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Employee Of The Year: Parts 1-6

      
 

       1. Working Under Her 
 
      
 

       My suitcase bumped along behind me as I followed Jenny down the aisle. I'd meant to get that one wheel fixed, the one that made the whole case roll from side to side like a ship in a storm when I pulled it. The truth was, there never seemed to be time. My suitcase never slept. The inside of airplanes like this one was starting to feel like home. Far more like home than my actual apartment. 
 
    Jenny stopped in front of an empty seat and checked her ticket. The handle of her suitcase telescoped back into the body of her bag. Standing my own bag up behind me, I reached for hers and hoisted it toward the overhead locker. She gave a pale smile of thanks as I wrestled it into the locker and then placed mine beside it. By the time I was ready to take my seat, Jenny was already sitting, her laptop open in front of her as she scowled at the screen. 
 
    "We really need to blow them away at this meeting," she said as I dropped into the seat beside her. As though I didn't know that already. We'd been with this major client for years, and perhaps a certain amount of complacency had set in. Or maybe it was just the ordinary progression of a long-term contract. Someone on the client's end gets promoted and feels the need to make their mark by finding new suppliers, even if the old ones are doing the job just fine. Either way, we couldn't afford to lose Kynodyne. Not when last quarters results had been so weak even with them. 
 
    "We will," I said as I flipped open my own laptop. Jenny was worried. She liked to project an image of unruffled calm, as though nothing could phase or surprise her, and I knew why. It was all part of management. She was an accomplished woman, the first female VP the company had ever had. And she hadn't got there by seeming unsure of herself. Jenny operated in what was still very much a man's world. No one at our company doubted her abilities. She had proved herself over and over again. But when dealing with executives of other companies, I had seen for myself the way she was sometimes treated. Even in this day and age. Some of these old dinosaurs still couldn't get past the mentality of the 60s, when women were secretaries or wives, not vice presidents. Jenny forever had to prove herself to a new audience. And honestly, I wasn't sure whether her looks helped or hindered her in that. Perhaps an ugly woman might have commanded more respect. People might've been more ready to believe that she had earned her position through merit alone if she wasn't as attractive as she was. But looking the way she did, there were always going to be people who suspected she had slept her way into her lofty position. Women as well as men. In fact, in some ways, women were worse than the men. 
 
    But normally, Jenny took all of that in stride. She knew what people said about her. She had been hearing it her whole career. It was probably even worse when she was younger. But now, as she approached 40, she had lost none of her obvious attractiveness. Even as I took my seat on the plane beside her, I couldn't help but notice the way her skirt suit hugged her body, clinging to the obvious curves of her hourglass figure. Her legs were bare, and her skirt rose higher up her thighs as she sat in the seat, and peering at my laptop allowed me to sneak a couple of quick glances at her long legs. Jenny was hot; there was no doubt about that. I worked closely with her, and so it was something I generally tried to ignore. But sometimes that was easier than others. And let's be honest. Jenny's good looks had held her back in some ways, causing people to take her less seriously than they might otherwise. But they had helped her in others. Her looks were a weapon that she knew how to use, and men underestimated her at their peril. How many deals had she closed with a flirty smile or toss of her long hair? The truth was, Jenny didn't need to sleep with anyone to get where she was. Often, men would give her whatever she asked for just to see her smile. And I could relate to that, even if I was more or less immune to it myself. She didn't play that game with the people who worked for her. With me, and with everyone else in the sales department, Jenny was all business. 
 
    "We better," she muttered. "You have last year's production figures?"  
 
    "Right here," I said, turning my laptop screen slightly toward her. Faint lines appeared around her sculpted eyebrows as she frowned at the screen. All around us, fellow passengers heaved bags into the overhead lockers and shifted in their seats, getting ready for holidays or for reunions or other pleasurable trips. I envied them. The magic of travel had long since faded for me. There's no quicker way to kill the joy of something than to make it part of your job. The flights and the hotel rooms all merged into one bland blur, and I felt rootless, almost ephemeral. As though I didn't matter to anyone at all. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry?”Jenny had said something, and lost in my own gloomy thoughts, I hadn’t heard it. Her hazel eyes flickered as she looked at me from under lowered brows. 
 
    "Can we really give them the cost reduction they're hoping for?" she repeated. 
 
    "Yes," I said, "of course. I spoke to Carlos, and he assured me that with the hiring push manufacturing has been doing, we can ramp up production and get the per-unit cost down by next quarter." Jenny nodded slowly. She seemed skeptical. And she should be. The truth was, Carlos had been a lot more cautious than I made it sound. But a long time ago, I had learned the ironclad rule of sales. A salesman can never be unsure. When all else fails, confidence and bluster have pulled me out of no end of tricky situations. And if we were going to ace this meeting, Jenny needed the same confidence I did. It's not as though I was lying to her. I just wasn't telling her some of the doubts I had myself. What good would that do? We needed to go into that meeting with Kynodyne as though we owned it, with no hesitation, no doubt, no surrender. Jenny knew that as well as I did. 
 
    "Okay," she said. Her seat creaked as she leaned back against it. I turned my laptop back to face me, but it was Jenny I was peering at from the corner of my eye. Did her skirt really need to be that short? Not that I was complaining. With the prickling heat in my cheeks, I realized it had been a long time since my last relationship. Constantly traveling from one city to the next doesn't lend itself to romance. Most of my contact with the opposite sex was fleeting, and ultimately dissatisfying. Sure, there was the thrill of the chase. The excitement of a new conquest. But that soon evaporated. I wasn't getting any younger. As the years went by, I felt trapped in a juvenile cycle of meaningless encounters. I was never around long enough to form a deeper connection with anyone. And the one night stands interested me less and less as time went by. As I pretended to study the figures on my screen and sneaked hungry glances in Jenny's direction, I realized it had been months since I last had sex. No wonder my boss looked so good to me. And under the table folded down from the seat in front of me, I felt a familiar twitch between my legs. Not now, I told myself. That was the last thing I needed. 
 
    "Could you please fold the tray tables up for takeoff?" With absolutely wretched timing, a pretty young flight attendant appeared at my side. 
 
    "Of course," I nodded as I lifted my laptop and pushed the table back against the seat in front of me. Jenny did the same with barely concealed impatience. I hadn't seen her this nervous in a long time. Her drive to be prepared for the meeting was a manifestation of the fear she felt that maybe things wouldn't go our way. The same fear I tried to banish from my own mind. Beyond a certain point, fear is useless. And sometimes worse than useless. It can actively hold you back, and make you not take chances that you maybe should. I had learned that long ago, and so as the big engines of the plane rumbled into life, I repeated some of the visualization techniques I had learned to banish my nervousness. We were going to crush this meeting. We were going to save the company. After all, Jenny had picked me of all her salespeople to go with her on this trip. She had faith in me, and I had faith in myself. We'd show them all. 
 
      
 
    "That was incredible!" Jenny's hair hung loose around her face, freed at last from the ponytail she had kept it tied back in during our meeting. It had been a long one. Kynodyne had clearly been talking to another company, and we had to fend off questions that I suspected had been fed to them by someone in our industry. But we managed it. At least for now. The issue was far from resolved; there were more meetings to come over the next few days, with progressively more important people in the company's hierarchy. But we had passed the first test. We had convinced them that we should remain the supplier, that we could offer them something no other company could. It was a win. And as much as I might try to act like the whole thing had been a foregone conclusion, I'll admit that there were moments during the meeting when I was afraid. The same relief that shone on Jenny's face echoed in my own heart as we headed to the hotel bar to celebrate. Nervous as we were, neither of us had eaten much at lunch. And Jenny ordered drinks as though she was afraid the bar might run out. It was all free, all part of our travel expense account. And as one drink quickly followed another, I could see the glassy look in Jenny's eyes as drunkenness took hold. 
 
