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Book 1 – Mile High Mistress: Young Pilot Taught And Teased By A Sexy Air Hostess


Desire In The Departure Lounge

Christina could sense Connor’s eyes on her as they killed time in the staff departure lounge, but made a conscious effort not to look up from her crossword puzzle. She could almost physically feel the sensation of his eyes dancing over her body in furtive fits and starts, greedy and lustful. And why wouldn’t he be staring?

She was approaching forty but had never looked better, the Eros Airlines uniform showing off all her assets just as it had been designed to. The blazer, blouse, and bow combination could have looked almost demure, but the tight cut served to frame her hips while perfectly highlighting the curve of her breasts nestled in the crisp white shirt. Christina leaned back to yawn like a cat, one shirt button threatening to pop open. She hoped Connor had seen that, and somehow knew that he had.

She stuck the end of her pen in her mouth, pretending to be deep in thought. With one hand she readjusted the cap on her head, setting it at a jaunty angle and sneaking a quick look towards her beau, her toy. He looked good in his neat pilot’s uniform, every inch the dashing sky jock with his neat blonde hair, clean-shaved face and athletic body. Despite the chiseled good looks, the expression on his face was anything but suave. She had caught him staring, but not like one of the arrogant older pilots who had a woman in every city. No, he was caught red-handed like an ill-mannered schoolboy, practically salivating over her. Christina winked quickly, flashing her long eyelashes and smiling almost imperceptibly. Noone else in the room caught it, but Connor blushed and looked down and his brightly polished shoes. Naughty puppy, she thought.

Christina looked back down at her newspaper but didn’t quite end the show there. Her tight pencil skirt was enhanced by a long side slit, which continued an inch or so higher than most other airlines would allow. Generally, this showed off just a little extra thigh encased in standard-issue black tights, although a careful observer would be able to see that today Christina had opted for stockings and suspenders. It was a rather unprofessional move on her part, and not one that she would have considered before her divorce the previous year, but no customers would be able to notice while she was standing and walking the aisles. Only someone sitting on the bench to her left would be able to notice the hint of skin. On the off-chance that Connor hadn’t clocked on, she subtly moved her finger along the side of her leg as if scratching an itch, her cherry red nails sure to draw his eyes.

A quick glance confirmed that she still had his attention, the boyishly handsome pilot utterly unable to drag his eyes from her body. Christina circled her ankle a few times before slipping most of her foot from her black patent high heel, catching it just on her toes. She scrunched and swung the shoe backward and forward while continuing to look down at her newspaper, dangling it rhythmically from the end of her toes. After a brief moment she let the shoe drop onto the floor with a soft clunk. As she leaned down to pick it up she took the opportunity to press her fingers into her arches, briefly massaging herself. She knew Connor would be watching, dreaming that it was his hands on her stockinged feet. Maybe even his lips, his tongue.

“Sore already Cris?” her fellow flight attendant Lucy teased playfully as she sat next to Christina.

“These heels are awful. I’ve been doing this for years, but I swear I’ll never get used to them.”

“We need to find you a good man to rub your feet then. I can always do it for now, but only if you ask very nicely.”

If only she knew, Christina thought, remembering her first night with Connor a few weeks ago.

Lucy was brash and beautiful, with a bawdy laugh and natural flirtatiousness that disarmed everyone she met. Christina had found her in-your-face sexuality almost intimidating at first, but she had quickly come to love and appreciate the younger women’s company.

“Maybe we should put a call-out on the plane, see if we can find a couple of fellas to look after us,” Christina joked back.

“A couple each, maybe! Although, I don’t think it’s just a massage I would want.”

Christina laughed, “I know exactly what you mean. I’ve actually found someone to help me out in that area fairly recently though.”

“What?” Lucy exclaimed. “You’re finally back on the horse? Who with? Tell me, tell me, tell me!”

Her friend was an incorrigible gossip, collecting interesting titbits from all the pilots and cabin crew like a greedy and particularly salacious magpie. Christina decided to keep her on the hook for a while.

“I can’t tell you who, but I can tell you it’s been wonderful. I feel like a proper woman again.”

“Oh, some big strong man?”

“Hmm, kind of. More enthusiastic than experienced, to be honest, but he absolutely adores me,” Christina leaned in close. “It’s nice having someone who can take a bit of guidance. It’s making me feel like a bit of a sex goddess.”

Lucy practically screamed, barely able to contain herself. “Is he younger? You filthy cougar! Tell me!”

“Maybe if you do a good job on this shift, young lady,” the older woman took on a mock stern tone. Technically she was Lucy’s manager on this flight, since she was the most experienced member of the cabin crew, although she always avoided bossing people around.

“So stern, I love it!”

Christina noticed Connor getting up and heading quickly for the toilet. It was hard to tell, but she fancied that she saw a tent developing in his trousers. After a discrete moment she got up and followed him, leaving Lucy stewing over her news. Christina had frequently confided in her about her lack of confidence and fulfillment since her factious divorce the previous year, and knew that beneath the giddy gossip-hound façade her friend was genuinely excited for her.

She caught up to him in the corridor just before he reached the staff bathroom. “Hey handsome, enjoy the show?”

“Yes and no,” Connor answered, with the slightest tremble in his voice.

“No?” Christina arched an eyebrow.

“I mean, I loved it, you look amazing. I want nothing more than to take you into this bathroom right now and fuck you,” that vigor with which he said the word fuck told her that he was absolutely telling the truth. “But it’s also making me nervous, Worked up.”

“Good,” Christina said. “If you’re nervous about me, then you aren’t nervous about flying.”

“I need to focus, though.”

“No, you need to relax and learn to trust yourself. A long haul is no different from a short haul really, and you’ve aced all your training and your trips so far. You’ve got this.”

Christina squeezed his arm, suddenly tender and nurturing rather than vampish. Connor was an excellent if inexperienced pilot, coming close to the top of his class and acquitting himself perfectly on all his flights and simulations. Today was going to be his first long haul flight as the lead captain though, and he had been tying himself in knots about it.

“You’re right, I’ve got this,” he took a deep breath. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Now, although flying long haul isn’t any harder than short haul, one difference is that we get a little rest break halfway through, right?”

“Yeah, of course.”

“So, I’m going to make sure I take mine at the same time as you. We can meet in Rest Area B, OK? At midnight, GMT.”

Connor had that delicious look of lust with a tinge of fear that she had quickly come to love, “I don’t know, it’s pretty risky. What if someone catches us?”

Christina leaned in close to whisper in his ear, toying with his tie and pressing herself lightly against him. “Next lesson - what a woman wants, a woman gets. Now, go get ready but do not even think about touching yourself in there. I need you to be raring to go.”

Connor nodded and she sent him into the bathroom with a parting slap on the backside. She took out her phone and quickly shot him a text message, before returning to get her bags and prepare for lift-off.

“Remember, good boys get rewards.”


Teaching Him To Please

6 weeks earlier

Connor nursed his beer, realizing that a night out at the pub was not going to solve his problems the way he had hoped it would. His friends looked at him in sympathy as they finished their drinks and prepared to leave, their desire to catch a taxi home before the bars shut driven by both the realities of the closing time rush and the fact that he was not the best company tonight. He knew that people, even good friends, could only listen to someone worry and complain for so long before they felt the burning need to be somewhere else. The problem was, he just couldn’t help himself.

“Look man, everything is going to be OK. You’ve trained for this, you can do this, and you’ll get used to the lifestyle,” Jason took one last swing at reassuring him. “Anyway, this is your dream job!”

Jason was saying the right things, but it still sat wrong with Connor. This was his dream job, and his parents had spent thousands putting him through his pilot training. So why couldn’t he find his groove?

“Are you sure you don’t want to jump in this taxi with us?”

“Nah, I’m good guys. I’m going to grab another beer here and read for a bit,” Connor knew he shouldn’t stay, but he wanted to be alone and wasn’t ready to head home to his parents’ house just yet. “Thanks though, for listening to my tales of woe.”

“Anytime mate, anytime.” Connor could tell that Rob’s sentiment was sincere, but that he was still hoping it might not be too soon.

They hugged it out the way old friends do and then went their separate ways. The lads headed for their taxi while Connor stood outside in the cold London air, trying and failing to light his cigarette. I can’t even do this right, he thought.

“Naughty, naughty,” came a stern yet sultry voice from beside him.

Connor dropped his lighter in surprise. He was plenty old enough to smoke, but still somehow felt like he was doing something wrong. “Umm, Christina, hi!”

“Need a hand, Captain?” As she bent down to pick up his lighter Connor couldn’t help but stare. Her cleavage was visible in her tight blue party dress, slim fit and revealing.

“It’s polite to say thank you,” she arched her eyebrow as she handed him the lighter. Connor realized he had been caught staring, slow to respond as he drank her in. He blushed as he mumbled his thanks, and she laughed.

“Sorry, I’m just a bit surprised to see you-“

“Surprised to see me?” she interrupted. “Did you think we just all lived at the airport? Or that I was too old to be out on the town? Rudeness on top of drinking and smoking, you are a bad boy!”

Connor was doubly embarrassed, realizing that he was not only blindsided by her beauty, but was also getting strangely aroused by her mock-stern teasing. One of his many shameful little fantasies was being put in his place by a strong older woman, and his new colleague Christina was unwittingly playing into that now.

Or was it that unwitting? She seemed to look him up and down with a knowing smile. “Are you here with friends?”

“No, they just left. I was going to sit and read for a while before I head home.”

“I’ll come join you,” she announced, telling rather than asking. “I’ll even let you buy me a drink.”

Christina took the cigarette from him and lit it in her mouth, taking a long draw and leaving a hint of her red lipstick on the filter. He had always known she was hot, but his nervousness at work meant that he had never really had time to appreciate it. Now, he was mesmerized.

“You’re not meeting friends?”

“I’m just on my way back home, was out on the town with a few people, but it was… unsuccessful. Too many chest-beating alpha apes, you know?”

Connor gulped at the implication that she was out on the prowl but nodded in agreement. “That’s why I avoid the high street bars.”

“Yeah, not the places for reading alone,” she smiled and touched his arm lightly. “I’ll keep you company.”

“OK,” Connor should have felt emasculated, but instead he felt protected. At ease. Like maybe she was just the person he had to be with right now.

Christina held the cigarette to his lips and let him take one long draw from her fingers, nails painted a glossy sky blue, before dropping it to the floor and crushing it under the toe of her harsh high heel. She sauntered towards the door with an extra bit of sway in her backside. “Come on, let’s go.”

***

Closing time came just an hour later, but Connor felt like they had been talking all night. He had shared his worries and anxieties about work, how he felt inadequate as a pilot and unable to connect with most of his colleagues. He had talked about his upcoming first long haul as a lead pilot and how it was keeping him up at night. Despite her intimidating good looks, Christina had managed to put him completely at ease. She reassured him, patiently but light-heartedly, while occasionally teasing and cajoling him. It wasn’t that she said anything he hadn’t heard before, from his parents or his friends. It was just that this time he felt listened to and nurtured, encouraged, and pushed in a way he hadn’t before. She didn’t talk down to him but didn’t quite treat him like an equal either. She was almost like a mentor. A sexy, older mentor. Her words were like a slap from a velvet glove.

“You can do this, and we both know you can. And there’s no point worrying, because you are going to do that flight, even if I have to wrestle you into that cockpit myself.”

Connor gulped a little at the image, picturing her overpowering him in front of everyone. He had felt an instant attraction to her, the kind that usually caused him to lose the ability to speak. In spite of his good looks he hadn’t had much success, or any success, with the ladies. He was terminally unable to make the first move, and as soon as someone took interest his mind tended to collapse under the weight of his own shyness and nerves. Flying a plane was nothing next to the challenge of flirting with a pretty girl. Somehow though, he was holding a conversation with Christina, and not only about his own petty neuroses.

Maybe it was because of the drink, but that had only worsened the problem in the past. One thing that certainly helped him relax was Christina opening up about her own recent divorce and her worries about dating. She was honest, frank, and open in a way he never saw with people his own age. Emotionally secure enough, despite all her troubles, to allow herself some vulnerability. Like him, she clearly needed someone to talk to, and it made Connor feel amazing that he could be that person for her. It made him want to go further, to do anything to make her feel comfortable.

“Closing time!” came the cry from the surly bloke behind the bar.

“Boo,” laughed Christina. “I feel like we are just getting started! Do you stay far from here?”

“A little, yeah. I’ll look into a taxi,” Connor flicked through his apps but had no luck, with long waits and high prices for any ride home from here. “Hmm. Looks like I’m walking.”

Christina looked at him thoughtfully as they walked towards the door. “I’m not far from here, you can always come back and wait at mine for it to get a bit quieter.”

“I don’t want to intrude-” Connor was saying, fully aware that he might be about to look a gorgeous gift horse in the mouth, when he exited the door to reveal a thunderous downpour.

“No ifs, no buts,” Christina said, light-hearted but with a voice that brooked no dissent. “I can’t let you walk home in this.”

“OK, thanks! I won’t stay long.”

“That’s right, no funny business mister, we are colleagues after all.”

Connor laughed, heart soaring despite the implied rejection of his advances. That fact she thought of them as colleagues was nice. The fact that she saw him as a potential sexual partner was even nicer.

She gripped his arm to steady herself and slipped off her heels, taking them in her hand. “I can’t believe neither of us brought an umbrella, bloody typical. My house is just round the corner, we can get there quick if we run. Ready?”

“Ready.”

With that, they dashed laughing into the chill London rain.

***

Connor shivered slightly as he watched Christina struggle with her keys. Suddenly the door swung open, the hallway of the terraced house a welcome sanctuary after the cold downpour.

“Get inside and get your clothes off, you’re shaking.”

“Buy me a drink first,” he replied weakly, flirting never coming naturally.

Christina tutted and herded him towards the door, all business. Her instant protectiveness made him wonder if she had children, but he didn’t see the tell-tale chaos of kids’ toys anywhere in the house so far. “Get in there and take a shower, I’ll bring you some clothes.”

“No, I can’t,“ he protested.

“Yes, you can. You need to change clothes and you need to warm up.”

“But-“

“No buts!”

The experienced air hostess was well-practiced at getting belligerent passengers to move where she wanted, and Connor felt the full effect of that experience now. Before he realized it, he was stripping off and getting into the shower, listening to Christina’s footsteps on the stairs as she went to use her spare shower and gather him some clothes. The water brought warmth back to his body, and with it he felt something else stir. He wasn’t sure what he wanted from the next few hours, whether he wanted to confide in his colleague or fuck her or perhaps just get out of this house before he embarrassed himself. His body seemed to have its own ideas though, an erection appearing unbidden as he stood under the hot stream. He resisted the instinct to touch it, feeling that it would be as disrespectful as it was risky.

Confirming that thought, the door suddenly burst open. Connor was startled, but relaxed as he saw a pair of tracksuit bottoms get thrown into the room. “Put those on, I’ll see you downstairs. Oh, and I hope you’re not playing with yourself in there!”

Connor got out quickly, knowing she was joking but not wanting to give her any reason to suspect, wondering vaguely if she could somehow read his mind. He frowned a little as he put on the grey exercise trousers, which were designed to sit loose but felt very snug on him. Christina’s ex-husband must have been small, although the way she had described him made Connor picture a large, meat-headed man. She hadn’t provided a T-shirt, leaving him feeling uncomfortably exposed in this woman’s house. He hung up his wet clothes as best he could and made his way down the stairs.

Christina was sitting on the couch with a fluffy pink robe and slippers on, her hair quickly dried and tied up. It was a far cry from the kind of silk kimono or satin slip that he might have pictured her in, more comfy than sexy. Nevertheless, Connor thought she looked stunning, with one long leg on top of the other and the soft skin of her neck and chest visible in between the folds of the dressing gown. She was showing less skin than she had in her party dress, but the homely setting made it feel far more intimate.

She stifled a giggle when she saw him, smiling as she looked him up and down. “You look very cute in my clothes.”

“Your clothes?”

“Of course, who else?”

“I don’t know. Maybe your ex?” Connor felt awkward bringing him up in her house, although she had already talked at length about him in the pub.

“Oh, I threw all that dickhead’s clothes out in the street, my stuff is all I have now. It’s not a problem, is it?”

“No, no! I mean, they are a little small, but I appreciate it.”

“Good,” she smiled at him happily. “You’re just lucky I didn’t put you in my stewardess uniform.”

He laughed and went to sit down, but Christina stretched out on the couch, denying him the space. “Could you do me a favor before you sit down?”

“Of course,” he said, aware that he sounded boyishly too eager to please.

“My feet are a mess after dancing all night and running home in that rain,” Connor thought she was about to ask him for a foot rub and thought this was all going a little too by the book. A little bit too Pulp Fiction. That perennial question pushed its way to the front of his mind - was a foot rub sexual, or just friendly?

“Could you be a darling and get my foot bath out of the cupboard over there? I’m just going to wash them here if that isn’t terribly rude?”

Connor was both relived and disappointed. While he wouldn’t have thought of himself as a foot guy, he hadn’t been able to take his eyes off of her long, luscious legs all evening. “Of course! I don’t mind going though, if you want to relax.”

“No, don’t be silly. You can hardly go home dressed like that. Besides, I’m feeling plenty relaxed with you here.”

Connor spent the next few minutes scurrying around at her direction while she lounged and selected some music for them, gathering the electric foot bath and pouring them both a glass of wine. He placed the warm basin of water in front of her and plugged it in before handing her the glass. Christina patted the sofa next to him, directing him to sit down. “Don’t worry, I won’t bite.”

She sighed deeply as she slipped her feet into the water. They made conversation while they sipped the wine, talking about the music, the weather, and work. Christina was funny, witty, and able to put him completely at ease. He had never expected to end the night drinking wine with a sophisticated woman, a woman whose hand would occasionally reach out to stroke his arm, sending a rush of excitement through his body. He almost melted when she brushed her hair to the side and leaned in close. Was this the moment? Suddenly, the bubbling sounds of the water stopped as the foot spa ended its cycle.

“You know, I use this thing after every flight now, since I don’t have a man around to help me unwind,” Christina practically fluttered her long eyelashes at him. “But it just isn’t the same, you know?”

Connor paused for a moment, losing himself in her eyes. He was struck by how unbelievably gorgeous she was in that moment, by how lucky he felt to be close to her. She must get checked out by dozens of guys a day, her long legs and pretty face surely drawing plenty of attention. But did anyone else appreciate the way her smile tugged at her full lips, pulling them into a cheeky knowing smirk that seemed to hint at some secret joke she was about to share? Did other people see the steely sense of control just beneath the surface of her friendly demeanor? Was he the only person to see that she wasn’t just a sexy stewardess, but a gorgeous, glamorous goddess?

Christina coughed slightly, pulling him out of his reverie. “Are you OK?”

Take a hint idiot, Connor thought, you nearly blew it!

“I could rub them if you like?”

“Oh, really? I mean, only if you’re sure!” her voice was coquettish and undemanding.

“Absolutely! It’s the least I can do,” he scooted back on the sofa so she could swing her feet up, but she gestured gracefully and imperiously at the floor, suddenly more like an empress used to being waited upon than a recently divorced stewardess. He slid onto the floor and knelt before her, feeling unable to resist even if he had wanted to. A puppet, with his strings firmly wrapped around her fingers.

