-forth, thrusting the cock deep inside Gabriella and making her scream and cry out again and again. 
 
    "Take it, slut," Emily snarled. Once again, she raised her hand and brought it down with a sharp crack on Gabriella's exposed backside. Gabriella moaned, a sound that welled up from deep in her throat at all the wild pleasure she was feeling. And Emily's movements only got faster and faster. I watched her toned thighs tighten as she devoted everything she had to fucking my wife, plunging the tireless cock in and out of Gabriella's thrashing body. Emily grunted with effort as she fucked her, her breasts rising and falling in the bra that held them as her breathing got shorter. But desire seemed to possess her. The desk creaked as Emily continued to pound my wife, driving shrieks and yells of passion and pleasure out of Gabriella as she nailed her from behind. 
 
    I watched. There was nothing else I can do. My wife had tied the tie extremely tight around my wrists, making it impossible to escape. Once again, my cock tested the tensile strength of the panties I wore. But it didn't matter. I could do nothing but watch as Emily made my wife scream in painful pleasure. 
 
    "Say it," Emily snarled, her blonde hair clinging to her face as she tossed her head. "Tell me who fucks you better, whore." 
 
    "You, Mistress Emily," Gabriella said, sobbing with pleasure and not even hesitating to speak the humiliating words. "You fuck me so much better than my husband, mistress!"  
 
    "Fucking right I do," Emily growled. "That's why a slut like you can't get enough of your boss's cock. Isn't that right?" 
 
    "Oh my God, yes, Mistress!" Gabriella was lost in the rapture of sexual ecstasy. Squirming and writhing on the desk, she had turned her face toward me. But she didn't see me kneeling there and watching. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open, her own dark hair swirling around her head as she moaned and cried. Every shriek of pleasure was like a nail in my soul as I watched, the truth of her words driven home with every thrust of Emily's conquering cock. The sounds my wife was making were unlike any I had got from her before. I had never seen her so completely overwhelmed by desire and pleasure. At least, not while I was fucking her. 
 
    Gabriella screamed, and a powerful shiver raced through her. Behind her, Emily laughed as she felt my wife cum. But she didn't stop. She kept on talking, driving the thick toy in and out while Gabriella's pussy streamed hot juices down her legs. But the situation was getting to her too. Emily's face was flushed with effort and with pleasure, and her own moans began to rise into the air as she continued fucking my wife. Soon, she too was in the throes of orgasm. I watched her nails digging into the firm flesh Gabriella's ass, watched Emily's boots shining as her legs trembled, and heard the ragged howl of pleasure that rose from her throat as her own orgasm took her. 
 
    The room crackled with sexual energy. Emily finally stopped plunging the toy in and out of my wife, but Gabriella was still moaning and groaning facedown on the desk. As though the pleasure she was feeling wouldn't stop, as though her orgasm was too powerful to recover from. Still groaning and twitching, she lay gasping like a landed fish on the boss's desk, seemingly unable to recover herself. 
 
    Slowly, Emily withdrew the toy from Gabriella's pussy with a loud wet sound. I could see my wife's juices shining on its silicon surface as she turned to me. My heart fluttered with fear as Emily slowly approached. Starting toward me on her high-heeled boots, completely confident in her control of the situation while my wife still lay trembling bent over her desk. The wet cock swayed with every step Emily took, and I couldn't keep my eyes off it. Not that Emily gave me the choice. As she reached me, she grabbed a fistful of my hair while the fingers of her other hand closed around the shaft of the toy. Guiding it toward me, she ran the head over my lips, smearing my wife's juices on my skin. 
 
    "You smell that?" Emily sneered down at me. "That's how it smells when your wife cums. I mean really cums, not when she fakes it like she has all these years with you. Now you can lick my cock clean of your wife's slime. Go on, suck it. Suck it nice and clean for me, and maybe I'll do the same for you." 
 
    Over on the desk, Gabriella gasped at Emily’s words. Finally, her eyes were open. But she made no move to stand up or get off the desk. She just lay where Emily had put her, watching the show. 
 
    Even though I didn't believe a word that Emily had said, even though I highly doubted I would ever feel my boss's lips anywhere near my manhood, I did as I was told. Reluctantly, I opened my mouth, and Emily laughed as she slid the wet toy easily inside. It was much bigger than the vibrating dildo Gabriella had used on her, and my jaw ached immediately as I sucked on the toy. Only the taste of Gabriella's orgasm made the experience anything other than completely humiliating. But I did as I was told. I sucked Emily's cock while she stared down at me, staring deep into my eyes to drive home the humiliating ritual. 
 
    "Enough." As Emily slid the toy out of my mouth, I sighed with relief. Gabriella was still lying on the desk, watching everything with a look of bliss and disbelief on her face. With her hand still holding my hair, Emily tugged, and I rose to my feet. I bent over slightly as Emily used her grip on my hair to drag me across the office. Toward the desk, toward the far end of the desk from where she had been standing moments before. Toward where my wife's head lay. 
 
    "Your turn," Emily said as she positioned me at the end of the desk and released her grip on my hair. "You're both my personal cocksuckers now. So get to work, slut. Suck your husband's cock while I fuck you again." With that, Emily abruptly pulled down the panties I wore. My cock sprang out, hard and ready and desperate for attention. I looked down at Gabriella as she raised her head from the desk to look up at me. This was the woman I loved; I couldn't help but pity her a little, even though I knew this was exactly what she wanted. I felt for her humiliation and disgrace. But the smile on her face told me everything I needed to know. She loved being treated this way. Every nasty name Emily called her only enhanced her pleasure. 
 
    I groaned as Emily gripped my cock and used it to pull me forward. I stepped toward the desk, and Gabriella opened her mouth without protest. Grinning to herself, Emily guided my cock inside my wife's mouth, and immediately, Gabriella began to suck. I groaned as feelings of pleasure tore through me, my long-denied sexual ecstasy boiling at once inside me. 
 
    "That should keep you quiet, at least," Emily sneered. Turning, she walked around the desk to stand at the opposite end from me. Once again, she took Gabriella's hips in her hands. I felt Gabriella cry out, the sound vibrating against my surging cock as my boss entered her from behind once again. Moaning and sucking, Gabriella lay bound between the two of us, a toy for Emily's pleasure. And for mine too. And as Gabriella tightened her lips around my shaft and used her tongue to tease the sensitive head of my cock, I knew I couldn't hold out long.  
 
    Her body swayed from Emily's powerful thrusts, but Gabriella knew what she was doing. My cock surged in her mouth, and I let out a wild cry as I came inside her. My cock spurted desperately, a huge load of my cum pumped into her waiting mouth from all the teasing and denial I had been through. Tied up and humiliated on my boss's desk, my slut wife swallowed every drop of my orgasm. 
 
    

  

 
   
    23. Using Them At Work 
 
      
 
    "Have you seen her today?" 
 
    Of course, there was no need for my wife to expand on who she was talking about. Who else could she mean but Emily? There were only the three of us in the office. And as I raised my eyes from my computer screen, Gabriella perched herself on the edge of my desk. She couldn't know how she was echoing something Emily had done many times before, even back when we were just colleagues instead of whatever we were now. I remembered how my beautiful boss used to sit on the edge of my desk to chat with me, and how I would try to ignore her gorgeous body in such close proximity to me. That was back then, when I was supposed to ignore it. When it wasn't intended to tease and torment me. Back when I had worried that my wife might be jealous of this other woman, instead of completely overtaken with desire for her. Looking back after everything that had happened, it seemed like a very long time ago. A different life, almost. A far less complicated but far less thrilling one. 
 
    I had heard Gabriella approaching, of course. The outrageous high heels she invariably wore to the office announced her presence everywhere she went. And I had actual work to do. I never would've thought, in an office with two women as beautiful and kinky as my wife and my boss, I would ever so much as try to get any real work done. But the fact is, I was falling behind. These days, I was always falling behind. After all, serving Gabriella and Emily took up an enormous amount of my time. And somehow, Emily still expected me to get the same amount of real work done in between sessions of her fucking my wife and teasing me. Emily was many things. But reasonable had never been one of them. 
 
    I looked up at Gabriella. I already knew what she was wearing. After all, I had helped her dress that very morning. But I still looked at her hungrily, my every waking moment now spent in a haze of sexual desire.  
 
    As always, she looked fantastic. A bright red pencil skirt strained around her thighs as she sat, set off by her tall high-heeled pumps. A narrow leather belt accentuated her waist and her incredible hourglass figure as she sat on the desk above me. She wore her hair loose, the brown waves framing her beautiful smile as her glowing eyes stared right at me. She was excited. But that was nothing new. These days, my wife was always excited. I know the old cliché of marriages turning stale and people's sex life dropping off, but for us, the reverse was true. Our sex had never been better. And every day seemed to bring some new exciting twist in the strange story we were writing together with Emily. 
 
    “Yeah, I saw her,” I said. “She’s worn that before.” 
 
    "She has? To the office? She's so brave. I could never pull that off." 
 
    "Of course you could," I scoffed. "You'd look amazing in that skirt." 
 
    Gabriella's smile deepened. But it was no mere flattery on my part. I was telling the truth. Emily did indeed have an incredible body, but so did my wife. And Gabriella's feminine form was practically designed for clinging clothes like Emily was wearing. In fact, even just thinking about her was getting me hot and bothered. I couldn't conceal that fact. As always, I was following the new office dress code. Wearing nothing but a pair of women's panties and a tie tied around my bare neck. All Gabriella had to do was look down to see my cock raging against the fabric of my underwear to know that I was telling the truth. 
 
    "Thanks," Gabriella said. "But she just looks so fucking sexy. Honestly, I don't how you ever got any work done. I can see why you had a little thing for her." 
 
    "I never had a thing for her," I scowled while Gabriella chuckled. It's not like it mattered. But Gabriella was making it sound as though I had a crush on my boss, and that wasn't true. I found her attractive, as any man would. I liked her as a friend. But it wasn't like I spent my days pining for Emily or fantasizing about what it would be like to be with her. Not often, anyway. My heart always belonged to Gabriella. It was only now that we had started playing these strange games that my feelings had become more complicated. Sometimes, I almost missed the relationship I used to have with my boss, a much more friendly and cordial one than we had now. But it was hard to miss it, if the alternative was this. Daily kinky sex sessions beyond anything I could possibly have imagined. That was what Emily gave me now. 
 
    "Well, I do," Gabriella smirked as I gazed at her in a tangle of lust and despair. "I mean, don't get me wrong. You're my husband, and I love you. But Emily makes me cum so hard. It's hard not to catch feelings for a woman like that." 
 
    I gulped, as though trying to physically swallow the feelings of jealousy that raged inside me. I knew what Gabriella was up to, of course. I knew that she was trying to tease me, trying to make me feel jealous and inferior. And she knew it was working. That laugh and the wicked glow in her eyes told me everything. 
 
    "She really does fuck me so good, you know," Gabriella went on. Pivoting on my desk, she turned. I gulped again as she placed her feet on the front of the seat I sat on, the toes of her patent leather shoes right in front of my straining cock. Another position Emily had taken in the past, the weird juxtaposition of the two women haunting me as I sat there. As unbelievable as it had been when Emily started to dominate me at work, it was even more unbelievable that my wife so enthusiastically joined in. Gabriella's kinky side had lain dormant for so long, but now, it had taken over both our lives. Now, every day was yet another exploration of her sadistic pleasures. And not just hers, either. I was never sure what gave my wife more pleasure, dominating me or submitting to Emily. But luckily for Gabriella, she never had to choose between the two. In fact,they worked so well together. 
 
    "She makes me cum so hard," Gabriella said slowly, staring deep into my eyes as though to hammer home every word she was saying. I grunted as the toe of her shoe tapped against my raging cock. "And it's not like there was anything wrong with you," she said, still smiling that maddening smile. "I was happy with our sex life the way it was. I know you try very hard. But it's different with another woman. Especially a woman like her. She's just so sexy. Don't you think?" 
 
    “You know what I think,” I said, and Gabriella giggled in acknowledgment. 
 
    "I guess I do," she said, tapping her foot against my surging cock once again. As always, I was seized by the urge to do something about this outrageous teasing. Seized by the urge to throw off the rules the women enforced and take hold of my wife and do what came naturally. To pin her down on my desk and push that tempting skirt beside and show her what a man could do to her body. But I didn't. Gabriella knew I wouldn't. That was all part of the dance. To see just how far she could push me, and at what point I would rebel. Even with everything they had put me through so far, they still haven't found that point. 
 
    "I really hope your boss fucks me today," Gabriella said, savoring each word as she spoke it, knowing what it was doing to me. "I could really use a good hard fuck. And I thought I was dressing sexy this morning, but know I see the way she's dressed, it doesn't feel that way." 
 
    "Oh, trust me," I said, to another chorus of Gabriella's happy laughter. "You look plenty sexy from where I'm sitting." 
 
    "So sweet," Gabriella smiled. Leaning forward, she took hold of my tie and used it to pull my face toward her. As her lips met mine, a feeling like electricity flowed through me, seeming to ground itself at the level of my surging cock. I wanted her desperately. I reached out and felt the soft fabric of her skirt tight against her hips as I held her. Gabriella kept on kissing me, and I groaned as my desire grew by the second. Wild ideas swelled in my mind, and again I thought of taking control, of ignoring the rules and doing what came naturally. While pleasure surged and swelled within me, nothing seemed more important. The consequences could wait. A man can only take so much. 
 
    But suddenly, Gabriella pulled her lips away from mine. Placing her hand on my forehead, she shoved my head away from hers. As I looked at her in surprise, she slid off my desk and stood, adjusting her tight skirt that had slid up her legs while she sat. And as I heard the thump of high heels on the office floor, I knew why Gabriella had stopped. Emily was coming. 
 
    As I turned my head toward my boss, I felt another surge of desire deep in my guts. I had already seen her that morning, and had had a chance to admire the outfit she wore. But familiarity had lessened none of its impact. The black latex skirt shone with every step she took, accentuating the shape of her thighs with its dark luster as it clung like a second skin to her body. The high heels she wore were every bit as tall as my wife's, and they made Emily's body move the same way Gabriella's did, with a seductive rhythmic sinuous motion that tugged at every string of desire I had. Above it, she wore another item I had seen before, though not with the skirt. A leather-look tank top that laced up the front, the strings exposing a deep cleavage that bounced with every step she took. Her golden hair was tied back in the loose ponytail she often favored, exposing the exquisite architecture of her facial structure. She looked incredible. And I could see in every line of her body, in every movement Emily made, that she knew it. She knew the effect she was having on both my wife and me as she strode toward us, the office goddess, completely desirable and completely in control. Both of me and of my wife. 
 
    "Morning, sluts," Emily said with a supercilious smile as she stopped beside my desk. 
 
    "Good morning, Mistress Emily," my wife said in the meek submissive voice she used now to address our boss.  
 
    "Good morning, Mistress Emily," I echoed. Emily looked delighted with herself at how well she had us trained, how ready we were to bow to her every demand. Her complete control over us, I knew, turned her on. It turned all of us on. 
 
    "Mistress Emily, I was just telling my husband how beautiful you look today," Gabriella said. As Emily's smile grew even wider, I cringed. Hearing my wife be such a sycophant for Emily was hard to take. Then again, I was used to things being difficult for me. 
 
    "Thank you, Gabriella," Emily said. "I'm glad you like it. I know your husband likes this skirt. Don't you, Hunter?" As she spoke, Emily ran her hands over her hips and thighs, shifting her weight to make the black latex shine in front of me. Unable to help myself, I watched her shimmying and swaying, my cock raging inside its humiliating prison. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I said truthfully. Beside Emily, Gabriella was smiling as she looked at me. 
 
    “Have you ever worn latex before, Gabriella?” 
 
    "No, Mistress Emily. I've worn plenty of leather, but not that." 
 
    "You should. You'll love it. It's not the most practical thing to wear. But it makes you feel so sexy. I bet you'd look amazing in it. Wouldn't she, Hunter?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," I said truthfully. The women laughed at my response. Then, Emily turned to Gabriella. My brow furrowed as she began speaking in rapid Spanish. Gabriella answered. For a while, the two of them conversed in words I couldn't understand and couldn't follow, making me feel even more irrelevant than I already did. They laughed together, and I wondered if they were talking about me. Then, Emily turned her shining eyes on me. 
 
    "It makes me feel like a goddess. Did he ever tell you what happened last time I wore this skirt?"  
 
    "No, Mistress Emily." 
 
    “Tell her, Hunter.” 
 
    “That was the night Mistress Emily tied me up under her desk,” I said, cringing with embarrassment as Gabriella grinned in recognition. Of course she remembered that night. She hadn’t been there to witness it, but she had been involved. 
 