    “It was,” I agreed. “We fucking did it.” 
 
    "We fucking did it! Woo!" Jenny raised her arms into the air as she yelled, and heads turned in the hotel bar at the noise. She didn't seem to notice. 
 
    "That line you said, about restructuring the – what was it? Restructuring –" 
 
    "Restructuring our time – motion platform to eliminate production bottlenecks and streamline cost efficiencies," I smiled. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, that," Jenny giggled. "That was a good one. You're a gifted bull shifter, I'll give you that." A glass sparkled in her hand as she raised it to her pink lips and tossed back the liquid inside. 
 
    "Well, that's sales, right?" I smirked as I drank my own drink. 
 
    "Damn straight," Jenny said, lifting her hand toward the waitress to order another round. "That's why I brought you with me. I wanted my best guy on it." 
 
    "Thanks," I said. I knew my worth, but it was still nice to hear it from the woman who was my boss. After all, Jenny was still young, and so was I. Maybe she wouldn't be VP of sales forever. Maybe she was destined for some higher position. Which would leave hers open. And a good word from her could go a long way. The waitress arrived with our drinks, and Jenny flashed her a smile of thanks that seemed almost automatic before she turned back to me. 
 
    "I'm really glad I have you on my team," Jenny said. "Working for me." 
 
    "Glad to be here," I replied as she took another drink. "I like working with you. You're a hell of a salesperson and a great VP." Jenny smiled. As she leaned across the table, I caught the faint hint of her perfume as it rose in an invisible cloud from her body. The table we sat at was surrounded by a single bench seat, curved in a semicircle to form a booth. The padded leather of the bench creaked as Jenny slid closer to me. 
 
    "Working for me," she corrected, emphasizing the 'for'. "Working under me." 
 
    “Yeah,” I said slowly, uncertain of this new direction the conversation was taking. “Working for you.” 
 
    “Working under me,” Jenny said again. Her white teeth showed in a dazzling smile as she grinned at me. For a moment, she said nothing. I wondered what ideas might be forming inside that pretty head of hers. But I never would’ve guessed anything like what followed. 
 
    “A lot of guys can’t work for a woman,” she said at last, her lips tripping slightly over the word woman. “A lot of guys have a hard time taking orders from a female. But you don’t, do you?” 
 
    "Not at all," I said. "I'm a modern man." Jenny laughed at that, as though it were a funny joke I had told. 
 
    "One of the good ones, huh?" she said. 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t put it like that,” I said. “But sure. I’ve had female bosses before. Why would it bother me?” 
 
    "Then say it," Jenny grinned. There was a sparkle in her eyes now that I couldn't attribute entirely to drunkenness. Some trace of steel in her gaze as she looked at me that was only partially hidden by her beautiful smile. "Tell me that you enjoy working under me." My brow furrowed as I frowned. What was this about? Some sort of ego trip she was on? She wasn't asking for much, but the mere fact she was asking at all put me on my guard. In my line of work, you learn to be careful with what you say and what you'll admit to. But Jenny was waiting. 
 
    "I do," I said, as a low chuckle escaped Jenny's throat. The seat creaked again as she slid closer to me, sitting right beside me now. I gasped as I felt her touch me. Under the table, her hand was resting on my cock. And as her fingers began to move, touching and teasing me expertly, I felt my manhood begin to rise. I turned to her in shock, to see that same wild grin on her face. I mean, sure, I had thought about it. There wasn't a single guy that worked with Jenny who hadn't at one time or another. But I had never thought it would actually happen. I had learned from experience not to let work get tangled up with romance. I had decided never to approach Jenny, and I had never in a million years expected that she would approach me so aggressively. But the alcohol and the dizzying high of what we had pulled off together were fueling her as she touched me under the table. And – well, I didn't exactly push her away. Why would I? All the long months of loneliness conspired inside me to make my cock swell in her hand, to bring my arousal to a boiling pitch in record time. Jenny smiled at me as if she could read my innermost thoughts. And with my increasingly hard cock in her hand, I guess that she could. Of course I wanted her. Of course I did. And she must've known that for a long time. Certainly, she knew it now. 
 
    “Say it,” she said, and it was all I could do not to groan as her hand tightened briefly around my shaft through the pants I wore. “Say it. You won’t regret it, I promise.’ 
 
    "I enjoy working under you, Jenny," I said, looking directly into her eyes as I spoke. And the way she bit her lower lip as I spoke sent a jolt like electricity racing along my spine. Her cheeks were flushed with more than drink. Jenny was turned on. And all the doubts and fears and rules I had about not getting involved with office romance seemed to melt away. A chance like this, I suspected, would never come again. 
 
    "Good," Jenny purred. "I'm glad to hear it. What do you say we get out of here? I want you working under me in my room. Right now." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said playfully as my cock surged again in her hand. Jenny giggled as she released her hold on my manhood. Adjusting the skirt suit she still wore, she stood and stepped out from behind the table. There was no need to settle the bill; the drinks would be charged to her room. Her high heels clicked on the floor of the bar as, without another word, Jenny began to leave. Sliding out from behind the table, I followed her, hoping the bulge of my erection in my pants wasn't too obvious. But watching her walk from behind was doing nothing to dampen my arousal. That skirt was really too short for a business meeting, and it hugged her hips far more tightly than it should. I watched the alternating pattern of her buttocks pressing against the tight fabric with every long-legged step she took. I felt as though I could watch her walk away forever as she pushed aside the door of the bar that led to the hotel lobby. And I followed. Confidence seemed to radiate from every line of her body as she led me toward the elevator. She was triumphant, flush with success from her business meeting and ready to take whatever else she wanted. I was delighted that at the moment, that seemed to be me. 
 
    Jenny stepped into the elevator, and I followed. The door slid shut, with only the two of us inside. At once, without a word, Jenny turned. Before I could even react, I felt her fingers around my throat. She pushed me back against the wall of the elevator, and I heard her moan softly as she pressed her lips against mine. Her tongue invaded my mouth, and I kissed her back as best I could while she pressed her body against mine as we rode higher and higher through the building. Placing my hands on her hips, I pulled her against me, and I heard her laugh softly as she ground her body against my erection that she could feel through our clothes. Her hand on my throat tightened slightly, and I felt a surge of arousal at the sheer aggression she displayed. When the elevator doors slid open and she released me, I felt a faint feeling of disappointment that was quickly overwhelmed by my raging desire. 
 
    The hallway was empty. Smiling at me, Jenny stepped out of the elevator and made her way down the hall. I followed eagerly, grateful there was no one to see the way my cock strained against the front of my pants. Jenny produced the key card for her room from her purse and slid it into the lock of a door on the right. She pushed open the door, and I felt conditioned air roll over me as I followed her inside. The door swung shut. The lock clicked. Jenny's purse dropped to the floor. She was on me again, pushing me against the door of her room as she feasted on my mouth. I kissed her back and felt her hands clutching at the buttons of my shirt, tearing them off as she pulled the garment down past my shoulders. 
 
    "Jenny, wait," I gasped against her lips. "Should – should we be doing this?" Inwardly, I cursed myself for my doubts. Just go with it, I told myself. Jenny was as hungry as any woman I had ever seen and more beautiful than most. If my sexy boss was horny from her victory that day, there was no sense in me not taking advantage of it. But my question didn't seem to deter Jenny at all. Instead, she simply laughed as more of my buttons burst from my shirt and skittered along the floor of her room. 
 
    "Of course we should," Jenny grinned. "After the day we had, we deserve a little fun. Besides, I'm your boss. You have to do what I say." She smiled as she spoke, and I gasped as she lowered her head to my chest, her teeth tugging at my skin as she playfully bit me. My cock was at full mast inside my pants as Jenny reached for it, running her fingers along the underside of my shaft as it strained against my clothing. My ruined shirt fell to the floor, and Jenny took hold of my belt. The leather whispered through the belt loops of my pants she unfastened the belt and pulled it free. Holding it in both hands, she raised it above my head and placed it around my neck. Before I could say a word, she fed the end of the belt through the buckle and pulled it tighter around my neck. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as she held the end of the belt like a makeshift leash around my neck. Jenny giggled girlishly as she tugged lightly. 
 