“Good boy,” she said, the protective tone but patronizing words sending a shiver of shame and lust through his body. “Move the bath and then dry my feet with that towel. There’s some coconut oil in the drawer.”

Connor got to work, rubbing her feet with the fluffy towel and getting in between her slender, unpainted toes. The shower and then bath had done a fine job cleaning them, so he allowed his hands to focus on squeezing and kneading her tired feet. He focused on the task like the perennial high achiever and people pleaser that he was, trying not to be distracted by the fact that this was probably the most intimately he had ever touched a woman.

To his shame, and no doubt to the surprise of anyone who looked at him, he was still a virgin. His sexual experience was limited to a few teenage kisses, his academic workload, training, and incredible shyness having crowded out his opportunities. The longer he had gone without sealing the deal the more of a psychological barrier he developed, his normal teenage nervousness giving way to a near pathological inability to connect romantically without messing it up somehow. And now, here he was. Not exactly in the bed of a beautiful older woman, but in her house. At her feet.

“Have you done this before, Connor?” Christina asked.

Her using his name like that made him feel small, in a good way, but the question made him nervous. It seemed like she was asking about something deeper, picking up somehow on his internal monologue. “Yes, ehm. I mean no.”

“Hmm,” she had a sardonic smirk playing at the sides of her lips. “Well, I’m loving the enthusiasm. But let’s see if you can take direction.”

Connor nodded and followed her instructions, rubbing some coconut oil into his hands and working it into her feet. She moaned in between giving instructions, each satisfied noise drawing Connor in deeper, fueling his desire to please. He knew that he was in a strange position both physically and figuratively, kneeling on the floor like a servant and rubbing the feet of someone who was technically under his command at work. That hardly mattered now, though. Looking up at her, smiling and satisfied, sipping her wine while she received his attention, he knew this was where he wanted to be.

He squeezed her arches and heels in between his hands, feeling the tension release from her body. She directed him to hold each foot by the heel and then rotate it at the ankle, drawing her sole almost level with his face. It could have felt humiliating, and perhaps on some level it did, but Connor didn’t mind. He didn’t mind the sweet smell of coconut and didn’t mind the sight of her long, graceful toes. He didn’t even mind the few small imperfections on her soles, only wanting to pamper her more because of them.  If this was a friendly foot rub, he was glad to be her friend. If this was something more… well, perhaps he shouldn’t dwell on that in case the nerves started to kick in.

“So, you haven’t done this for any of your little girlfriends?” Christina teased.

“No,” Connor paused, wondering how much to reveal. “To be honest, I haven’t had many girlfriends.”

“Not many? I’m surprised!” For a moment, she looked almost worried, or guilty. “Are you a virgin?”

“No! I mean, I’ve had a few, just not in a while.” He didn’t know what the right answer here was but didn’t want to put her off by seeming completely out of his depth.

“Hmm,” her eyes bored into his, seemingly searching for something. “Why not?”

“I’ve been busy, with training and the new job.”

“Of course! That explains why you’re single. But in my experience pilots, even new ones, don’t have trouble finding some girls to spend time with.”

“It’s not just the time, I guess,” Connor admitted, feeling like there wasn’t much he could hide from her. “I get nervous. Around girls.”

“You don’t seem nervous around me.”

“Maybe that’s because you’re a woman, not a girl,” Connor spoke before he thought, meaning it as a compliment but quickly realizing his insinuation.

“Cheeky bastard!” Christina laughed, lightly kicking out at him.

“Sorry,” he replied, and before he realized what he was doing he had planted a single, chaste kiss of apology on the top of her foot. She looked at him strangely. Not angry at him for overstepping a boundary, but something else. Hungry, perhaps. He apologized again, this time for the kiss. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be. I know what you meant.”

The seconds ticked by like hours as Christina gazed into his eyes. Something passed between them, some parcel of knowledge that was transmitted in a moment, but which would take some time to unwrap. She placed her feet back in his hands and continued.

“You’re a sweet guy, funny and charming and very, very handsome. You have nothing to be nervous about.”

“I know.”

“Ha, you know you’re handsome?”

“I know I shouldn’t be nervous, I mean! But well, I am. I’m nervous about flying, I’m nervous talking to people, men and women. I’m just… nervous. Even though I’ve flown before, I feel like the next time will be the time I mess it up. I feel the same about kissing a girl, like I’m somehow going to forget how to do it-”

Christina leaned in suddenly, taking his face in her hands and kissing him firmly. She tasted like red wine, grown-up and seductive, sweet and intoxicating. He kissed back, opening his mouth and allowing her tongue to gently find his. It felt electric.

“There you go, you’ve kissed your hot, cougar colleague. You’ve got nothing to be nervous about now,” she smiled warmly at him, encouragingly. “OK?”

“OK,” Connor beamed back.

“You’re a good kisser and a good listener. Women like that, so you’re going to be fine.”

“What else do women like?” he asked, taking a sip of his wine.

“Hmm,” she tapped her finger on her chin theatrically, “they like men that can cook, and make good conversation and… make them come.”

He almost spat out his wine.

“Do you want me to teach you?”

“Wh-what? Like, teach me how to, ehem-”

“Make a woman come? Sure, why not? It’s too late at night to teach you how to cook, and you’re already plenty charming when you want to be,” her wolfish grin was there, but she seemed utterly serious. Connor couldn’t believe his luck.

“Ehum, OK.”

“A bit more enthusiasm?”

“Yes please!”

“Great, but first you have to do something for me.” Christina leaned over and rummaged in the couch-side cabinet, robe falling open to reveal the hint of a lacy bra beneath. She produced a small, red bottle. “Paint my nails for me!”

Connor looked back, gobsmacked by the suggestion and overwhelmed by the entire situation. “Paint your nails?”

“Sure, women love a guy who can paint nails, trust me!”

Connor did trust her, and though he knew she was playing with him he felt pulled along, happy to allow her to flirt him down the garden path. “OK! No promises though.”

“I expect steady hands, Mister! You might be a pilot, but you can consider this your final test of nerves and dexterity before I let you get your hands on me.”

Christina stretched out her legs on the couch, with Connor taking a position on the floor near her feet. She passed him the bottle of cherry red varnish, explaining the process to him. It was simple enough, and they fell back into relaxed conversation as he applied one layer, and then a second, waiting for it to dry before applying a topcoat. Her robe had fallen open while he was painting her nails, revealing more and more of her body to him, and once he had finished she simply removed it, leaving him unsure where to look. The conversation stopped, and after a moment of silence she placed an ankle on each of his shoulders, wiggling her toes approvingly.

“Do you like what you see?”

“Th-, the color looks good,” Connor replied weakly.

“I don’t just mean the toes,” Christina moved her right foot to his crotch, prodding and poking at his rapidly hardening cock through the thin material of her sweatpants.

Connor drank in the sight of Christina’s body. She had always looked fit and tight in her uniform, but her nakedness revealed soft, alluring curves. Her underwear was mismatched, with a lacy black bra and high-cut red panties that framed her voluptuous hips. Her skin was beautiful, creamy and kissable, making him imagine instantly how it would feel to lay his face against her thighs, tummy, and breasts. He thought about caressing, stroking, and licking every part of her, making her feel as special as she deserved, while her foot massaged his now desperate cock. Suddenly, he felt the tell-tale signs of an orgasm rushing through his body. Not yet, he thought. Connor scrambled away on instinct, causing her foot to drop heavily onto the floor.

“Sorry, I just, uhm-”

“You could have just told me to slow down! Did you make a mess in my clothes?” Christina wasn’t quite mocking him, but there was a stern edge to her voice that almost made Connor feel like he was caught between a domineering teacher and a schoolyard bully.

“No! No, I didn’t.”

“Good. So, what’s wrong?”

Christina’s eyes seemed to peer into him and, somehow, he felt something like tears beginning to form in his eyes. He had narrowly avoided an embarrassing orgasm, but now he felt something more shameful and unstoppable bubbling up- the truth.

“I’m a virgin. I’ve never done anything like this, at all. Remotely, ever,” he cast his eyes down, feeling ashamed. He hadn’t intended to lie, but couldn’t see why an experienced, sexy woman like Christina would want to be with a 24-year-old virgin. “Sorry.”

She was silent for a long moment, looking him up and down. Connor couldn’t read her expression at all. It was inscrutable, calculating. He assumed she was trying to work out how to let him down gently.

“I’ll go. Sorry. Thanks for the clothes and stuff.”

Connor started moving towards the door, unsure of what his exit plan really was, when Christina burst out laughing. “What are you talking about? Are you going to leave like that? Don’t be daft, come here and sit down, sweetie.”

He smiled sheepishly and went to take a seat next to her, but she directed him onto the floor once again. She placed one finger underneath his chin and directed his eyes to her, looking down at him beatifically.

“Listen I can’t teach you how to fly a plane, and I’m not sure if I can make you comfortable talking to new people. I can show you how to please a woman, no matter how inexperience you might be, but only if you do what I tell you. Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

“Before we begin, you’re going to have to apologize for lying to me.”

“I’m sorry for not telling you I’m a virgin. I really am.”

She simply pointed at the floor and wiggled her bright red toes. She had enjoyed his previous token of apology and evidently wanted a repeat. He lowered his lips and kissed the top of each foot, tasting coconut and submission.

“Good boy. Now, first things first. Let’s see what I’m working with. Stand up and put your hands behind your back.”

Connor stood in front of her, hands clasped like a soldier on parade. His swiftly returning erection strained against the fabric. She quickly relieved him of that confinement, pulling them down around his ankles in one swift motion. This was the most naked he had ever been in front of a woman. He felt exposed, like he’d just been pantsed by a playground bully, but fought to maintain his composure.

“Not bad,” Christina purred, stroking his thighs as she examined his body. “I can’t wait to show you how to use it. First though, you are going to learn all about my body. Kneel down.”

She shimmied out of her panties and stood proud in front of him. He was much taller than her, and even on his knees his eyes were almost level with her full breasts, still encased in their bra. She placed her hands on the back of his head and pulled him in close, allowing him to nuzzle into her. Connor couldn’t help but purr as she stroked his head tenderly. Christina directed his face down, bringing his eyes level with her crotch. She pulled his face into her mound of neatly trimmed, black public hair, grinding slightly into him. He took in her scent, musky and intoxicating.

“Some women will be trim, some waxed, some hairy. I change it up. My advice is that you just go along with whatever she likes. There’s nothing worse than some man who hasn’t shaved in his life expecting a woman to wax every couple of days.”

Connor planted a soft kiss of understanding on her mound and looked up, with wide pliant eyes. “And how do you like your men?”

Christina giggled, looking down on him like some Amazonian. “Oh my God, aren’t you a good boy. I’m going to have to keep you.”

Connor’s heart leaped at her words. In that moment he wanted nothing more than to be kept by her. If he had a tail, it would be wagging enthusiastically. Instead, he simply lavished more kisses on her tummy, hips, and mound.

“Since you offered, I’d like you to keep yourself trim down there if we do this again. No need to wax though, don’t worry. I’m not a sadist.”

She pulled his head away gently and sat down on the couch in front of her student, facing him eye-to-eye. They shared a long, breathless kiss and then she sat back, legs open and demeanor suddenly businesslike.

“I’ll try and put this in terms I know you’ll understand. Pleasing a woman is like flying a plane.  Probably, I don’t know,” Christina laughed at her own tortured metaphor but kept going. “Even if you understand the theory and know what all the buttons do, each one is going to feel a little bit different. You need to listen, respond, get a feel for her body. I’m going to show you how I work and let you practice on me, but try to focus on reading my reactions, not just following a process. Does that make sense?”

Connor nodded, and his education began.

***

What followed was the strangest, sexiest, and most hands-on lesson Connor had ever received. Christina talked him through the essentials of the female body while he knelt in front of her, resting her foot on his chest or slinging a leg over his shoulder to give him a better view as needed. She demonstrated how she liked to be touched with her deft fingers before allowing him to explore her himself. Connor heeded her words, paying close attention to how she reacted when he stroked her here or applied pressure there, and found himself slipping into an almost meditative reverie as his senses fell into sync with her body. Soon she allowed him to taste her, teaching him how to use his fingers and tongue together to bring her towards orgasm. Her calm instruction gave way to a deep, animalistic groaning as she came close to the edge.

“Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop,” she held his head tight, grinding and pulling him into her while he fought to keep his tongue on her sensitive clit. She bucked and her legs went tight, squeezing Connor’s head viciously for a moment as he felt the wet, warm sensation of her orgasm. Christina’s legs relaxed slightly but she ground and gyrated for a moment more on his willing face, almost like she was marking her territory. Connor was vaguely aware that her actions should have made him feel disrespected and used, like a sex toy or a rag, but all he felt was the warm flush of success. All he had wanted to do at that moment was to please her, and he had.

Christina pushed his head down from her now oversensitive clit, and Connor took the hint. She purred and stroked his head as he gently kissed and lapped around her labia, helping her come down from her orgasm. After a few moments she spoke, gently but authoritatively.

“Here’s how this is going to work. We can meet up, hang out and have fun but I decide when and where. That goes double when we are at work. I don’t want a reputation, and you’re young. Inexperienced. You just let me handle everything, and I’ll make sure it all works out, OK?”

Connor would have agreed to anything at that point. “OK.”

“Good boy, that’s for the best. Now lie down.”

He slid back onto the floor, realizing for the first time how stiff his body had become. Maybe he would have to trade the weightlifting for yoga if he was going to keep this up. His body sunk into the soft carpet as he stared up at Christina. She removed her bra and threw it to the side, revealing her breasts to him for the first time. She looked comfortable in her nakedness, triumphant even, like some ancient goddess of beauty and nature. As she smiled down at him Connor realized that he would happily let her do whatever she wanted to him in that moment, whether that was make passionate love to him or trample him under her feet. His hard cock jutted in the air, twitching at the realization.

She went for the former rather than the latter, straddling his body and guiding the tip of his erection to her entrance. She stopped for just a moment, asking with her eyes if he was sure he wanted to do this. Connor nodded, and Christina enveloped him. The sensation was unbelievably intense, warm and welcoming. She rocked slowly at first before building her pace, gyrating on his rock-hard cock.

“I’m on contraception, but it’s still important, essential, that you don’t come too fast or without telling me first. You were good to me with your mouth, but I need some cock. I have for a long time. So, stay focused.”

Connor did his best but could tell that the sights and the sensations were going to drive him to the edge quickly. When Christina began playing with her nipples it became almost too much to bear, making him gasp and beg her to slow down. She reached behind her with one hand and grabbed her balls firmly, the discomfort pulling him back from the brink of orgasm.

“If you come inside me you are going to be eating it out of me, I swear to God,” she promised harshly. “Focus.”

He thought of airfoil and altitude monitors, gauges and groundspeed, trying desperately to distract himself from the overwhelming desire to let go and lose control. He wanted to please her, to impress her, to show that he was enough of a man for her. To give her what she needed and deserved. He knew this was surely just lust, not love, but as he looked up at her beautiful face, lips curled in ecstasy, he felt like he wanted to do this forever.

It couldn’t last forever though. Christina adjusted herself into a squatting position, allowing her to bounce deeply and impressively on his cock. It was too much for him and he told her so, trying to maintain some dignity in his voice as he told her he was about to come. She removed herself at the last minute, his hot cum spurting out across his abs and chest. For a moment Connor thought she was going to leave him like that as punishment, his desperate dick denied the sensation of a full orgasm, but she was merciful. Christina quickly wrapped her fingers around him and jerked slowly, deliberately, milking every last drop from his twitching cock.

“Impressive amount of cum, but we really need to work on your stamina. The pros and cons of youth, I suppose.”

Connor nodded weakly, disappointed that he hadn’t lasted longer but delighted at her intention to keep this going.

“You did well baby, so well, but you’re not done yet. One thing about women is that we can have more than one orgasm, and you didn’t quite last until my second one. So,” she moved to straddle his face, spinning so that she faced his feet. “I’m going to finish what we started.”

His vision disappeared as Christina lowered herself onto his face, engulfing him in comfortable darkness. His nose was enveloped entirely, forcing him to breathe through his mouth in between licks. His world shrank to a handful of delicious sensations - the feeling of her soft white ass on his face, the taste and smell of her juices, the muffled sound of her pleasure. As his gorgeous older colleague bucked herself towards a gushing orgasm, roughly using his face for her pleasure, one thought reverberated in his befuddled mind.

How did I get so lucky?


Mile High Femdom

Throughout the mind-numbingly familiar routine of the safety demonstration Christina had one thing on her mind – sex. The sex she was about to have, partly, but she tried not to over plan that. Why spend mental energy imagining something that was about to happen for real? Instead, she mostly thought back to her exploits from the last few weeks, picturing Connor in various states of undress and supplication. His needy cock springing to attention when she removed his underwear. His quivering body when she tied him to a chair before slowly, gently teasing him. The way his eyes widened when she placed a hand around his throat.

His bright, happy smile when she called him a good boy.

It was that first night that she found herself returning to, over and over. The way that night unfolded seemed to follow an inevitable flow, progressing like some prewritten script, but it had come as a surprise to her. She had considered the young pilot attractive but had never thought of him as a potential partner until she ran into him that night. Since her divorce she had been paddling about the dating pool gracelessly, completely turned off by the kind of cocky men she had gone for before her brief, uninspiring marriage. They still wanted her, but Christina had no idea what she wanted herself.

And then she saw Connor, shivering in the cold and struggling to light his cigarette. Listened to him pour his heart out and saw him listen earnestly to her. His vulnerability awoke something in her, something that only grew as she watched him fumble and flirt. She felt a desire to protect him, but also to possess him. There was a risk there. She didn’t want to become known as one of those air floozies who slept with the pilots, but she could tell instantly that Connor wasn’t the bragging, fly-boy type. Besides, she was getting past caring what other people thought.

As she led him through their flirtation like a dog on a leash, she felt a power that she hadn’t experienced before. She realized that she could play with him, mold him and shape him, and that he would enjoy it. She could sense that he was feeling something more than lust for her, but something other than infatuation. Reverence, worship, devotion.

It was a new, intoxicating feeling, something she needed after the year she had just had. She had played around dominating men once or twice before, blindfolds and a little spanking, but never anything like this. It came easily, like old remembered song lyrics or some dance routine buried in the depths of her memory. One thing followed on from the next, a stroke of the hair following a scratch down the back, a whispered not yet following logically on from a building passage of pleasure. Having a handsome young pilot underneath her felt like the most natural thing in the world, and she could tell he felt the same.

Although Christina knew she should have paused when she found out just how innocent he was, it only made her want it more. The little taste of taboo only added to the delicious feeling of power. A small part of her brain told her she should feel bad, or worried, or ashamed, but she didn’t. Christina was going to train him and tease him, control and corrupt him, and they were both going to love every minute of it.

***

The first portion of the long flight from London to Shanghai went smoothly, with no drunk or hysterical passengers to deal with so far. Christina directed some of the junior cabin crew to their tasks and shared a few minutes of friendly banter with Lucy whenever she could, playfully batting away her attempts to wheedle romantic gossip out of her. It quickly turned into a running joke, her vivacious friend flirtatiously cajoling her about her secret sexual exploits whenever they were out of the passengers’ earshot.