    "That's right," Emily smirked. "And I left you there all night, desperate and horny, while I went and got fucked by a real man in hotel. I can't even tell you how fucking hot it was to have some guy plowing me and knowing your husband was tied up under my desk, thinking about me. It was such a rush. I mean, nothing makes sex better than knowing there's someone else out there who would give anything to have you and can't. You know what I mean?" That last comment was addressed to Gabriella. And as my wife smiled, I saw her cheeks reddened with a faint blush. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” Because after all, Gabriella did know what that felt like. Gabriella and Emily had teasing and tormenting me down to a science. Over and over again, I had been a witness to their sex, only allowed to participate when they felt like it. And I had seen the way Gabriella behaved on those occasions. She loved it just as much as Emily did. 
 
    "Yeah. It's awesome," Emily said. "And wearing this skirt makes me feel so horny. I think we might have to have some fun today." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily!" Gabriella didn't even try to hide her enthusiasm. A full-throated laugh rose from Emily's throat at Gabriella's response. 
 
    "God, you're such a horny little slut for me," Emily said. Her words might be harsh, but as she spoke them, she reached out to run a gentle hand through Gabriella's hair. And Gabriella smiled as though our boss had paid her the sweetest compliment. As though she absolutely reveled in such a title. "Come to my office in an hour. Bring your pathetic husband with you. I think I have a new game we can play together."  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," Gabriella said. With one last smile, Emily turned. Both Gabriella and I watched as she stalked across the office, her shining black latex skirt clinging to her ass with every step. It was only once she had disappeared into her own office that Gabriella turned to me. Breathing out in a long sigh, she found her face with her hand as though she were overheating. Her eyes were wide around as she smiled at me. 
 
    “God, she’s incredible, isn’t she?” Gabriella said. “Look at her ass in that skirt. It’s unbelievable.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. Gabriella’s eyes traveled up and down my body, pausing to smile at the obvious bulge of desire in my panties. 
 
    "I don't how we're supposed to get on with our work now," Gabriella said. "All I can think about is eating our boss's pussy." 
 
    "Me too," I groaned, and Gabriella laughed. Bending forward, she reached out and ran a teasing hand over my cock. I groaned in my chair as a feeling of pleasure spread through me, but Gabriella was just playing. Soon, she removed her hand, laughing to herself as my manhood twitched and throbbed in its prison. 
 
    "That's what you want to do?" Gabriella said. "You don't want to fuck her?" 
 
    “That too,” I moaned. “But you won’t let me do that.”  
 
    "No, I won't," Gabriella said, grinning with satisfaction. "Only I get to fuck the boss." 
 
    “Please, Ama Gabriella,” I begged, gazing up at my wife in desperate desire. “Please let me cum! Please let me lick you!” 
 
    "Tempting offer," Gabriella grinned. "I am pretty worked up right now. But you'd just be thinking about Emily the whole time. No deal." 
 
    "No, I wouldn't," I babbled. "I promise. I want you so badly, Ama Gabriella!" 
 
    "I do love it when you beg," Gabriella said. "But you know how it goes. The longer we put it off, the better it is. So no. You're just going to have to wait." 
 
    "Please, Gabriella!" But it was useless. Already, my wife had turned away from me. I watched her walk across the office, her red skirt and the ass that filled it out taunting me just as Emily's had done moments before as I sat abandoned at my desk. Waiting for them was something I had a lot of experience at. But somehow, it never seemed to get any easier. 
 
      
 
    The hour passed slowly. I didn't see Emily at all in that time, and Gabriella only briefly. I honestly had no idea how my wife filled the time when she wasn't having sex with my boss. As far as I could see, Emily didn't really need an assistant. She had only hired my wife to use as a workplace sex toy. But maybe Gabriella did some of Emily's more monotonous tasks to free our boss up for even more kinky sex. Honestly, I had never asked. Of all the questions I had about this new aspect of our lives, Gabriella's work duties were pretty far down the list. 
 
    But as I heard Gabriella approaching again on her tall high heels, I knew the moment had arrived. The hour was gone, and it was time to see what our mistress wanted with us. 
 
    "Come on," Gabriella said brightly as she stopped in front of my desk. At once, I rose from my seat, and Gabriella smiled as she took hold of my tie. After all, that was why I wore it. As a kind of leash for these women to use to lead me around the office and do whatever they wanted. Turning, Gabriella led me past the empty desks where my coworkers no longer sat, the whole office now devoted to the strange three-way relationship we had. With every step as I followed my wife, my heart beat harder in my chest. 
 
    Gabriella pushed aside the door to Emily’s office. Emily smiled as she looked up from her desk. Gabriella let me inside, stopping when we were both standing in front of the boss’s desk. 
 
    "There you are," Emily said, as though there had been any doubt that we would show up. Pushing back her chair, she rose to her feet. Once again, all eyes were on her as she moved, the glossy shine of her leather top and latex skirt drawing both our eyes toward her incredible body. Sliding open her favorite desk drawer, Emily pulled out the roll of tape she liked to use so much. She tossed it gently across the room, and Gabriella caught it. 
 
    “You know what to do,” Emily said. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily," my wife replied. And I suppressed a sigh as my wife circled behind me and reached for my arms. There was no point fighting it. These women loved to have me helpless and immobilized. Whatever game Emily had in mind, it wouldn't begin until that was done. So I meekly allowed Gabriella to bind my arms behind my back as she had done so many times before. 
 
    "Now come over here," Emily smiled. Gabriella trotted across the office toward our boss, still holding the bondage tape in her hand. Her eagerness to serve was so apparent, it sent a jolt of jealousy through me as I watched. Taking the tape from Gabriella's hand, Emily began to kiss my wife. Gabriella hungrily responded. Soon, their hands were moving over one another's bodies, holding and caressing, embracing just the way I longed to do with either and both of them. 
 
    "Last time I wore the skirt, your husband got so excited he came on it," Emily said in a soft voice as she lifted her mouth from Gabriella's. "Now I think it's time for you to do the same." 
 
    Taking my wife by the hand, Emily moved back toward her chair. She sat down on it, smiling up at Gabriella. At her urging, Gabriella turned and sat down in Emily's lap. Emily wrapped her hands around her wife's narrow waist, squeezing and caressing her breasts through the blue shirt she wore. Teasingly, she unbuttoned the shirt, pulling it open to expose Gabriella's breasts in the push-up bra she had worn that day. Both women were facing me, both looking at me with obvious delight when they could tear their eyes away from each other. And steadily, Emily's hands moved south. While Gabriella kissed our boss with reckless passion, Emily began to pull up my wife's tight skirt. It took some effort, but slowly, she revealed more and more of Gabriella's beautiful thighs. And then, she thrust one hand up under Gabriella's skirt. 
 
    Gabriella moaned. The sound was muffled by her lips pressed against Emily's, but I couldn't ignore it. My boss fingered my wife right in front of me, I could see how pleasure was overtaking her. Emily knew exactly what she was doing, and she put all of her considerable skills into giving Gabriella pleasure. Soon, my wife was squirming and writhing in the other woman's lap, her legs trembling and tightening around the other woman's hand as though she never wanted to let go. At last, she tore her lips away from Emily's. I heard Gabriella's loud gasp, her tiny whimper of pleasure. I saw the wild tension in her body suddenly released, and heard her moan as she gave in to orgasm. Her fingers buried deep in my wife's pussy, Emily chuckled to herself as she made Gabriella come. It was all so easy for her. 
 
    "Stand up," Emily said softly, patting Gabriella's hip as she spoke. And steadily, my wife rose to her feet. Her skirt was bunched up around her thighs, her skin shining with the juices of orgasm, and her face flushed with pleasure. Behind her, Emily stood. As she made her way around the desk, I could see a patch of moisture shining on her skirt close to her hip. Emily walked toward me, grinning at what she was doing. As she stood in front of me, she pointed to the wetness on her skirt. 
 
    "Look at that," she said in a mocking tone. "Look at how easily I made your wife cum. That's how badly she wants me. Now, you know what you have to do, don't you? Lick it up." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emily." I didn't hesitate at our boss's commands any more than my wife did. I dropped to my knees. At once, I leaned forward, extending my tongue. The glossy feel of her warm latex skirt against my skin made my cock throb, and the familiar taste of my wife's pleasure only added to my excitement. Emily stood above me, a conquering queen in the full flood of power, as I debased myself for her pleasure. And soon, her latex skirt was shining with my saliva instead of my wife's juices. 
 
    "Okay," Emily said at last. Stepping away from me, she beckoned Gabriella over to us. Pulling down her skirt, Gabriella did as she was told. She hurried over to stand beside me, while Emily stepped away. Walking over to the desk, she picked up the bondage tape and carried it back over to us. 
 
    "Give me your arms," Emily said. And as always, Gabriella did exactly as she was told. Her breasts were thrust forward through her open shirt as she placed her hands behind her back. Emily taped her wrists together just as Gabriella had done to mine. Once Gabriella's arms were tied, Emily stepped out in front of us again. 
 
    "You should kneel too, slut," Emily said. Awkwardly, Gabriella sank to the floor. Her skirt and high heels made it difficult, but Emily was willing to wait. Finally, my wife was kneeling on the floor beside me, tied up just as I was. Tearing off a length of tape, Emily stepped forward and pressed it over my wife's mouth, gagging her. Then she did the same with me. Finally, she untied the tie from around my neck. Crouching on the floor in front of me, her latex skirt creaking with her movements, she tied one end around my cock and balls. I grunted against the tape over my mouth as she pulled it tight. Then, she tied the other end around Gabriella's neck. Now the two of us were leashed together, for reasons I couldn't even begin to try and guess. 
 
    “You two can just stay there for now,” Emily smiled. Rising to her feet, she strode back across her office toward her desk. Bending over its surface, she picked up her phone and pressed a few buttons. Smiling, she lifted the receiver to her cheek. 
 
    "Yeah, I'm ready," she said, her beautiful eyes staring across the room at my wife and I as she spoke to some unknown party. "You can come in now." 
 
    

  

 
   
    24. Watching The Alpha Couple 
 
      
 
    Beside me, I could hear my wife's breathing quicken. Gabriella was nervous. And even in my own helpless and humiliated state, my heart went out to her. That's how it was. It didn't matter how mean Gabriella treated me. In fact, the harder she was on me, the more I loved her. That was the dark magic of the games we were playing.  
 
    I was powerless to help her. And besides, I knew she didn't need any help. I knew that she wanted this in the same dark way I did. But unlike me, Gabriella had never been exposed like this. Her submissive tendencies were a secret only I and Emily were privy to. Now, that was about to change. Neither of us had any idea who Gabriella had just summoned to her office to see our disgrace. Tied and gagged, there was nothing we could do about it. We couldn't even complain. I couldn't even offer my wife any words of reassurance, even if I had had any to give her. All I could do was kneel and wait and try to somehow send encouraging thoughts to her through my own body language. To tell her it would all be okay, even though I had no way of knowing that that was true. 
 
    On the other hand, Emily seemed thrilled. After replacing the phone in its cradle, she stood at her desk, grinning at us. Her eyes were glowing in that way they did when she was up to something. I wondered how long she had been planning this. Maybe the idea had only occurred to her an hour before when she told us to wait before coming to see her. Or maybe she had had this idea for longer. But either way, her plans are all coming to fruition now. And she couldn't have been happier about it. 
 
    Finally, the door to her office swung open. Beside me, Gabriella gasped through the tape that kept her mouth shut as a man entered. I recognized him at once. Emily's lover, or one of them. The one she had had sex with right in front of me on that desk, to torment me with my own inadequacy. My heart burned with shame and anger. Not at what was about to happen to me, but what Emily plan to do with my wife. 
 
    "Hi," Emily said, her voice a soft purr that I remembered from the last time she had entertained this particular visitor. Moving across the office, she hurried toward her visitor. He took her in his arms, tall enough to tower over her even in her ludicrously high heels. She kissed him passionately, and he kissed her back. And beside me, I heard Gabriella groan. Perhaps I should've felt a faint sense of satisfaction to know that my wife was getting a taste of the teasing she so happily doled out to me. But I didn't feel that way. I felt sorry for her. To see her so desperate for something she couldn't have made my heart go out to her in a way I couldn't explain. Love is like that sometimes. 
 
    "What's going on here?" the tall man said. But he didn't seem disturbed by what he saw. After all, I knew from experience he had no problem having sex in front of an audience. What was one more spectator? 
 
    "Oh, you know," Emily giggled girlishly. "Hard at work. Training my employees to serve me better. You've already met Hunter. That whore over there is his wife. She's my slutty assistant, and I'm training her to be my sex pet." Emily spoke the words calmly, as though there were nothing more normal in the world. But my heart convulsed with anger. And the anger only intensified as the tall man turned to look my wife up and down, his eyes traveling over her exposed body, her breasts trembling as she panted in her push-up bra, her skirt tight around her thighs as she kneeled. 
 
    "She's hot," he said, and I winced as though struck by a blow 
 
    . 
 
    "Hey, you're not here for her," Emily said. Reaching up, she placed her hands on the tall man's cheeks and turned his head back toward her. "You're here for me." Gabriella sighed softly as the two of them kissed again. They really did make a spectacular-looking couple. Even I had to gradually admit that from the depths of my total shame. Even though it only made the humiliation that much more intense. 
 
    Breaking their kiss, Emily took the man by the hand and led him over toward her desk. Sweeping aside a few items that lay on top, she turned back to him. She lifted his shirt over his head, exposing his muscular torso. In response, he tugged at the laces of her leather top and pulled it off her. Their movements grew increasingly frantic as they shed their clothes. The tall man's pants dropped to the floor, and I watched as Emily gripped his hardening cock through his boxer shorts. Meanwhile, he was struggling with her tight latex skirt. It took both their efforts to pull the clinging rubber down over my boss's hips, the rubber garment sliding at last to the floor as Emily kicked it carelesly aside. She wore nothing underneath. The skirt was too tight to allow her to wear any panties, and besides, she liked it that way. She liked being naked underneath and feeling her pussy dampen through the day at the feel of the restrictive skirt.  
 
    But all that was forgotten now. The tall man unhooked Emily's bra and slid it off her arms while they still kissed, and her full breasts bounced as she moved. Holding her by the hips, he picked her up and placed her on the edge of her desk. Meanwhile, Emily lifted one foot and hooked her high heel under the waistband of his underwear. In one smooth motion, she pushed it down to the ground, and his cock sprang out, hard and ready for her. 
 
    I cringed. Beside me, my wife was watching intently over the black tape that covered her mouth. She wasn't looking at me at all. Instead, she was watching the scene of the beautiful couple in front of her as they made love. 
 
    Emily took the man's cock in her hand. He grunted in pleasure as she tugged on it, her hunger showing in every frantic movement of her body. She guided it inside herself, her free hand wrapped around his shoulders for support, her eyes rolling in her head at the pleasure that overwhelmed her. Still clutching at his body, Emily lay back on the desk. And the tall man hunched over her, holding her hips, the muscles of his thighs and buttocks tensing as he began to fuck her. 
 
    Emily howled in pleasure. Perhaps it was partly an act for our benefit, but I didn't doubt that she was genuinely in the throes of bliss. She had said herself how much better sex was when she forced someone to watch. And now, it wasn't just me. Both Gabriella and I were forced to watch, our own desire running wild as we witnessed the pleasure of this Alpha couple. All I wanted was to fuck, and I couldn't decide if it was my wife or my boss that I wanted more.  
 
    Not that it mattered. It was obvious I couldn't have either. And having my wife beside me, her swelling breasts in my peripheral vision, her heavy breathing tormenting me, her neck tied to my manhood by the tie between us, only made everything so much worse. Close enough to touch, but so far away she may as well have been on the moon. With the tape over our mouths, we couldn't even kiss one another. We couldn't do anything. That was Emily's genius, to make us totally helpless and incapable of doing anything except what she wanted. And all she wanted from us was our attention, our frustration, and our deep shame. She was getting all of it. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Emily screamed in pleasure, arching her back as she lay on the desk, her eyes tightly closed. The tall man grunted as he thrust his cock deep inside her, bottoming out in her while her high heels drummed on the desk. I watched her wrap her legs around his hips, pulling him in, as though she wanted to take him even deeper than their bodies would allow. As though she wanted to be filled with him completely, overwhelmed by him and the pleasure he was giving her. As though nothing mattered more to her than the feel of his cock inside her. For a woman who got so much joy out of having sex with my wife, Emily was taking the man's cock like a pro. Like she had never felt anything more satisfying and intense in her life. And my own cock ached with sympathetic desire, trapped in humiliating panties and completely rejected by both her and my wife. 
 