    "Come on," she laughed as she turned and led me deeper into the room. "Get over here and do as you're told." I didn't resist as she led me toward the bed. The belt dangled from my neck as she released her grip. Placing her hands on my shoulders this time, she kissed me again, her kisses hungrier and more passionate with each passing moment. I returned her embrace, until with a sharp shove, Jenny pushed me down onto the mattress. I fell, and she laughed out loud as she climbed on top of me. Her skirt rode up her thighs to her hips as she straddled me, still in the suit she had worn to the meeting. I reached for her, but she pushed my hands away. Loosening the belt, she lifted it over my head. I felt the warm leather against my skin as she held my wrists together and wrapped the belt around them. My cock swelled urgently beneath her. I had never been with a woman so aggressive, so dominant. And it turned me on. With practiced ease, Jenny wrapped the belt around my arms and fastened it together, pulling the leather tight so that I couldn't break free. Then she pushed my bound hands back over my head, pinning them to the mattress with one hand. Her other hand gripped my throat again as she kissed me, her tongue invading my mouth with the same aggression displayed in the elevator. 
 
    "See?" she giggled. "Isn't it fun being under me?" 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped. 
 
    "Let's see what we're working with here," she said. Rising up on her knees, she lifted one leg and climbed off me. Kneeling at my side, she reached for the front of my pants and unfastened them. As she pulled them and my underwear down, my cock sprang out, hard and ready for her as she giggled in amusement. 
 
    "Not bad," she said, and I gasped in pleasure as she ran a single fingernail from the base of my twitching manhood to the very tip. "I've always wondered what your cock looked like. I'm glad not to be disappointed." She giggled again as I groaned at her touch, her fingers curling around my shaft as she slowly stroked me. While she teased me, I watched her reach up underneath her short skirt. She shifted her weight from one knee to another as she pulled down her panties and removed them. Leaving them lying on the bed beside her, she hiked her skirt all the way up. Under a neat strip of brown pubic hair, her pussy shone wetly, and my cock surged at the confirmation of her arousal. Taking my cock in her hand again, she straddled me, rubbing the head of my cock against the wet lips of her pussy while we moaned together. 
 
    “Now, you just lie there,” she said. “Don’t try to touch me. I just want you to lie there while I use your cock to get off.” 
 
    " Okay," I panted, and Jenny laughed at my acquiescence. Lifting herself off on her knees, she directed my cock between the hot lips of her pussy, and I moaned as I felt the tightness of her around me. Her eyes closed for a moment as she sank down slowly on top of me, engulfing my cock inch by inch until I was all the way inside and she sat on my lap. She opened her eyes again, and I saw the blaze of mischief deep inside them as she smiled at me. 
 
    Jenny swept her hair back from her face, pinning it behind her ears as she leaned forward. I felt her fingernails rake my chest as she began to rock her hips up and down. The hotel bed creaked and groaned underneath us as she fucked me, her movements faster and more urgent by the second. Soon, she was bouncing up and down on top of me, screaming in pleasure as she abandoned herself to physical bliss. And I felt the same way. The leather of my belt groaned as I struggled uselessly against it. But Jenny was completely in control. And as her pussy spasmed around my cock and she threw back her head and screamed her ecstasy at the ceiling, I knew I wouldn't have it any other way. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   2. A Negotiation 
 
         
 

    Jenny's loud cry echoed my own. Her whole body stiffened. Her scream seemed almost torn from her as she threw back her head, her highlighted hair cascading over her shoulders as she closed her eyes. Overcome with pleasure, she shuddered, and it was all I could do to contain my own desire. I wanted to please her, wanted this experience to go on and on. It was completely unlike anything I had ever known before, and even as it happened, I could barely believe it. My sexy boss was having her way with me, and it felt fantastic. Jenny was still wearing the business suit she had worn to our meeting that day, with only her skirt hiked up around her hips. Even her jacket was still buttoned, her eagerness to do this smothering every other consideration. And I could hardly believe how beautiful she looked as I stared up at her from the mattress and she moaned and thrashed in the throes of orgasm. 
 
    Her pleasure fueled mine. As she gasped and spasmed above me, I felt her sex tighten around mine, squeezing my manhood delightfully as she came. A man can only take so much. With a loud yell, I finally released, and I heard Jenny groan as she felt the eruption of my pleasure inside her. As the peak of our passion subsided to a dull throb, Jenny climbed off my lap. Without a word, she shuffled across the bed and stood. Her legs shook and trembled as she made her way to the hotel bathroom, and I saw the door close with a solid thump. The gushing of water filled my tears as I lay panting on her rented bed. 
 
    What had just happened? Well, I knew that. But what did it mean? What would happen now? Jenny was my boss. And any kind of work romance is fraught with peril. She had been the aggressor, absolutely. And if anyone was in a position of power here, it was her. If anyone was being exploited, it was me. But if this was exploitation, I was happy to endure it. Besides, who would see it that way? I was a man, and Jenny was beautiful. No straight guy would reject her advances. If anyone at work heard what had happened, they'd probably give me a high five. At least the men. But a faint spasm of fear passed through me at the thought. They couldn't find out at work. We couldn't tell anyone what had happened. It could get us both fired. 
 
    I heard the water shut off. A few moments later, Jenny emerged from the bathroom. She had finally removed her suit and was wrapped instead in a white robe with the logo of the hotel on its front. As she crossed the room toward the bed, she smiled shyly at me. As though her sexy confidence had failed her now that the moment had passed. As though she, like me, was wondering what would happen next. 
 
    "Oh man," she said as she flopped onto the mattress beside me, "that was awesome." 
 
    "Yeah," I panted. I couldn't argue with that. I hadn't cum like that in months. I never had sex like that before, with a partner so willing, so hungry, so aggressive. No matter what happened, I knew that neither of us were ever going to forget this night. And I was thrilled that she had brought me along to what was turning out to be the best sales meeting of my life. 
 
    "After a meeting like that, I guess you deserved a reward," Jenny smiled. She lay down on the mattress beside me, propping up her head with one hand as she swept her hair away from her face. 
 
    "Oh, that was a reward for me, huh?" I said. Jenny giggled. 
 
    "Of course it was," she said. "I bet you never thought you'd get to fuck your boss, did you?" 
 
    “No,” I admitted. I didn’t. But that didn’t mean I hadn’t thought about her. Just like every male employee at the company, I had found myself thinking of Jenny and her gorgeous body from time to time. But I had never imagined anything like this. 
 
    "Well, I guess it's your lucky night then," Jenny smirked. 
 
    "Untie me," I said, raising my bound hands from the mattress. While Jenny was in the bathroom, I had tried to free myself. But the position of my belt buckle below my wrists made it impossible for me to reach it and unfasten it. She had done her job well, and as I lifted my hands, a slight frown showed on Jenny's face. Reaching up, she pushed my arms back down onto the bed. 
 
    "Oh, no," she said, shaking her head as she looked at me. "I won't be doing that. We're not finished here. That was just the opening round." 
 
    "Opening round?" I gasped. I couldn't deny the thrill I felt as Jenny spoke. Even as I basked in the afterglow of orgasm, I knew I wanted more. I had never even suspected this side to my boss, but now that I had seen it, I couldn't forget it. I couldn't pretend I didn't want to see more of it. And as nervous as I felt to be at her mercy like this, I was excited to see what else she had in mind. 
 