“C’mon, tell me! You know you can trust me!”

“I know I can trust you to gossip!”

Lucy sulked flirtatiously, “I’ll tell you a secret of mine!”

“Like what?”

“Like who I have a crush on?”

“A crush, are you 12 years old?”

“Who I fancy then!”

“Hmm, go on.”

Lucy leaned in close to whisper. “It’s you.”

They both burst out laughing, with Christina slapping her friend playfully on the arm, “Be serious Luce!”

Five hours into the 12-hour flight made it midnight, time for the first lot of staff breaks. Christina removed her underwear in preparation and then made her way to Rest Area B, leaving the running of the cabin crew in Lucy’s capable hands. She opened the narrow door to find Connor sitting there, punctual as always in his full flight uniform.

The rest area was little more than a narrow corridor with four coffin-like bunk beds built into the wall so that staff could sleep in shifts. Still, it was roomier than what they would get on smaller or older planes and would give them plenty of space for some fun. Christina planned to distract her boy from his mid-flight jitters and tick an item off her sexual bucket list in one fell swoop.

“Hello, Captain,” she purred, closing the door behind her. “How is your flight going?”

“Oh, OK, got some mild turbulence over northern China to look forward to but other than-”

“Shh,” she interrupted, putting a long finger to his lips, “I don’t really care. Just kiss me.”

Connor kissed her deeply, if not forcefully, far more confident than he had been a few weeks ago. Christina allowed herself to melt into him for a moment before reaching up and deftly swiping the pilot’s cap from his head and placing it on her own. She pulled away and sat down on the one chair in the narrow room. She crossed one leg over the other, revealing the hint of her bare thigh, and pointed at the floor in front of her. The captain took his now familiar kneeling position in front of her and, without being prompted, removed her heels. He grasped her nylon-encased foot in his strong hands and massaged them, squeezing her arches and caressing her calves. It felt wonderful after hours of walking the aisles, but they didn’t have time for too much of this.

“Good boy,” Christina paused for a moment to enjoy the look of stupefied satisfaction that crossed his face when she praised him. “As nice as this feels, it’s time for another lesson. What a woman wants, a woman gets. And what I want right now is to join the mile high club.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he murmured, gazing up at her with lust and admiration.

“Not Ma’am, it makes me feel old. How about Mistress?”

He had always just called her by her name, but an honorific felt appropriate. After all, he got to be Captain, so why shouldn’t she have a title of her own?

“Yes, Mistress,” the word seemed to flow easily off of his tongue, as if he had said it in his head a thousand times before. “But what if someone comes in?”

“No good thing comes without risk. But you’re right, time is of the essence. So, you better get to work.”

Christina slid out of her skirt and directed his face in-between her legs. His lips and tongue probed her eagerly, having been well-directed on how to stimulate and prepare her during previous meetings. She held his head possessively with one hand and used the other to undo the buttons of her blouse, opening it to unveil her body underneath. She looked and felt resplendent in her lingerie, like a pin-up or glamour model. Draping one leg over his broad back, she admired the shine of her cherry red toenails just visible through the black stockings. Connor had retouched them just a few days ago, as he had at each of their meetings, seeming to take great pleasure in pampering the lowest part of her body. He seemed to worship her from head to toe, and she was getting used to it.

In an ideal world she would have let him worship her for hours, enjoying the sensations of the plane while he teased and stimulated her most sensitive areas. She was aware that time was not on their side. She pulled his head back slowly and looked into his wide, honest eyes. So hungry, so needy, so eager to please.

“Get naked. I want your cock inside me.”

Christina could see opposing forces fighting inside him. His worries and anxieties were wrestling with his desire to please and his burning need to take her right now. He began undoing his buttons, but still put up some weak protest, “Are you sure?”

“Remember the lesson– I get what I want.”

“What if someone comes in, though?”

“That’s why you’re going to do me up against the door, and why you’re going to get to it now.”

Connor’s defenses crumbled and within moments he was standing naked in front of her. She insisted on him being completely nude, while she kept on her bra and stockings. Christina enjoyed the power imbalance of having him naked while she remained fully or even partially clothed. A fortnight ago, she had made him stand naked while she inspected his newly shaved genitals, and last week she had enjoyed running him through her daily yoga routine naked while she wore her workout clothes. His embarrassment and vulnerability had been delicious.

She ran her hands over his body, admiring it for a moment. His skin was soft and blemish-free, his stomach tight with just a hint of visible abdominal muscle underneath. Not the body of a gym bro, but of a fit and healthy young man. His cock showed the same level of vigor, springing to attention at a moment’s notice. Christina pumped it slowly for a moment, enjoying the tactile feeling as it throbbed in her hand, spreading the precum around down the shaft in preparation.

“Fuck me now,” she demanded, turning and bracing herself against the wall. She pushed her round ass back against him and moaned as he slid inside her easily, the juices of their shared arousal making it easy. He thrust slowly at first, building up the pace and power steadily. A different kind of man might have slapped her ass or pulled her hair back, making her feel like a piece of meat. Instead, he gripped her hip with one hand and caressed her with the other, running his fingers across her back and ribs. Christina shivered at his gentle reverence. Even as a captain at 40,000 feet, he remained always her eager little sub.

She moaned first, drawing a soft grunt from him. The sensations of him thrusting and filling her, the thrill of doing it all in the air, began to unlock her animalistic passion. She felt herself moan louder and louder, knowing that soon it would turn into screams of pleasure. Connor seemed to sense it too.

“We need to be quiet, what if someone hears?”

He wasn’t wrong. Despite the loud vibrating of the engine, the barriers between rooms were thin and there was always going to be someone nearby.  Christina didn’t want to encourage his worries and didn’t like his taking the lead, but she also didn’t want to be caught in this compromising position. She moved her hips forward and placed one hand against him, causing them to disengage. Turning quickly, she gave him one light playful slap and then held his face in both her hands.

“If you want me to be quiet, you’re going to have to kiss me.”

He did, deeply and passionately. Christina let him take the lead, falling back as his tongue and hands explored her. For a moment it felt more like they were making out than making love, his kissing having a kind of immature enthusiasm that she found endearing. His fingers fumbled inelegantly at the bra clasps, and she broke off the kiss to help him free her breasts from their lacy confines.

“I hope you’ve been working out,” she said, leaning back against the door and wrapping one leg around him while she guided his cock to her entrance. She slid it in and lowered herself onto him, allowing him to take her weight on his arms and hips. Connor held her easily, showing more strength than would meet the eye as he began to pound her against the door. His mouth found her neck, kissing, licking, and nibbling his way down to her collarbone. He silenced her growing moans with a kiss while a free hand found her breast. In the deeper recesses of her sex-addled mind, Christina could hear the faint sound of heels walking down the carpeted corridor outside. Suddenly, the door behind her started sliding open.

“What’s going on in there?” Lucy’s voice sang out, her playful lilt inflected with genuine surprise.

Christina reacted first, with Connor staring wide-eyed and useless. “It’s just me, I’m getting changed back into my uniform!”

“Well, let me in then! I’ve seen you in your knickers before.”

Why was she here?  Christina was sure she’d have some flimsy excuse, although she had probably just got bored amongst the sleeping passengers. “Just give me a minute Luce, I’ll be out soon.”

Christina quickly put on her bra, removed the captain’s hat, and shooed Connor into the corner, more or less out of view. She decided on a strategy of semi-honestly, sliding the door half open and popping her head out. Lucy tapped her foot theatrically, one eyebrow cocked.

“Alone, are we?”

“Not quite,” Christina smiled back, “this time I promise I really will tell you. Later.”

“You naughty girl! With a passenger? Or…” Lucy was beside herself with excitement.

“I’ll tell you. Later.”

“Such a tease. Fine, since you’re my bestie. I’ll even go and make sure no one else comes up here. Give you ten minutes or so to, um, finish up.”

“You’re the best Luce, thank you.”

“You can thank me with a cocktail and some details in the bar later. Have fun!”

Christina gasped a sigh of relief as she shut the door. That could have gone worse.

“We should get out of here,” Connor whispered, panicking, “this is so irresponsible, we could probably lose our jo-”

This time it was Christina’s turn to silence him with her mouth, pulling his face towards her forcefully and kissing him until he seemed to have calmed down, “Listen, if we both come running out of here right now it’ll only look more suspicious. Lucy didn’t see you, and anyway, she can keep a secret. This is nothing to worry about, I promise.”

He seemed temporarily mollified, both by her reassuring words and by the sensation of her fingers gently stroking his still-hard shaft. Despite the panic, the feeling of nearly being caught hadn’t blunted his body’s desire. Did he secretly relish the thought of being exposed, Christina wondered. Did she?

She resolved to keep going, making sure he was willing to stay and see this through. Bending her head to his hairless chest, she circled her tongue around his small nipples. Christina knew they were sensitive from some of their previous edging sessions, and she felt this confirmed as his cock throbbed insistently in her hands. Not wanting this to end too soon she pushed him down onto the chair, trusting in Lucy to prevent anyone else from walking in.

“You can leave if you really want, but since you’ve been so good and so brave I was planning on giving you a reward,” Christina fell to her knees, thankful for the high stockings protecting her knees from the carpeted floor. She looked up at Connor, leaning back against the chair tall and proud, waiting for a little sign of affirmation. He gave a barely perceptible nod and she enveloped his twitching stiffness with her mouth. She alternated between deep, bobbing motions that threatened to tickle her tonsils and gentle sucking on the head, occasionally teasing the frenulum with her tongue. She suspected too much of any one motion would bring him quickly over the edge.

This was not a position she had found herself in recently. While Christina had kissed and licked her boy-toy’s sensitive areas once or twice while edging him and building his stamina, she hadn’t deigned to get down on her knees and suck his cock. Such a submissive position and activity didn’t fit with her lessons or her newly developing persona as a firm but fair mistress. Instead, she had preferred to have him on his knees or buried under her ass, tongue working diligently to please her. She was enjoying herself, relishing the way he felt in her mouth and basking in the look of bliss in his eyes when she looked up at him. She felt the wetness between her legs, drawing arousal from his arousal. Still, as his hand began stroking her hair Christina couldn’t help but wonder whether she was making a mistake. Would doing this for him ruin the spell, and turn him into a typical, selfish man?

No. If I want to suck his cock, I’ll suck his cock, she thought. So long as he knows I can give rewards, and I can take them away.

Christina stopped sucking and took his rod in her hand, squeezing the base as he moaned in thwarted desire. “Do you want to leave now?”

“God, no.”

“Good boy. Now tell me, what do you want.”

“To please you.”

“Good answer, and you will,” Christina’s mind, sex drunk as it was, had plenty of ideas for how he could do that. Especially since they would have a multi-day layover in Shanghai, “But I am rewarding you. What do you want?”

“Ohh,” Connor groaned, his mind struggling to piece together a coherent answer from his addled and conflicting desires.

“Do you want to come on my face? In my mouth? On my tits?” Christina hammed it up, fluttering her eyelashes and pushing her breasts together like a porn star. “Tell me what you really, really want.”

“To fuck you,” he looked somehow sheepish and lustful, submissive but wild. “To come inside you.”

Christina smiled. Now, that was a big ask. She had been taking him inside her every time they met up but had insisted that he control himself while she rode him. She had trained him well and he showed an incredible amount of self-restraint, but he still struggled to last more than a few minutes inside her tight, wet cunt. He had already fucked her more on this plane than in all their previous sessions, and surely couldn’t last too long.

“Do it, fuck me as hard as you want. As hard as you can. I want to feel you explode inside me. But remember, I come first. You’re the man, you’re the captain, you’re in charge, but you still have to make me happy.”

Connor nodded seriously, seeming to take his instructions seriously despite the lack of or else. Christina laid herself down on the carpet, spreading her stockinged legs to invite him in. He knelt between her legs, guiding his rock-hard cock to her entrance. He slipped in easily as she shimmied her hips to invite him further in. He was larger than most men she had been with, much larger than her ex-husband, and Christina was quickly coming to love the feeling of being stretched and stuffed.

“If you want to come then I need to come, and we don’t have forever,” Christina warned, her fingers seeking out her clit to help speed them along. “Deep, even strokes now baby.”

He followed her instructions to the letter, responding to each word of encouragement or admonishment like a well-trained soldier on parade. Faster, slower, harder, deeper. Focus, and do not cum! Connor looked strong and masculine above her, with the musky and intoxicating smell of his sweat reminding her that he was a man as well as her boy-toy. His confidence and power seemed to grow with every minute as he thrust deeply inside her, and he even started to take the lead, squeezing her breasts and playing with her nipples in the way that she liked without being told. Christina didn’t begrudge him this show of assertiveness though. She hadn’t felt anything like this for a long time, maybe forever, and she soon found herself approaching a powerful and unstoppable orgasm.

“Don’t fucking come and don’t fucking stop, I’m so close,” Christina instructed as the combined sensations of his cock and both of their fingers pushed her over the edge. Her legs tightened around his body, pulling him in close for one final, devastating thrust as lights danced in front of her eyes. For a moment she was aware of nothing, nothing but the feeling of tension and release running through every part of her body. As she became dimly aware of her vibrating surroundings, she wondered why it had taken her so long to join the Mile High Club.

Christina had expected Connor to come as soon as she did and was impressed that he had even made it that long, but as she came down from her 40,000 feet high she realized that he remained poised, body tight and perfectly still as he held himself inside her. It seemed that he had held on, so desperate to please and obey that he had kept himself on the edge of climax even while she writhed and moaned through her own orgasm.

“Wow, all that confidence, all that power, and you’re still waiting for my permission?” Christina purred. “I’ve done a good job teaching you.”

Connor nodded in reply, biting his lip. “I still have lots to learn.”

Her heart leapt at those words. Oh, she was going to see where this would go. She was going to push him and tease him and mold him and use him for her pleasure, to find his limits and dance around them. She was going to make him beg, maybe even embarrass and humiliate him. Right now, though, he deserved his reward.

“Come inside me, Captain. You earned it.”

He didn’t need to be told twice, immediately moving his hips and thrusting slowly inside her, all thoughts of time and flights and work and colleagues disappearing as he lost himself in the sensation. Christina enjoyed the new feeling of being fucked right after coming, never having had a man with this stamina, persistence, or desire to please. She was turning her student into a stallion and reaping the benefits now, her heightened sensitivity providing a new set of sensations to enjoy as he fucked her. She felt like if he held back long enough she might be able to ride this wave to another climax, but reminded herself not to get greedy. They had limited time, and he needed his reward. Christina reached up, gently teasing his nipple with one hand while the other stroked his face encouragingly.

“Come for me,” she demanded, slipping one finger into his open, moaning mouth.

Connor came as if on command, his soft moans giving way to a single, deep grunt. Christina felt his cock tighten and stiffen for a moment and then felt the warm and satisfying spurts inside her. He fell forward in exhaustion, burying his face in the crook of her neck while the aftershocks of his orgasm twitched through his cock. She held him tight, wrapping her legs around his body and stroking the back of his head soothingly. His large body felt heavy and comfortable on her, like a winter blanket. They lay in comfortable silence for a moment, although the heaving of his body made Christina wonder for a moment if he wasn’t gently crying.

“Thank you,” he whispered, placing a chaste kiss on her neck.

No, thank you, she thought but didn’t say, hoping to maintain her newfound sense of power and allure despite lying under him. “You’re welcome. I hope you enjoyed your reward because next time I’ll be expecting much, much more of you.”

He grunted in affirmation and then pulled out of her slowly. Christina had the sudden, twisted urge to push his head down and make him clean his sticky mess, but she knew that she should remain true to her word. There would be opportunities for such depravity in time, if she wanted it.

“Get dressed and get back to work, Captain. I’ll clean up in here. You have a plane to land.”

He looked temporarily worried, so Christina stood and kissed him before he had a chance to spiral. Breaking the kiss, she looked him deeply in the eyes.

“I’m proud of you. So, I’m, staying at the Hotel Fairmont, Room 323. Now, you’ve got something to look forward to while you finish your flight. If you feel nervous, just imagine what we might do when you come visit me.”

Connor nodded and began to get dressed while Christina continued to ogle his body. She felt temporarily satisfied, but not yet satiated. She might not know what she was going to do with him in Shanghai, but she knew it would be fun and all on her terms.


Book 2 – The Art of Control: Life Drawing Model Edged A By Hot Older Art Teacher


Exhibition

“Now, this one I love,” drawled the art critic, empty wine glass swaying precariously in hand. “It’s just so decadent, yet with an air of vulnerability. How did you find the model?”

“Oh, the usual way,” Mara answered, trying to maintain an air of mystery. She was in no mood to suck up to yet another pretentious art snob but knew it was part of the game. This particular painting was her pride and joy, the undoubted centerpiece of the exhibition. It depicted the male form at its most vulnerable, a thin and beautiful but undeniably masculine body laid out at an almost unnatural angle, as if broken on the rack. Her use of color and texture served to just shield the figure from any kind of recognition but also managed to highlight some key features - the shape of the hips, chest, and shoulders. A long cock was visible, caught somewhere between hardness and softness, robbed of its previous pride. The mouth open in an unmistakable post-coital O, slack-jawed and vacant. Lewd hints of some translucent droplets, spattering the torso like dew drops on a delicate flower. The word Slut written faintly across the chest. The techniques were subtle, but the image was not.

“Well, you must give me an interview sometime darling. Talk me through your process.”

Ah, the process, Mara thought. The process was the most interesting part.


The Interview

Mara lay on her mattress in the center of her art studio and bedroom, focusing on taking deep and controlled breaths. The morning light came in through the converted loft’s windows unevenly, kissing her skin where its rays landed on her. She allowed her mind to catalog the feeling of the warm sun on her foot, her thigh, her shoulder. This moment, this little moment just for her, was all about feeling these sensations. Acknowledging the experience of being in her body, enjoying it.

She took a deep breath as her hands slid across her slick stomach, rubbing the warm coconut oil into her skin in broad circles. She pressed down as she went, using her instinct rather than any kind of system or plan as she massaged herself. Her fingers explored naturally, moving from her tummy to her waist, her hips, her inner thighs. She was well-practiced at this, her twice-daily ritual.

Mara had last had sex a year ago, another disappointing fumble with a man who barely knew what he was doing but rushed headlong into it anyway. No matter how gently or persistently she explained it these men, even the enlightened, self-proclaimed feminist hipsters she usually ended up with, couldn’t help themselves. She would tell them she wanted them to take their time, to tease and slowly stimulate her, but they just couldn’t get it. They would prod and finger and bang away, trying to provide her with a perfunctory orgasm so they could get off guilt-free. So, she has more or less given up on men, instead satisfying herself with long and increasingly frequent edging sessions.

She was not, she told herself, a chronic masturbator. No, this was part of her tantric practice, a form of ancient massage with myriad health and psychological benefits. It helped Mara to relax and to build her sense of control, one she needed in her often-chaotic life. Sure, sometimes she allowed herself to come, slow shuddering waves of orgasm blasting all the tension from her body. Mostly, though, she just took herself to the edge repeatedly, learning to love and appreciate her body while glorying in her own powers of self-control.