    As I looked over at Gabriella again, my mind swirled. What was she thinking? Since the man entered the room, she had looked at me once. Who was my wife more jealous of, Emily or the man who got to fuck her? Did she want this handsome stranger's cock inside her? The thought made me shiver with jealous hatred. I could take a lot, and over the course of our new adventures, I had had to. Jealousy was a tool for Emily, something she loved to play with and use against me. Watching her and Gabriella play together was a one-way ticket to deep humiliation, but it also excited me more than I would ever have believed possible. But the thought of her wanting another man was different. Still humiliating. Still almost unbearably intense. But far more scary. Far more dangerous.  
 
    And yet, as my cock surged and raged, I was forced to admit the most humiliating thing of all. There was some excitement in the idea too. 
 
    Emily came. Right there in front of us, she achieved orgasm. Her cries of bliss filled the room, and her beautiful body convulsed with the stranger's cock buried inside her. She screamed her passion at the ceiling, holding nothing back, leaving us no doubt how she felt about everything that was happening.  
 
    The man grunted and groaned as he felt her tight pussy spasm around his plunging cock. Still, he held out. Just as I knew he would. Emily might have selected the guy for his looks, but she kept him around for his stamina. That, and his obvious exhibitionism. He was the perfect partner for what she wanted, a dependable sex machine she could use to torment me and now my wife as well. You could say that Emily used people, and it was true. But she used them in such a way that they were happy to be used. As I watched this man fucking her right through her orgasm, I knew he wouldn't have any complaints. 
 
    Emily gasped and moaned. She shuddered as her pleasure peaked, leaving her breathless and exhausted as she sprawled on her desk. But I knew that one orgasm would never be enough for Emily. And clearly, her lover knew that too. After a brief pause, a kind of cooling-off period where he bent over and kissed her again, letting her body slowly relax, the man straightened up and picked up his task again. Soon, Emily was screaming again. His cock pumped in and out of her, driving her wild with passion and pleasure all over again. 
 
    How long could they keep this up? From experience, I knew it was a long time. When Emily decided to put on a show, that was exactly what she did. And the tall man had incredible stamina. As they kept fucking, I felt Gabriella move beside me. Still looking at them, she shuffled toward me on her knees. Almost as though she was unconscious of what she was doing. And soon, her shoulders were against mine, her body in contact with me. And even though the feel of her warm curves against me only added to my torment, I welcomed it. I wanted to touch her too, with my hands and with my mouth and with my cock. But if all of that was forbidden, I would take what I could get. 
 
    I could feel Gabriella's rapid breathing as she kneeled beside me. I could feel the incredible tension in her body. Another spasm of desire passed through me as I thought about how Emily had fingered her while she sat in our boss's lap, and I wondered how wet my wife's pussy was now. It was probably streaming inside that tight red skirt. It was probably trembling and spasming at the thought of what it was missing out on. And my cock spasmed too at the exciting thought. So close and yet so far away.  
 
    When you've been married a long time, you can't help but take each other for granted. You get used to having easy access to one another's bodies. And although I never forgot just how beautiful Gabriella was, over the years I had gotten used to being able to have sex with her more or less whenever I wanted. Those days were over. And finding myself now restricted in what I could do with my wife and when made her more desirable than ever to me. That was the dark magic of the situation Gabriella had created and Emily had now taken over completely. 
 
    "Oh fuck, I'm going to come!" Emily cried out in a voice that came from deep in her throat, hoarse with pleasure. Once again, her body strained and spasmed. Once again, my wife and I watched the power of her pleasure as it swept through her, leaving her gasping and trembling with its unignorable force. Once again, Emily came all over the stranger's cock, her beautiful body dissolving in an explosion of desire as she gasped and moaned. 
 
    Still, the tall man resisted. Groaning low, he rode the waves of her pleasure, and my cock ached as I thought of how it must feel to have Emily's pussy trembling around his shaft. The feeling I was forbidden by my cruel wife and dominant boss, a prize I was deemed unworthy of. But as the smell of their sex flooded the office, I could imagine all too well how it must feel. And the desire pushed away everything else until it was all I could think about, lust obsessing me to the point of madness just the way Emily wanted it to. 
 
    Emily sighed as her pleasure peaked and receded. The man was still inside her, sliding his cock in and out. As she opened her eyes, she turned her head to look at me and my wife, her blonde ponytail trailing across the desk behind her. Her eyes were glassy, her skin flushed pink with outrageous pleasure. And as she looked at us, another long moan escaped from her smiling mouth. As though the sight of us, bound and humiliated, made her pleasure bloom. As though our captivity was a perfect accompaniment to her sadistic sex. 
 
    "Come over here, slut," Emily said in a voice that dripped with desire. At once, my wife began to inch forward on her knees. Her tight skirt meant it took a long time for her to move across the office, but she kept doing it. With the tie around Gabriella's neck and my balls, I had no choice but to go with her. Pathetically, we shuffled along, slowly approaching our mistress while she laughed at us. And her lover kept sliding his cock in and out of her all the while, keeping her pleasure burning brightly while we hesitantly approached. 
 
    Once we had reached the edge of the desk, Emily turned her eyes to her lover. Her moans and cries were even louder now that we were up close. The smell of their pleasure was even stronger, even more intoxicating. I could hear every thrust of his cock sliding in and out of her beautiful body, fueling my jealous rage every time. And seeing my wife gaze with rapture up at our boss as she watched her have sex with perhaps the most humiliating experience in a long list of disgraceful ordeals I had been through. But that was the point. 
 
    “Are you close, baby?” Emily asked. 
 
    The man nodded. Still thrusting away inside my boss, he seemed incapable of speech. As though it took every ounce of his concentration to keep himself from orgasm. I knew the feeling, even if I couldn't say I had ever fucked a woman quite the way he was fucking Emily. 
 
    "Pull out," Emily said at once, her voice breathless as she spoke. Pushing herself up on the desk with her arms, she scrambled away from her lover. As his shining cock slid easily out of her dripping pussy, he looked confused. But Emily didn't keep him guessing for long. Swinging her legs over the edge of the desk, she rose clumsily to her feet. I watched her take his cock in her hand. My heart rose into my throat, my breathing temporarily stopped as Emily guided her lover over toward my wife. 
 
    "I want you to give this bitch a facial," Emily said, her eyes wide with sadistic glee as she spoke. And even though her lover gasped in surprise, he didn't protest. Emily's hand slid easily up and down his shaft, gripping and squeezing, tugging on the cock that had just been inside her as she brandished it right in front of Gabriella's face. And Gabriella simply looked up at the two of them with wide eyes, waiting meekly for her fate. 
 
    The man groaned. Emily howled in wild triumph as his cock exploded in her hand. Carefully, she guided it so that spurts of his hot cum splattered all over my wife's pretty face. Beside her, I trembled in rage and helpless despair. Gabriella closed her eyes, wincing as the hot explosion of another man's semen coated her beautiful face. Emily's lover grunted and sighed, and I quivered with humiliation as I kneeled beside my wife, powerless to save her from this bitter humiliation. 
 
    Emily giggled as she released her hold on his softening cock, patting it affectionately as the last few drops dripped from his tip to the office floor. It seemed she couldn't be happier with the way things had gone. She had gotten everything she wanted. But I knew Emily too well to think that would be the end of the story. For all the pleasure she had had, her shining eyes still seem to want more. For a woman like Emily, maybe nothing could ever be enough. 
 
    "Your wife looks so cute with another man's cum on her face," Emily said to me. Her lover laughed, and she laughed with him. Unable to speak, I just gazed up at them, feeling a mix of powerful emotions unlike any I felt before. And beside me, Gabriella did the same thing. The seed of another man shone on his skin, sliding slowly over the black tape that covered her mouth. For all the rage and humiliation it gave me, I couldn't deny the erotic appeal of what I was seeing. My wife, disgraced and used. The dominant woman who made me a slave in the bedroom reduced to this, a panting and needy slut for another woman's pleasure. It was intoxicating. 
 
    “Ready for round two, babe?” Emily asked, turning her bright-eyed face to her partner. 
 
    “Not just yet,” the man said with a laugh. “I’ll need a couple of minutes.” 
 
    "See, that's why I need girls to play with as well as men," Emily said. "Sluts like this one are always ready to go. Isn't that right, Gabriella?" 
 
    Gabriella paused. With the stranger's cum shining on her face, she stared up at Emily as though she wanted to resist. As though she wanted to defy our mistress. But she just couldn't. Slowly, she nodded, and Emily cackled in triumph as she reached out and grabbed a fistful of my wife's hair. 
 
    "Then come over here and fluff your mistress," Emily ordered. "Eat my pussy and see what real sex tastes like. Because I know your pathetic husband isn't giving you any." Sitting down on the edge of the desk, Emily reached forward and peeled the tape off Gabriella's mouth. I heard my wife sucking in air, panting as her lips were suddenly freed. But Emily hadn't taken off the tape to let Gabriella talk. Instead, she had other uses for her mouth. Using her grip on Gabriella's long hair, she pulled my wife's head between her legs, spreading them wide as she sat above her on the desk. I had no choice but to shuffle closer too, tied to my wife by the tie. Close as I was, I had a front-row seat as my wife ran her tongue over our boss's pussy. Her eagerness to please was obvious in every line of her shining face as she looked up at Emily, maintaining deep eye contact while she joyfully ate the other woman's pussy. I winced at the thought of what she was tasting, but Gabriella seemed delighted. She ate Emily's pussy as though there were nothing more delicious in the world, and as Emily sighed in pleasure, I listened to the wet sound of my wife orally servicing her and wondered if the humiliation would ever end. I wondered if I ever wanted it to. 
 
    "You," Emily suddenly snapped, turning her shining eyes on me. "You can help her. Get over here and help your wife make me cum." Behind me, slumped in one of the chairs in front of Emily's desk, I heard the tall man chuckle in disbelief. But I paid him no attention. Reaching forward, Emily tore the tape off my mouth. She spread her thighs even wider, and I placed my head between them. Gabriella's hair tickled my cheeks. Her mouth was covering Emily's pussy, so I contented myself with kissing the dominant woman's thighs, licking up the juices and inhaling the smell of her sex that haunted me. 
 
    "That's it," Emily groaned above us. "Two married slaves eating my pussy. That's how it should be. Go on, kiss your husband. I want him to taste the sex he can't have on your tongue." 
 
    Without hesitation, Gabriella turned her face toward me. In the close quarters between Emily's thighs, we kissed. Her tongue slid over mine, and mine over hers, tasting Emily's pussy as our lips moved wetly against each other. Lifting my mouth from hers, I turned to run my tongue over Emily's pussy, scooping up some of her juices myself. And above us, Emily sobbed in pleasure as she felt two tongues working on her sensitive lips, eagerly lapping up her juices and worshiping her sex while she sat in triumph above us. 
 
    Just like that, we served her. Licking her out and occasionally making out between her legs. Soon, Emily was moaning in pleasure. She sat on her desk with one hand on the back of my head and one on the back of Gabriella's, her eyes closed as she luxuriated in the feeling of being eaten out by both of us at once. Ignored, my cock raged and throbbed inside the panties that contained it, the whole scene wilder than anything I could ever have imagined experiencing. But that was the gift these women had, for making me do the unthinkable. For working me up to a fever pitch of desire way even the most outrageous ideas seem, if not normal, then at least possible. 
 
    And while Emily howled and moaned above us, the show we put on did its job. I heard the chair behind me creak as the tall man stood. Evidently, what he was watching had the desired effect. Between Emily's legs, I couldn't see him. But I could hear his heavy footsteps as he rose from the chair and made his way toward us. 
 
    Emily saw him coming. Lifting her hands from our heads, she roughly shoved both me and Emily away. Our services were no longer required now something better had come along. My wife and I shuffled back on our knees as best we could, still tied together by the tie around her neck and my genitals. And as we made room, the tall man stepped between Emily's spread legs. She had eyes only for him as she draped her arms around his neck, smiling in delight. His cock was hard and stiff again, and our boss moaned as he slid it inside her, once again filling the pussy we could still taste on our mouths. 
 
    "This is amazing," Gabriella said. She didn't look at me as she spoke, her eyes still locked onto our boss and her lover. She whispered, keeping her voice low while Emily's cries of pleasure began to fill the office again. If our boss noticed us talking, she gave no sign of it. She was wrapped up in her own pleasure now, oblivious to what was going on with us. 
 
    “This is fucked up,” I answered. Finally, Gabriella turned to me. Her copper eyes were glowing with delight as she smiled. 
 
    "You didn't like seeing another guy cum on your wife's face?" she asked. 
 
    "Not really," I said. Gabriella's smile only deepened.  
 
    "Liar," she said. "Anyway, I thought it was hot. I mean, it's not really cheating if Emily makes me do it, is it? You know I don't want anyone else. Except her, and you. But the way she uses us is just too fucking hot." 
 
    I didn't reply. There was nothing to say. After all, Gabriella was right. As much as it pained me to admit it, as much as it terrified me to think about, watching her used by Emily was absolutely intoxicating. Yet another scene I knew I would never be able to forget. Sometimes, it seemed Gabriella knew me better than I did. Certainly, she seemed to have a better handle on the dark aspects of my desires than I did. 
 
    "She's so sexy when she takes control," Gabriella whispered, her eyes once again on our boss and her lover as they fucked in front of us. "But don't think that lets you off the hook. I might be her sex pet, but I'm still your mistress." 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    She smiled back. Turning her face toward me, my wife pressed her lips to mine. Right there, bound and on our knees in Emily’s office, we made out while the air around us rang with Emily’s screams of frustrating pleasure. 
 
    

  

 
  
   
   
    25. Teased By Gabriella 
 
    I was already awake when Gabriella woke up. Awake, and wild with desire. That happens a lot. Now that my life has become something out of a dirty movie, I find myself in a near-constant state of sexual arousal. Gabriella and Emily certainly did their best to keep me that way. Between their sexy outfits, the constant teasing, and the occasional display of outrageous sexual dominants, the two of them had taken over my mind completely. And although I got to release quite often, it was ultimately at the discretion of one or both of them.  
 
    That thought alone was enough to drive me crazy with lust. Enough to have me waking up through the night and early in the morning, desperate for sex. And as Gabriella knew, as I knew just as well, that was what gave her such outrageous power. 
 
    So when my wife’s breathing changed and she rolled over in the bed toward me, I felt a mixture of nervousness and excitement that was becoming ever more familiar to me. The truth was, I never knew what she was going to do lately. My wife was becoming increasingly unpredictable as she got more comfortable in her dominant role. And she and Emily seem to encourage one another. Almost as though they were competing to see who could be the more demanding dominatrix. I had to admit, if only to myself, that the way they alternated their power thrilled me.  
 
    Emily was firmly in charge at work, and my wife seemed more than happy to submit to the other woman. But at home, we were in Gabriella’s domain. And no matter where we were, one or the other of them was always in charge. That was a given. Whether at work or at home, I never got any break from submitting to them. I never wanted any. Seeing these different sides of my wife, the demanding dominatrix and the submissive slut, was making me fall more deeply in love with her than ever. I wanted her so badly I could barely breathe when I thought about her. She’s always been sexy, but lately, Gabriella had transformed into something else entirely. My own personal porn star. And Emily’s, too, I reflected. As Gabriella opened her eyes and a slow smile spread across her face, my cock was already raging underneath the blanket. 
 
    “Good morning,” she said in a voice still thick with sleep. 
 
    “Morning,” I replied with a smile. Leaning forward, I kissed her lightly, wary of morning breath but unable to resist the temptation. Gabriella’s smile deepened at the kiss, at the reminder of my ever –deepening love for her. Strange to think that after all this time together, we were still learning about each other. But that was what kept our relationship strong. We were both changing through time, but our changes were bringing us closer together. A year ago, I don’t think either of us would ever have imagined what we were doing now. But despite the regular frustration and humiliation I felt, I knew I had never been so sexually fulfilled in my life. 
 
    “Did you have naughty dreams?” I sighed as I felt Gabriella’s hand moving under the blanket, closing at once around my cock. Another side effect of this new lifestyle. Gabriella’s sex drive was through the roof these days. If forced to determine who was hornier out of her or me, I would’ve struggled to give an answer.  
 
    Then again, I reflected, why shouldn’t she constantly want sex? These days, our sex was all about her. Devoted to giving her exactly what she wanted, exactly how she wanted it. Why wouldn’t she want to all the time? Sometimes, I almost cursed myself for not figuring out sooner what was remarkably obvious in hindsight. When I made sex all about my wife, I got a lot more of it. And the more readily I served her, the more her sexual confidence grew. Plus, being with Emily did wonders for Gabriella. After all, she knew how badly I desired her. But to be desired by my beautiful boss seemed to have reminded Gabriella just how irresistible she was. 
 