    "Yes," Jenny smiled. "I mean, this was fun. But now that I've got you, I'm not letting you go that easily. I have lots of ideas for my best salesman." As she spoke, Jenny tugged at the rope around the waist of her robe. She pulled it free, and her robe fell open as she sat up. Underneath, she was completely naked. Her bare breasts showed in the open bathrobe, her pink nipples puckered and swollen with pleasure. I felt a faint twitch in my soft cock as I watched her. Shuffling on her knees, Jenny tied one end of the cord to the headboard of the bed. Taking my bound hands in hers, she tied the cord around them, binding me to the bed. My cock swelled rapidly as I watched her work. 
 
    "Can't have you going anywhere until I'm done with you, can we?" She teased. Hovering over me, she dangled her bare breasts in front of my face. I craned my neck, and heard her gasp in delight as I managed to flick my tongue over one of her nipples. For a while, she teased me with her breasts, dangling them just out of reach of my mouth, only occasionally letting me touch her soft skin with my tongue and lips. But finally, she leaned closer above me, and I was able to suck one of her nipples into my mouth. I heard her moan as I sucked, running my tongue over the engorged bud of flesh while her body trembled in pleasure. I could feel my cock hardening with every passing second. 
 
    "Okay," Jenny sighed at last as she lifted her breasts away from my mouth. "There'll be plenty of time for that later. For now, we need to do some research." Her robe flapped around her as she climbed out of the bed. I watched in confusion as she crossed the room to the desk in the corner and picked up her laptop. Tucking it under her arm, she carried it back to the bed where I waited. I felt the mattress sink under her weight as she climbed back into bed with me. Opening the laptop, she placed it on my stomach. Then she laid down beside me again. 
 
    "What you know about who's going to be in tomorrow's meeting?" She asked. It might have been a perfectly work-appropriate question if she hadn't nipped playfully at my earlobe as she spoke. 
 
    "Nothing," I said in confusion. My cock surged as I heard Jenny giggle. 
 
    "You mean you don't do research on who you're meeting with?" she said in mock disbelief. "See, that's why I'm VP of sales, and you're my employee. That's what you're tied to the bed in my room, and not the other way around." My cock throbbed as she laughed. Reaching for the laptop, she pulled up a page. It was a video, paused in the middle of the action. There was a young woman on the screen, her black hair pulled back from her pretty face in a severe ponytail. I recognized the site that Jenny had opened. A porn site. 
 
    "What's this?" I asked. 
 
    "That," Jenny said slowly, clearly savoring her position of power over me, "is the person we're meeting with tomorrow. That's who we have to persuade." 
 
    "A porn star?" I said. 
 
    "Not exactly," Jenny explained. Her hand slid over my chest as she spoke. "Her name is Lisa Wu. She's the new head of purchasing at Kynodyne." 
 
    “What happened to Bill?” I asked. 
 
    “He retired,” Jenny said. “And now this new bitch has come along and wants to make her mark by finding a new supplier. So we need to convince her that they should stick with us. And as far as I can see it, there’s a couple of ways we can do that.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Instead of answering, Jenny sat up. For a moment, she looked at me from under heavy eyelids, as though weighing me up. Then she reached again for the laptop. With the press of a button, the video came to life. I hadn't been wrong about the nature of the film she was showing me. And a red heat rose to my cheeks as I realized what I was seeing. This woman, this Lisa, was gorgeous. And her beautiful looks and sexy body were enhanced by the black leather outfit she wore. She was a dominatrix, and together, Jenny and I watched her caning a man tied to a bench in front of her while he begged for mercy. Pain had never been my thing. Until that night, I had never been dominated by a woman the way Jenny did. But watching the video was doing interesting things to me. One heartbeat at a time, my cock rose and swelled, hidden from my view by the laptop that sat on my stomach. 
 
    "I've looked into her," Jenny said. "She used to be a dominatrix. Maybe she still is, but she's hiding it better now than she used to. This video's from 10 years ago. I mean, I don't judge. If a girl wants to pay her way through school by beating submissive men, I say good for her. But I don't know if the board of Kynodyne would feel the same way." 
 
    "Are you going to blackmail her?" I asked. While I looked up at Jenny, the video played on, the air between us punctuated by the sharp slap of the cane against the submissive man in the video. 
 
    "That would be one way to go," Jenny said. "But I've never blackmailed anyone before. And that kind of thing can backfire. I'm not sure I'm ready to take that risk." I'll admit I was relieved. I don't mind going hard to make a sale. But blackmail seemed to be crossing a line that I had never crossed before. And not the kind of fun, sexy line I had just crossed with Jenny. My doubts were bubbling inside me, barely masked by the rampant arousal I felt. 
 
    "So if that's one way to go, what's the other?" Jenny grinned as she turned to me. 
 
    "I'm glad you asked," she said. Rising up onto her knees, she quickly shed her hotel robe and tossed it to the floor. Completely naked now, she lay down beside me again, pressing her body against my side.  
 
      
 
    "Keep watching," she urged as she cupped one bare breast and lifted it to my mouth. I sucked on her nipple again, delighted to hear the moans of pleasure she gave as I tightened my lips around her flesh. But I did as I was told. I watched the beautiful dominatrix on screen putting her slave through his paces. And while Jenny fed me her breasts, she stretched out one leg. I felt the top of her foot rubbing against the underside of my swollen shaft, and I moaned around the nipple that filled my mouth as pleasure rose through me again. 
 
    “She’s sexy, isn’t she?” Jenny asked, her eyes on the screen. 
 
    "Mmm-hmm," I mumbled, my mouth full of her breast as I nodded. 
 
    "Do you like dominant women?" Jenny asked. I had to think about my answer. It wasn't something I'd given a lot of thought to, and until that night, I had never been with one, at least to my knowledge. But the way Jenny had taken control of me was unforgettable. It was the biggest turn on of my life. While I had no desire to be beaten like the man in the video, I couldn't deny my attraction to Jenny. Not after what she had done to me. I wanted more. My throbbing cock under her foot was ample proof of that. 
 
    "Uh-huh," I mumbled again, nodding while Jenny chuckled. 
 
    "Good," Jenny said. "That's good. Because I like playing with you. And I have a feeling that Lisa will too." 
 
    I gasped. Surely Jenny couldn't be serious? But as her breast slipped from my open mouth, and her glittering eyes focused on mine, I saw that she meant what she said. And her foot never stopped moving against my cock, a maddening tease that had me ready to submit to anything she wanted. 
 
    "What do you think?" she said. "How badly do you want to make the sale? If I offered you to her, if that was what would make or break the deal, would you do it? I mean, she's hot. You said so yourself. It could be a really fun time for you. Or not. But maybe you'd do it for me?" Her sly smile lit up her face, and I felt my heart contract as I looked up at Jenny from the mattress beneath me. Had the whole thing been part of her plan? Was Jenny more Machiavellian that I had given her credit for? Had she seduced me, introducing me to the joys of submitting to a dominant woman, only to present me with this insane idea? Anger bubbled inside me. But along with it, I couldn't deny the arousal I felt. What Jenny had done to me was sexy enough. What she proposed to do next was unbelievable. And she was right; the girl on the screen was beautiful. Unless the ten years since the video was made had been exceptionally cruel to her, I had no doubt that playing with this Lisa would have its perks. But I had already crossed one line that night. Was I ready so soon to cross another? 
 
    "You think she'll want that?" I asked. I was stalling, trying not to give an answer before I knew myself what I wanted. And the sly smile on Jenny's pretty face suggested she knew exactly what I was doing. But she played along. 
 
    "Who knows?" she said. "Maybe you're not her type. Maybe she's not like us, and would never get sex involved with her work. But I don't know. Look at her. She obviously enjoyed doing this once upon a time. Believe me, those kinds of urges don't go away." Finally, the video came to a halt. Jenny sat up again and lifted the laptop off my stomach, setting it gently down on the floor beside the bed. Then she rolled up onto her knees. I was treated to a close-up view of her dripping pussy as she lifted one leg over me to sit on my chest. Her sex was right in front of me, and I could feel its moist warmth against my skin as she sat on top of me. I could smell the scent of her arousal, and it was driving me wild as I lay tied to her bed, unable to do anything about it. 
 