Mara moved her hands to her chest, circling her nipples for a moment before beginning to massage her large, soft breasts. She cleared her mind of everything but the sensation, feeling her breath and her heartbeat. Her nimble artist’s fingers moved back down to her vulva, stroking the labia before moving on to lightly tease her clit.

She didn’t miss men, finding more pleasure in exploring her own sexuality than they had ever given her. She did miss having someone to share that sexuality with, though. Someone that she could tease and pleasure, someone to hold her as she came. It was a vague notion though, and not one that she had time to pursue between her teaching and her art. She didn’t need the distraction.

A distraction is what she got though. Just as she was bringing herself to the crest of her first wonderful wave, a loud and sudden buzz shattered her reverie.

Shit, fuck, goddammit, she thought, her sense of sensual serenity completely gone. It was one thing to deny yourself an orgasm after a long, luxurious session of self-love, but being rudely interrupted mid-flow was infuriating. She suddenly realized the time: 11AM. She had told her prospective new life model to come sometime after 11, but who had ever heard of a punctual art student?

Slipping on a loose summer dress she moved quickly to silence the shrieking of the intercom, buzzing in the interloper before grabbing her futon and moving it to the side of the room. Mara had given up her separate studio space a few months ago, turning her apartment into her teaching and painting space. It made sense financially, and she loved being close to her work, but it didn’t look neat or professional.

Mara answered the door barefoot, frustrated, and disheveled, to the most beautiful man she had ever seen. Shoulder-length hair framed his angular, almost feminine face. His tightly muscled arms were visible in a too-loose tank top which seemed to drown him out and make him look smaller than his 6ft height. He peered at her nervously from under long lashes with wide, open eyes.

“I’m Luke. I’m here for the interview, for the ehem, modeling job.”

Jess’s sense of frustration hadn’t abated, but it had been fortified with some other drive, something buried deep beneath the surface.

“Come in.”

***

“So, are you experienced?”

“Wh-what?”

“As a model, are you experienced?” Mara asked him again, a hint of annoyance creeping into her voice. She already knew that she was going to give him the job, with his striking looks counting for much more than competence. Even so, she would prefer it if he knew what he was doing.

“A little. We all model for each other at the art school. Never, ehm, naked, though.” He spoke quietly and hesitantly, the nerves palpable. Mara rather enjoyed it. Making people uncomfortable was her favorite little vice, and he was clearly going to make it incredibly easy.

“And do you feel comfortable getting naked in front of people?”

“Yes. Well, no. I mean,” he took a beat to compose himself, no doubt knowing just how flustered he looked already. “To be honest, I don’t know.”

His honesty was refreshing, endearing even, although Mara had specified in her advert that she was looking for a life-drawing model who was comfortable bearing all. She probably should have asked this during their brief email exchange.

“Fair enough. Are you willing to do it?”

“Yes, definitely,” he said, too quickly. She needed a model as soon as possible, and he clearly needed money. A match made in heaven.

Moving like a shark, Mara circled around the chair he was sitting in. She needed a model for the class she would run in two days and didn’t have many other options at this late stage. Still, she needed to know he could hack it, or at least that he would turn up. There was no harm and more than a little fun to be had by putting him through his paces.

“OK. There are only three things I need from you. First, show up on time,” Mara patted him on the shoulder, causing him to jump slightly. “I already know you can do that. Second, you need to be able to hold the poses for up to 30-minutes. That’s not too difficult, but it’s very important. Third, I need to know that you are going to go through with it. That you will get naked on the day, in front of strangers.”

“I can do it,” Luke replied.

“Show me.”

“The poses?”

“And your body.”

There was a long pause before he replied. “Really?”

“Yes.”

“Now?”

“No time like the present.”

Luke took a deep breath and started to remove his battered cheap, battered shoes. Mara could tell that he had never done this, or anything like this, before. She felt bad for him, knowing that this work wasn’t for everyone. At the same time, she needed a model that she could trust. More than that, she was enjoying her position of power.

He slipped off his top quickly, revealing a surprisingly fit body underneath. He looked like an archetypal starving artist, but underneath his clothes he was muscular without being bulky, perhaps a keen yoga practitioner or rock climber. His hairless torso was smooth, pale and unblemished like a brand-new canvas. He paused with his hands on his belt, shivering slightly despite the midsummer warmth.

“Listen, I need to know you can do this. I know it might not feel comfortable at first, but if you are going to do this in front of a room full of people then you are going to have to start feeling comfortable with it soon.”

Luke nodded, but kept his eyes downcast. She could have turfed him out there and then, but something about him intrigued her, like a special book on a bookshelf that just begged to be opened and read. Mara was an artist, a woman of passion and compulsion who had made the conscious choice to always follow her instincts. She sighed, and then whipped off her dress in one smooth motion.

“There,” she said, staring back at his gorgeous, gawking face, “now I’m naked, so you have nothing to be nervous about.”

Mara hid her smirk while Luke struggled to muster a response, trying to maintain her sense of professional control. She had worked as a nude model plenty in her younger years, and while it had been a long time since anyone had seen her unclothed, she still felt completely comfortable. Her appearance might have changed and developed as she approached her forties, but she still loved every inch of her soft, curvy body.

“It would be rude not to get naked now, but it still isn’t too late to change your mind.”

“No, sorry, I’ll um…” Luke’s voice trailed off as he got to his task, undoing his belt and peeling off his jeans inelegantly. Mara sat down on a nearby stool, crossing one leg over the other and looking him over with an appraising eye. He hesitated for one moment more when it came time to remove his boxer shorts, but an expectant raise of her eyebrow gave him the encouragement he needed.

Luke had absolutely nothing to be ashamed of, his cock long and well-proportioned like the rest of his body. A lot of men his age would have had a smirk on their face right now, enjoying even the passive attention of a beautiful older woman or covering their nervousness with bravado. He looked demure though, looking down at her feet rather than her face, unable to meet her eyes.

It was that look that send a jolt of arousal through Mara’s body, his demeanor having as much of an effect as the sight of his body.

“Good, well done,” she said, toeing the line between encouraging and patronizing. “Now, can you hold a pose for me? Anything you like.”

Luke nodded and moved his body with surprising grace, striking a simple pose. Hips turned, foot up, one armed curved, like a Greek statue. Maybe he had some knack for this after all, seeming to understand what kind of angles and shapes the artists would want from him.

Mara stood and circled him a few times, admiring the view. He had chosen a good pose, but not an easy one to maintain. He would need her guidance and attention, but would get the job done. The women in the class would appreciate him too. She stood in front of him, stepping into his eyeline deliberately and gauging his expression. Despite his best effort she caught him looking down, not at her breasts but at her stomach, still slick with the oil of her interrupted massage.

“Keep your facial expression still, Luke,” she chided lightly, bringing a flush or red to his cheeks. “Most of my students are women and won’t take kindly to being ogled.”

“Sorry, I , um, I wasn’t staring. I just saw something shiny and –“

“Oh, here?” Mara asked innocently, running her fingers along her belly diagonally, starting at the top and finishing near her hip. “Ah, you interrupted me during my massage, that’s all.”

“Massage?” Luke asked, clearly fighting to resist the urge to crane his head around to find a boyfriend or husband.

“Yes, a little self-massage that I like to give myself. Would you like me to tell you about it?” Mara was suddenly overtaken by a powerful need to fuck with this beautiful, out of his depth boy. To shock and embarrass him. Maybe it was revenge for interrupting her, or maybe some hitherto unknown desire to tease, but all she knew was that she was suddenly having more fun than she had experienced for a long time.

“Um-“

“It’s a tantric massage, a yoni massage, it’s sometimes called. Have you heard of the sacral chakra?”

“Yes, from yoga.”

I knew it, thought Mara.

“Good, then you know what kind of massage I mean. That’s why I’ve got this oil on me. I like to really take my time, make an event out of it. I find it stimulating and relaxing. The best way to start the day, don’t you think?”

As Mara spoke she noticed the effect her words were having on Luke. Men were bad enough at hiding their thoughts at the best of time, but when they were naked it was impossible. They had a lie detector dangling between their legs, and Luke’s was giving him away right now. As the experienced teacher painted a mental picture for the aspiring artist his cock rose inexorably towards full mast. He said nothing, but his eyes told her everything.

“Oh dear. You need to avoid that sort of thing happening during the class Luke. You don’t want to get a reputation.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, face going fire truck red.

“You aren’t one of those perverts who just signs up for this to show himself off are you?” Mara let some mock disdain drip into her voice, keeping him off balance and beginning to circle him again.

“No! I’m not, I promise,” Luke babbled, turning his head to follow her as she moved around him.

“Good boy, I believe you,” she said, unsure where the phrase good boy had just come from. “But you just broke position by turning your head.”

Luke snapped back to his pose, obedient in his embarrassment.

“Switch position.”

He took an easier one this time, legs square with one arm propped up on his hips.

“The erection I can forgive, these things happen. But you must understand the importance of stillness and control to what we are doing here. In life-drawing we are attempting to capture a moment. One single, still moment. It is essential that you embody that moment for me, for all of us watching you,” Mara ran one finger down his arm, tracing from the tricep all the way down to the wrist and drawing a slight shiver in response. “That’s your gift for us. For me.”

Luke fought to maintain his position, but once again his cock said what he couldn’t. It twitched and bobbed enticingly as she teased him with her words, seeming to respond to Mara’s gently dominant tone.

“It’s your job, your only job really, to keep control of your body while you are in our presence on Saturday. You might try practicing the tantric approach, between now and then. I’ve found that it gives me excellent control over my more primal functions,” Mara was whispering close to his ear now, threatening to rub her naked body against his but maintaining an inch of distance. “If you do that, though, it is essential that you do not let yourself climax. You need to challenge yourself to stay right on that edge.”

Luke blinked but held still, beads of sweat forming on his forehead.

“One day, I might even show you how.”

He looked like that suggestion might break him completely.

“Will you try that for me? You can nod.”

He nodded.

“Do you promise?”

“I promise,” he said, his voice quiet but his vow believable.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Get dressed. I’ll see you on Saturday.”


The Class

Ding ding ding

The sound of the bell told Luke to move to his next position, providing new angles and lines for the dozen students arranged around him in a semicircle. The session was going well, better than he had expected in fact, as he confidently struck and held his poses without being distracted by the voice or sight of the group’s illustrious leader. After a short introduction from Mara they had run through a series of on and two-minute poses, allowing the students to warm up and practice their quick sketches in charcoal and pencil.

Ding ding ding

“One more pose and then we’ll stop for a little break.”

Mara had been at the forefront of his mind for the past few days, and how couldn’t she be? The memory of her beautiful body and commanding presence had made him worry constantly about his ability to control himself around her. So far he had managed to embody stillness, fixing his eyes to the middle distance and focusing his mind only on his own body, his own sensations. While the sound of her voice giving instructions to individual students in a hushed whisper occasionally threatened to intrude on him, Luke felt proud of his performance and relieved that he hadn’t come close to a repeat of his embarrassing erection from their interview.

“OK, let’s finish up there. We will have a five-minute break, and then our marvelous model will hold a 20-minute pose for us all. This is an excellent opportunity for you to try out your technique and inject a little vision into your work.”

Luke stretched himself out, feeling a sense of enjoyable looseness work its way into his muscles, before slipping on the robe Mara had provided him with. He took a large glug of water, knowing he would need to be hydrated for the next, more difficult part of the class. Mara had shown him to the bathroom upstairs in her duplex apartment/studio, and he decided to pay a quick visit before the class restarted. This was all going so well, and the last thing he wanted was the distraction of needing the toilet during his long pose. His primary goal was avoiding embarrassment, but he also felt a genuine desire not to disappoint Mara. To please her, somehow.

He decided not to follow that train of thought for now, lest it lead him to distraction. He could examine his strange feelings and indulge his increasingly depraved fantasies in the privacy of his own home later. For now, he had to focus.

***

Luke splashed some water on his face and gave himself a brief pep talk in the mirror. So, you’ve got a thing for the hot older teacher, who also happens to be your boss. So what? It’s cliché, it’s normal, it’s fine. Just focus and get through this.

He slipped out the door but stopped short when he saw Mara leaning against the wall, tapping her sandaled foot impatiently. The teacher, his psychic tormenter, looked stunning in her short and strappy summer dress. She was showing off plenty of skin already, obviously aiming for comfort in the summer heat, but Luke couldn’t help but picture her as he’d seen her on Wednesday. Her large, soft breasts, the dramatic curve of her hips. Her surprisingly strong and muscled thighs, her complete confidence even when bearing all. He envied that attitude, and perhaps feared it a little as well.

“Hey, hi,” he struggled not to stammer.

“Hey, hi to you to,” Mara stepped closer to him, a smile playing at the corner of her lips. “You’re doing great, by the way.”

“Thanks, I’m enjoying it.”

“Good, good. The next part is the hardest though, and the most important. Remember what I said about stillness and control? You need to embody a moment for your artists.”

“I will, for sure.”

“Did you take my advice?”

“What do you mean?” Luke played it off as innocently as he could but knew exactly what she meant. He had, in fact, taken her advice. As soon as he had gone to his dingy student dorms he had balanced his laptop on his chest and fallen into an online rabbit hole, first looking up tantric massage and then following that thread through to edging and orgasm control. Some of it read like nonsense but, nevertheless, the ideas had intrigued and aroused him.

“The massage, of course. It’s a wonderful way of learning about your body and improving your control. Remember, the body is the artist’s first instrument.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, you did take my advice? Did you practice it?” As Mara stared into his eyes, Luke knew that there was no point in lying to save his blushes. She would analyze and deconstruct, peeling back layer after layer of meaning like he was a prize piece in a new collection. He had played with himself frequently over the last few days, thinking of Mara each time, imagining that it was her authoritative voice telling him to stop before he reached the edge. Even as his fantasies had become filthier and kinkier, he had still managed to control himself like she had asked.

“Yes, I did.”

“Good boy,” Mara smiled, and then walked out of the bathroom and closed the door without looking back.

Luke felt shell-shocked, stunned. Hearing the words good boy from her lips did something to him. He wasn’t quite sure what had just happened, what was going to happen, but he knew that the next half hour was about to get much more difficult for him.

***

“Our model will hold the final pose for 25 minutes. This will allow you time to capture the subtlety of the form properly and imbue it with some kind of meaning. The difference between a piece of art and a mere visual depiction is that your art should tell a story. Embody a moment. You take the still form and create a character, a journey.”

Many artists supplemented their uneven income by teaching classes, but not all excelled at it. Mara, or Mrs. Vandermeer as many of the students called her, spoke with firm authority that seemed to impress her students. Certainly, it impressed Luke.

“Our model will take a kneeling position, knees shoulder-width apart, hands behind back, spine straight,” Luke wordlessly responded, placing his knees on the soft padding she had provided. “Try to think about what this position might mean. Is this person defeated, begging on their knees? Perhaps even waiting to put their head on the executioner’s block? Then again, kneeling can have other meanings. Could it be someone in some position of supplication, giving worship to their God, or Goddess? Could it be a knight, a great warrior preparing to receive an honor from their queen? Someone might be on their knees, in front of their lover, for any number of reasons. Begging for forgiveness or… something else.”

Luke heard a snigger from one corner of the semi-circle but didn’t move his head to look for the source. Instead, he kept his eyes focused on an abstract print on the opposite wall, allowing his eyes to absentmindedly follow the pattern. He found that fixing his gaze on a single point helped maintain his position. If he could focus on the patterns and swirls then maybe he could tune out the thoughts and feelings that threatened to derail all his efforts so far. Thoughts of Mara, her sultry and authoritative voice recalling the memory of her circling him, bare but not vulnerable. Feelings of embarrassment at being naked in front of a room full of people, with worse embarrassment if his body betrayed any signs of arousal. Luke resolved not to think about where he was or how he got here, instead trying to drift into something like a meditative state.

She seemed to have other ideas, taking her high painter’s stool and planting it firmly in his eyeline, sitting back with one leg crossed coquettishly over the other. She caught his eye and smiled.

“OK everyone, let’s begin.”

Mara held his gaze as the sound of pencils, ink pens, and charcoal filled his ears. Any hope he had of ignoring her quickly disappeared as she began to tease him with an unmistakable sense of purpose. As the students settled into their task their teacher settled into hers, flirting with him like some film noir vamp.

She began by dangling her sandal off her foot, drawing his attention to her long, smooth legs. Her nails had been painted a matte black since the last time he saw her, drawing a sharp contrast to her pale skin. Had she painted them herself, scantily clad as she relaxed on the couch? Or had some lucky salon worker got to kneel in front of her, cleaning and rubbing her feet before adorning her pretty toes?

After a few minutes, which felt like hours to Luke, she dropped the shoe to the floor before stretching out like a cat with her feet directly in front of her. To any casual observer it would have looked like an innocent stretch, but given her introductory speech the symbolism was unmistakable. It positioned the bottom of her feet Luke’s kneeling eye line, seeming to say you’re beneath the lowest part of me. He felt the playful disrespect of the movement, and an even stranger a desire to pucker up his lips and kiss her dirty soles.

That thought, that dirty, strange, submissive thought, sparked something unwelcome and unhelpful in Luke - arousal. He tried desperately to let go of his thoughts, trying to float languidly on a placid lake of nothingness in his mind. When that failed he went in the other direction, thinking of anything and everything non-sexual that he could. That worked for a moment, helped by Mara taking a brief walk around the class to check in on everyone’s progress. Within a few minutes she was back though, grinning like the Chesire Cat. She crossed and uncrossed her legs, allowing him repeated glimpses of the red underwear at the top of her creamy thighs. Try as he might, Luke couldn’t stop himself from imagining how it would feel to be between those legs, nuzzling and kissing, pulling down her panties with his teeth to earn the taste of her. Slowly, inevitably, the physical manifestation of his fantasizing began to show.

No-one in the room mentioned it, but Luke felt the atmosphere change. The class of mostly women couldn’t have helped but notice his growing erection. Suddenly, he felt embarrassed in a way that he hadn’t felt all day, hadn’t felt maybe ever. Even worse, that feeling of embarrassment only seemed to deepen his arousal, trapping him in a delicious, maddening feedback loop. Mara clearly knew what she had done, blowing him one kiss from her plump red lips as his face showed a rosy blush of humiliation. She stretched once more, this time making a loan moaning sound that dripped of sexual ecstasy to him, even while setting off no alarms for anyone else. It placed a picture in his head, as clear as a photograph, of Mara writhing in the midst of a glorious orgasm.

The seconds turned to minutes as Luke kneeled there, hard cock jutting out lewdly between his legs. He felt defeated and embarrassed beyond belief, but never once considered breaking his pose. Somehow, he still felt the need to please Mara, despite the cruel game she was playing with him. His humiliation hadn’t blunted his desire not to disappoint her. To please and impress her. In fact, it had only served to heighten it.

When the class ended a few minutes later Luke was still in his position: face red, cock hard, his eyes still fixed on Mara. She dismissed the class without mentioning his predicament, and none of the students brought it up as they thanked him on the way out. What he did face, however, was a series of knowing smirks. He quickly scrambled into his robe but couldn’t do anything to hide the embarrassment etched on his face.