    “Always,” I said, and Gabriella chuckled. I was wearing panties as usual, and Gabriella’s hand gripped me through the fabric, stroking my cock and expertly working me up into a state of frothing desire. She was good at what she did. These teases; these little caresses. All that, and her beautiful face, smiling happily at me in the light of the morning. It was enough to turn anyone’s head, and I felt almost dizzy with desire as Gabriella leaned close to me. 
 
    “That’s good,” she said softly. “I like you like this, all horny and needy. Maybe I’ll let you fuck me today. Maybe not. Maybe I’ll just tease you and drive you crazy. We’ll see how the day goes, I guess.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I panted. Gabriella laughed out loud at my use of her self-appointed title, the humiliating term of respect she insisted I use when talking to her. I could virtually see the light in her eyes as I said it, the rising sense of power that grew inside her while I watched. 
 
    “Are you thinking about fucking me right now?” Gabrielle asked. “Or are you thinking about Emily?” 
 
    “You, Ama Gabriella,” I answered truthfully. 
 
    “Emily’s so sexy though, isn’t she?” Gabriella said. Her hand never stopped moving on my cock as she spoke. “That was so hot last week when she made us watch her fuck that guy. She’s incredible.” 
 
    “She really is,” I agreed. I was getting short of breath as pleasure grew inside me. And Gabriella’s words weren’t helping. It’s not as though I’d forgotten what Emily had made us watch and how she had made us participate in her own sexual pleasure. But being reminded of it, being reminded how much it excited my wife to be used like that, was pouring gasoline on the flames of my desire. 
 
    “I can’t believe she made you watch another guy cum on my face. How did that feel? To watch another man spurt his hot load all over your wife’s slutty face?” 
 
    “Incredibly sexy, Ama Gabriella,” I said as she laughed again. And of course, it was. One of the more humiliating experiences in a life already full of such things. Gabriella was right. With another man’s semen dripping off her pretty face, she had looked like an absolute slut. And I didn’t try to analyze too closely why that fact made me feel the way it did. Seeing her like that, degraded and used for the sexual pleasure of others, had been one of the most powerfully erotic spectacles of my entire life. An image I knew would haunt me forever. It was still haunting me now as Gabriella talked about it, her hands still moving on my shaft as she relived that wild moment. 
 
    “I don’t know what it is about Emily,” Gabriella said. “She just has that hold on you, you know? Well, who am I telling? I know you know. She just has that sexy dominant aura about her that makes you want to do whatever she says.” 
 
    “True,” I said. “Then again, you’re not exactly a slouch in that department yourself, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    Gabriella laughed again. Her obvious joy was evident in her voice, and it made my heart sing. 
 
    “I remember when you dominated her here,” I went on. “God, that was fucking hot. Emily’s a powerful, sexy woman, but you made her into your little slut.” 
 
    “And then she returned the favor at the office,” Gabriella said, her eyes shining as she spoke. 
 
    “Yes she did,” I panted. 
 
    “I have to tell you, I love being her assistant,” Gabriella said. “I love being used by my sexy boss. It’s like a classic workplace fantasy, except with a girl instead of a guy. I love dressing up all sexy for her, and I love knowing she’s watching me while I’m strutting around the office, teasing her, trying to get her to fuck me. We should’ve done this years ago.” 
 
    “Well, we’re doing it now,” I said. “That’s something.” 
 
    Abruptly, Gabriella lifted her hand off my shaft. I cried out in frustration and disappointment, and as I might’ve predicted, that only made her smile more. 
 
    “I don’t think I want you to cum right now,” Gabriella said. “You know you need to earn your orgasms now. And you can do that by serving me. You know the rules. Do as you’re told, and maybe you’ll get a reward.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” I did know the rules. Those were more than clear. And whether I was at work or home, the cardinal rule was I had to do what the ladies said. 
 
    “Well, I need to shower. You’re going to help me.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” Pushing back the blanket, I all but jumped out of bed. Smiling, Gabriella rose too. She had slept in a T-shirt and panties, and as she walked toward the bathroom, she shed them, dropping them carelessly to the floor. Following behind her, I picked them up like a good little servant. As I lifted her panties, the thin fabric still warm with the heat of her body, my hand trembled slightly. My cock was raging inside my underwear, hovering just at the point of orgasm. Gabriella had gotten very skilled at giving me what I wanted without ever letting me have everything I needed. Keeping me in that state of trembling submission where I would do absolutely anything for her.  
 
    And now another day was starting, full of domination and submission and the promise of sex. As my wife walk naked into the bathroom and I humbly followed, my heart beat rapidly with hope for what was to come. 
 
    Gabriella turned on the water and waited a few minutes for it to heat up. While the water tumbled in the shower, she turned to me. 
 
    “Take those panties off,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” Reaching for the girlish underwear I wore, I pulled it quickly down. My cock sprang out, hard and throbbing in front of my wife as she took in the view. Wearing panties had become a regular occurrence for me, but it still embarrassed me whenever my wife drew attention to it. Which was often. She got off on it, enjoying the power she had to inflict embarrassment on her husband. Another reminder of her total authority. 
 
    “Now, put those other ones on,” she ordered. “The ones I just took off.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said uncertainly. It would hardly be the first time my wife had made me wear her panties. For a while, when she first started humiliating like that, that was all I wore. Recently, she had made me buy some pairs of my own. Now, for whatever reason, she wanted me back in her discarded underwear. I knew better than to question.  
 
    Setting aside her T-shirt and my own underwear, I stepped into her purple panties and pulled them up my thighs. Gabriella smiled as she watched, grinning as I tried to awkwardly tuck my throbbing cock into the fabric. Her underwear was smaller than mine, and the fit was uncomfortably tight. Which was probably the whole point, I reflected. 
 
    “You look ridiculous,” she giggled. 
 
    “I know, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    Without another word, Gabriella turned. She stepped under the running water of the shower, and I watched it slide over her skin, shining and glowing as it flowed along the curves of her body. Her dark hair grew wet and slick against her scalp, curling in hooked strands around her shoulders. Reaching up, she ran her hands through it, her brown eyes still on me, the smile still on her lips. Then, letting her hands fall, she beckoned me inside. 
 
    Still wearing her panties, I stepped into the shower. I felt the warmth of the water against my skin, my wife’s underwear growing wet on my body as I stood close to her. I reached out for her, and Gabriella smiled as she indulged me, letting me place my hands on her hips and pull her beautiful body toward me. Through the wet panties, my cock pressed against her body. Her big breasts heaved and bounced as she bent at the waist, reaching down to pick up a bottle of soap from a low shelf in the shower. 
 
    “Soap me up, panty boy,” she said. “I want you to wash me thoroughly. And don’t get any ideas. If you cum now, it will be the last time you do for a very long time.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” My wife spoke her threat with a smile. But I in no way doubted her seriousness. Few things were more foolish than underestimating Gabriella, especially when she was in this dominant mood. So I did as I was told, squirting soap into my hands and rubbing it into a lather before applying it to her gorgeous body. Her skin shone, unbelievably soft and smooth under my hands, and I was trembling with desire as I touched her. Just as she wanted. Standing up straight, Gabriella stood and watched me, letting me caress her from her shoulders on down. By the time my hands reached her gorgeous breasts, I was all but groaning with frustration. Her erect nipples rose through the soapsuds that slid down over her tan skin, and I felt my mouth watering as I longed to take them between my lips.  
 
    But instead, I kept on washing, my hands sinking ever further down. Over her flat stomach. Over her broad hips, circling around to cup her firm ass while I tried not to groan with lust. Then, slowly, my hands circled back around to her front. She watched me, her eyes flickering over my face, her lips slightly parted in a sly smile as I began to clean her pussy. I was slow and gentle, and my cock raged in the -soaked panties I wore at the feel of her lips against my fingers.  
 
    Soon, cleaning became caressing. Soon, my movements grew bolder, and Gabriella sighed as she felt me slide a finger inside her. Then another. Still, she did nothing. The only movement she made was to raise her arms and drape them around my neck, still smiling at me with that maddening smile as I pleasured her. 
 
    So I carried on. My fingers slid deep inside her, and my efforts were rewarded with a low moan of pleasure that escaped her parted lips. Leaning forward, she lay her head on my shoulder, her wet hair clinging to my skin as readily as it did to hers. I could feel her breathing quicken as I continued to finger her, and I picked up the pace too. As I did, I curled my free arm around her waist, holding her close to me. Now, she was pressing her body against mine, hungry for the physical sensations I was giving her. It wasn’t often these days that I felt I had any kind of power, but for once, I was in control. At least a little. Although standing there fingering her while wearing her wet panties didn’t exactly make me feel like a boss. 
 
    Gabriella gasped. I felt her pussy tightened around my fingers, and I knew what was coming. She moaned in wild pleasure as her orgasm took her, shouts of bliss ringing out in the shower cubicle and tormenting me with the wild abandon of relief that she was permitted and I, for now, was not. But after all, those were the rules. And even in the depths of my frustration, I knew I wanted it that way. 
 
    Her climax came and went. Gabriella clung to me as the water cascaded over us both, her breathing ragged and shallow for a while as she recovered herself. Her head rested on my shoulder as she clung to me tightly, her body trembling with the aftershocks of bliss as she recovered. I heard her whimper as I slid my fingers out of her, her dripping juices mingling with the warm water of the shower as we embraced.  
 
    Then, finally, she lifted her head from my shoulder. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure as she smiled up at me. 
 
    “Good job, baby,” she said. “Making your mistress cum is one of your most important jobs, and I’m glad to see you haven’t forgotten how. I mean, you know Emily. That woman can make me cum just by smiling at me. But in her absence, you’ll have to do.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said, speaking past the lump in my throat. I knew my wife said these things just to tease me. Or so I hoped. Then again, I had seen her with Emily. I had seen how much she enjoyed her adventures with my sexy boss. There was no denying that Emily gave Gabriella something I never could. And that knowledge both tormented and titillated me as I stood panting in the shower before my wife. 
 
    “Are you going to cum?” Gabriella asked quietly, her eyes studying my face as she spoke. 
 
    “I want to, Ama Gabriella,” I said, as Gabriella giggled again. 
 
    “I know you want to,” Gabriella giggled. “I’m asking if you think you’re going to be able to control yourself?” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I sighed. Inside her tight wet panties, my cock was throbbing with outrageous lust. But without physical contact, I knew, an orgasm wasn’t going to happen. I needed to touch myself, or better, to have her touch me. But neither seemed likely. For now, I wasn’t going to be permitted that particular blessing. As so often before, I knew I was going to have to wait. Wait, and hope that my humble service would be enough to earn me what I so desperately desired. 
 
    “Good,” Gabriella said with a satisfied smile. “You still haven’t earned an orgasm. Now, you can wash my hair.” 
 
    Gabriella turned. She stood with her back to me now, and I groaned as I felt her round ass pressing against me, pressing my teased cock back against my body. Gabriella chuckled gleefully as she wiggled her hips from side to side, increasing my torment with every move of her body. She was having a great time.  
 
    Meanwhile, I picked up the shampoo and squirted some into my hands. Carefully, I ran my fingers through my wife’s tangled hair, massaging her scalp while she sighed in pleasure. One of those oddly intimate moments that happened so often when we played like this. A moment when we seemed less like mistress and slave and more like wife and husband. Even if her world was still law. Even if I still didn’t dare to do anything without her permission. 
 
    Washing Gabriella’s hair took some time. I was careful not to pull on it and hurt her. And after the shampoo, she required conditioner. Still, I didn’t complain. I didn’t dare. I did what she wanted and hoped her good mood would translate into what I so desperately needed. 
 
    Once I’d finally rinsed all the product out of her hair, Gabriella stepped out of the shower. Switching off the water, I followed. Her purple panties hung heavily from my hips, drooping with all the water they contained. My cock stood out above them, twitching with desire as I watched her. 
 
    “I don’t need you for this next part,” Gabriella said, looking me up and down. “If I send you away, you’re going to touch yourself, aren’t you?” 
 
    “No, Ama Gabriella,” I said. 
 
    “I find that hard to believe. Look how fucking horny you are.” Reaching out toward me, Gabriella lightly tapped my cock with the back of her hand, making my shaft sway from side to side. She giggled as I groaned, delighted with my state of desperate arousal. 
 
    “Wait here.” Stepping past me, Gabriella walked out of the bathroom. I waited, not sure what to expect as I listened to her make her way to our bedroom. In a matter of moments, she returned. My heart fluttered as I saw she had a pair of handcuffs in her hand. One of many we had acquired in the last little while, along with various toys and restraints Gabriella used to increase my submission to her. Resigned, I expected her to lock my hands behind me. Once again, Gabriella surprised me. Stepping around in front of me, she locked one bracelet of the handcuffs quickly around the base of my cock and my balls. Before I had time to say a word, she locked the other bracelet onto the handle of one of the drawers of the bathroom vanity unit. Just like that, I was locked in place, the handcuffs tight around my most sensitive organs while Gabriella stood in front of the mirror. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “You’ll just have to stay here while I do my makeup. Then I’ll decide what to do with you afterward.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” There wasn’t anything else to say. My arms were still free, but the handcuffs were locked, and only the correct key could release them. Ignoring me for a moment, Gabriella turned back to the mirror, her hands moving with practiced ease over her extensive makeup collection. With nothing else to do, I had no choice but to watch as she beautified herself. 
 
    “You know, I should teach you to do this for me,” Gabriella said at one point, her eyes on the mirror as she outlined her lips. “Another way you can serve me.” 
 
    “If you like, Ama Gabriella,” I said as submissively as I could. 
 
    “Maybe some other time.” 
 
    Gabriel continued applying her makeup in silence. By the time she was done, her brown eyes glowed like polished copper, and her lips looked fuller and more kissable than ever. Her dried hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, and as always, my wife looked absolutely ravishing. All the while, my cock had not softened even a little, still raging in throbbing in captivity, straining against the cruel steel cuff locked onto its base. 
 
    Smiling again, Gabriella stepped past me. I watched her go, still completely naked, sauntering from the bathroom to the bedroom. When she returned, she had both the key to the handcuffs and her cell phone in her hand. I waited as she stood in front of me, staring down at the screen of her phone as her thumb slid across it. 
 
    “I just got an email from Emily,” she said, still looking at the screen. “She wants me to go with her on a business trip.” 
 
    “Really? When?” 
 
    “Tomorrow,” Gabriel said. 
 
    “That’s kind of short notice.” 
 
    When Gabriella raised her eyes from her phone at last, I saw the wild look in her eyes, the sly smile on her face, and I already knew how she would answer our boss. My cock raged and throbbed at the thought of what this trip might mean for the two of them. Their attraction to each other was undeniable, and Emily’s kinky imagination was unparalleled. I had no doubt that she hadn’t invited Gabriella on this trip for any business reason. Most likely, the two of them would spend much of the time having sex without me. 
 
    “Well, honey, you know how it is,” Gabriel said. She leaned forward, and I groaned as she wrapped her hand around my cock once again. “What Emily wants, Emily gets. I wonder what she’s going to do with me once she has me all alone in a hotel somewhere?” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned as Gabriella chuckled. 
 
    “I know, right?” she said. “Isn’t it sexy thinking about your slutty wife being used for sex by her beautiful boss? Does that get your motor running?” 
 
    “You know it does, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know. Me too. It’s fucking sexy.” 
 
    As she spoke, Gabriella slid the key of the handcuffs into the bracelet locked onto the vanity unit. The lock clicked, and the bracelet sprang open. I felt only a mild sense of shock as I watched her lock the open bracelet around her own wrist, attaching her arm to my cock and balls. It was just the kind of thing she liked to do. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” she said with a gleeful smirk. “You know Emily’s going to want me to look sexy for this trip. And I know how you like me to look sexy. You like it when other people look at me and want to fuck me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    “Good. Because I like it too. So I’m going to let you choose what I pack to bring with me. I’ll let you pick what I’m going to wear, subject to my final approval. But it needs to be sexy. That’s the main requirement. And if you do a good job packing for my sexy adventure, who knows? I might even let you fuck me.” 
 
    “Yes please, Ama Gabriella,” I moaned. Gabriella laughed as I reached out toward her, running my hands over her hips, over her ass, unable to keep myself from touching her. Then she turned, her phone still in one hand and the other locked onto my manhood. 
 
    “Come on, then,” she said as she started forward. I hurried behind her, forced to stay close to her by the short length of chain between her wrist and my cock. “Let’s go pick me some things to wear.” 
 