    "Here's what I suggest," Jenny said. "When we go into that meeting tomorrow, I'll do most of the talking. I want her to see a powerful, confident woman just like herself sat across the table. I want you to be seen and not heard. Try to be humble. Try to act like I'm some kind of dragon lady that you're afraid of. I want to put that image in her mind. After the meeting, we'll try and take her out for dinner or something. Get her away from everyone else. And from there, we'll see how it goes." 
 
    "This – I don't know," I said, even while my cock throbbed raged as I stared up at Jenny's gorgeous body. "You're kind of treating me like some sort of whore." Jenny laughed out loud at that. She threw back her head, and the bright sound of her amusement filled the room. 
 
    "Maybe I am," she said. "But that's business, isn't it? For how long have women had to make choices like this to get ahead in the workplace? I mean, I never slept with a client. But I'm not above using the way look get a deal done. It's just something you have to do. Something women have to do, anyway. And as more and more women get into decision-making positions, you shouldn't be surprised if the scales tip the other way. We get horny too, you know. Sometimes, you just see some guy and decide you want to take him." As Jenny spoke, her hand crept slowly down over her body. Finally, it rested between her legs. I watched in disbelief as she slid two fingers over the wet lips of her pussy, playing with herself right in front of me and driving me wild. I knew what she was doing. As a salesman myself, I know when I'm being manipulated. But that didn't make me immune to it. Not at all. 
 
    "Besides, I think it's hot," Jenny went on. I heard her gasp faintly as she curled her fingers inside herself, and spreading wetness trickled out of her sex to pool on my skin as I watched. "Maybe you are a whore, but you're my whore. Don't you want to be my whore? My work slut? This could open up a whole new field for you. You could be my closer, being lent out by me to other powerful women to use for their pleasure. Don't act like you hate the idea." I said nothing. And Jenny laughed in delight, taking my silence for an admission. She was right. Her idea was insane, but I couldn't pretend it wasn't exciting. I couldn't pretend that my cock wasn't rock hard at the thought. 
 
    “What would I have to do?” I asked. And Jenny smiled triumphantly. As a saleswoman, she knew when a prospect had capitulated. 
 
    "That depends on her," she explained. Her fingers never stopped moving inside her, and I could hear a growing excitement in her voice as her breath grew ragged. "Depends on what she wants to do with you. You just need to do what she says. What I say. But I'll look after you. You won't have to do anything you don't want to do." She was bucking and writhing on my chest now as her pleasure overwhelmed her, and the delicious smell of her arousal grew stronger in my nostrils as I breathed in the air. I wanted Jenny badly, and if I hadn't been tied to the bed, I would have grabbed her, rolled her over on the mattress, and fucked her senseless. But none of that was an option. Not as long as she had me at her mercy like this. Still, that wasn't to say it wouldn't become an option in the future. After all, we had already crossed that line. What we had done that night would be a secret between us forever. And Jenny seemed as willing to carry on playing this game as I was myself. 
 
    "Okay," I said, the word leaving me in a long sigh as I gave in. "I'll do it. 
 
    " 
 
    "You will?" Jenny gasped." You'll be my little business whore? Good. That's a good boy." She sighed as she slipped her fingers out of her spasming pussy, and I saw her juices glistening on her skin as she raised her hand to my face. She traced the shape of my lips with the wet digits, and I tasted her arousal as I flickered my tongue out over the skin. She slid her fingers inside my mouth and laughed in delight as I began to suck on them, licking her juices off. Her other hand gripped my throat again as she slid her fingers in and out between my lips. 
 
    "Fuck," she growled as she watched. "You are a good slut. Yeah, I think this is gonna work just fine. But you'll need to look the part. You need to wear something slutty to this meeting tomorrow." Jenny's fingers shone as she retrieved them from my mouth. I watched as she slid them back inside herself, her eyelids fluttering in pleasure as she masturbated on top of me. 
 
    "But I don't really have anything," I said. "I mean, shirts and dress pants. That's about it." 
 
    "Well, that's a shame," Jenny said. "We'll have to fix that at some point. But for now…" Her fingers slid out of her pussy again, and she rose off my chest. I watched her make her way across the room toward her suitcase, bending over it as she rummaged through her clothes. Lust growled inside me as I watched her from behind, her beautiful body completely naked and exposed, totally inaccessible to me until she chose otherwise. Finally, she turned. A bright smile lit up her face as she held a pair of lacy red panties in her hand. 
 
    "You can wear these under your pants," she giggled. "They might be a bit small, but that's okay. I want you to remember that you're wearing them at all times. It'll help remind you of your place." 
 
    "Are you crazy?" I spluttered. "There's no way I'm wearing your panties to a meeting." 
 
    "You sure about that?" I didn't answer. Something in the dangerous glitter of Jenny's eyes warned me not to. Holding the panties in one hand, she made her way slowly back across the hotel room toward me. She climbed onto the bed, her bare breasts swaying with every movement as she got onto her hands and knees above me. I winced at the feel of the lacy fabric as she draped her panties over my hard cock. Bending over me, she kissed me again, and I kissed her back, already feeling my resistance slipping at the feel of her lips on mine. But Jenny was far from done. Lifting her face from mine, she turned to face my feet. She raised her knee over my head so that she was straddling my face, supporting herself on hands and knees. Her dripping pussy filled my view as she leaned forward, and I moaned as she took my cock in her hand, stroking it through the lacy panties she wanted me to w 
 
    ear. 
 
    "I can give you the best blowjob you ever had in your life," she said. I felt her long hair tickle my thighs, her warm breath caressing the skin of my manhood as she held it in her hand. "I can make you cum like you never came before. And I'll let you eat my pussy while you're doing it." Her free hand reached back between her thighs, and she drew her fingers slowly over her glistening lips. I groaned in spite of myself. There was nothing I wanted more than to give in, to experience the pleasure she was offering me. No matter what the cost. It was just underwear, after all. No one would know about it but Jenny and me. 
 
    "All you have to do is promise to wear my panties tomorrow," Jenny went on, still rubbing her wet slit right above my face while her other hand stroked my cock. "It'll be so hot. You know it will. And if Lisa doesn't go for you, well, that's okay. I'll probably want to ride your cock into the sunset after that." I moaned, and Jenny giggled. She already knew that she had won. She could feel the way my cock surged in her hand, could hear the way I was panting with desire as I gazed up at her. There was only one possible answer to give. 
 
    "Okay," I gasped in desperation, "okay. I'll do it." 
 
    "That's a good slut," Jenny giggled. Lifting her panties off my cock, she lowered her head, and I moaned loudly as she wrapped her lips around my manhood. At the same time, she spread her knees, lowering her dripping pussy onto my grateful face. I heard her gasp in pleasure as I licked and kissed her womanhood, and her lips tightened around my shaft as she began to move her head up and down. We were both overwhelmed with pleasure, both servicing the other as eagerly as we were serviced ourselves. The taste of her pussy filled my mouth and fueled my desire while her warm wet mouth teased my throbbing cock. The headboard of the bed creaked and groaned as I struggled against it, the bondage that held me unyielding while she hovered above me. I heard her cry out, and felt the hot flood of her juices on my face like a baptism into a new and thrilling world. And a second later, my cock erupted in yet another orgasm, filling my beautiful boss's mouth with my semen. If this was how it felt to work under Jenny, I never wanted to stop. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    3. The Morning After 
 
      
 
    I awoke to the sound of water running in the shower. One hotel room looks much the same as another, and so it took me a moment to remember where I was. And why. I hadn't gone to my room last night but had stayed with Jenny. And after our unexpected exertions, I had fallen into a deep sleep. It was only now, in the light of day, that I begin to feel a building anxiety. What had we done? I had slept with my boss; that was the short version. And not for any kind of advancement in the workplace, but simply because she was too sexy to resist. I'd be lying if I said I had never thought about this happening. But that was simple fantasy, the occasional idle thought of a single guy with a beautiful boss. I never thought it would actually happen. I certainly never imagined it happening like this. Who knew Jenny was so kinky? Who knew I would enjoy it so much? No, I couldn't bring myself to regret the events of the night before. But I was nervous about what would happen next. Was this an ongoing thing, or a simple one off? I didn't regret my part in it, for all the fear and doubt that assailed me as I lay there alone in Jenny's bed. But did she? 
 