“I’m just going to lock up, Luke, then I’ll be back to deal with you.”


The Art of Control

That really could not have gone any better for Mara. Luke had been a wonderful model for her class, showing an instinctual ability to produce intriguing shapes with his gorgeous body while maintain an impressive sense of stillness. She had actually been concerned that he was going to be too professional, denying her the opportunity to tease and torment him in the way she had so enjoyed during their first meeting.

She needn’t have worried though. Once she had his undivided attention he had become clay in her hands. The feeling of power was delicious, intoxicating, living up to all the fantasies she had been indulging in for the last couple of days. Seeing his mind reel at her teasing words and then watching his body react to the flutter of her eyelashes and the sweep of her legs drove her to new heights of excitement. It felt like she was practicing some fresh form of art, finding her flow for the first time. Mara enjoyed the feeling of total erotic control she had over herself when she performed her daily tantric rituals, but the idea of having that power over someone else was becoming an obsession. She had to experience more. As she said goodbye to the last of her students and locked the door behind them, she resolved to do just that.

Luke sat wrapped in his robe on the stool in the center of the room, looking like he was waiting to be called in by a teacher for a thorough telling-off. Mara felt certain that he knew she had deliberately played him, teasing him until his very public and very embarrassing erection was an inevitability. Still, he must be worried that he was about to be dressed down for his involuntary response. She would start there, since she liked the idea of keeping him on the back foot, but had plans that went far beyond that.

Mara’s footsteps were deliberate and slow as she entered the room, like a big cat stalking her prey. She enjoyed the sight of Luke sitting half-dressed and vulnerable on a stool, framed like some kind of performance piece. The room was designed to maximize the natural light, with a beam of sunshine falling directly on her as they made eye contact. It highlighted the subtle mixture of light and dark colors in his long hair and seemed to bring out the sparkle in his eyes. The look of apprehension mixed with arousal on his face told her he was enjoying the view as well.

“So, how do you feel that went?” she asked, a wry smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

“Um, good, I think.”

“Mhhmhm. And did you enjoy it? You certainly looked like you were enjoying it.”

“Um, yeah, I’m sorry about that.”

“About what?”

“About the umm…” Luke clearly didn’t want to have to say it but Mara was content to let the pause hang in the air indefinitely, “erection.”

“Yes, well, I did warn you about that. These students aren’t here for your enjoyment, you are here for their education. Frankly, I’m a little concerned that I’ve accidentally invited a pervert into my studio.”

“No!” Luke was clearly on the verge of panicking, but tried to maintain some composure. “It’s not like that at all, I promise!”

“Then what is it like?”

“I’m sorry, it’s just that I couldn’t control myself when I was looking at you. It wasn’t deliberate.”

Mara affected a look of shock and disapproval. “Oh, so it’s my fault?”

“No, not at all!” he was scrambling for cover adorably, deliciously. “It’s just, you looked so beautiful, I couldn’t help it.”

“Hmm.” Mara took a moment to consider his words. “Well, while I don’t particularly enjoy being objectified, I know when to take a compliment. And I believe you, more or less. So here’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to give you the money, since you did a pretty good job otherwise. I’m also going to let you model for me again, if you would like that?”

Luke nodded enthusiastically, looking like he would gladly fall to his knees and kiss her feet in gratitude. Maybe later, Mara thought.

“But you have to promise me you’ll keep trying those self-control exercises, OK? I can give you more to practice if you like.” Mara was a genuine evangelist for tantric massage and orgasm control, but she was under no illusions that it would help prevent him from getting erections while a hot older woman deliberately teased him. Quite the opposite, in fact. But the idea of him sitting at home, touching himself at her direction, thinking constantly of her, turned Mara on in a way she had never considered possible before.

“I promise.”

“Good boy,” the way Luke started to visibly melt at those words told Mara that he was ready for the next step in her plan. She prepared herself to become a cliché, reminding herself that the classics were the classics for a reason. “But I think that, in addition to your homework, you might benefit from a little punishment. Something that will remind you to focus, and to treat us all with respect. Would you like that?”

Mara’s plan, her desires and her pleasure, all hinged on his reaction. He would be well within his rights to walk out. Luke paused for only a moment before answering in a quiet but clear whisper.

“Yes, please.”

“Stand up.”

She stepped in close, undoing the loose fitting robe to unveil his naked form underneath. His body was tight and lean, the skin clear and unblemished, like a marble statue. His cock showed signs of life and warmth though, springing straight out in response to her proximity. Mara wrapped her fingers around it for a moment and felt Luke shiver, enjoying the warm throbbing sensation in her hand. With her other hand she guided his face down to hers, gripping his hair possessively as she kissed him. His tongue was hesitant, yielding softly to Mara’s aggressive kiss. She quickly released him, drawing a groan of frustration. There would be time for kisses and pleasurable stroking soon, but for now she wanted to make him her plaything. Not her lover.

Mara made her way over to her couch in the corner of the room, enjoying the fact that Luke stood naked and still where she had left him, awaiting instruction. His natural submissiveness was like an aphrodisiac, perfectly complementing and heightening her newfound desire to tease and dominate. She didn’t know where this dynamic had come from, but he seemed to be made for it.

“Come,” she said, patting her lap as she sat down. She allowed her short dress to ride up, revealing the creamy skin of her thighs. Luke made his way to stand in front of her but paused for a moment, unsure what exactly she was asking him to do. “A little spanking is in order. Get over my knee.”

He draped his long body over her lap awkwardly, this not being a position either of them had found themselves in before. However, after a little rearrangement, Mara had him exactly where she wanted. She used her left hand to push his torso and face down into the soft couch, raising his feet off of the ground and making his round butt a perfect target across her lap. Squeezing her legs together, she trapped his erection in between her thighs but left his testicles exposed and enticingly vulnerable. She traced his balls and buttocks with her right hand while drawing a fingernail lightly down his bare back with her left. Luke shivered and throbbed in response to the sensations, his body becoming a well-tuned instrument in her hands.

“Are you ready for your punishment?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Ms.,” she corrected.

“Yes, Ms.”

Slap. The first spank was fast but light, drawing a jolt of surprise rather than pain. Mara followed it up with some light taps, warming up his skin to avoid excessive bruising. “I want you to count them for me, OK?”

“OK, Mrs.,” Luke replied, his voice muffled as he kept his red face buried in the pillow.

One. Mara’s hand came down hard on his right cheek. She squeezed and rubbed it for a moment, causing Luke to moan.

Two. She struck the same side of his ass. He grunted in pain but then counted out the number, dutifully.

Three. A rosy color was starting to bloom on this pale skin. Mara had the sudden urge to bite him, but resisted it. Instead, she started to lightly stroke and scratch his back. Luke responded with a moan, gently writhing and thrusting.

Four. She spanked his left cheek now, but it didn’t arrest Luke’s mindless thrusting. With his hard cock caught firmly between her thighs he was effectively fucking her legs, his sex-addled mind seeking out the sensations necessary to get himself off. Mara enjoyed the feeling of him wriggling about in her lap, and the fact that he had been driven to pathetically grind on her legs was deliciously depraved. She knew, though, that she had to let this happen on her terms.

Flick. She caught him by surprise, foregoing the expected spank and instead flicking firmly at his full, exposed balls. Luke yelped in pain and stopped thrusting but made no effort to get up.

“What do you think you are doing, you horny little slut?”

“I, um,” Luke was shocked, caught red-handed following his body’s primal instinct while his mind had taken a leave of absence.

“Were you humping my leg? Pathetic.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…” he trailed off, sounding for a moment like he was about to cry. Mara worried for a moment that she had pushed a little hard. She wanted to play with her new toy, not break it.

“Shh, it’s OK,” she cooed, stroking his back gently. “I don’t mind, I just think it would have been polite to ask first. Now, would you like to fuck my legs?”

Luke nodded in response.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“Please, may I fuck your legs Ms.?”

“You may. But I want you to stop before you come. If you orgasm without my permission then you’ll never be welcome back here again, understood?”

“I understand.”

“Good boy,” once again Mara felt him shiver and writhe at her words. God, he is so easy.

She started spanking him constantly, alternating her target until his entire ass was flushed from the strikes. Mara could feel a slick, wet sensation on her skin as his precum started to lubricate her legs. Meanwhile, Luke throbbed and moaned as he rubbed himself against her, seeming to lose all sense of shame. Soon her panties became wet as her arousal grew to match his, as turned on by the feeling of power as he was by his feeling of powerlessness. His thrusts became faster and faster, and it was clear that he was nearing a humiliating climax.

“Slow down,” Mara advised. He did, but it pulled him back from the brink only momentarily.

“I’m so close,” he whispered weakly. Mara squeezed her legs together, holding his cock tight while her hand gripped his balls tightly. He went immediately still, understanding her directions without being told.

“Breathe deeply, control your body,” she said, wondering if he would be able to stay balanced on the edge like this. His entire body felt tight and as hard as steel, and Mara knew that one movement or word could push him into an embarrassing and unsatisfying climax. Part of her wanted to do it, to see the look of adorable humiliation on his face, but she was enjoying herself too much to risk ending it all now.

After a still and silent moment the danger passed, Luke’s body relaxing into her lap. Mara was impressed by his self-control. It would have been so easy for him to come, but he had put immense mental and physical effort into holding back. Holding back for her.

“I’m proud of you,” Mara was aware of how strange a phrase that was in this situation as soon as it came out of her mouth, but it was true. “Now, if you would like, you can leave now. Take your money, go home and do… whatever you would like. I’ll phone you in a week or so to arrange another modeling session. Or you can help me out before you go?”

“Help you out?”

“Yes, help me out with something I’ve been wanting to practice for a while. As a thank you for your punishment, or as a favor to a fellow artist.”

“I would love to help you.”

“Good boy. Now, lie down on the floor.”

***

Mara laid Luke down on the cold floor while she gathered up some supplies. If he was uncomfortable he didn’t show it, seemingly glad to be of whatever kind of service she required. She lit several candles around the room, replacing the smell of paint with the smell of lavender, and popped a small pillow under his head for his comfort. Almond oil was the only necessary ingredient for what she had planned, but she also gathered up a paintbrush and a charcoal pencil on a whim. Mara also brought a long soft rope, although she would leave it up to Luke whether she would use that.

“I’ve told you all about my interest in edging, or tantric massage as I prefer to think of it. I’m pleased that you gave it a shot, and hope you’re coming to understand the benefits,” Luke nodded in affirmation, so she continued. “What I would like to do is to practice my technique on someone else. I want to learn to read your body like I can read my own. Would you like to help me with that?”

“Yes please, Mrs.”

“Good. Now, what I need from you is to be very still and very quiet while I practice this. If you push my hands away or tell me to stop then it will kind of ruin the effect. I need to bring you to the edge on my own. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Will you be able to stop yourself from moving around too much? Or would you like me to tie your hands?”

Luke paused for only a moment. “Tie me up, please.”

Mara wrapped the long rope around his hands and body several times, fixing his wrists to his hips. She had tied up partners in the past, a long time ago, but the technique came back to her quickly. After checking that he was comfortable she stood over him, with a foot on either side of his body. Looking down, she was struck by just how perfect this scene was - a strong, beautiful man allowing himself to be completely vulnerable in her hands. She wanted to exert her power over him in every single way. To give him pleasure and then take it away. To worship him then humiliate him. To tease him and then drive him over the edge. A thousand delicious ideas flowed through her mind, but one stuck.

“If you don’t think you’ll be able to keep quiet I could put something in your mouth?”

The hesitation was longer this time, but he nodded yes with wide and expectant eyes. His face brightened further as she slipped off her dress and removed the now sodden panties underneath. Mara had foregone her bra today, leaving her completely naked as she stood over her prone toy. She lay down on top of him, taking her balled-up panties up to his face. He inhaled her scent greedily and, without being asked, opened his mouth wide. What a needy little slut, Mara thought as she inserted the impromptu gag.

“Grunt three times if you really, really need me to stop. Like if you are getting sore or something. Otherwise, try to stay still, just like during the class.”

Luke grunted once in affirmation, closing his eyes and falling into a pattern of slow and steady breathing. She spread almond oil on her hands and on his body, rubbing his thighs and stomach in increasingly firm circles. After a few moments she moved on to his cock, spreading the oil up and down the shaft with both hands. Mara took her time to run through every technique she had read about over the last few days. She alternated hard and soft strokes, using one hand and then two. With one finger, she teasingly played with the head while firmly massaging the base with her thumbs. She massaged his balls and moved one finger underneath, stimulating the spot just above his asshole. The whole time she focused on feeling out his reactions, learning to read the throbbing of his cock, the tenor of his breathing, and the movement of his muscles.

Mara felt a tightening sensation in his balls and stopped, realizing that he was rapidly approaching an orgasm. She gently soothed and encouraged him, reminding him to breathe while stroking his legs and torso. Luke’s cock twitched, seeming to search out any source of friction or sensation with a mind of its own, but didn’t explode yet. After giving him a moment to come down to Earth, she moved her hands up to his hairless chest, massaging and circling his pecs before beginning to tease his nipples. She was gentle at first but drew muffled moans from him as she squeezed and pinched. She shushed him, fearing that the sexy submissive noises from him could cause her to lose her own sense of self-control as she imagined grinding herself against him and taking his cock inside her.

Mara used her paintbrush to tease and tickle him, causing him to squirm with pleasure and frustration. Luke remained as still and silent as he could, seeming to enjoy or at least accept his role as a passive canvas for her art. He was like a sculptor’s clay in her strong, experienced hands, ready to be shaped and molded. Mara wondered, as she brought him to the edge and back repeatedly, how far his submission would go. Would he be a doll for her to dress as she pleased? Would he worship her for hours while she worked at her drawing desk, using his mouth to please her greedy cunt?

Seeming to read her mind, Luke began to mumble the word please though her panties. It wasn’t the three grunts to tell her to stop, but clearly he had something to say. Mara was tempted to chide him for trying to speak, but she knew that this little game couldn’t go on forever. She pulled the gag out of his mouth and allowed him to speak.

“Please what?” she asked, almost innocently.

“Please let me do something for you.”

“This is something for me! I’m enjoying my opportunity to practice on you very much.”

“I know, but I want to help make you feel good. To thank you, for everything. I could lick you, or touch you? I could do it however you like,” he sounded genuine, and desperate.

“Hmm,” Mara pondered his suggestion. She was more turned on that she had ever been in her life and knew that she would have to come today. What she was less sure of was whether she was ready to give up an ounce of control, to trust her body to him. Lots of men had promised to make her feel good, but few had succeeded. “I’m not sure if you’re ready to give me the kind of treatment I’ve just given you. I could let you lick me though, while you stay down there.”

Luke nodded eagerly, adorably grateful for the opportunity to be used as her sex toy. Mara straddled his face, gripping his hair and looking down into his wide eyes as she brought her wet pussy close to his mouth.

“One warning though, I do tend to get pretty messy down there when I come. Will you be OK with that?”

Luke simply opened his mouth in response, his tongue reaching out to taste her. Mara settled herself down onto his face, initially scared to hurt him but quickly finding herself placing more and more weight down. He licked her with more skill and tenderness than she had expected, teasing her entrance before trying to find her swollen clit. She took the lead though, grinding backwards and forwards on his face, using his chin, tongue and nose for her own pleasure.

It had been a long time since Mara had felt anyone else’s touch on her intimate areas. The sensation was glorious and almost overwhelming, making her struggle not to rush towards her own quick climax. Luke’s constant, awe-filled eye contact was only driving her forward more. He looked like an eager fanatic worshipping at an altar, an image that made Mara feel like a sexy and powerful goddess. His eager and gentle submissiveness only heightened the decedent depravity for Mara. This beautiful man looked genuinely excited and honored to be used as a cum rag for her inflamed cunt, and she was only too happy to disgrace his gorgeous face.

Mara stood, causing him to crane his neck upwards in a desperate attempt to keep pleasuring her. His face glistened lewdly with her juices, but he seemed to wear it with pride. She placed a foot on his chest to guide him back into his prone position and then undid the rope tying his hands to his sides. Luke wiggled his fingers but remained lying where he was.

“I want you to touch yourself while I’m on your face, but you need to make sure you won’t come before I do. Before I say so. Can you do that for me?”

“I promise,” he said, in a voice so serious and solemn that it bordered on ridiculous.

“Good boy. Remember, everything you’ve learned and go slowly if you have to.”

Mara straddled him once again, this time reversing her position so that she was facing his feet. She propped herself up with her hands on his chest while he stroked himself, ever so slowly. Grinning, she lowered herself down onto his face. His tongue instantly got to work, licking excitedly at her lips while she played with his nipples. It felt wonderful, and she could happily have stayed there for hours watching him idly tease his long, shining cock. But Mara wanted more control, wanted to grind her exhilarating new sense of feminine power onto his handsome face. She reached back and pulled her buttocks apart gently, repositioning so that his nose was planted firmly on her asshole. Luke kept licking and stroking diligently even as she squeezed and sat back, cutting off his ability to breathe through his nose. She rocked back and forward like that for several long minutes, using his face like a dildo until she felt the sudden rush of an orgasm. She bucked and writhed on him, not bothering to hold back, deciding that she didn’t want to deny herself release for even a moment. More than that, she wanted to come again, and maybe again after that.

“Don’t stop licking, and don’t you dare come,” she commanded, feeling waves of pleasure rip through her. Luke showed good instincts, licking more gently as she came down from her high but not stopping entirely. Mara knew her body and felt certain that she could reach a second peak again quite quickly. Another benefit of her tantric practice.              

She took a moment to drink in the sight of Luke, slick with oil and sweat, slowly teasing and edging his cock at her command, for her pleasure. It was a beautiful tableau, but she couldn’t spend too long enjoying it. Her body screamed at her to keep going until she was satisfied. Self-control was for her toy to practice. Right now, she needed pleasure.

“Stick your tongue out and make it as rigid as you can. I’ll do the rest. Focus on keeping yourself as close to the edge as you can. I’ll tell you when you can come.”

Luke did as he was told, Mara instantly feeling his tongue enter her wet hole. She moistened her finger and reached down, finding her sensitive clit while rocking once more on her toy. Her other hand found her own nipple and she gloried in the sensory overload. As her juices started to soak him she found herself swiping backwards and forwards on his well-lubricated face. His tongue found its way onto her asshole and she settled there, enjoying a sensation she had never felt before. More than just the physical feeling, Mara was quickly overtaken by the rush of power and satisfaction. This gorgeous young stud could have anyone, but he feels honored to be licking my ass.

The thought pushed Mara over the edge of what she could only think of as a waterfall. As she came screaming she could feel the rush of liquid as all the pressure and tension left her body. Her pussy released a warm gush, and she found herself leaning back to make sure it landed square across Luke’s waiting face. Mara had only let a few men come on her face, many years ago, and had never particularly understood the appeal for them. She did now though, feeling a dominant joy at so filthily marking her territory.

Rather than recoil Luke accepted her humiliating gift readily, opening his mouth to catch her cum as if were some sacred liquid. He waited for a moment as his mouth filled up and then swallowed, before staring back at her hovering above him with a braindead grin. It was both the sexiest and most depraved thing Mara had ever seen.