    Once we were back inside the bedroom, Gabriella unlocked the cuffs from both her wrist and my genitals. Still completely naked, she climbed onto the bed with her phone in her hand. Her eyes glowed as she looked at me. 
 
    “Start choosing stuff and put it on the bed so I can say yes or no,” she said. “Remember, sexy stuff.” 
 
    “I remember, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    Gabriella just chuckled under her breath as I turned to her closet. I was still naked, my cock throbbing and raging in front of me as I sorted through her clothes. Over on the bed, Gabriella ignored me for the moment, instead typing something out on her phone. I wondered if she was talking to Emily, and felt another surge of arousal in the pit of my stomach. But it wasn’t my place to ask questions. Instead, I began selecting outfits to tease and tempt our beautiful boss. 
 
    The truth was, most of Gabriella’s clothes were sexy these days. She knew what Emily liked, and what I liked, and what looked good on her. And her growing sexual confidence meant she enjoyed dressing in a way to flaunt her body. Over the last little while, she had replaced most of her regular clothes with a selection of garments that were either mouthwateringly tight or featured plunging necklines and high hems. It wasn’t hard to put together a selection of provocative outfits. 
 
    Raising her head from the screen of her phone at last, Gabriella’s eyes moved over the clothes I had selected. A smile broke across her face like the sun appearing from behind a cloud. 
 
    “Good choices, baby,” she grinned at me. “You must really want me to look really hot on this trip. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you wanted me to get fucked.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   
   
    26. Watching Gabriella 
 
      
 
    “Hi, baby.” 
 
    Gabriella’s face filled the screen of my laptop. Her lips were smiling, and so were her eyes, and her artfully applied makeup enhanced her natural beauty so that I could feel its force even through the distance between us. My heart contracted at the sight of her, and my cock, already half hard as our online meeting appointment approached, swelled at the sight of its mistress. 
 
    “Hi, Ama Gabriella,” I replied. My wife smiled. 
 
      
 
    Pleased with the clothing selections I had made for her business trip, Gabriella had beckoned me onto the bed. Joyfully, I climbed onto the mattress beside her. Gripping the back of my head, she aggressively forced me down, and I was only too happy to comply. I licked her pussy while she taunted me, telling me about all the wild sex she was going to have with Emily on this business trip, and how the sexy outfits I had just picked out would make our boss want to fuck my wife even more. My cock was swollen and leaking as I ate my wife out, my tongue sliding easily inside her well lubricated pussy while she moaned in pleasure above me. 
 
    She came, filling my mouth with the hot flood of her juices and anointing my face with her cum. Then, lying back on the bed, she allowed me to fuck her. And all the pent–up sexual tension of the morning flowed through me, making me pound my gorgeous wife into the mattress while we both howled and screamed in pleasure. When I came, I blacked out for a moment, collapsing on top of her as my body trembled with powerful release. 
 
    We had spent most of the rest of that day in a state of high sexual tension. A state that was becoming more and more familiar to us both. Ever since we started on this adventure, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, and this day was no different. As always, though, Gabriella made me earn her favors. I lost count of how may times I licked her pussy, bringing her to selfish orgasm while I had to grovel and beg for pleasure of my own. She had me clean the house and serve her dinner, had me polish her shoes and get them ready for her big trip. Of course, I did everything she asked. And in return, she let me fuck her again, and again. 
 
    By the time we went to bed that night, we were exhausted with pleasure. I fell asleep almost immediately, another night of fitful sleep torn apart by wild dreams of sex with Gabriella and Emily. Another night when I was woken constantly by my raging erection, my body crying out for more no matter how much I got. But beside me, Gabriella seemed to sleep soundly. 
 
    The next day, we rose early. Gabriella showered alone this time, returning from the bathroom looking as radiant as ever. I helped her dress, shimmying her way into a sexy dress I had picked out for her. Kneeling at her feet, I slid her high-heeled pumps onto her feet. By the time I had got her ready for her trip, I was a raging ball of sexual desire. But this time, Gabriella allowed me nothing. I would just have to wait, she said. But she would keep me informed as to what was going on, she added. When she got the chance, she would call me that night. 
 
    After that, I had driven her to Emily’s place. When our boss got into my car, my desire raged even more desperately inside me. With her usual predilection for provocative clothing, Emily had decided to wear tight pants and a knee-high pair of black leather boots with a sharp high heel. Only the white blazer she wore made the outfit a little more conventional. And as I drove them both to the airport, both women took delight in hinting at the carnal delights that lay ahead for them, and not for me. 
 
    I dropped them off. I watched them disappear into the airport, their beautiful bodies swaying with every step as they walked arm in arm. I watched heads turn as they went, following two beautiful women’s progress as they sauntered toward their flight. Alone, I drove home. 
 
    Alone, the day dragged on. Naturally, my thoughts were all of Gabriella, and of Emily. Wondering how far along in their flight they were. Wondering what time they arrived. Wondering if they were thinking about me, alone at home and desperately horny. I jerked off once or twice, but it did little to alleviate the desire I felt. My sexy wife was on a business trip with our equally sexy boss, and while I didn’t know the details of what might happen, I knew the broad strokes. They were going to have sex with one another, probably over and over again. And the thought turned me on like nothing else as I waited to hear from Gabriella. 
 
    Finally, she texted me to set an appointment for a video call. And when the time came, I was ready. Sitting on our bed with my laptop open in front of me, I answered the call to see my wife smiling at me. 
 
      
 
    “Well, we’re here,” Gabriella smiled. “The room’s pretty nice. Which is good, because I think we’ll be spending a lot of time in here.” 
 
    “Yeah we will,” I heard Emily say. Still smiling, Gabriella shifted her position, and Emily’s face filled the other half of the screen, next to my wife’s. “You should’ve seen the look on the hotel clerk’s face when we insisted on a room with one king size bed. He looked like he was going to cum in his pants right there.” 
 
    Gabriella giggled. 
 
    “I wonder if he noticed my wedding ring?” she said. “I wonder if he knows I’m married, but am going to spend the next few days having sex with my husband’s boss?” 
 
    “Look at your face,” Emily said, her eyes seeming to bore right through the screen to look at me. “Look how needy you are. I bet you wish you were here with us instead of at home alone, don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course, Mistress Emily,” I said, prompting more laughter from both women. 
 
    “I hope you’re still wearing panties, even though your wife’s away?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    Both women watched with shining eyes as I tilted the screen of my laptop down. Pulling down the shorts I wore, I revealed the feminine panties I wore underneath. My cock strained and struggled against them, making the thin lacy fabric bulge as though about to burst. Both women cooed happily, delighted by my submission and long-distance humiliation. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” Gabriella said. “Now, you can watch, but don’t cum unless we give you permission. You can touch yourself, but no orgasm until we say so. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said mournfully. Judging by my already high level of arousal, it was going to be extremely difficult to do as my wife said. But I also knew that I had to do it. These women had far too much power over me for me to even contemplate disobeying them. 
 
    “We couldn’t decide who is going to be in charge tonight,” Emily said as I raised the screen toward my face again. “After all, we’re not in the office or at your place. But since this is a business trip, that means that technically, your wife is at work. Which means she belongs to me. My very personal assistant and sexy little fuck toy. Aren’t you, Gabriella?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” Gabriella’s face was glowing with pleasure as she turned toward her Mistress. Emily laughed, and I cringed. When she was in the mood to submit, Gabriella was no less sexy than she was when she took such pleasure in dominating me. I couldn’t say which side of her I preferred. Not that it mattered. I didn’t get to choose. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear. Now, let’s have some fun.” 
 
    Emily rose from wherever the laptop was set up in the hotel room. As she stepped away, I looked deep into the room. The huge bed rose behind my wife, right in the center of the room. I guessed the laptop must be set up on a desk or dresser. Either way, its camera had a full view of the hotel room, and I gulped as I wondered what was about to happen. Behind my wife, I could see Emily shedding her shirt, wearing only a black bra to match her black pants and black boots as she moved across the room. 
 
    “This is so exciting,” Gabriella said, beaming at me as she spoke. “And the fact you have to watch and can’t do anything about it just makes it even better.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said, and my wife all but squealed in pleasure at my response. 
 
    “Gabriella! Come!” 
 
    Emily’s voice rang out harshly in the hotel room. Gabriella turned to look at her, and I looked too. Emily was standing over by the bed, and my eyes widened as I saw something in her hand. A black leather paddle that she used to point at the floor in front of her. 
 
    “Get your sexy married ass over here and show your mistress how badly you want to get fucked tonight.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    With a last glance at me, my wife rose and stepped away from the camera. I watched her walk across the room, her movements constrained by the tight dress I had picked for her to wear and the high heels that went with it. With some difficulty, Gabriella lowered herself down onto the floor to kneel at Emily’s feet. My cock raged as I watched this wild drama play out. 
 
    “You know what to do, slut,” Emily sneered, fully inhabiting her dominant persona now. “Lick my boots and beg me to fuck you.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said at once. It was always jarring to see how readily she submitted when I knew what a demanding dominatrix she could be with me. But it only made her even more sexy to me. “Please fuck me, Mistress Emily. Please fuck me while my husband watches at home. He can’t please me like you do. He can’t make me cum like you do. You’re so beautiful, Mistress Emily, I just want you to fuck me right now.” 
 
    “That’s some good begging,” Emily gloated. Meanwhile, Gabriella lapped at her boots. I watched as my wife’s tongue slid submissively over the leather, her lips occasionally kissing Emily’s feet and legs as she humbly begged. 
 
    “Take that slutty dress off,” Emily ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    Rising up onto her knees, Gabriella reached behind her and unzipped her dress. Both Emily and I watched as she struggled her way out of it, pushing it down over her body and lifting one knee then the other to slide the dress off completely. I had picked out her push-up bra, too, that made her breasts bounce and jiggle high on her chest with every breath she took. I had picked out those black thong panties, the ones that barely covered her pussy and didn’t show a line underneath the tight dress. As Emily looked my wife up and down, I knew she was pleased with what she saw. And why wouldn’t she be? Gabriella looked unbelievably sexy kneeling there in front of our Mistress. 
 
    “Are you going to be a good girl tonight and do everything Mistress says?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily. I promise.” 
 
    “A slut’s promises are cheap. I think I need to show you what happens if you don’t please me first. Stand up.” 
 
    Gracefully, Gabriella rose to her feet. Reaching out with her free hand, Emily seized a fistful of my wife’s dark hair. Gabriella yelped as Emily pulled her roughly toward the bed. 
 
    “Bend over, slut.” 
 
    Gabriella did as she was told. I watched as my wife bend at the waist, lowering her upper body down onto the bed. She kept her leg straight, and Emily stood at her side, her free hand now placed possessively on the small of my wife’s back. Gabriella’s beautiful round ass was exposed in front of me, split by the thin string of the thong that disappeared between her cheeks. And as Emily smiled triumphantly in my direction, hefting the black leather paddle in her hand, I knew what was coming. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    Gabriella cried out as the paddle struck her, making a loud slap echo through the hotel room, and my heart seized with pity. My fists clenched at my sides, my body seized by an urge to protect my wife even though I knew it was completely impossible. Even though I knew that she wouldn’t want me to if I could. Gabriella had never expressed any desire to be hurt before. But as I watched, I couldn’t fail to notice that she wasn’t struggling. She stayed right where she was, her ass raised in the air, ready for the next blow that Emily delivered with the same ferocity as the first. 
 
    “Quiet, slut,” Emily snarled. “Take your punishment like a good slut. Don’t make me have to gag you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry mistress – ow!” Gabriella yelped as the paddle cracked against her ass again. I could see her skin beginning to glow red where Emily had struck it. As I watched, Emily’s free hand grabbed the back of Gabriella’s panties and pulled them up savagely. Gabriella cried out again as the thin string bit into her ass and pussy. 
 
    “Just can’t shut up, can you?” Emily snarled. “I guess I’ll have to make you.” 
 
    Setting aside the paddle for a moment, Emily took my wife’s stretched panties in both hands. Then she tugged on them harshly, and Gabriella cried out again as our boss ripped her underwear off her. Gathering up the tattered fabric, I watched Emily crawl onto the bed, her tight leather pants shining in the light as they gripped her thighs and ass. The position of their bodies meant I couldn’t see Gabriella’s face, but I watched as Emily grabbed a fistful of her hair again and viciously pulled her head up. From the sounds my wife was making, I knew what had happened. My cock throbbed desperately. Emily had stuffed my wife’s tattered panties into her mouth as a gag. 
 
    “Shut up,” Emily snarled, letting Gabriella’s face fall back onto the mattress. Sliding off the bed, Emily made her way over to her suitcase. I saw Gabriella lift her head to watch, and I watched too as Emily retrieved a pair of handcuffs from her suitcase and hurried back across the room. Placing one knee on the bed beside my wife, Emily bent over her and quickly locked Gabriella’s wrists behind her back. Then, straightening up, Emily picked up the paddle again. 
 
    “You need to learn what happens to bad girls who defy me,” Emily said. And I winced sympathetically as she swung the paddle again, and again. Gabriella yelped in pain as Emily beat her, her cries only slightly muffled by the panties stuffed into her mouth. I saw my wife’s legs shaking as her ass grew more and more red under the assault of the blows. Emily swept her blonde hair back from her face as she laid into Gabriella, smacking her ass wildly while my wife convulsed beneath her. 
 
    Finally, the beating was over. Setting aside the paddle, Emily ran her hands over Gabriella’s red ass. Turning toward the camera, she smiled mockingly as she cupped and squeezed my wife’s buttocks, making Gabriella tremble. 
 
    “That’s what bad girls get,” Emily said, slightly out of breath from the beating she had given my wife. “Now, are you going to be a good girl and do everything Mistress says?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Gabriella’s words were softened by the panties, but the meaning was clear. My heart burned with pity for my wife’s pain, even as my cock surged and raged inside the panties. I didn’t know what I wanted. I didn’t know, if I was there, what I would’ve done. 
 
    I wanted to protect Gabriella, of course. But I also desperately wanted to fuck her. As I gazed at her glowing red ass from behind, I longed to slide my cock inside her pussy. Instead, Emily slid her hand between Gabriella’s legs. Gabriella moaned as our boss ran her fingers over my wife’s sex. 
 
    “Just as I thought,” Emily smirked knowingly. “Look how wet you are, you little slut. You enjoyed being beaten, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” Gabriella was practically sobbing as she spoke. But it wasn’t the kind of crying that comes from pain, I noticed. Her voice trembled and quavered the way it did when she was caught up in desire, when she was seemingly at war with the powerful feelings inside her. Emily wasn’t lying. I knew that. My wife was desperately turned on. 
 
    “Get off the bed. Back on your knees where you belong.” 
 
    As Gabriella struggled to do Emily’s bidding, Emily reached out and took a handful of her hair again. Pulling her back from the bed, she sat Gabriella down on her knees at the side of the bed. Standing above her, Emily spread her legs and looked challengingly straight at the camera. Then, I watched as she bent down and unzipped her tall boots. Slowly, she removed them one by one. Then, she began to peel off her tight leather pants. Both my wife and I were transfixed by the erotic display as our beautiful boss stripped in front of us. Peeling off both pants and panties, she tossed them aside to stand naked above Gabriella in nothing but her bra. Then, Emily sat back down on the bed. I watched as she pulled her boots back on again. Ever the dominatrix. Always thinking about the image of things. Emily never missed an opportunity to tease and tantalize. 
 
    “You know what to do next, slut. Get that pretty face over here and make mistress cum.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    At once, Gabriella began to shuffle forward on her knees. From behind, I watched her cuffed hands hanging limply in the small of her back, her glowing red ass spreading as she moved. Gladly, she lowered her head between Emily’s legs. The sound of her passion came clearly through the laptop speakers as she immediately began to lick. 
 
    And once again, Emily stared straight at the camera, straight at me, a triumphant smile on her face as my wife submissively pleasured her like the slut Emily insisted she was. 
 
    “That’s good,” Emily said, her voice thickening with pleasure by the moment. “That’s a good pussy licker. You’re wasted on men, slut. You’re a born lesbian sex slave. Which do you prefer, slut? Tell me. Sucking your husband’s fat cock or eating my juicy pussy?” Nine 
 
    “Your pussy, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said at once, raising her head from Emily’s sex to speak. She didn’t even hesitate, and my heart ached with humiliation even as my cock throbbed at her words. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Emily growled. “Tell him. Tell your pathetic panty boy husband how much you prefer going down on me than him.” 
 