    I heard the shower turn off. A few more minutes passed while Jenny busied herself in the bathroom. A glance at the clock told me we had plenty of time before that day's meeting with Kynodyne was scheduled to begin, and so I waited. I waited with a steadily building anxiousness until the bathroom door opened, and my beautiful boss emerged in a rolling cloud of steam. 
 
    "Good morning," she smiled at me, and the wickedness in her smile made my heart contract. The look on her pretty face told me all I needed to know. Jenny had no regrets about what happened between us. If she shared any of my doubts and concerns, it didn't show anywhere in her expression. Instead, she seemed pleased about what had happened. Excited about what lay ahead. And her excitement was contagious. As I looked at her, wrapped in a towel from her shower, her hair clinging in long strands to her wet shoulders, I felt my own body beginning to respond. The images of our activities of the night before were burned onto my brain, and as I thought about what had happened, the way Jenny had taken control of me, I felt my cock surge underneath the blanket that covered me. My boss was as kinky as she was beautiful. It was an exciting position to be in. 
 
    "Good morning," I said as I sat up in the bed. I wondered if the folds of the blanket concealed my swelling erection, or whether Jenny had noticed it. And if so, what she would do about it. She moved over toward the bed, and I smelled the perfume of the soap she had brought from home rising from her glistening body as she leaned over the edge of the mattress. Her lips met mine, and I tasted the toothpaste in her mouth as she kissed me. Jenny's golden eyes shone as she lifted her lips from mine. 
 
    "You stink," she giggled. "Your breath tastes like pussy. Go take a shower." 
 
    “I – I can just go to my own room,” I said. But Jenny shook her head. 
 
    "No, no," she insisted. "Shower here. Then we can go over today's meeting." The nervousness bubbling in my stomach spiked at that. I hadn't forgotten about the day's meeting, the entire purpose for our business trip. But as Jenny spoke, everything that had been said the night before came back to me in a sudden flood. Was it true? Or had it all been some kind of game? Now that it was daylight, everything Jenny had said the night before seemed impossible to believe. It's okay to say things you don't mean in the heat of the moment. Dirty talk has no obligation toward the truth. And in my heart, I wondered what it was I really wanted. Did I want the things Jenny had said to be mere fantasies? Or did I want them to be true? 
 
     "Go on. Shower." Jenny was still smiling as she spoke. But she rose from the bed, standing at its side with her hands on her hips, wearing her towel like a tiny dress. I got up. The blanket slid aside as I rose to my feet, and Jenny didn't even try to disguise the way her eyes traveled over my body. I felt suddenly self-conscious, standing naked in front of my boss. And her sly smile turned into a broad grin as she saw the erection sprouting from between my legs.  
 
    "Someone's pleased to see me," she giggled. "Don't jerk off in my shower, okay?" 
 
    "I wasn't going to," I scowled, not knowing myself whether that was true or not. But Jenny simply giggled as she watched me make my way across the small room, heading for the bathroom. Closing the door behind me, I stared at my fuzzy reflection in the steamed mirror. Slowly, I shook my head. Everything that was happening seemed unreal, some strange dream that I wasn't even sure was mine. But Jenny seemed into it. More into it, maybe, than I was. And sure, I was nervous. But I was also aware that opportunities like this didn't come along very often. I had been going through something of a dry spell with women lately anyway, and it was rare that I found myself with anyone as beautiful as Jenny was. Yes, the fact that she was my boss complicated matters. But she had more to lose than I did. If she didn't care, why should I? 
 
    I stepped into the shower and scrubbed myself, trying to ignore the persistent throbbing of my cock under the warm water. It wasn't easy. My desire was fully engaged now, my body shaking off the last vestiges of sleep as arousal grew inside me. My beautiful boss was just outside, just the other side of the flimsy bathroom door, her sexy body wet and glistening and covered by nothing but a towel. As I turned the soap to lather in my hands, it took everything I had to resist the urge not to touch myself. I didn't want Jenny to be right about that. But she was. Just thinking over what had happened, and what might still be to come, made my body cry out for relief. 
 
    But I resisted. Instead, I cleaned myself off quickly and shut off the shower. Wrapping a towel around myself, I stepped out of the bathroom back into the hotel room. 
 
    Jenny hadn't been idle. Already, she was half-dressed. She had donned a purple bra that hugged and enhanced the delightful curves of her breasts, and had already wiggled her way into one of her trademark short skirts. If anything, it was even shorter and tighter than the one she had worn the day before. Barely work-appropriate at all. And predictably, my cock surged once again at the sight of her. 
 
    Jenny turned to look at me as I emerged from the bathroom, and I saw that sly smile on her pretty face again. She looked me up and down, her eyes lingering on the obvious bulge of my erection in the front of the towel that barely covered me. Her smile deepened. She held a compact mirror in front of her face as she applied her makeup, carefully putting on the lipstick that enhanced her natural beauty while I watched. And I stood there dumbly, not knowing quite what to do with myself while Jenny made her preparations. Was that it? Were we now simply going to go to the meeting as though nothing had happened between us the night before? 
 
    "I think you should get dressed." Jenny's mirror closed with a snap, and she recapped her lipstick as she turned her head toward me. I watched her eyes move and followed their gaze, and my breath caught in my throat as I saw what she was indicating. The red lacy panties that she had picked out the night before lay spread out on the bed beside her. She had meant it. The bizarre deal we had made the previous night, that I had agreed to in the desperation of my lust, was for real. She intended to make me keep my promise. And equal measures of fear and shame and lust rose inside me as I stared at my boss in disbelief. 
 
    “Are you – are you serious?” I stammered. Faint wrinkles appeared in Jenny’s flawless skin as she frowned. 
 
    "Of course I'm serious," she said. "I was serious last night when you agreed to this. And I'm serious now. You can't back out. You promised." I gulped quietly. Jenny was right, of course. I had promised to wear her panties to our meeting that day. But that was in the heat of desire, when I would have said anything to come. This was different. I was still aroused, but not with the desperate lust of the night before. Now, the shame and humiliation of doing what my boss wanted seemed far greater. But Jenny was right. I had made a promise. And – well, this was hard to admit, even to myself. But there was something endlessly sexy about her naughty idea. I didn't relish the thought of sitting through a meeting wearing women's underwear under my clothes. But it was clear to me that it turned Jenny on. And that, I was well aware, could have some serious benefits for me. 
 
    So I stepped forward. Sometimes in life, a man's gotta do what a man's gotta do. And sometimes, a man needs to put on his boss's panties. Jenny spluttered with laughter as she watched me set aside the towel that covered me, and my hard cock sprang forth, revealing my unquestionable desire. In case she didn't already know how I felt about the situation. Jenny watched, her white teeth shining in her smile, as I picked up her panties and shamefully stepped into them. The lacy fabric felt delicate in my hands, and I tried to be careful as I pulled the underwear up my legs. Already, I could see that it was too small. Jenny's hips were broad and full, but she was a slender woman. It would be a struggle to get her underwear on in any circumstances. And as I pulled the panties higher on my thighs, an obvious problem presented itself. My cock stood out, proud and rigid above the waistband of the feminine underwear. 
 