“You little fucking slut,” she laughed, sitting back down on his face. She heard a half-laugh, half-moan coming from beneath her. “Come for me Luke, come for me.”

He did, responding almost instantly as if her words were a magic spell. Mara laughed as rope after rope of thick cum shot across his taught belly and chest, enjoying the vibrations from his deep moaning in between her legs. She could believe that he had refrained from climaxing for a few weeks rather than a few days, with a seemingly never-ending orgasm tearing through his body. His frenzied tugging slowed as he squeezed out every last drop, causing it to pool around his lower abdomen.

Mara stood up after a few moments, taking in the full view of her handiwork. He looked beautiful, a fragile Adonis framed perfectly in the afternoon sunlight. He also looked utterly pathetic, a broken boy-toy covered in his cum and hers, his face slick and used. Wrapped around her finger and trapped under her ass. It was an enjoyable duality, one that gave her a sudden flash of inspiration.

She picked up a nearby charcoal pencil and etched the word SLUT across his chest. He put up no resistance, seemingly in a complete post-coital brain fog.

“You’ve been a very, very good boy. Would you mind doing me one more favor?”

“Sure, anything.”

“Just lie there for me. Lie there still for a while.”

“OK, I can do that,” he murmured. “ But why?”

“I want to paint you.”


Book 3 – Put In His Place: Cocky Male Masseuse Dominated By Boss’s Wife


The Interview

Rich struggled to keep his mind on his imminent interview, resolving not to blow another opportunity to make some much-needed money. From the second he had walked through the entrance of Tannenberg Tech, he had found his attention pulled away from thinking about his qualifications and towards the various gorgeous women that seemed to populate the office. From the secretary with the sultry smile and swaying ass who was leading him upstairs to the focused and professional financial researchers working away at their computers, each person they passed seemed to demand his attention.

Head in the game, he told himself, it’s chasing tail that got you into this mess in the first place.

This wasn’t his first choice of job, but the accumulated debt from partying his way through college was starting to take its toll on his credit score and soon his ability to pay the rent. His original plan after graduating from college had been to volunteer as a physio at some sports clubs, working his way towards becoming a professional sports scientist for one of the larger football or basketball teams. But now reality was biting, and he needed money. That’s why he was interviewing for the position of in-house masseuse for a fast-growing financial technology company.

Rich didn’t consider massage beneath him, exactly, but it wasn’t where he had seen his career going. He wanted to be optimizing bodies and breaking records, up at the top with the best of the best. Giving shoulder rubs to stressed-out office workers wasn’t on the level that he had aimed for. But ambition, which he had in abundance, didn’t pay the rent.

Anyway, he thought, there could be a worse group of people to be rubbing.

He got a smile from the leggy blonde next to the water tower and caught a cute, busty woman making eyes at him from her desk. Rich wondered if the boss was some kind of crafty pervert, filling the office with good-looking women for eye candy. He would be surprised if that kind of old-school misogyny was a feature of a growing, modern tech company, but he struggled to come up with any other explanation.

As they came to the CEO’s office the door opened and a formidable-looking woman walked out with a sheathe of papers. She was sexy but severe in a conservative dress with thick-rimmed glasses. It was impossible to tell how old she was, obviously keeping herself in great condition, but she had an air of authority and experience that Rich found instantly intimidating.

“Who’s this?” she asked, directing the question at the secretary rather than Rich.

“This is Richard, here to interview for the massage therapy job.”

“Hmm,” she looked him up and down, making him feel small and strangely a little turned on. “OK, he better go in then.”

With that, she spun on her heel and walked away.

“Who’s that?” Rich asked, half speaking to himself.

“That’s Lori, the office manager,” the pretty secretary smiled at him encouragingly. “You better go in, Mr. Moore will be waiting for you. Good luck!”

Rich managed to regain his focus just as he was shown into the CEO’s office, running over his lines in his head. Mr. Moore (or Tommy, as he introduced himself) was a small, balding man with a wide and welcoming smile, looking more like a friendly candy store owner than a high-powered businessman. He leaped up to shake Rich’s hand, directing him to take a seat. After a few pleasantries he went straight into an explanation of the job, speaking with enthusiasm and confidence.

“So, all of our staff work very hard, long hours and high stakes tasks. We were brainstorming some ways to help the team deal with stress and someone suggested onsite massage. Now, I know we could just hire someone to come out and do a day of massage therapy on an ad hoc basis, but we have the money and I like to take care of my staff properly. So, we thought that it might be better to just have someone in the office to provide wellness services. Employee retention is very important in this field, and who doesn’t love a massage? Maybe three days a week to start with and then we’ll see how we get on.”

Rich stared back, not sure how to respond. It felt like he was already being offered the job. “That sounds great.”

“Excellent!” Tommy smiled at him, encouraging but expectantly. “We were thinking massage therapy, of course, but maybe some other things. Aromatherapy, facials, that kind of thing. Is that something you would be able to provide?”

Rich launched into his spiel, walking his potential new boss through his CV. He tried not to talk himself out of the job, but at the same time didn’t want to lie. He was a fully trained and certified massage therapist with a fair bit of freelance experience, but his focus had always been sport and physical therapy, with only a little experience of relaxation and none on cosmetics or beauty.

A knock at the door interrupted Rich just as he was starting to babble and digress. He turned around right as the door opened to reveal a stunning, glamorous woman at the threshold. Like all the ladies he had passed in the office she was beautiful, but her clothes and attitude screamed sex like no one he had ever seen before. Rich tried not to gawp but could feel his eyes popping out of his head like a slavering cartoon dog. His gaze moved from her expensive-looking black stilettos up her long, bare legs, taking her all in. She cocked her hip seductively, standing like a catwalk model in a way that emphasized her enviable curves. Her blue dress was sexy but understated, showing a hint of cleavage but a lot of leg. Her jewelry seemed to sparkle and her glossy nails spoke of regular trips to an expensive salon. She stared back at Rich with sparkling, intelligent eyes and a knowing smirk. He felt like he had just been caught red-handed.

“Ah Melissa, come in!” Mr. Moore stood and moved to the doorway, giving the glamorous goddess a smooch on the cheek. “Richard, this is my darling wife Melissa. Mel, this is Rich, he’s interviewing for the masseuse job.”

Rich stood and shook her offered hand, fighting a ridiculous urge to kiss it like some old-fashioned nobleman greeting his queen. She’s not interested in you, he reminded himself. Looking at the difference between her and the wealthy but unassuming Mr. Moore, he suspected that she was mostly interested in money.

They took their seats, with Melissa standing beside her husband’s chair. “Do you mind Melissa staying, Richard?”

“Not at all.”

“Good, good,” the CEO nodded. “She’s very involved in helping me out around here, especially with hiring. She’s a great judge of character. Plus, since I’m often traveling on business, she’ll probably be around the office more than me! Anyway, where were we?”

“I had just told you about my qualifications,” Rich was praying he wouldn’t have to run through it all again, feeling suddenly more nervous now that the power behind the throne was in the room.

“Ah yes! So, excellent qualifications and a good bit of experience.”

“On the massage side for sure. To be honest, I’m a little lacking on wellness and beauty experience, if that’s what you’re looking for.”

“Well, we are hoping for the full package,” Melissa Moore chimed in, with a voice like warm honey. “But I’m sure you’re a fast learner.”

“We can offer some training as part of our employment package,” Mr. Moore added. “I don’t know much about your line of work, but it’s always good for a young professional like yourself to broaden their skill set.”

Rich nodded, still unsure if that’s where we saw his career going but careful not to mess up this opportunity by seeming dismissive or ungrateful.

“Yes, I’m sure Richie here can get used to giving facials quite quickly,” Melissa smirked knowingly at him.

Rich was a handsome and sexually experienced man, well used to flirtatious advances, but something about Melissa was causing him to blush. It was all he could do to reply in agreement without stuttering.

“Yes, it’s really more about finding someone who’s a good fit. You’ll pick up the skills you need.”

“That sounds amazing,” Rich replied, trying to portray the kind of confidence that he usually felt, the kind that should get him ahead in this kind of fast-moving business. “It almost sounds like you’re offering me the job.”

Mr. Moore looked up at his wife, who nodded, and then reached out his hand to Rich. “That’s because I am, young man.”

Rich took his hand and shook it, pleased and grateful to avoid his impending financial disaster. The three of them shared a celebratory glass of champagne before he left, with instructions to come back at the start of next week and talk to Lori to get started. By the time he was out of the building he felt on top of the world. This might not be his dream job, but good pay and even better company seemed like it would make up for it. His mind began to drift inexorably towards the various women he had seen in the office. He was looking forward to getting to know them all much better.


Alpha Office Stud

For the first time in Rich’s life, he was looking forward to work. For two days a week he went to various training courses, honing his abilities at massage, wellness and other useful skills. The other three days were spent looking after a bevy of beautiful office workers, giving them massages and much, much more.

“Hi Rich!” the cute secretary Samantha greeted him with a smile as he walked through the door. She blushed when he winked back, continuing into the office.

“Morning Rich!” Vanessa grinned, waving as he passed the water cooler.

“Glad you’re back in!” Mandy giggled as he walked round her desk to access his own workspace, a permanent room for his treatments that was tucked away down a long, silent corridor.

Yes, the pay and financial security were good, but it was the perks that had really made his last two months here so special. It hadn’t taken long for his massages to turn into something more for a select few of the office workers, with Rich finding that they wanted their tensions relieved in unorthodox ways. Slowly, word seems to have spread around the office, and now he was offering happy endings with almost all of his treatments. Even better, the happy endings weren’t only for the ladies.

Pleasing these women quickly became part of his job, something that could have felt cheap and tawdry when contrasted to his still living dream of being an elite sports scientist. But fortunately, his new colleagues were plenty happy to reciprocate, leaving him both well paid and very satisfied.

Vanessa was his first client to come on to him, and the first to give him something in return. She had been refreshingly forthright, asking him to help relieve her sexual tension in addition to the soreness around her neck. She had rewarded him afterwards with an expert hand job of her own, letting him finish on her face and joking about it being their own little facial treatment. He was shocked and impressed at how casually she approached the whole affair.

Samantha was blonde, bubbly, and enthusiastic in the office, but became suddenly shy and submissive in his treatment room. She would wait until she was about to reach the point of no return and then start begging desperately for Rich to let her come. At first he had assented instantly, it being his job to make these women happy. Quickly though, he understood what she really wanted. He would keep her on edge, making her beg while he teased her throbbing pussy. After she was eventually allowed to come she would fall to her knees, giving him a long, sloppy blowjob as a reward while staring up at him with lustful eyes. That pattern had persisted once a week ever since.

Mandy didn’t even bother with the perfunctory massage, preferring to go straight to her desired activity– a good, straightforward fuck. She let Rich do what he wanted, bending her over or fucking her roughly into the couch, as long as he did it hard. Her only rule was that she wanted him to finish inside of her, filling her up with his hot, sticky seed. While Rich lay there recovering she would slip her panties back on over her sodden cunt, fixing her hair and then heading back to work without a care. Rich found it bizarre, but certainly couldn’t complain.

Despite his short stature and lack of familial wealth, Rich had always done well with women, considering himself a bit of a player. Now, his life was a non-stop sexual jamboree, with a new willing partner presenting herself to him every working day. Mr. Moore was barely in the office, leaving him the lone lion in a sensual Serengeti. He tried to be careful, to keep it all in perspective, but the truth was it was all going to his head. Rich had landed on his feet.

The one black spot was Lori, the office manager. He had been a little anxious that she was going to find out about his extra-curricular activities and have him fired, but she had put his mind at ease when she turned up for a massage and stripped completely naked. She was a little older than the other women in the office, perhaps in her early 40s, a big change from the college girls and young professionals that Rich was used to hooking up with. She was more voluptuous and had a trimmed but fulsome bush of dark pubic hair, eschewing the fashionable waxing that many of the younger colleagues had gone for. Still, she was completely and justifiably confident in her body, with an attitude he found sexy and a little intimidating.

He had got to work enthusiastically, enjoying the feeling of working on her curvy body. He was pleased when she came right out and requested, well demanded, a happy ending. Having a hot older woman meant another experience ticked off his sexual bucket list. Plus, he was looking forward to yet another pleasing post-game reward.

Rich brought his A-game, giving her a thorough thigh massage before gently teasing around her most sensitive area. He slipped a lubricated finger inside, curving it in a come-hither motion and building up the pace while his other finger rubbed her clit. He waited until her breathing was heavy before making his move, seeing if he could ride her wave of horniness to his own benefit.

“I could give you something else if you like?” Rich waited for a reply, but when none came he continued, elaborating in a way that sounded desperate even to him. “Like my cock?”

“Ha,” Lori practically scoffed in response. “I doubt you could fuck me hard enough little guy, but thanks for the offer. No, you just focus on doing this and stay quiet. If I need your mouth for anything I’ll let you know.”

Rich was blindsided and hurt by the comment about his slight stature, and it was all he could do to continue with his task. Lori continued to lie back and enjoy herself, making Rich feel more like a masturbatory aid than an active participant in a sexual experience. That feeling only deepened when she removed his finger from her clit, bringing herself to orgasm while bucking on his other, thrusting hand. She came hard and wet, covering both their digits in her warm juices.

Suddenly, she stuck her wet, well-manicured finger in his mouth, exploring it without a second thought. She smirked at Rich as he began to instinctually suck, cleaning her cum from her hand. He felt used, degraded, and strangely turned on by her dominant attitude. Lori wiped her fingers on his shirt and got up, beginning to get dressed without any further acknowledgment.

For the first time Rich was left unsatisfied, standing awkwardly with a raging hard-on while his client slipped back into her clothes. He didn’t know what to say, so simply stared at Lori desperately, with wide and expectant eyes. He was still smarting from her hurtful comments and mean attitude but was also insanely aroused. After a moment she seemed to get the hint, catching his eye and then noticing his obvious erection.

“Ah, I see,” she turned and reached into her handbag, Rich hoping she had reconsidered and was about to fish out a condom. Instead, she produced a crisp twenty-dollar note, leaving it on the side table.

“Something for your trouble,” with that she turned and left, fully satisfied.

The whole experience had made Rich feel dirty, like a sex worker rather than an alpha male playboy. It had hurt his pride. Overall though, it was an isolated incident, one that he could easily recover from with the help of Vanessa, Samantha, Mandy, and others. He was getting paid and getting laid. That was all that mattered.

He had some bookings that afternoon but his morning was free for drop-ins. Rich got set up, using a diffuser to fill the room with the scent of sandalwood, and settled in to relax with some games on his phone. It wasn’t long, though, until he heard an authoritatively knock at the door.

“Come in, please.”

The door opened to reveal a woman he hadn’t seen since his interview: Mrs. Melissa Moore.

“Hello Richie. I need someone to take care of me, and I think you’re just the man for the job.”


Massaging Mrs. Moore

How did she know the effect that calling him Richie would have on him?

Rich always thought of himself, and introduced himself, as Rich. Not Richard, because that’s what his family called him, and never, ever Richie. That diminutive nickname took him back to early high school, a time before he discovered the gym and bravado, before puberty hit. A time when he was small and weak. A time before he could banter with the boys and charm the girls.

How did she know what to say to make him feel small and insignificant? Rich shook off that thought. She didn’t know, it was just a perfect, horrible coincidence. All that was happening was that he was getting a little knocked off balance by her stunning looks and sexual confidence. That’s no problem, he could handle that. Turn on the charm and get back on his feet.

“Good morning Melissa. It’s been a while, have you been away somewhere?”

“It’s Mrs. Moore,” she replied, smiling to take the sting out of the rebuke but still putting him firmly in his place. “I’ve been away in South-East Asia with Mr. Moore. Thailand, Singapore, those kinds of places. He’s doing some business in China for another few weeks, and I’m back to catch up with my girlfriends.”

“That sounds amazing,” Rich had never managed to leave the US, his family never being wealthy enough when he was young and all of his savings and income going to college, partying, and now his associated debts.

“It was, it was. Sun, sand, and… some other activities. It’s good to be back though. Good to have access to my creature comforts.”

“Great,” Rich grinned, trying not to flinch at the implication of sex. It was hard to imagine her with Tom Moore, but he supposed power and money were excellent aphrodisiacs. Or perhaps she was simply trying to make him feel uncomfortable, or flirt with him. He decided to press on, trying to get the conversation on to more comfortable territory. “What can I do for you?”

“I like that attitude,” she said, slipping off her coat and handing it to him before taking a seat on his covered massage table. “I was at the club last night, and I’ve been shoe shopping all day. My feet are absolutely killing me.”

Melissa pointed imperiously at the chair, wordlessly directing him to sit, and Rich was surprised to find himself complying before he had a chance to think. She smiled at him with encouragement and expectance, beginning to dangle one patent leather high heel from her toe. Rich didn’t know much about shoes, but he knew that these looked expensive.

“Do you like my shoes?” she asked, seeming to read his thoughts. Rich blushed, wondering if she thought he was perving on her legs or her feet.

“They look very stylish, but a little uncomfortable.”

“Right on both counts, Richie. You could help by taking them off.”

Rich felt a moment of heavy silence between them as he hesitated. As a masseuse he had no problem working on her, and as a man he wanted nothing more right now than to touch her gorgeous body. But as an employee in desperate need of money, he felt a moment of unease at the power dynamic and building sexual tension. His resistance, however, was short-lived.

“Please,” she fluttered her eyelashes at him, suddenly coquettish despite being a good deal older than him, “I could really use a foot rub.”

Rich smiled and nodded, leaning forward to remove the shoe while keeping his gaze downward to avoid any suggestion that he might be looking up her short dress. Just as his hand touched the smooth leather her leg began to drift away from him, forcing him to lean further and further forward. Within seconds he found himself sliding out of the chair as if in a trace, kneeling on one knee to remove her shoe like a knight before his queen. She smirked down at him, radiant and in control.

“I do like a man on his knees.”

Rich was shell-shocked. He never let women speak to him like this, always maintaining a cheeky charm and an alpha male persona, but somehow he was letting Melissa Moore get away with it. More than that, part of him seemed to be responding to it. Rich could feel himself getting hard.

He sat back quickly on the seat, crossing one leg over the other to hide his growing erection. In an act of emotional self-defense he fell back on professionalism as a crutch, hoping the familiar physical therapist role would provide him with some control over the situation.

“What kind of treatment would you like? Reflexology, or something more general?”

“Start with my feet. Just make them feel good,” Mrs. Moore commanded, stretching out in the table. Rich fetched some massage powders and returned to the seat, adjusting the position so he could access her comfortably. He took her small, slender feet in his hands and stroked them, trying to relax her before applying any hard pressure.

Rich wasn’t much of a foot guy, truth be told. He didn’t mind them but certainly wasn’t a fan, giving massages with professional disinterest or occasionally using foot rubs as a way of getting into a woman’s good graces en route to her bed.  However, even he had to admit that Melissa Moore had beautiful feet, matching the grace and gorgeousness of the rest of her body. They were petite with soft and flawless skin despite her complaints and high heels. Her neatly proportioned toes were painted to a tasteful, glossy sheen, no doubt at a high-end salon. A gold anklet hanging with what looked like diamonds dangled from her ankle, looking like something that cost more than most people’s rent. Everything about her, from her head to her toes, screamed money. This was a woman who looked after herself and was well looked after in return, firing Rich’s psyche with both jealousy and some kind of submissive arousal. Part of him wanted to hate her, and another part wanted to place a respectful kiss on her foot.