    “I do, baby,” Gabriella said. As she turned her head toward the camera, I could see our boss’s juices shining on her full lips, and I groaned in frustration and desire. “You know how good Mistress Emily’s pussy tastes. I’d rather lick her than suck your cock any day of the week. I’m sorry, honey, but that’s just the way it is. She’s sexier than you and tastes better than you and makes me cum harder than you ever could.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, while Emily crowed in laughter. As Gabriella turned her face back toward her Mistress, beginning to lick Emily’s pussy with renewed vigor, my hand strayed to my panty-covered cock. At once, I snatched it away. Touching myself, as much as I wanted to, was going to do me no good. As desperately as I needed an orgasm, these women had commanded otherwise, and with Gabriella completely at Emily’s mercy, I knew how easy would be for our dominant boss to punish my wife for my transgressions. So instead, I gripped the laptop in front of me, every muscle in my body feeling tensed and tight as I watched the sexy display they were putting on. 
 
    “That’s it,” Emily said, “that’s it.” Her eyes were closed as she threw back her head, letting her blonde hair hang down behind her shoulders. I saw her pale fingers appearing and disappearing as they tangled in Gabriella’s dark hair, locking together behind my wife’s head as she pulled her face harder against her pussy. Emily’s boots shone as her legs trembled, her breasts heaving as she breathed deeply. Her orgasm was coming. That much was clear. And Gabriella kept licking and kissing her boss’ sex, my wife’s head bobbing up and down as she struggled to pleasure the dominant woman. 
 
    Finally, Emily howled. I saw her orgasm raced through her, lighting up her whole body as it went. She didn’t hold anything back, letting her ecstatic cries bring out in the rented space of the hotel room. 
 
    With a low groan, she pushed Gabriella’s head away. Gabriella stayed on her knees, gazing up at her Mistress. I couldn’t see the expression on her face, but I could picture it in my mind as clearly as if she had been right in front of me. I pictured a mingled look of lust and adoration, mixed with red shame and desperate desire. I’d seen that look before on Gabriella’s face when she submitted to Emily. A look that, if we hadn’t gone down this strange road, I suspected I might never have seen. 
 
    “Good. That’s one orgasm out of the way,” Emily said, the sneering tone returning to her voice as she gazed down at Gabriella. “You got me nice and ready to get fucked. By a real man. Not some pathetic submissive panty boy like her useless husband. You want to watch me get fucked, slut?” 
 
    “Yes please, Mistress Emily.” Emily laughed at Gabriella’s response. 
 
    “Of course you do. You love watching mistress cum, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily. I love it.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll allow it.” 
 
    Emily moved. Her black boots gleamed as she lifted them both onto the bed. Lying down on her side, she reached for the phone on the table beside her. Gabriella waited, holding her position, just as I did. Emily tapped a few buttons on the phone and she picked up the receiver. She smiled as she spoke into it. 
 
    “Hi,” she said. “Want to come over? I’m feeling really horny right now. Yeah, come on over. I can’t wait.” 
 
    Hanging up the receiver, Emily sat up again. She stared right into the camera as she addressed me. 
 
    “Your slut wife and I met some hot guys at the conference,” Emily explained. “One of them in particular seemed like he’d be ready to play. I just invited him to my room. He’s going to fuck me while you both watch. And who knows what else I might decide to let him do? I mean, with your pretty wife helpless here, I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop him. I don’t know if I want to.” 
 
    Gabriella gasped. But I barely heard her over my own gasps and groans of despair. This was exactly what I feared, my biggest terror since Gabriella had begun submitting to Emily. And yet I knew she was right. There was nothing I could do to stop what was happening in that hotel room. And the knowledge of my own powerlessness added an outrageous thrill to my desire as I watched. 
 
    Emily turned her head the sound of a knock on the door. Smiling, she rose to her feet. I watched her move across the hotel room in her tall boots, wrapping a robe around herself before making her way to the door. Gabriella stayed where she was, still kneeling. She just turned slightly to look at me. And I looked at her, speechless with desire and surprise. 
 
    Slowly, she smiled. Flirtatiously, she winked at me. I felt a slight release of the fist that seemed to grip my heart to see that she was okay. That she was still enjoying herself. But as Emily reentered the frame, followed by a tall man, fear bloomed inside me again. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on here?” the man asked with laughter in his voice. 
 
    “We’re just having a little fun,” Emily smirked. “You see, Gabriella here is more than just my personal assistant. She’s also my personal slut. And I decided to have her fluff me before you came over so that I was nice and ready for you.” 
 
    “This is some kinky shit,” the man said. 
 
    “I guess so. Are you scared?” 
 
    As she spoke, Emily pulled apart the hotel bathroom she wore and let it slide off her shoulders, falling to the floor. Underneath, she wore only her bra and boots, and I saw the man’s eyes travel up and down her beautiful body, taking in the tempting sight in front of him. For that matter, I saw Gabriella’s do the same. 
 
    “No. No, I’m not scared,” the man grinned. He stepped forward, taking Emily in his arms, and she smiled as she let him kiss her, his mouth traveling from hers to her neck and down toward her breasts. 
 
    “Good. Gabriella here doesn’t cheat on her husband. At least, not with men. She only does that with me, because she can’t get enough of this pussy. Can you, slut?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Emily,” my wife said at once, and I felt shame bloom inside me as though I had been the one who had been forced to make such an embarrassing admission instead of my wife. 
 
    “You really have her well-trained,” the man said, raising his face from Emily’s breasts to grin down at my wife. “And she’s married?” 
 
    “Yep. All the best sluts are,” Emily said. “Her husband’s home, watching from over there. I want them both to watch me get fucked, if that’s okay with you.” 
 
    Emily nodded toward the camera as she spoke. I saw the man’s face turn, his brow furrowing as he peered at the screen. No doubt seeing me watching from our bed, speechless with surprise and trembling with desire. 
 
    “This is pretty weird,” the man said. “I mean, I’m no prude. But this is… Unusual.” 
 
    “I promise it will be worth your while,” Emily said. She stepped towards him, smiling as she ran her hand over his chest. I knew just how seductive she could be, how Emily could get a man to do just about anything she wanted. I could practically see the man’s faint resistance already crumbling at her touch. 
 
    “Just forget they are there,” Emily went on. “It’s just you and me. Now, I want you to fuck me and show these sluts how a real man fucks a woman.” 
 
    Taking his hand, Emily stepped toward the bed. He followed, still smiling. Sitting down on the edge of the mattress, Emily began to unfasten his pants, and he obliged by pulling off his shirt. Clearly, any doubts he might have had had already evaporated under the bright light of Emily’s beauty. And as his cock sprang out of his open pants, Emily closed her hand around it, cooing as she stroked it. 
 
    “That’s a real man’s cock,” she said, turning to look at my wife as she spoke. “I can’t wait to have this thing inside me. You just kneel there and watch, slut. You just kneel there and watch him fuck the pussy you can’t have.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   
     
    27. Emily and Gabriella’s Business Trip 
 
      
 
    Emily’s groans and gasps of pleasure filled my bedroom, rising like shrieking ghosts from my laptop speakers. But that was nothing, I knew, compared to how they sounded in the room itself. Emily lay on the bed, her black boots shining as the heels pointed up at the ceiling, her legs waving as her new lover pounded her. Seduction was never a challenge for our beautiful boss. Not only was she absolutely gorgeous, but she knew all too well how to play the game of desire. How to make men want her. How to make them feel good. Of course, I had no personal experience of that last part. Sex with Emily was totally off-limits to me, forbidden by my wife. But I had seen her with others, and I hadn’t seen any unsatisfied customers. 
 
    And as my wife and I both knew, Emily gave herself completely to sex. She abandoned herself to it. When she was with one of her many lovers, it seemed as though nothing else mattered in the world. She had no inhibitions. Why should she, when she knew everyone in the room wanted her so badly? Not to mention me, alone, hundreds of miles away and yet still being tormented by this vision of beauty in front of me. I watched, torn between despair and desire as Emily gave full throated voice to her passion and pleasure. My cock throbbed and surged the entire time as though it thought that somehow, it could reach her. Or Gabriella. 
 
    Because Gabriella was watching too. My pretty wife was still on her knees where Emily had left her, at the side of the bed. Still wearing a push-up bra and high heels, her dress removed and her panties torn away, Gabriella was kneeling at the side of the bed and watching what was going on above her with expression of pure intensity on her face. As I watched her, feeling my cock continue to surge and ache with desire, I could see that she was squirming on the spot. Struggling against the cuffs that held her, in the full knowledge that she couldn’t free herself. It wasn’t so much that she was struggling to get free, I thought. It was more that the desire for sex had taken over her body, forcing her to move as though she could somehow get what she wanted. I was so far away. Only Emily could give Gabriella what she so clearly craved. Emily, and perhaps her knew anonymous lover. I cringed at the thought, but my traitorous cock throbbed all the more as I thought about what might happen. I had never felt more helpless, knowing there was absolutely nothing I could do. Knowing that whatever Emily decided was what was going to happen in that room. If that meant my wife getting fucked — well, I still didn’t know how I felt about that. 
 
    “Oh my God! Oh fuck! Oh my God, fuck me!” 
 
    Emily’s voice was a whirling maelstrom of curses and pleas. She held nothing back, her wild passion making the room ring. Tormenting both me and my watching wife with what we couldn’t have. At least my feelings on the matter were clear. I wanted to be that man on the bed, my boss’s boots wrapped now around his back as she clung to him, trembling and moaning to his thrusts. But which of them did Gabriella envy more? Was she thinking about fucking Emily, or imagining being fucked by her lover? Probably both, I thought to myself with another stab of deep shame. Probably, my hot wife was on fire with lust as she imagined trading places with either or both of them. And for a long time, I noticed, she didn’t so much as glance in my direction. No one did. Completely captivated by the drama playing out in the hotel room, they all seemed to have momentarily forgotten about me. 
 
    The mystery man’s cock slid in and out of Emily’s gorgeous body. The muscles of his naked shoulders showed through the skin as he fucked her. Moving on the bed, he withdrew for a moment, catching his breath. Emily untangled her legs from around his body, her feet falling heavily onto the hotel mattress. But her tireless lover was far from spent yet.  
 
    Emily smiled up at him as he rolled her over onto her side. Now, she was facing the camera, facing my wife, lying on her side as the man positioned himself behind her. His throbbing cock thrust obscenely between her legs, and she smiled as she reached down to guide it back inside herself. It slid easily into her well – lubricated pussy, already shining with her copious juices as she trembled in renewed bliss. Wrapping his arms around her, he began to fuck her again, and Emily moaned and groaned in a renewal of sexual ecstasy as she convulsed on the bed in front of us. 
 
    “Oh, that feels so good,” Emily said, her voice revealing the truth of her words as it dripped with obvious pleasure. “I bet your worthless husband never fucks you like this, does he? I bet he can’t fuck you this hard, this deep, for this long.” 
 
    “No, Mistress Emily.” Gabriella said what she had to say. She told Emily what she wanted to hear. That was always the safest option. But I cringed at how readily the words escaped her mouth. I winced as though from a blow as my wife so readily embarrassed me in front of our boss and this complete stranger. I was the butt of every joke, the unseen and largely ignored participant of this absolutely outrageous spectacle.  
 
    And yet clearly, Emily hadn’t forgotten I was watching. Her eyes glittered malevolently as she opened them to look at me, her mouth open and ringing with cries of pleasure she made no effort to control. Of course, she wanted me to see. Of course, she wanted me to know what this man was doing to her. She wanted me to feel in my churning guts the full impact of my inadequacy. To taste to the last drop the bitterness of my rejection that for whatever strange reason, excited me more than almost anything else. 
 
    It was working. 
 
    The man’s cock continued to slide in and out of Emily’s gorgeous body, and I was no more able to look away than my wife was. Her beauty and her wildness taunted us both, making us long for what we couldn’t have. Instead, we simply watched in frustration while the man fucked her tirelessly, his cock pumping in and out of her as though he had no intention of ever stopping. He was like a machine, and Emily gasped and howled and trembled in his arms until an orgasm swept through her.  
 
    We both watched her cum, my wife and I, both of us vibrating with frustrated desire for her and for the pleasure she was enjoying at our expense. The man grunted as she came, her pussy tightening around his shaft. But still, he didn’t cum. He just held her tight as her beautiful body trembled in his arms, letting her taste the full force of the orgasm he had given her. Then, as she turned her head over her shoulder to kiss him, he began bucking his hips again, sliding that unconquerable cock in and out of her trembling pussy while she moaned against his lips. 
 
    Turning her smiling face away from her lover, Emily moved. Once again, his cock slid out of her streaming pussy, her juices dripping onto the mattress beneath them both. This time, Emily turned, positioning herself on elbows and knees, facing Gabriella as she kneeled at the side of the bed. Facing me too. She spread her knees, arching her back she thrust her ass high up into the air. Her lover didn’t need to be told what to do. Grinning, he positioned himself behind her. His hand gripped the firm flesh of her ass admiringly, and Emily laughed out loud as he playfully slapped it. Then, he moved closer. Her gorgeous eyes rolled back in her head as he slid his member back inside her, gripping her hips for leverage as he began to fuck her from behind. 
 
    “Oh, that’s it,” Emily moaned, practically growling with pleasure as the man fucked her. “That’s it, fuck that pussy. You’ll never know what this is like, Hunter. You’ll never know how it feels to fuck this tight wet pussy from behind like this. Will he, slut?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said obediently.  
 
    “Tell him!” Emily’s voice rose to a wild shriek of pleasure as her pussy convulsed around the man’s shaft again, both of them groaning as pleasure overwhelmed them. “Tell your husband he’s not worthy to fuck this wet pussy!” 
 
    “She’s right, Hunter.” Shifting on her knees, Gabriella turned to look directly at the camera, directly at me as sat trembling in our marital bed. “You’re not worthy of a woman like Emily. I mean, you have a pretty decent cock. But you can’t fuck like this. You’ve never fucked me like this. Deep down, you’re just a pathetic panty boy who exists to serve women like us. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    The words seem to rise automatically from my hoarse throat, prompted by her abrupt shift into dominance. It was strange to have her still dominate me while she was cuffed and kneeling on the floor of the hotel room, but that only added to the sheer kinkiness of the experience. That my wife could be at the same time such a submissive slut for Emily and such a demanding dominatrix toward me was a source of incredible arousal. All the sides of my wife that must’ve gone unfulfilled through the years of our marriage, when our sex was conventional, though regular. She was flying her freak flag now, that was for sure. Years of unacknowledged kinky desires had suddenly found an outlet, and Gabriella was buzzing with an intoxicating mix of power and submission as she kneeled beside the bed where her boss was getting fucked and humiliated me. 
 
    And Emily howled with bliss at her words. Pushing herself up with her hands, she threw back her head, the tendons in her neck showing the strain as she cried out with pleasure. Leaning forward, the man grabbed Emily’s trailing hair, seizing it in one fist and pulling her head further back as he fucked her hard from behind. Her whole body shook. I watched her big breasts tremble and bounce to the relentless rhythm of his thrusts. 
 
    Just like that, Emily came again, and her wild cry of desire was almost terrifying in its intensity. Even from where I sat, watching through a video connection, I could tell the room rang with it. It was impossible to imagine other hotel guests not hearing what was going on. Somehow, I suspected they would never imagine a scene quite like this. Not unless they had Emily’s wild sexual creativity, anyway. 
 
    As her latest climax swept through her, Emily slumped forward on the bed. For a moment, her flushed face was out of view, hidden behind the curtain of her trailing blonde hair. She seemed exhausted by pleasure, her ribs swelling and sinking as she panted desperately. And the unknown man was still on his knees behind her. As he inched forward, placing one hand on Emily’s rounded hip, I felt a tremor of hatred pass through me as I saw him glancing at my wife. 
 
    Gabriella was back in her former position, kneeling as humbly as a maidservant at the side of the bed. She had turned her attention away from me and back to them at the sound of our boss’s orgasm, and now she was gazing up at them both with that same Open Mouth expression of lust and desire on her beautiful face. My wife was beautiful. And there she was in a hotel room, practically naked with her hands bound and a very aroused man staring right at her, his thick cock dripping with our boss’s juices. My mouth felt dry, and my heart was in my throat as I waited to see what would happen next. I felt almost like a ghost haunting my own life, unable to effect anything that happened yet forced to bear witness to it. Not even Gabriella could control what would happen next, I thought to myself. Only Emily could do that. Emily, and this man that none of us knew anything about. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Emily moaned. Raising her head from the mattress, she reached up and raked her hair back from her face. Her cheeks were burning red, her eyes glazed with outrageous pleasure. “Oh my God, that was so fucking good. It’s so sexy to me knowing you two sluts are watching what you can’t have. Watching a superior couple have amazing sex while you two just sit there, desperate and horny. How badly do you want to get fucked right now, slut?” 
 