    Jenny rose to her feet. Without a word, she stepped across the room toward her open suitcase. I heard her rummaging inside, digging for something. When she turned back to me, I saw that she held a pair of black leather boots in her hand. Carrying the boots, she stepped back toward me. My breathing grew shorter at something as simple as a touch of her hand on my shoulder. Raising one foot, she leaned on me for support while she slid one boot onto her leg and zipped it up. Then she repeated the procedure with the other foot. The high heels of her boots made her almost as tall as I was as she stood beside me now, fully dressed except for her lack of a shirt. And I smelled the intoxicating scent of her perfume again as she stood in front of me 
 
    "It looks like we have a little problem here, doesn't it?" Jenny said in a soft voice. I groaned quietly as she reached one hand down between us and took my cock in her hand. "We can't have this. You'll never get my panties on with this thing all hard, will you?" I said nothing. I felt almost incapable of speech, as Jenny's hand began to stroke my cock. I closed my eyes for a moment as powerful sensations of pleasure swept through my body, my cock pulsing in time with the motions of her hand as she rubbed me. Her light brown eyes peered into mine, as though she was studying my face, studying my reaction. As though there could be any doubt about what that would be. I moaned and groaned as my pleasure grew. Unable to stop myself, I reached out for her, placing my hands on her hips as I tried to pull her closer. But Jenny frowned for a moment as she pushed my hands away. 
 
    "No," she said firmly. "It's not time for that now. I just want you to cum so we can get this cock into my panties." I groaned again as she spoke, her crude words sending a quick thrill racing up my spine. But I let her push my hands away. Jenny's frown disappeared, and she began to smile again as I acquiesced to her rules. I closed my eyes, and the memory of the previous night began to replay once again in my fevered brain. This woman was incredible. I had always known that Jenny was attractive, but I had never imagined that she was even half this wild. And my cock swelled in her hand as my orgasm approached, rising through my body like a flame devouring a candle as I moaned and gasped. I heard Jenny chuckle softly as she felt me cum, my cock spurting semen out into the air of the hotel room to land messily on the carpet at our feet. Jenny snatched up the towel I had discarded and used it to catch the stray drops of cum that dripped from the end of my manhood as she continued to milk it slowly. 
 
    "I don't want you making a mess of my panties, okay?" Jenny said. But I simply gasped and moaned as she spoke, incapable of speech as the last traces of pleasure raced through my body. Finally, my cock pulsed its last, and as Jenny wiped away the last drops of my semen, I stood in front of her on shaky legs, embarrassed at how easily she manipulated me. But Jenny seemed pleased with herself as she cast the soiled towel aside. Taking my now soft cock in her hand, she pulled her panties up and stuffed my member into the red lace. Elastic fabric pressed my manhood against my body. The underwear pulled tight around my hips. But I didn't resist. I didn't have any resistance in me. I felt the sleepy contentment that follows orgasm flowing through me, and I wondered if I was in any condition to go to an important meeting. But I had no choice. Jenny was smiling that maddening smile again as she looked at me, her eyes drifting up and down my body to admire what she had turned me into. 
 
    "Good," she said, "that's good. Thinking of you wearing my panties through the meeting is going to get me so hot. And remember, you're to be nice and submissive to me. You're going to be my bait for this Lisa Wu. And having you in panties is really going to help you to remember your place. Don't you think?" Exhausted, I simply nodded, and Jenny giggled girlishly at my submission. With one last affectionate pat of my cock squashed into her underwear, Jenny stepped away from me. Dully, I watched her body as she moved, swaying seductively in her tall boots and short skirt. She glanced down, and again I saw that faint frown on her pretty face. Her skirt rose even higher on her thighs as she raised one leg effortlessly and placed her foot on the edge of the bed.  
 
    "Look at that," she said as she peered down at her foot. "I think you got some of your cum on my boot." She was right. I could see it, a faint drop of milky white fluid against the black leather. I felt my cheeks prickle with shame as I said nothing. I guessed it would be useless to protest that that was as much Jenny's fault as it was mine. She seemed to be thinking, strange wheels turning in her mind, and I was afraid to say anything that might get me in trouble. Finally, Jenny began to smile again. Bending forward, her breasts hanging heavily in her purple bra, she snatched up the towel and wiped my cum off her boot. 
 
      
 
    "I might have to punish you for that later," she smiled at me, and I felt my arousal spike at her words. "But we don't have time for that now. You need to get dressed." In a kind of daze, I looked around the room. I had been too caught up in what had happened and what was going to happen to notice previously that my clothes from the day before were nowhere to be seen. 
 
    "Where are my clothes?" I asked. Jenny giggled again, a sound that made my heart contract, and my stomach flipped in fear even as I felt my cock begin to twitch inside her panties. 
 
    "Oh, I got rid of those," Jenny beamed. "While you were asleep, I took the key card out of your pocket and put your clothes back in your room. I still have the key card, though. It's over there on the table." She said nothing more. I blinked slowly as she stared at me expectantly, waiting for something. Surely she didn't expect – 
 
    "Off you go, then," Jenny said finally, her hands on her hips again. "We don't want to keep Kynodyne waiting."   
 
    "Like – like this?" I gasped in shock. "You want me to go like this?' 
 
      
 
    "Well, I'm not going for you." Jenny sat down on the edge of the bed as she spoke. Her skirt slid toward her hips as she crossed her legs, the long, lean muscle of her thighs showing as she sat with her arms folded underneath her breasts. I couldn't keep myself from looking at her, even now, when her entire goal seemed to be to humiliate me. She looked too sexy for words as she sat there, staring up at me expectantly, stubborn and unyielding and infinitely desirable as I stared forlornly at her. There was no way for me not to notice the steel in her gaze as she looked at me. She wasn't going to relent. Jenny knew as well as I did that she held all the cards. With a growl of frustration, I stepped across the room toward the table where the key to my room lay. I couldn't help but notice the triumphant grin on Jenny's face as she watched me head toward the door. Pressing my eye to the peephole, I checked the corridor to make sure there was no one outside. My hand was on the door handle as Jenny spoke again. 
 
    "Get dressed quickly and come back here," she ordered. I said nothing. Clutching the key to my room in my hand, I stepped out into the corridor wearing only her red lace panties, and Jenny's door closed behind me. The hallway was mercifully empty. My room was just a few doors down from Jenny's. Terrified of discovery, I sprinted down the hall, desperate for the safety of my room. The memory of Jenny's laughter pursued me as I slid the key card into the slot on my door. I cursed as the light flashed red. My fingers trembled as I flipped the card around and reinserted it. It took three tries, and all the while, my heart hammered in my chest as I dreaded one of the other doors opening onto the hallway, and my humiliating predicament being discovered. But finally, the lock groaned, and the door opened, and I lunged inside to conceal myself at last. Sighing with relief, I stepped further into my own room. My clothes from the day before were there, thrown carelessly onto the floor by Jenny. The woman had the most devious mind, and I was struggling to keep up. And yet, I couldn't deny to myself what a giddy thrill this all was. I couldn't ignore the way that Jenny's panties, already tight, were growing tighter by the minute. Already, my cock was trying to swell underneath the feminine lace. What she had done to me, what she continued to do to me, was a massive turn on. I couldn't dispute that fact. And my sexy boss knew it; that was the problem. Trying to ignore my state of abject arousal, I brushed my teeth and quickly dressed. I remembered Jenny's words from the night before, floating back to me as though she were there in the room with me. Wear something slutty. As though that was an option. In business, every guy dresses more or less the same. I pulled on a shirt and a pair of pants without much care, knowing that everything in my suitcase was more or less the same. Donning socks and shoes, I was ready in minutes. I picked up my laptop and stepped out of my room again, heading back toward Jenny's door. At least on the outside, I looked like a regular guy. Only Jenny and I knew what lay hidden underneath. 
 