Rich pushed that thought out of his head and tried to move on with his process. He knew he was in strange, dangerous territory, and as sexy as Mrs. Moore was it would be best if he could wrap this whole thing up, “I’m just going to get some peppermint powder on your feet and do a little bit of reflexology, OK?”

“To be honest, I’m actually here for your special services Richie.”

“Special services?” The alarm bells were ringing in his ears now.

“Yes, special services. I had plenty of proper massages in Thailand. I’ve come here today because I know about the extra services you’ve been providing the ladies in the office.”

“I have no idea what you mean,” Rich fell back on denial instinctively, although he knew already that it wasn’t going to work.

“Don’t play dumb,” she said, sitting up on the table and looking down at him in his seated position. “Even more importantly, don’t take me for an idiot. I know everything that goes on in this office, trust me on that. I’m much more than just a trophy wife. Now, keep rubbing while I explain the situation.

Rich did as he was told, taking her foot in his hand.

“Now, I have a very high sex drive which is generally met by my darling husband, believe it or not. However, we have a little arrangement for when he is away. I’m allowed to find other people to play with, as long as we keep it simple. Clean. No emotional connection, no random people who could mess things up for us. People we can trust, or at least control. People, like you.”

“Like me?”

“Like you, Richie,” Melissa whipped her dress off over her head and threw it carelessly to the side, revealing her bright red lingerie underneath. It was tight and strappy, more like something belonging to a dominatrix than a trophy wife. She placed her feet on Richie’s shoulders and prodded his dumbstruck, sex-drunk face with her big toe. “The hired help.”

Rich was stunned by both her beauty and her boldness, so taken in by her gorgeousness that he barely registered her little insult. He could feel control slipping away from him second by second as his resolve broke down and as she dominated the situation at every turn. Still, he felt the need to resist this, despite his own position and desires. He might have been a player, but he wasn’t a moron. He needed this job, needed it even more than he needed to pleasure his sexy, stunning woman.

“Look, I, um-”

“Listen,” she put a toe over his mouth, shushing him like some depraved librarian. “This is a FinTech company, I’ve seen your credit scores. I know you need this job and I know you need money. Now, I can offer you a various generous tip or you can say no and just keep playing around as you are.”

Rich gave in, feeling her power over him flow from every source- her beauty, her money, her age, her authority. He couldn’t fully understand the implications of either decision he might take, but he understood implicitly that displeasing her was a bad idea.

“OK, Mrs. Moore. Whatever you say.”

***

Rich brought his A-game once again, using all his best techniques to provide his boss’s wife with as much pleasure as he could for the sake of both his pride and his finances. He started with a gentle full body massage, paying special attention to her erogenous zones. He rubbed her legs firmly, before giving her some gentle teasing on the inside of her thighs, dancing his fingers around her waxed mons pubis and hips without ever quite touching her most intimate areas. Just when she might have expected him to start playing with her pussy he stopped, moving both hands to her breasts. He circled them broadly before moving on to tease her nipples gently with expert hands. Keeping one hand on her breasts, he slid the other down to her lower stomach, moving his hand in circles to stimulate her entire central region. He didn’t much believe in traditional Eastern philosophy, but he had picked up some techniques from books on Tantric massage. 

He directed Melissa to slow her breathing while he worked, feeling a semblance of control return as she followed his instructions. Rich ran a well-lubricated finger up and down her sensitive spot, adjusting in response to her body’s reactions. Her orgasm came fast and hard once he moved on to the final stages of his well-practiced technique, one hand stroking her swollen clit while the other gently penetrated her.

Melissa came shaking, bucking and gripping the side of the massage table. Rich looked at her with pride, admiring his handiwork and her body with equal satisfaction. Yes, he knew how to use his hands and how to please a woman, even a woman with an attitude like Mrs. Moore’s.

He stroked her body gently, expecting her to take a good few moments to recover and idly wondering if his performance might be enough to get him something more than just a monetary tip. She stretched out like a cat, showing off the gym-honed body of someone twenty years younger and giving a long, sultry moan.

“That’s a decent start.”

“A decent start?”

“Oh yeah, I definitely want more,” she turned around so she was face down on the massage bed, taking the pillow that had been under her head and placing it under her midsection so that her round, juicy ass pushed back at him invitingly. Rich placed his hands on her butt and waited for her next instruction.

“Don’t just stare at it, eat it.”

He leaned in and stuck his face in her ass, extending his tongue to tease the outside of her lips. Mrs. Moore reached back and spread her cheeks, allowing him more access and enveloping his face. Rich liked eating pussy, but her attitude and his position made it a deeply humiliating experience, something she wasn’t afraid to point out. “I hope having your nose in my ass reminds you of your place, little Richie. In fact, you can go ahead and eat it as well.”

“What?” he said, making the mistake of stopping in surprise.

“EAT IT!” she reached back and grabbed his hair, pulling him forward so that his tongue sat firmly on her asshole. She laughed and moaned in pleasure as he began licking her, all the fight going out of him. “That’s right, this is the kind of treatment you should be giving to women.”

She ground back on his face, one hand on his head and one on her own clit. It was less like he was eating her ass and more like she was fucking his face, using him like a sex toy to get herself off. She directed him to put his fingers inside her while he licked, bringing herself quickly to the edge of another powerful orgasm. He felt her tighten around his fingers and then suddenly release a warm gush of juices directly onto his face. Rich had made women squirt before, but this gave him none of the usual sense of self-satisfaction. He hadn’t even really made her squirt, she had simply used him to do it to herself. He felt like a toy, a whore, a cum rag.

Still, he was in this deep and was now fully invested in pleasing this amazing, terrifying woman. She allowed him to lick her gently while he came down, cleaning the juices from her. After a minute or so she pushed him away, lying down on her back to come down from her high. Rich went towards the little sink and shower room attached to his workspace, intending to clean the cum from his face.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Mrs. Moore scolded him without looking up. “I think you have a foot massage to finish.”

“Um, I– OK. I’ll just quickly wash up and then-”

“No, you can do that afterwards,” her voice was firm, and Rich knew this was no time to push back. He took his position at her feet, his face still slick with her juices, wondering if there was any way he could keep his job, his tip, and his dignity.

“You know, I used to have a geeky friend in college, more of a little helper really,” she sighed with relaxation, enjoying her foot rub as she fell into her story. “I started letting him come back to my room to help me write my essays, although I soon figured out that I was plenty smart enough and didn’t really need his help. I kept him around because he would rub my feet, even after a run or my cheerleading practice. One day I made a joke about him kissing my feet and he did it, blushing all cute and embarrassed. It started out as a game, but soon I had him kissing and then licking my feet every time he would come over. I would sit there and read or do my homework, and he would lie at the end of my bed cleaning my feet with his mouth. It felt sooo good, having his tongue soothe my tired toes. One time, I even had him give my roommate the same treatment while we both watched TV. It was amazing.”

Melissa Moore had fallen into something of a reverie. Rich wondered if she might be about to reach down and start touching herself as she talked through her memory. He had to admit, the scenario she described was hot, if borderline unbelievable, sparking a submissive kind of fantasy that Rich rarely indulged.

“Anyway,” she seemed to come back to reality with a snap, “I wondered if you had ever thought about something like that?”

“Something like what?”

“Providing that kind of service? You’ve seen the heels these girls wear around the office. I’m sure they’d pay top dollar to have you kiss them all better.”

She couldn’t be serious. Rich couldn’t read her tone and had no idea how to respond- with disgust, a joke, or studied professionalism. He went for the latter, neutral option.

“It’s not something I’d ever considered.”

“Hmmm, Well, food for thought!”

They finished out the massage in silence. By the time Rich came back from washing his face and hands, taking a moment to calm and recenter himself, Mrs. Moore was already immaculately dressed. She fished a roll of bills out of her handbag and counted out three $100 bills, handing them straight to Rich.

“A little tip for you, for being such a good sport,” her demeanor had changed, far less mean-spirited and domineering now that she had been satisfied. “Listen, how would you like to pick up a little extra work this weekend? I’m having a spa day on Saturday, and it would be a good opportunity for you to practice some of the new things you’ve been learning.”

“Oh, I’m not sure if-“

“Double, no triple overtime pay, and a big tip! For just a few hours. Honestly, I’ll make it worth your while,” she waited for more protests but none were forthcoming. Rich needed the money but, more importantly, would have had trouble saying no to his woman either way. He felt a pull towards her, an inherent need to please. “Great! I’ll send you my address. Thanks for a lovely session!”

She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, sending a rush through his body, and then turned on her heel and walked out. Mrs. Moore didn’t need to wait for confirmation. She knew he would be there.


Put In His Place

“Come in, you’re just on time!”

Mrs. Moore welcomed Rich into her large, secluded house. More of a mansion, really. She was wearing a silky white kimono and had her hair up in a messy bun, looking very much like someone who was on a relaxing trip to a high-end spa. Her nails were painted black, telling him that she had gone for another expensive mani-pedi in the last few days, and adorned with several bright rings. She held a cocktail glass filled with what looked like a mimosa, and her broad, happy smile told him she had been drinking.

Rich took in the sight with arousal and trepidation. He still couldn’t quite believe that he had shown up, knowing how precarious a position this whole arrangement put him in. He told himself that he’d taken Mrs. Moore’s offer because he needed the work, but if he was being honest with himself he would admit that he was intrigued by the idea of serving this beautiful, domineering goddess. Over the last few days he had rarely thought of anything else.

“Here’s your uniform,” she handed him what looked to be a pair of tight, revealing swimming shorts. “Put it on and come meet me out at the pool.”

The uniform wasn’t exactly the most dignified or comfortable thing to wear, but Rich didn’t think it was worth resisting. He had expected something like this and knew he would have to embrace the ridiculousness of the situation. If she wants a sexy pool boy, she can have one, he thought.

The scene when he walked out to the back pool area did cause him to do a double take though. He had expected to be home alone with Melissa, but instead he was greeted by the sight of three women. Sitting down on Mrs. Moore’s right was a long-limbed, athletic woman with an angular face and tomboyish haircut. Her bikini showed off her muscled legs, small breasts, and washboard abs. She wolf-whistled loudly when she spotted Rich, regarding his body with a smile. Her hungry gaze made him uncomfortable, but her beauty more than made up for it. More problematic was the familiar face sat on the other side of his boss’s wife.

Lori, the standoffish office manager who seemed impervious to his charms, looked back at him with amused disinterest. While she was a little older than the other two women, and perhaps twenty-five years older than Rich, she looked equally alluring. Her one-piece swimming suit showed off her curvy hips and large breasts while her face exuded a quiet, confident assertiveness. She looked like a hot headmistress from a teenage boy’s fantasy, and Rich desperately wanted to please her. Still, the idea of this whole thing getting around the office stopped him in his tracks, making him suddenly doubt his decision to come here.

Mrs. Moore seemed to sense his doubt and got up, taking his arm and directing him back to the door so they could talk in semi-privacy.

“What’s wrong?”

“I didn’t think there would be other people here.”

“It’s just a few friends,” she reassured him, stroking his arm. “Nothing you can’t handle.”

“But Lori is here. This is going to get around the office, it could ruin my reputation,” Rich knew he was on weak ground with this argument since he clearly already had a particular reputation around the office, but couldn’t come out and admit that he was simply scared and intimidated by the situation that he found himself in.

“Listen, you can trust Lori and Alex to keep this to themselves. There’s a reason it’s just them here and not the whole office.”

“I don’t know…”

“Look, you can leave just now and see what happens, or you can help three beautiful, appreciative women get off and walk away with more money than you usually earn in a month.”

Her voice was seductive and convincing, drawing Rich inevitably closer to capitulation. “It’s entirely up to you, but if you play along with our strange little games, I can guarantee you’ll enjoy them and come away a good deal richer. What do you say?”

Driving home her point, Melissa stepped back and let her robe fall away to reveal her taunt, naked body underneath. Rich simply nodded, feeling that he would agree to anything at that moment. Once again, he was faced with the stark reality of his position. He needed to make this woman, these women, happy. For the sake of his pride, his cock and his wallet.

“Good. Then let’s get started.”

***

They wasted no time in taking advantage of Rich’s special skills, with none of the women bothering to sugarcoat the fact that he was here for their sexual pleasure. Mrs. Moore went first, befitting her position as the lady of the house.

She directed Rich to get into the outdoor swimming pool, with Rich treading water by the side. She perched on the edge of the pool, legs slightly open in the water with her crotch at his eye level. She drew him in and put him to work, hand on the back of his head while his tongue explored and teased her. Rich gripped the side of the pool and focused on his task, licking Melissa while she alternated between playfully kicking her feet in the water and squeezing his head between her legs. He fell into an enjoyable, almost meditative state, his body weightless in the water and his mouth fully focused on the taste of her gorgeous, demanding pussy. Mrs. Moore started off being able to hold a humiliatingly casual conversation with Alex about Rich’s role at the office but soon seemed to respond to the waves of sensation running through her body. He felt a sense of pride as she came, and relief that she didn’t follow it up with any demands for anal attention from his tongue.

“Me next,” the woman apparently called Alex demanded as Melissa walked back to her sun lounger with a satisfied spring in her step. Rich was a little surprised at the diversity of this group. Mrs. Melissa Moore embodied a glamorous trophy wife and Lori acted like the high-powered businesswoman she was. Alex seemed almost tomboyish in comparison, with no makeup or jewelry and visible muscles. Still, she seemed at ease with her friends, obviously sharing their dominant attitude and strange sexual proclivities.

“What can I do for you?” Rich said, trying to sound confident despite being dripping wet from the pool.

“What would you recommend?” the athletic woman asked Mrs. Moore about how she should use Rich, like she was soliciting her opinion on wine or a movie.

“He can use his tongue,” she answered, causing Rich to swell a little with perverse pride. Perhaps he would win her over yet. His mind started to fill with images of these ladies being so grateful for his services that he got more than just a financial reward.

“Hmm,” Alex pondered, “I don’t usually let men lick me. They don’t have a woman’s subtlety. Still, I have an idea. You can lick my feet.”

“Your feet?”

“Did I stutter? I came from the gym today and my feet are tired, so I want you to lick them while I get myself off,” Alex rolled back in her lounger and shimmied off her black bikini bottoms, revealing landing strip of trimmed hair. Despite her apparent indifference to Rich she already looked wet, betraying her arousal at watching Melissa mistreat his face.

Rich looked at Mrs. Moore, then the smirking face of Lori, then back at Alex. “Wouldn’t you prefer a foot massage?”

“Typical man, always with the fucking backchat!”

“Listen,” Melissa interrupted, her voice reassuring but firm. “Alex has some strange predilections. Well, we all do, but her ones are a little more unorthodox than mine. She likes to make love to women, and she likes humiliating men. Your job is to pleasure us, and that means doing your best to go along with what she asks. Doing what you have to do to help her get off. Do you understand?”

“I understand,” Rich could feel his dignity slipping away, but felt little ability to change course now.

Mrs. Moore got up and moved to Rich, stroking his head with surprising tenderness before directing him onto his knees in front of the now smiling Alex. “Good, I’m glad. Because sometimes it’s your job to fuck the young ladies at the office, or let them such your dick. But sometimes, it’s your job to lick my friend’s sweaty feet while we watch. Either way, you still work for me.”

With that, she pushed Rich’s head towards Alex’s outstretched feet, her toes pinching at his nose and peals of laughter ringing out around him as his face made contact. He tasted sweat and shame in equal measure as his tongue found the sole of her foot, a far less enjoyable object for his oral attention than Melissa Moore’s pussy.

“That’s it Richie, worship them,” Alex began to instruct him while she started playing with herself. “Don’t forget to suck the toes.”

Rich could feel the other women’s eyes on him as he went about his task, Alex alternately mocking and directing him. Bite here, suck here, lick between the toes. She used one foot to hook his head and make him gag on her toes, telling him to deep-throat them, driving home the point that he was nothing more than her depraved little whore. The mocking seemed to be bringing her close to orgasm, more so than anything he was doing with his mouth, as she reached higher and higher levels of excitement.

“Do you like the taste of my toes, bitch?”

“Mhmmhm,” he gagged out in reply. Suddenly, she leaned forward and spat directly in his face, her eyes widening with amusement and arousal. Rich simply stared back, stunned, as her saliva ran down his cheek.

“Whatever she needs to make her feel good, Richie,” Mrs. Moore reminded him. He doubled down on his efforts, resolving to deal with the destruction of his dignity at a later time. In a way, it was better for his pride to take her words on board, to think of his humiliation as an act of sexual fulfillment. That was less ego-shattering than the alternative.

“Do you like us laughing at you? Do you like feeling my spit on your face?”

“I think he does, judging by the tent in his shorts,” Lori chimed in. To his shame and confusion she was right: his body was betraying some hitherto unknown desire for this kind of treatment.

“Haha oh my God, what a little pervert,” Alex groaned. “Gag on my fucking toes.”

He did as he was told, feeling tears well up in his eyes as his gag reflex kicked in. His discomfort seemed to push Alex over the edge, a screaming orgasm ripping through her tight body while she furiously played with her clit.

“Fuuck Yessss,” she moaned, while Mrs. Moore and Lori both let out whoops of encouragement.

Even in that moment of intense humiliation Rich couldn’t help but marvel at how beautiful she looked writhing in ecstasy, and how decadently depraved this whole situation was. He didn’t know if this was a dream or a nightmare, but he knew he would remember it forever.

Alex removed her toes from his mouth and wiped them down his face before curling up in the lounger like a satisfied, sleeping cat.

“Thank you, you did good,” she mumbled, suddenly sincere. It gave Rich a jolt of pride and hope, allowing him to understand and believe what Mrs. Moore had told him. This was just a lucrative and sexy game, not an assault on his masculinity or sense of self. It might not be the most normal sex in the world, but at the end of the day, he was helping three gorgeous, older women get off. He could live with that.

“Lori, you’re up!” Melissa said.

“Hmm OK,” the older woman sounded almost disinterested, bored by the idea of a handsome and pliant young man serving her sexually. “I’ll go to the massage table inside. Go get your lube and meet me there.”

What Lori wanted was largely a repeat of what Rich had done for her in the office. She described precisely how she wanted him to finger her and that’s what he did, reducing him to basically the level of a sex toy. Still, it was closer to an actual massage than anything the other two ladies had asked for, and was a welcome break from Alex’s aggressive domination.

After she came Lori had him soothe her with a few moments of licking and kissing, his nose nuzzling her neat bush, before excusing herself to go to the bathroom. Rich waited in the indoor lounge, temporarily converted to a massage room complete with a table, before they both went back outside together. Even Lori seemed to have warmed up to him a little, now that she had taken her fun. This whole dynamic was strange, but perhaps these capricious MILFs and their strange desires were something he could get used to.