    “So badly, Mistress Emily.” Gabriella’s voice rang out loud and clear in the hotel room as she addressed her dominant mistress. “I’m so horny, I really need to cum right now. Please, Mistress. Please let me cum, please!” 
 
    Emily’s bright laughter echoed from my laptop speakers as she mocked my pleading wife. Gabriella begged wholeheartedly, gazing up at our mistress with total submission. I wondered if I looked that pathetic when I begged Emily for mercy. Probably, I told myself. Probably even more so. And I knew I certainly didn’t look anywhere near as beautiful as my wife did at that moment. Even if her words sent another thrill of fear racing through me, terrifying me with what they might mean. I could see that Emily was deep in the throes of dominance now, her few inhibitions cast aside completely. There was no telling what she might do. Our beautiful boss was capable of anything. 
 
    “But keeping you frustrated is so much fun for me,” Emily said in a mocking voice. She moved on the bed as she spoke, rising up on her elbows, her body obviously tired from the pounding she had taken. Behind her, her lover was breathing heavily, silently watching the scene play out in front of him as he recovered himself. He still hadn’t cum. I had noticed that. Somehow, in a hotel room with the two most beautiful women I knew, he had managed to hold back the eruption of his pleasure so that he was still ready for Emily’s twisted purposes. 
 
    “Want to watch this married slut beg me to fuck her while her bitch husband watches?” 
 
    Emily turned to look over her shoulder at the man as she spoke. The man grinned in disbelief, his eyes flickering for just a moment to the laptop screen where I knew I was pathetically on display. But mostly, he looked at my wife, and I hated the wolfish grin on his face for what it suggested about his desires. 
 
    “Sure,” he said with a shrug. I had the clear impression that this wasn’t his kind of thing. That this was probably the kinkiest experience he had ever had, just as it was for my wife and me. But he wasn’t complaining. And neither would I in his position. If it meant he got to fuck Emily, he would go along with just about anything. So would I. The only difference was that both Emily and Gabriella had made it clear to me that no matter how much I submitted to them, no matter how I grumbled and begged, I would never get to fuck my beautiful boss. The best I could hope for was to lick her pussy and grovel at her feet and watch as my wife and others got what I would never have. 
 
    Emily uncoiled herself from the bed. Her fatigue showed in the heaviness of her movements as she sat up. Her black boots shone wickedly in the light as she perched herself on the edge of the mattress, crossing her legs so that one boot hovered off the floor. The man sat beside her, and Emily smiled at him as she ran her hand over his chest. They kissed again, a long lingering kiss of pure passion. Slowly, Emily’s hand crept downward, and soon, she had it wrapped around his cock. The man groaned in pleasure, wrapping an arm around Emily’s slender waist and pulling her gorgeous body closer toward him. She lifted her lips from his for a moment and turned her burning gaze on my wife. 
 
    “Go on then, slut,” Emily said with a sudden hardness in her tone. “Kiss my feet. Shine my boots with your slut tongue while you beg me for sex.” 
 
    If Gabriella hesitated at all, her hesitation was so slight I couldn’t be sure I’d seen it. The words had barely left Emily’s mouth before Gabriella was crawling forward on her knees, her round ass under her bound hands tormenting me with its desirability. 
 
    “Please, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said as she bent at the waist, bowing her face to the floor while Emily sat above her, grinning in total triumph. “Please fuck me, Mistress Emily. Please, I need it so badly! You know my husband can’t fuck me the way you do. No one can, Mistress Emily. No one ever made me cum like you do. Please, Mistress Emily. Please let me cum, please!” 
 
    But at first, Emily didn’t answer. Her mouth was busy exploring her lover’s mouth again. The two of them made out like teenagers there on the bed while my wife punctuated her pathetic pleas with kisses and licks of Emily’s boots. And all the while, Emily continued to stroke the man’s cock, keeping him hard and horny while they kissed. It was hard to imagine a clearer expression of her total dominance. Her right to the pleasure my wife and I were denied. Every line of her gorgeous body seemed to drive home the same message. That sex was for the dominant and the powerful, and not for submissive sluts like my wife. Let alone me, watching in silence at home, forever removed from the action. 
 
    “So pathetic,” Emily said with a sneer as she finally turned her face away from her lover. “Look at this cock. Look at it. Look, you can still see my cum on it.” Emily brandished her lover’s cock like a weapon as she spoke, and he smiled as she played with it in front of Gabriella. “Here. You can taste it. You can taste my orgasm and his cock so you know what real sex tastes like.” 
 
    Releasing her grip on the man for a moment, Emily held out her hand. Rising up on her knees, Gabriella submissively licked her palm and fingers, and Emily’s eyes shone as she looked over my wife’s bowed head toward the camera. 
 
    “See how a real man tastes?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    “Here.” Turning back to her lover, Emily took hold of his cock once again and ran her hand from base to tip, gripping him tightly. The man groaned in pleasure, but clearly, that wasn’t Emily’s main purpose. Instead, she lifted one foot, the muscles in her thighs showing as she smeared the mess in her hand down the shaft of one boot. And she lowered her foot again, pointing at the shining spot of wetness on the dark leather. 
 
    “Clean it up. That’s all you get. That’s all a slut like you deserves for now.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” With her usual diligence, Gabriella devoted herself to doing what our boss said. She licked Emily’s boot, slurping up the juices of orgasm that shone on the leather while Emily went back to kissing her lover. Her hand rose up and down his cock again, and soon they were moaning into one another’s mouths, their mutual excitement growing while my wife groveled at their feet. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Emily said abruptly. Uncrossing her legs, she released her grip on the man’s cock and held him by the shoulders instead. Playfully, she pushed him down onto the mattress, rolling over on top of him. His cock stood out proud and erect from his body, and Emily took it in her hand as she straddled him, guiding it deep inside herself. Once again, I heard her moan as she settled down on top of him, his manhood disappearing as her body swallowed it and her perfect round ass on his thighs. From where I watched, I could barely see him now, his body obscured by Emily’s, and that was fine by me. All I saw was his legs hanging off the bed underneath her, and his balls beneath the crack of her beautiful ass. 
 
    Emily turned her head to look at Gabriella over her shoulder. Again, she swept her long blonde hair back from her face, gathering it loosely behind her head. 
 
    “You just keep licking my boots, slut,” she ordered. “I want you to get them nice and shiny for me while I fuck this stud and you try to imagine what it would be like to have sex with a real man.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily.” 
 
    Gabriella moved again, shifting her position so that she could get her head over the edge of the bed and do what Emily wanted. Meanwhile, Emily began to bounce up and down on top of the man underneath her. I watched as she rode him, her moans of pleasure ringing out in the room again as his cock slid in and out of her, reaching deep inside her as she rode him like a stallion. 
 
    Gabriella kept licking. I watched her press her lips again and again to Emily’s boots. Her movements made her task more difficult, but she kept at it. She worshiped Emily’s feet from the rounded toe of her boots and her dagger-like high heel all the way up to her knees. But even though I saw the look of obvious adoration on Gabriella’s face, the expression of deep desire that showed on her gorgeous features, she seemed not to dare to go any higher. Even though I knew she longed to press her mouth to those gorgeous thighs, just the way I did, Gabriella did as she was told. She carried on worshiping Emily’s boots, making the leather shine with her tongue while Emily ignored us both, focusing on her own selfish pleasure. 
 
    And soon, Emily’s back was arching in pleasure, the man’s big hands gripping her hips as she slammed her body up and down. Soon, Emily was crying out in wild abandon again, yet another orgasm exploding in the hotel room to taunt my wife and I with everything we couldn’t have. 
 
    And the man came too. Finally, his excitement got the better of him, and I heard his deep growl underneath Emily’s wild screams. I saw his body buck underneath her, lifting her toward the ceiling as he pumped his orgasm deep inside her. His fingers gripped her ass, their tips sinking slightly into the firm flesh of my boss’s buttocks as he came inside her. It seemed to go on a long time, all the fucking they had done finally finding release in an orgasm that left them both groaning and exhausted. 
 
    Emily flopped down on top of her lover, her big ass engulfing his cock again as she relaxed. As her latest wild cries slowly faded away in the hotel room, I listened to the wet sound of her kissing him again, and my wife simultaneously kissing her boots. Worshiping Emily like the goddess she was. My cock was still raging, and I felt like it had been forever. Like it would never go down. Like the wild images I had been forced to watch would stay with me forever, and I would never be able to think of anything else. In thrall to Emily and to Gabriella in both body and mind, so deeply enslaved that I couldn’t find it in myself to even wish for freedom.  
 
    This was what it meant to serve them both, and it was appalling. It was frustrating and humiliating on a level I once would have barely been able to imagine. But it was so exciting I could barely breathe. And through all my doubt and fear, through all my nervousness of what the future held, that desire kept raging, kept me focused on my wife and my boss and how deeply I needed them both. How deeply I needed them to treat me like this. 
 
    With a groan, Emily raised herself up off the unknown man. Her movements were even slower and clumsier now, her body utterly worn out with pleasure. But still, the show wasn’t over. Emily was insatiable, and every time I thought that things might finally be coming toward an end, she showed some other strange desire. 
 
    This time was no different. The man’s cock slid easily out of Emily’s ravaged pussy as she lifted her leg away from Gabriella’s face and dismounted. Facing me and my wife now, she crawled toward the very edge of the bed. A satisfied smile shone like sunlight on her face as she reached her hand between her legs, cupping her well-fucked pussy. Gabriella gazed up her in astonishment, still kneeling, still bound, still clearly desperate for pleasure that only a mistress could give her. And Emily raised her face to smile at the camera, to smile at me, a smile that chill me to the bone with its sinister import. 
 
    Slowly, Emily slid her hand over her pussy. From where I was, I could see the moisture that shone on her inner thighs, and the wet mess in her cupped palm as she held it out toward my wife. Gabriella gasped, and this time there was no mistake. She hesitated, even casting a tiny glance in my direction over her shoulder. But I said nothing. There was nothing I could say. And nobody was asking my permission. Not today, and not any other day either. 
 
    “Eat it, slut,” Emily said, her eyes flicking from my wife to me and back again. “Eat our orgasm the way a slut should. I want you to be our cum dumpster for this whole trip. Whenever somebody cums, it’s your job to eat it up. And if you know what’s good for you, you’ll thank me for the privilege.” 
 
    I groaned. I couldn’t help it. Of all the humiliations my wife had endured, this was the greatest yet. And as the sound rose from the laptop speakers, Emily giggled. Turning her head toward me again, Gabriella smiled and laughed too, and unexpectedly, my heart rose at the sound. Whatever Emily was making her do, clearly, it was no more than what my slutty wife wanted. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emily. Thank you, Mistress Emily.”  
 
    Inching forward on her knees, Gabriella lowered her head and began to humbly lick Emily’s palm. And Emily fed her, reaching back between her legs to scoop out more of the mess inside her to give to my wife. Trembling on the bed at home, I watched my wife eat another man’s cum, mixed with Emily’s pussy juices, from her hand. Laughing gleefully, Emily scooped out another load and smeared it all over my wife’s face, holding her by the hair with her other hand. Then, gripping Gabriella’s chin, she turned her head forcefully toward the camera. 
 
    “Show your husband, slut,” Emily said. “Show him you’re our little cum dumpster for the trip.” 
 
    Gabriella’s eyes were shining, and her face was shining too with the mixture of juices Emily had rubbed all over it. As I watched, trembling in the grip of powerful emotions, my wife opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue so I could see the wet mess deposited on it. Then, she raised her head, closed her mouth, and swallowed, letting me see it travel down her throat. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I cried out. I couldn’t help it. The teasing had just been too much, and finally, I put my hand on my throbbing cock. Almost immediately, orgasm tore through me, and I spurted my own unwanted load all over the bed sheets. The cruel laughter of the women was the soundtrack to my shame as I howled with humiliating release. 
 
    

  

 
  
    
   
    28. A Hotwife Comes Home 
 
      
 
    My heart beat steadily as I sat waiting in my car. It felt somehow higher than it should, closer to my throat. I was conscious of my body in a way I Really was. My sweaty palms. My dry mouth. I was nervous. That was the truth. Though of what, I couldn’t really say. 
 
    I was just picking my wife up from a business trip. But I knew everything that happened on that trip. I knew the degrading scenarios Emily had made my wife participate in, how she had made my beautiful Gabriella grovel at her feet and eat her Pussy and swallow her lover’s cum. Just as she had promised she would, she had used my wife as a cum dumpster for her lovers, and Gabriella had happily obliged. I was only lucky that none of them had fucked my wife. Because I was painfully conscious that if they had done so, I would have been powerless to stop it. And given the obvious wild arousal Gabriella was feeling at being used as our boss’s sex slave, I wondered if she would require my consent to cross even that barrier that we had agreed was firm. 
 
    But she didn’t. Yet sitting there on a side road near the airport, I didn’t feel particularly grateful. I was nervous that things might have changed. Nervous, as always, that I might find my wife’s attitude to me changed. Or perhaps not changed, but instead just a heightened version of what it was before. More and more, Gabriella seemed to take delight in telling me I was inadequate sexually. More and more, she reminded me that I couldn’t compete with Emily.  
 
    And what stung the most was that I knew it was true. Emily was not only beautiful, she was sexually voracious. And her kinky imagination was unrivaled. I couldn’t even come up with half the things she did, and she always seemed to have a new way to bring both me and my wife deeper into submission to her. Emily was a sexual dynamo. I had known that before my wife discovered it. But the more Gabriella enjoyed playing with Emily, the more I worried about what the future might hold. The more I wondered whether they even needed me anymore. 
 
    And as I sat in my car contemplating that, my cock throbbed and raged. What if my wife left me for a woman? I’d be heartbroken, of course. I’d be devastated. Beyond all the kinky sex, beyond all the wild things we did, Gabriella was the love of my life. On that level, the thought of losing her horrified me, making me break out in a cold sweat whenever it crossed my darkened mind.  
 
    But sexually? Sexually, the idea excited me. The thought that I was surplus to requirements, that these gorgeous women had everything they needed with each other. The thought of being cast aside, found unnecessary and unworthy of their beauty, made my cock surge wildly in my pants while I sat on the quiet side road and waited for them to call. 
 
    My phone buzzed. A text from Gabriella. The airplane had landed, and they were making their way to the baggage claim. I switched on the engine of the car and pulled away from the sidewalk, navigating my way to the airport as I had done so many times before. But never like this. There had never been a trip like this, where my wife spent days on end being used as a submissive sex toy by our beautiful boss. I feared my wife would return from her trip a changed woman. Either way, I knew I was about to find out. 
 
    I pulled up outside the terminal, in the area set aside for quick pickups. While I waited, I watched the cars come and go. Couples kissing and families embracing as they were reunited. So wholesome. So innocent. They had no idea what I was going through as I sat there waiting with my heart pounding and my cock aching, poised as always between uncertainty and wild desire. We used to be like those people, I thought to myself. Just a regular couple, raising our daughter together. And then we were navigating life after she was gone, getting to know each other all over again now that we had more time to ourselves with Sofia at college. I had been looking forward to it. And when we started bringing a little more kink into the bedroom, I had been delighted. Neither of us had had any idea it would lead to this. But this was where we were, and there’s no getting around that fact. Just like there was no getting around the fact that as wild as things had gotten, I didn’t want anything else. 
 
    My heart lurched when I saw them. They appeared out of the sliding doors of the airport terminal, walking side-by-side, both grinning happily. They looked incredible. Their beauty seemed to exert a kind of magnetism, forcing me to turn toward them. Letting my eyes pick them out immediately among the dreary crowd of other travelers.  
 
    They didn’t look like other people. They looked like a different species, something higher and more beautiful than the rest of us mortals. And maybe, I thought to myself with another bitter twist of shame in my heart, it wasn’t just the way they were dressed or the provocative way their bodies were built. Maybe, in part, it was the secrets they shared. The knowledge they had of their wild sexual power that made them walk the way they did, heads held high, body swaying on ridiculous high heels as they moved like sharks through the crowd. 
 
    Gabriella wore a pair of black boots that rose to her knees, with a high heel that accentuated her seductive sway. Above the boots, long inches of her bare thighs showed until a short flared skirt covered her. Above that, she wore a leather jacket, glistening with silver studs and buckles against the black material. She looked like sex on two legs, and when I saw her, my cock surged desperately inside my pants. 
 