Mrs. Moore sashayed over to him with a wry grin, placing a hand on his hairless chest. Wordlessly, she walked her fingers down across his stomach to his waistline, running them under the edge of his shorts. Is this it? Rich thought, his cock stirring with the idea of him receiving some attention of his own. Suddenly, she pulled his shorts down to his ankles, freeing his stiff cock and reddening his face.

“Not bad,” Mrs. Moore commented, with Lori scoffing dismissively and Alex laughing uproariously like a schoolyard bully witnessing a pantsing. “I like this uniform better. Now, would you mind refilling our drinks?”

“Um, OK,” Rich stammered, trying to keep his cool. His instinct was to fly off the handle, but he knew that losing his composure now would only lead to further embarrassment and a loss of what little respect he had managed to gain.

“Good boy! We’ll all have mimosas; you can find all you need in the fridge. Then we can have our next treatments.”

“Next treatments?”

“Of course! It’s a spa day, Richie. You’ve only been here an hour. I’d say we still have a few hours of fun left. As long as you can handle it, of course?”

“Absolutely!” Rich was hoping for sex and money, in no particular order, but it looked like he would have a few more hoops to jump through. He had gone too far already for anything other than total commitment. Kicking aside his shorts, he gave a mock salute that drew cute laughs from all three women before going to collect their glasses.

***

They put Rich to work for the next two hours, having him scuttle about refilling drinks, giving massages, and applying suntan lotion as needed. The atmosphere was casual, almost friendly, now that each woman had been satisfied. He even got used to being naked in front of them, coming to appreciate their appreciation of his body. He knew, though, that as the naturally dominant ladies became tipsier, the chances of further humiliation would increase.

Rich was rubbing Mrs. Moore’s shoulder when he heard Alex loudly complain. “God, I need to get my nails painted. Your both have such nice pedicures.”

“Well, let’s have Richie do it! The company is paying for him to do a full pedicure course next week, so he could use the practice. What color would you like?”

“Oh, how about purple?”

“Great idea! Richie, be a dear and go get the nail polish from the cupboard next to the kitchen.”

He did as he was told, returning quickly with a few shades from her large collection. Alex selected a dark purple and handed it to him, stretching her feet out towards him on the lounger. He worked in silence while they talked, although part of him began to seethe with annoyance and disappointment. He hadn’t wanted to spend his life at someone else’s feet, but one way or another his decisions had led him here. Thinking of himself as the office stud had helped to protect Rich’s ego, but at the end of the day he still wanted to become a wealthy and respected sports scientist, working with elite athletes and spending his time advancing the abilities of the human body. Instead, it looked like he would be devoting himself to learning all about facials, foot care, and how best to wash a taste of a woman’s cum out of his mouth. At least this time he was only painting her toes, rather than gagging on them.

They were nearing the end of the process when Alex asked him a question, seeming to read his mind. “How do you feel about your career Richie, is this where you imagined yourself?”

“I like the job,” he demurred. “It certainly has some perks.”

“Of course, of course. I’ve heard all about your little escapades from Lori,” Mrs. Moore cut in. “But is this where you see your career going in the long term? I mean, this isn’t exactly what you studied at college.”

Rich felt an unhelpful pang of honesty welling up inside him. “Truth be told, I would love to work with a sports team one day. I studied nutrition and sports science before I fell into this.”

“That’s amazing!” Mrs. Moore explained, sounding genuinely excited. “Alex here works for The Rockets! You do something fitness related, right?”

The Rockets were the local soccer team, and they just so happened to be Rich’s long-time favorite. Working as a physio or even one day a fitness director for them was his long-term dream. He couldn’t help his face lighting up with excitement.

“Yeah, we might actually have a position coming up next season.”

“Really?” Rich said, excitement and nerves playing in the stomach.

“Yeah, just entry-level stuff though,” Alex continued, a smirk coming across her face. “Working underneath me, which you’re getting used to already, helping out with the ladies’ team. Doing a bit of laundry, dishing out post-match massages, that sort of thing.”

The three women all began giggling as Rich glowered back in sullen silence, smarting at the cruel joke. Deep breaths, he told himself, you’ve come so far.

“Oh, come on,” Alex said as he finished the last toe. “We’re just having a bit of a laugh. Listen, I think you make a good beautician, a great servant... and an OK gigolo.”

“Well, I’ve not had any complaints!” Rich tried to reply in a jokey tone but could hear the sulky snappiness in his own voice.

“Ooooh, OK big man. How about a little wager? Lori over there happens to like a good, hard fuck, and she can rarely find someone to meet her standards. If you can make her orgasm while you fuck her then I’ll genuinely help you find a sports job when one comes up.”

Rich paused, loving parts of this plan and hating others. He was worked up enough that the idea of fucking any of these beautiful women was appealing, and getting to pound the cold and standoffish Lori into a quivering orgasm would be an especially satisfying treat. On the other hand, he hardly trusted Alex to keep her word, and felt certain that this whole thing was rigged against him.

“Don’t I get a say in this?” laughed Lori. “I want a good seeing to, but I don’t want to be lying there all day if he hasn’t got the goods.”

“How about this,” Melissa Moore interjected. “Richie here will fuck Lori, and he can use one toy of his choice to help get her across the line. Meanwhile, we can join in and tease him a little. If Lori comes first then Richie gets oh, let’s say a very large tip, plus Alex’s help with the job.”

“And if I lose?” Richie said, feeling certain that there would be a sting in the tail.

“Oh, then nothing. You don’t get the prize, but that’s all. You’ve been a good sport so far, and this is all just a bit of fun. So, what do you say?”

“I’m in. God knows why, but I’m in,” said Lori. Her cheerful acceptance drew cheers from her friends.

Rich paused for a minute. He held like this was all a bit out of control, the odds stacked against him. But then again, hadn’t that been how it was all day? This seemed like a win-win, and that’s something he couldn’t afford to turn down.

“Let’s do it.”

***

Mrs. Moore led them all down into a finished basement, Rich feeling like he was in a porno and a horror movie at the same time. Both possibilities remained very much in his mind when she flicked on the light to reveal a room full of BDSM equipment– spanking benches and whips with a strange kind of bed as the centerpiece. It was like a perverted version of a four-poster bed, with heavy ring clips on the poles and a cage underneath. Rich considered himself an experienced and open-minded kind of guy, but this was much more than he had ever seen before. The other two women didn’t blink twice upon seeing the room though, suggesting that they were familiar with the kinky goings-on under this suburban mansion. 

Their hostess picked up on his surprise. “Don’t look so shocked. This is just for the occasional party we host. We aren’t planning on using any of it on you, unless you ask nicely!”

Lori disrobed and sat on the edge of the bed with a wry smile on her face while Melissa led Rich to a large cupboard in the corner. She opened it up to reveal a box of toys that would put a sex shop to shame. Ropes and whips and clamps of various sizes made up one part of it, while the other was filled with wands, dildos, and vibrators of various sizes.

“Choose your weapon,” Melissa said, waving her hand at the box. “You can use whatever you think, in your expert opinion, will make Lori come while you’re fucking her.”

Rich didn’t know enough about Lori’s particular predilections to be sure of the best tool. Kinks aside, he knew enough about women to know that everyone was different. Different turn-ons, different sweet spots, different things they needed to push them over the edge. Still, his cock would be inside her, so that narrowed his options.

He selected a large, powerful looking wand vibrator. Rich had used something similar with some ex-girlfriends and even some of the women in the office, knowing that the powerful clitoral stimulation was a safe bet for bringing most women to a quick orgasm. This one was extremely sleek and powerful looking, an expensive bit of kit befitting Mrs. Moore’s bejeweled lifestyle, and Rich began to entertain the image of Lori quivering on the edge of an explosive orgasm, begging to come.

“How about lube?” he asked, a little unsure. He also used it with his clients, including Lori.

“That should count as his toy!” Alex cut in, trying to make things difficult.

“It’s up to Lori, surely!” Melissa said, playing the reasonable peacemaker.

“Hmm. I don’t want to make things too easy on him. But on the other hand, I don’t want him going in dry, of course,” the older woman tapped her chin thoughtfully, as if she was deciding what kind of coffee to order. “How about he gets five minutes of licking to warm me up? That way, I can see what his tongue can do.”

That suited Rich. In fact, it filled him with something close to confidence. Lori had never experienced oral sex from him and therefore didn’t know that it was probably his proudest skill. Five minutes of licking might be enough to get her close to coming, which would get him close to victory and a satisfying, vindicating fuck.

Rules agreed, Lori lay back on the leather bed and spread her legs, allowing Rich to crawl in between them and begin his ministrations. He nuzzled her soft hair with his nose, kissing the inside of her thighs before moving inward towards her most sensitive area. He would normally take his time, but knew that he was racing against the clock. He placed a hand on her lower stomach, creating a little pressure to try to stimulate her further. Lori moaned as his tongue probed and teased her, giving Rich a glimmer of hope that he could please and perhaps even impress this cold, domineering woman.

“Oh, she looks like she’s enjoying it!” Mrs. Moore said, her voice encouraging and teacherly.

“Yeah, but do you know what would make her like it even more? Sticking your tongue in her ass. She loves that!” Alex chimed in.

“Or does she?” Mrs. Moore laughed.

“I’m not telling,” came a moan from Lori.

Rich shut out all their voices and focused on his task. He could feel her body respond to him as her legs gripped his head tightly and could taste her wet arousal. He knew what he was doing, knew that he was on the right track. Suddenly, he heard the buzz of a phone alarm going off behind him.

“That’s your five minutes up,” Alex said brightly. “Rules are rules!”

Lori let out a grumpy groan, clearly having enjoyed his mouth’s attention, but released his head from her grip.

“OK, you’re up. What position do you want me in?”

Rich had given it a little thought. He figured it was best for him to be standing if she wanted a hard fuck, since that would allow him to bring his body into it. He would start by taking her from behind. That would allow him to see how she responded, and at the very least give him the chance for some fun, taking out his frustration on her bent over body.

Lori scoffed at his answer, seeming to view doggy-style as some infantile college boy preference, but duly bent over the bed. It was set at the perfect height for her to lay her torso down on it comfortably while standing up, presenting her large round ass to him. Rich ran his hands over her backside, admiring its shape and soft feel. Following a sudden instinct he delivered a firm slap to it, watching his glee as it jiggled his hand. Lori let out a noise that was half-surprise and half-moan of pleasure, confirming his suspicions. She might have a dominant personality, but she wanted it rough.

He guided the head of his cock to the edge of her entrance, teasing her for a few seconds by holding the head in shallowly, before plunging himself inside. Despite the strangeness of the situation he had no trouble getting hard. In fact, he was as turned on as he had ever been, despite being dragged so brutally out of his comfort zone. His rock-hard cock drew a satisfying moan from Lori as he began to pick up the pace, grabbing her hips and beginning to build up a rhythm. Rich reminded himself not to get too into this. As satisfying as it was to feel her body yield to his power, he knew that he had to be careful not to give himself fully over to pleasure since he might end up coming quickly himself.

As if to underscore that point Melissa Moore began kissing his neck and stroking his back, attempting to throw him off his game. Rich responded by shutting her out, focusing purely on the task at hand. He picked up the vibrator and put it on the lowest setting, deciding to try to push Lori forward to the edge as quickly as possible. He slid the wand around her hips to the front, the vibrating head finding her clit while he kept up his solid pounding. This was a technique he had used with several women in the past, the mixture of clitoral and vaginal stimulation being a near guarantee of orgasmic pleasure.

Lori’s body responded quickly and predictably. She began to fall forward even more, her moaning face pressed hard against the mattress as she seemed to sink into it. Her legs began to shake and buckle, quivering in submission to the oncoming wave of pleasure. Rich could sense victory coming, feeling like an athlete approaching the finish line.

“Wait, stop for a minute,” Lori groaned, her body tensing.

“No, you said you wanted it hard,” Rich grinned, turning up the vibrator with one finger.

“I did, I do, but I’m getting a cramp. We need to change position.”

“Nice try! You just know I’m about to make you come.”

“I’m serious, I’m not as young as I used to be. We can keep going however you like, I just can’t keep standing like this,” there was some genuine discomfort in the voice, and Rich found himself slowing down immediately. She was at least several decades older than him, and he was pounding her hard. Bet or no bet, he couldn’t ignore her request.

“Fine, turn around,” he said, gently withdrawing his cock.

“Thank you,” Lori smiled at him over thick-rimmed glasses. She rolled onto her back and opened her legs, inviting him back in instantly. Her wet cunt greedily accepted his cock, her legs wrapped around his waist as he remained standing.

Rich found his rhythm and quickly returned the vibrator to its task, hoping to end this quickly. He had an extra hand free now to manipulate the area around her clit, revealing her sweet spot and allowing more direct access for the vibrator. The tableau in front of him was powerful and dangerously arousing, with Lori’s usually neat hair spread out and wild, with her glasses sitting askew as he fucked her. Her hands gripped at the bed in pleasure and her gorgeous breasts moved hypnotically with each thrust. He allowed himself a moment of smug satisfaction at her reaction but then deliberately closed his eyes, denying himself the visual stimulation that might drive him towards the edge before his work was done.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder,” she moaned, Rich struggling to oblige without risking his own explosion. He turned up the vibrator but could now feel the same vibrations that were stimulating her start to tickle and tease his cock. He tried to clear his mind, maintaining his own thrusting while thinking of anything to arrest his arousal– batting orders, running yards, season stats. Anything but the feelings and the sight laid out before him.

It was impossible though, with Lori’s moans filling his ears and the image of her sexy older body burned into his mind. It became even harder when Melissa’s hands found his nipple, drawing an involuntary moan. Following that thread, she began teasing and circling his nipple with her tongue, driving him insane with arousal. He was in a close race to the finish line now.

He felt Alex’s hot breath in his ear on the other side of his body. “I know you want to come. You’re more suited for licking pussy than fucking it, and you know it. More suited for sucking toes as well. Should I go and get my dirty gym clothes for you to sniff, would that push you over the edge?”

“Keep fucking me, fuck me harder. Come in me, fill me up,” Lori moaned, her voice like honey.

“Spurt your load, you know you want to, you little bitch. Do it for us, come on.”

Suddenly, Rich found himself losing all control. Physical pleasure mixed with shame and defeat as his cock exploded inside her. His ears filled with the sound of cheers and laughter as he kept pounding, driving himself into Lori, the victor, until he was spent. He fell forward heavily on her, placing his head on her chest, and was surprised when her hand began delivering comforting strokes.

“Aww, you did well, a great effort. Honestly, I’m impressed.”

“Still lost though,” Alex chimed in mockingly.

“Be nice,” Lori chided, suddenly a little protective of the man whose semi-stiff cock still lay inside her.

“How about I just give him the money anyway?” Melissa said, causing Rich to perk up a little. “Since he got you so close?”

“That’s hardly fair!” Alex protested, determined to see him defeated completely.

“Maybe,” Lori said, “although I still haven’t had my orgasm.”

“Hmm, how about this- I’ll give him a massive tip if… “

“He makes me come?”

“He cleans her pussy!”

“What?” Rich interjected, his mind foggy and struggling to follow.

“Good idea! How about it, Richie? I’ll make it worth your while, even though you lost, if you eat her pussy right now. Since you were such a great sport.”

“That’s disgusting.”

“Oh, come on, it isn’t that disgusting! How many girls have swallowed your load? It’s just going to be a little taste,” Mrs. Moore reached into the handbag she had brought downstairs with her, fishing out an ostentatiously large roll of bills. “More money than you make in a month just to clean up your mess and give the lovely Lori here the orgasm she so richly deserves. I honestly think that deep down you would do it for free.”

Rich was ashamed to even be considering it, but those dollar bills made it difficult to say no. That wasn’t just money in her hands, it was power. A power that he wouldn’t be able to resist.

Arguments and counterarguments ran through his mind. It was disgusting, degrading, sure to draw more laughter and mockery from the three gorgeous, cruel women. It would make it hard for him to show his face around the office, even if Lori did keep this to herself. On the other hand, he had already been humiliated so thoroughly today, what was to lose by going a little further over the line? He could certainly use the money. Plus, perhaps his boss’s wife was right– it was his job to please, if this is what they wanted. In a way, pleasing them was what he wanted as well, on some deep, hidden level.

Rich decided in a split-second, realizing that the fact he was seriously weighing up the arguments meant he was already committed. He slid out of Lori’s embrace and moved down her body, drawing a good boy from the older woman and a cruel laugh from Alex. He could hear the ruffling of $100 bills being counted as he reached out his tongue to Lori’s swollen clit.

She let out a deep, satisfied moan as he began to soothe her well-fucked pussy. Rich hoped to avoid tasting too much of himself by focusing on her clit and bringing her to orgasm quickly. His beautiful tormenters had other ideas though.

“Lick the whole thing Richie, your tongue would feel so good inside me.”

“Yeah, you need to clean her out, loser.”

“Come on Richie, you need to make her feel good!”

A gentle hand on the back of the head directed his tongue down towards her wet slit. Accepting the inevitable, he allowed his tongue to begin probing, their mixed juices assaulting his tongue with a mixture of sweetness and saltiness.

“Get in there!” Mrs. Moore said authoritatively, her hand forcing his head hard against her. “Clean it up!”

A hard spank on his ass underlined the point, driving him to curl his tongue inside Lori, the humiliating task reddening his face but already stiffening his cock. He tried not to think about the taste, or the implications of what he was doing, as he licked, sucked, and swallowed. He heard approving noises from Lori as he cleaned her wet cunt, followed by the low hum of the vibrator. She brought it to bear on her sensitive clitoris with immediate effect.

The fucking, licking, and no doubt the sense of pure power meant that Lori was on the edge already. The addition of the wand’s vibrations controlled by her own experienced hands took her straight over the brink, tumbling into a gushing waterfall of pleasure.

“That’s it, don’t stop licking,” Lori demanded. “Get your tongue in me, I’m going to fucking squirt.”

Before Rich had the chance to pull back or protest he felt the gush of her juices exploding into his mouth as her body tensed and then bucked wildly. It filled his mouth with the taste of defeat and, just like when Mrs. Moore had used him in the office, made him feel sluttier and more utterly used than he could have imagined. As strong as the feelings of shame and humiliation were, they also mixed to provide something else, a sense of submissive satisfaction. He was pleased to have pleased her, no matter what it took. As he rolled away in exhaustion his body betrayed his complex feelings in the simplest terms.

“Look at him, he’s hard again already! This little bitch is loving it!”

“Yeah, it looks like we might have discovered a special, submissive side to our newest employee!” Mrs. Moore added. “I’m glad he’s understanding his new place, and enjoying it.”

Lori rolled off the bed and put on her kimono, preparing to leave on unsteady legs while Rich lay broken on the bed. He turned to look up at Mrs. Melissa Moore, standing proud and tall above him with a wad of money in her hand and a smirk on her face. She fanned the money out and let it fall over his prone, used body, making it rain on him like he was a stripper at a bachelorette party.

“Remember, you thought you were fucking the women in that office, but they were actually fucking you. You keep looking after the girls there and I’ll make sure you keep your job. In the meantime, if you need any more money, you know where to find me. Now get dressed and get out.”

Alex laughed and exited the room after their hostess, while Lori looked back over her shoulder with one parting goodbye.

“Thanks for the good times, Richie! I’ll see you on Monday.”
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