    But Emily was no slouch either. Never a woman to shy away from attention, she had put on a pair of high-heeled ankle boots and a black latex pencil skirt that clung to her hips and shone against her thighs and drew the eyes of everyone around her. She had worn that skirt before, and it had seemed too sexy for the office. It was definitely far too sexy for the airport. But that, I knew, was the point. I felt a deep inner growl of desire as I looked at them, rapidly approaching the car, my nervousness rising with every sashaying step they took toward me. 
 
    I jumped out of the car. There was no way to get rid of the raging erection I had had all morning, and so I could only hope no one would notice as I hurried toward them. Standing her rolling suitcase up on the sidewalk, Gabriella wrapped her arms around me. She giggled as I lifted her off the floor, crushing my lips against hers, feeling all the lonely nights of frustration and denial exploding into joy that she was home. And as she kicked her legs in the air, I knew my wife could feel my throbbing boner pressing against her body. As we kissed, her tongue invaded my mouth, and joy exploded in my heart to feel that the passion was still there. That no matter what Emily had done to her over the course of the trip, my wife hadn’t forgotten about me. She wasn’t sick of me, not yet. She still loved me. 
 
    “How come you don’t greet me like that?” Emily said as I set my wife back down on the floor. Feeling awkward, I turned toward her. She had her blonde hair swept back from her face, pinned in place behind her head before tumbling down over her shoulders. Her blue-green eyes glittered as brightly as ever, and my heart stumbled over itself at the gleam I saw in them. There was a malevolent intensity as she looked me up and down, knowing what she could do to me. Awkwardly, unsure of myself, I stepped forward, reaching my arms out toward her. Gabriella giggled as she watched me embrace my boss, and Emily returned the embrace halfheartedly, patting me on the back until I released her. 
 
    “No kiss?” she mocked. “That’s probably for the best. If I allowed you to kiss me here, it wouldn’t be on my mouth.” 
 
    Gabriella howled with laughter. She was gazing at our boss like she had never seen before, like a woman in love. As though even with me there, her loving husband finally reunited with her, she couldn’t look anywhere but at Emily. And both of them glowed with the secrets they kept, the secrets I had been made to watch through a video connection. We all knew what had happened on the trip. None of us were going to forget it. 
 
    “Take these.” Always comfortable being in charge, Emily nodded toward hers and Gabriella’s bags. Without waiting for a reply from me, she stepped toward the car. I watched her go, her black latex skirt shining as it strained tight around the globes of her buttocks until she opened the back seat of the car and lowered herself carefully inside. Grinning broadly, Gabriella turned to me. 
 
    “I missed you, baby,” she said, taking my hand in hers. 
 
    “Not as much as I missed you,” I replied. Rising up on her toes, Gabriella kissed me on the cheek. Then, her skirt swirling and swaying around her thighs, she turned and all but skipped toward the car. As she climbed into the passenger seat, I gathered their bags together and carried them toward the vehicle. 
 
    “What a trip,” Emily said as I finally climbed into the driver’s seat, their bags safely stowed in the trunk of the car. “I think I’m going to have to take your wife along all my business trips now on. It was so much fun having her there.” 
 
    “Fine by me,” Gabriella giggled. Sitting beside me, she put her hand on my leg as I pulled away from the airport. Already, I could feel sexual tension crackling in the air. Had these two workedsomething out between them on the plane? It wouldn’t surprise me. Just about anything was possible when Gabriella and Emily got together. Their adventures in the hotel room that I had been forced to watch were proof of that. 
 
    “Did you like watching your wife be my slutty cum dumpster?” 
 
    In the rear view mirror, I could see Emily’s gorgeous eyes sparkling as she spoke to me. 
 
    “It was… difficult,” I said truthfully. “I mean, it was sexy. But my God, Gabi. It was unreal.” 
 
    “I know,” Gabriella giggled. “I could hardly believe I was doing it myself. You know how it is. It’s impossible not to do what Mistress Emily wants. She’s just too fucking hot to say no to.” 
 
    As she spoke, Gabriella turned her head to smile at Emily in the backseat, her chestnut hair falling over her shoulder as she did so. Emily smiled back, her nose wrinkling in delight she grinned my wife. 
 
    “It must be really frustrating knowing your wife is my slut,” Emily said, addressing me again. “But it’s just something you’re going to have to get used to.” 
 
    “Oh, he’s used to it,” Gabriella laughed. As she spoke, her hand slid up my thigh. I was having trouble concentrating on the road, and it only got harder as she rubbed her hand against the bulge of my erection in my pants. “Did you feel his hard on when he hugged you at the airport? He fucking loves being treated like this. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said, making both women laughed. 
 
    “Well, let’s see,” Gabriella said. “Let’s see just how much it turns you on to know your wife is Emily’s little slut.” 
 
    “Gabi, what are you doing?” I tore my eyes away from the road just for a second to gaze at her before turning back to the traffic. But Gabriella didn’t hesitate. Reaching for the front of my pants with both hands, she pulled them open, and my cock sprang out, hard and ready. She giggled as she wrapped her hand around it, slowly stroking, and I groaned at the sudden burst of pleasure that swelled through me at her touch. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Gabriella smiled. “Such a needy boy. What were you hoping to do with this thing?” 
 
    “You know what I’m hoping to do,” I said, making both women giggle again. 
 
    “Well, keep hoping,” Gabriella said. “But you know you’re going to have to earn any pleasure from me. After all, you’re not Emily. You don’t get to just take what you want like she does.” 
 
    Caught up as I was in her words and in trying to drive with her hand on my cock, I didn’t immediately notice what was going on when something metal touched my skin. By the time I looked down and gasped in shock, it was already too late. Quickly, Gabriella had slipped one end of a set of handcuffs around me, under my balls and around the base of my cock, and the lock clicked as she mercilessly ratcheted it down. Then, she clicked the other end of the cuffs to the steering wheel. 
 
    “Keep driving, baby,” she said. “You just keep driving while we have some fun.” 
 
    Turning in her seat, Gabriella unbuckled her seatbelt for a moment. A warning light chimed on the dashboard, but she paid no attention. Instead, she struggled out of her biker jacket, the metal buckles ringing as she shrugged it off and bundled it up on the floor at her feet. Then, she reached for the lever of her seat and cranked it all the way back so that she was lying down. 
 
    Meanwhile, Emily moved in the backseat. I heard her pull down a zipper, and watched her shift her weight from side to side. I realized with a dull ache of desire that she was struggling out of her clinging latex skirt. Then, rising up on her knees in the backseat, she crawled toward my wife. I could only watch them from the corner of my eye, forced to keep my eyes on the road. But I saw that Emily was straddling Gabriella’s face as Gabriella lay back in the flattened passenger seat. I groaned as I heard the wet sound of my wife beginning to lick our boss’s pussy right there in the car. At the same time, Emily rolled Gabriella’s short skirt up toward her hips. 
 
    “I told your wife not to wear any panties for the flight,” Ellie said, raising her head to smile at me. “She may have flashed a few guys on the plane or in the departure lounge. But so what? She’s a slut, and sluts should get used to public embarrassment like that. All that matters is it makes it easier for me to have sex with her.” 
 
    With that, Emily lowered her head between Gabriella’s thighs. Now the wet sound of tongue on pussy grew louder, mingling with the rising groans of pleasure both women were giving out. Right there in the car while I drove, they lay in a 69 position, simultaneously eating each other out. And Emily didn’t care that her round ass was clearly visible to anyone who drove by. She didn’t care about anything besides pleasure. She just wanted to use my wife and humiliate me, and she was doing both. The steel handcuffs felt mercilessly tight around my raging cock as I drove and watched them both as far as I was able, desperate not to crash the car but equally desperate to see what was happening. 
 
    I don’t know which of them came first. Both of their moans of pleasure were muffled by the other woman’s sex, but the car rang to their groans of sexual pleasure. Soon, I could smell their arousal, the tantalizing scent making my cock drool as I drove them home. The last thing I wanted to do was get pulled over, and so I tried to keep an eye on my speed, but the temptation to hurry home as quickly as possible and get these two vixens behind closed doors was almost unbearable.  
 
    I do know that by the time we pulled up at our house, they had both cum. Both of them had given the other an orgasm, at least one. As Emily slowly dismounted Gabriella’s face and crawled back toward the backseat, her face was flushed with pleasure. And as Gabriella returned to her sitting position, I could see the delight in her eyes she grinned at me with her face covered in our boss’s cum. 
 
    Reaching for her jacket, Gabriella fished a key out of the pocket. She unfastened the cuffs from the steering wheel of the car, then from my cock and balls. 
 
    “Put that thing away, baby,” she said with a giggle. “I’m not sure we’re going to need it.” I watched as she deftly slipped the handcuffs into the pocket of her jacket. Then she opened the passenger door and stepped out. 
 
    “Bring our bags inside,” Emily said from the backseat as she struggled back into her tight skirt. As I stepped out of the car and made my way toward the trunk, Emily got out too. Arm in arm, the two women walked toward the front door, and I picked up the bags and followed as quickly as I could. Carrying the bags inside, I set them down in the hallway and closed the front door behind me. Gabriella and Emily were nowhere to be seen. But I heard a giggle from my wife, and followed the sound toward our bedroom. 
 
    Both women were sitting on the bed. Gabriella had shed her biker jacket again, and was wearing a red top underneath that bared her toned arms and showed significant cleavage. For her part, Emily wore a relatively modest black top with a high neckline. Given the tight latex skirt she wore, she didn’t need to add anything more provocative to her outfit. They both looked insanely beautiful as they smiled at me when I stepped through the door, and my heart convulsed again with desire and nervousness to see what else these two had in mind. 
 
    “Clothes off,” Emily ordered at once. “Get those clothes off so we can have a look at you.” 
 
    Under the scrutiny of both women, I quickly shed my clothes. My cock was raging as hard as ever as I stood in front of them, my hands at my sides. Both sets of beautiful eyes traveled up and down my body, two beautiful smiles making me dizzy as they gazed at me. 
 
    “Leave your panties on for now,” Emily instructed as I reached for the waistband. “Glad to see you’ve been wearing them while we were away.” 
 
    “I told you I had him well-trained,” Gabriella giggled. “He knows he’s my panty boy now. He knows he doesn’t deserve to wear the same underwear as real men.” 
 
    “I always forget how big his cock is,” Emily said, turning toward Gabriella. “Maybe because it’s always squeezed into a pair of girly panties.” Both women laughed at that and my cheeks burned with shame. 
 
    “It’s not bad,” Gabriella shrugged. “Not the biggest we saw in the last week, though, is it?” 
 
    “No, it’s definitely not,” Emily chuckled. “Besides, it doesn’t matter how big your cock is when you don’t know what to do with it. That’s why your husband’s unworthy of this pussy that only real men get to fuck. Now, where were we?” 
 
    As she spoke, Emily ran her hand through Gabriella’s hair. While Gabriella batted her eyelashes at our boss, Emily gripped my wife by the back of the neck. But as she made to pull Gabriella’s head down toward her lap, Gabriella resisted. She was still smiling, but there was a new fire in her warm brown eyes. 
 
    “Oh no,” Gabriella said, shaking her head. “The business trip is over. And we’re at my house. You know what that means. I’m Ama Gabriella now.” 
 
    Emily’s smile was chilling. For a moment, she simply looked at Gabriella, and Gabriella look back at her. I stood there as though forgotten, my cock raging inside a humiliating pair of panties as I witnessed this battle of wills. After everything Emily had done to my wife, after the outrageous way she had treated her over the course of the trip, it was hard to imagine Gabriella being able to turn the tables. But my wife was right. Those were the rules. Emily was firmly in charge of the office, and Gabriella was firmly in charge of home. Wherever we were, I had to bow to both their wills. That much was set in stone. 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” Emily was still smiling as she spoke, slyly undercutting her words. But joy seemed to float through my wife to hear them. She gripped her thighs, her hands sliding up and down her smooth skin, her excitement plain to see. 
 
    “Hunter, help Emily get undressed,” Gabriella said, without even looking at me. “I have an idea I’d like to try.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” Strange to say, I felt a little happy for my wife. After what she had been through, even though I knew she enjoyed it, it was nice to see her taking charge. No longer Emily’s submissive and slutty assistant, she was back to being the gorgeous dominant mistress that I loved. And Emily consented as she rose to her feet, her stunning eyes looking me up and down as though daring me to approach.  
 
    I did. With trembling hands, I slid the straps of Emily’s top off her shoulders and lifted it over her head. Then, I reached around her body, the head of my cock pressing through my panties against the slick latex skirt as I unzipped it. It put up some resistance, but I was able to put down over her hips. Emily simply stood there, unmoving, watching my face as I unhooked her bra and slid it off her shoulders. Then, I pulled down her panties. Kneeling at her feet, I slid them all the way down to the floor so that she could step out of them. 
 
    “Good boy,” Gabriella said from where she watched on the bed. “Now, get over here. Lie down on the bed. Emily, get the handcuffs out of my jacket and cuff him to the headboard.”  
 
    Gabriella patted the mattress beside her she spoke. As though it never occurred to her that anyone might disobey her. Back at home, she was back in her element, ready to give the orders for change. I didn’t disobey. Even though I knew what was coming, I did what my wife wanted. I climbed onto the bed beside her. Meanwhile, Emily picked up Gabriella’s jacket and rummaged inside. Producing the handcuffs, she climbed onto the bed next to me. I didn’t put up a fight as Emily lifted my arms over my head and threaded the handcuffs through the headboard, locking my wrists together. I lay between the women, completely at their mercy. 
 
    “Even panty boys deserve relief sometimes,” Gabriella said with a smile, turning on the bed to face me. “Emily, get your mouth around my husband’s cock and start sucking.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” Emily was still smiling as she kneeled at my side. I stared up at her in disbelief as she pulled down my panties to my thighs, letting my cock sprang out into the empty air. I let out a deep groan as my boss curled her hand around my shaft. Sweeping her blonde hair back from her face, she turned her eyes to Gabriella as she lowered her mouth down onto my manhood. 
 
    Of course, it felt incredible. After all the outrageous teasing and frustration I had been feeling, any contact with any part of either of these women was almost more than I could take. But Emily knew exactly what she was doing. I watched her cheeks hollow as she sucked on my cock, her hands still gripping its base while her lips slid up and down my shaft. She formed a tight seal, simultaneously using her tongue to tease the sensitive head, and in no time I was gasping and panting. I could feel my orgasm boiling inside me, the long-awaited release churning in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    “Careful,” Gabriella warned. “Don’t make him cum just yet.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” Emily’s voice was breathless as she spoke, lifting her mouth for a moment from my cock. She kept stroking it with her hand, using her own saliva as lubricant, keeping me just on this side of explosion. I looked at Gabriella in sheer desperation, knowing that even though Emily was the one holding my cock, it was Gabriella who would decide what happened next. 
 
    “You want to cum, panty boy?” 
 
    “Yes please, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    “Well, you know it’s not going to be that easy, right? What do I get in return?” 
 
    “Anything you want, Ama Gabriella.” Gabriella smirked at that. 
 
    “That’s what I thought you’d say. Go ahead, Emily. Get that mouth back on his cock.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    At once, Emily lowered her mouth to my lap again, wrapping her lips around my cock. I groaned, trembling with desire, and Gabriella watched everything. 
 
    “Watching Emily with all those men got me thinking,” Gabriella said slowly. “Thinking about our arrangement. It was really fun being a cum dumpster for her lovers. And you have to admit, you found it pretty sexy watching me.” 
 
    “Yes, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    I could barely even form the words as I lay back on the bed, my mind shattered and torn by outrageous pleasure. The part of my brain that was still capable of rational thought pleaded for caution, but was rapidly receding before the wild heat of my desire. Gabriella could get me to do anything, and she knew it. I just feared how she might use my lust against me. 
 
    “Well, you’re my husband, and I’m not going to cheat on you,” Gabriella said. I groaned, partly in relief, and partly in pleasure as Emily sucked a little harder on my cock. “You don’t cheat on me, either. That’s why you don’t get to fuck Emily. Well partly that, anyway. But since you have a mouth on your cock, I think it’s only fair that I should be allowed to do the same. I’m not talking about fucking other men. I’m just talking about Mistress Emily using me as an oral slut. That’s not cheating, is it? Because if it is, you’re cheating on me right now.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Ama Gabriella.” 
 
    “I know,” Gabriella giggled. “What can I say? I’m a bitch. But being Emily’s cum dumpster was so fucking hot to me. I want more. I want to be her oral slut and service her studs whenever she asks. I think you can handle that, can’t you, panty boy?” 
 
    “Yes,” I hissed, and Gabriella laughed at my response. “Yes, Ama Gabriella, I can handle it. You can do whatever you want.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Gabriella smirked, laying a hand on my leg. “Okay, Emily. Make my husband cum. Then we can really have some fun.” 
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