    I knocked on Jenny's door, and she quickly answered. Her hair was dry now, falling in waves over her shoulders, and she had put on a black silk shirt that shone with every movement of her body as she stood in the open door in front of me. Her eyes moved critically up and down my body. 
 
    "Is that what you're wearing?" she said. 
 
    "No good?" I asked. Jenny shook her head from side to side as she continued to give me an appraising look. 
 
    "We don't really have time to fix it now," she said. "Get in here." With that, she turned and stepped back into her hotel room. I couldn't ignore the way my cock surged inside her panties at her command. Jenny, I was discovering, had an impressive ability to switch from being playful and almost affectionate being completely commanding and curt. And as I followed her into her hotel room, shutting the door behind me, I couldn't have said which side of her I preferred. 
 
    Jenny sat down on the bed again, crossing her legs as she had before. The towel I had soiled lay on the floor at her feet. She looked unbearably sexy to me in her outfit that was barely business appropriate, pushing the boundaries of what would be acceptable in a meeting. She was only lucky she had the body to pull it off. I couldn't imagine any of the men we met with complaining, but what about this Lisa Wu? After all, it was her we really needed to impress. Though of course, I thought to myself with a sinking feeling, Jenny had a plan for that, too. 
 
    "Now remember," Jenny said, her raised boot bobbing in the air as she twitched one foot impatiently, "let me do the talking. I'm the boss here, and I want them to see that. Especially Lisa. Follow my lead, and don't speak unless I tell you to. Think you can handle that?" 
 
    "Yes," I mumbled. Of course I could handle that. Jenny had brought me with her because I was her top salesman – or at least that was what I had believed. She didn't need to talk to me as though I was stupid. And while it might be hot to have her be so cruel and demanding in bed, my pride still balked at being patronized by her. But I said nothing. Instead, I watched her thigh muscles tighten as she uncrossed her legs, her leather boots gleaming as she rose to her feet. She strode across the hotel room, toward the door, and I felt my cock straining against the panties I wore as I watched her body sway in her tall heels. 
 
    "Grab my bag," she ordered without so much as looking at me. Ashamed, I did as I was told. I picked up her purse and scurried after her. At the door to the hotel room, Jenny lifted a suit jacket off the hook and pulled it on. Then, without another word, she stepped out into the hallway. She marched down the hall, completely unencumbered and in charge as I hurried meekly along behind her, carrying her things. I could feel my cheeks burning with shame. My only bit of luck was that there was no one there to see as I scuttled along in Jenny's wake, and she pressed the button to call the elevator and stepped inside as the door slid open. I followed her inside, the two of us alone in the elevator as it began to move. For a moment, Jenny said nothing. She leaned back against the wall, tapping the heel of one boot on the floor while we waited. When she finally spoke, the sound of her voice was almost jarring in the still air. 
 
    "Do you think this outfit's too sexy?" She didn't look at me as she spoke. She stared straight ahead at the closed doors of the elevator. But I took the opportunity to look at her again, to feast my eyes on her gorgeous body in her provocative outfit. 
 
    “You look amazing,” I said. A faint smile showed again on Jenny’s painted lips and my words. 
 
    "You don't think this skirt's too short?" 
 
    "It's short," I admitted. "But you have the body to pull it off." Jenny's smile was wider now. The elevator slowed as it approached the ground floor, and her heels echoed in the small space as she stepped closer to me. She laid a hand on my shoulder, and I felt my cock surge inside her panties as she pressed her lips to my ear. 
 
    "Good," she said. "Because I'm not wearing any panties." She stepped away from me as the elevator doors slid open, and strode out into the lobby, every line of her beautiful body exuding confidence. I hurried after her, my head spinning and my cock throbbing inside the panties I wore. No matter what happened, it was going to be a very interesting meeting. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    4. The Meeting 
 
      
 
    The minutes dragged by. I sat wretchedly in an imitation leather chair, uncomfortable and embarrassed. Though I knew it wasn't possible, I felt as though everybody somehow knew what was going on with me. As though they could see through the pants I wore to the feminine panties underneath. Jenny had said it would help keep me submissive, and I had to grudgingly admit that she had a point. It's hard to feel confident when you're dressed in women's underwear by order of your sexy female boss. And normally, confidence is exactly what I need when going into an important sales meeting. But Jenny had made things more than clear. I was there to be seen and not heard. She had said she would do all the talking. And I was glad. Her kinky games had put me completely off balance. I didn't feel at all myself as I sat in the waiting room outside the company's offices. Jenny's panties were too tight, the elastic digging into my skin no matter how I sat. And every time I shifted uncomfortably, the imitation leather of the chair creaked, and I could've sworn that Jenny's smile deepened just a little. She was thoroughly enjoying my discomfort. Getting off on it. And as she sat there in the chair next to mine, her long legs crossed and one boot bobbing in the air in front of her, I wondered if what she had said in the elevator was true. Would she really go to a meeting with no underwear beneath such a short skirt? Was I the only one of the two of us wearing panties? Because if so, it was exciting. It was more than exciting. And her panties only grew tighter around my body as my cock tried to swell and harden inside the feminine underwear. 
 
    "They're ready for you now." The receptionist smiled at us as she raised her head from her screen. She was young and pretty in the way that these girls often are, with warm brown eyes and dark hair that fell in soft ringlets over her shoulders. Beside me, Jenny rose to her feet, and I did likewise, picking up her purse from where it sat beside my chair. My cheeks prickled with embarrassment as I felt the eyes of the receptionist follow the two of us across the lobby, me two steps behind my boss as I carried her purse. It was humiliating, and that was the whole point. What surprised me the most was how exciting this all was to me. The humiliation combined with my desire for Jenny in some way that I didn't fully understand, but could most definitely feel. As I scurried along at Jenny's heels, I tried and failed to ignore my cock straining against the panties I wore. At least the tightness of the fabric helped to conceal the bulge of my erection in my dress pants. 
 
    "Hello," Jenny said as she stepped into the glass-walled conference room where the meeting would be held. Kynodyne's representatives were already seated. I barely looked at the two men sat on the other side of the table from us. Instead, my eyes were drawn helplessly to Lisa Wu. 
 
    She sat perfectly poised in her chair, her back ramrod straight. Her black eyes darted from Jenny to me as we entered the room. Her gaze was quick and piercing, a deep intelligence shining in those eyes that stared out from a face as pretty and delicate as a doll's. Lisa was as gorgeous as she had been in the video that Jenny showed me, and my heart skipped a beat as I saw that it was indeed the same woman that I had watched dominating a man sexually online the night before. Part of me had hoped that this was all some prank that Jenny was playing, and that she had made up the whole story about her research on Kynodyne's new head of purchasing. But I could see at once that she was telling the truth. It was the same woman. And she barely seemed to have aged at all since the video was recorded. If I didn't know better, I might have thought the Lisa was in her early 20s, a pretty girl fresh from school rather than a successful executive at a major company. Her immaculate skin was free of any sign of the faintest wrinkle, and her jet black hair, pulled back from her face in a severe ponytail, showed no trace of gray. Lisa was slender, even more so than Jenny. But her black business suit was cut to conform closely to her body, and I could see that despite her small frame, she had some enviable curves. In short, Lisa Wu was even more attractive in person than she had seemed in the low-quality video we'd watched the night before. And my strange feeling of unreality, as though I had stepped into some kind of erotic dream, was enhanced to meet in person this woman I had only seen in a naughty video. 
 
    "Nice to meet you." Lisa and the two men rose from their seats as we entered; we all shook hands over the table. I caught a few quick glances at me, carrying what was obviously a woman's purse. But no one said anything. Once pleasantries had been exchanged, we all sat, and I opened up my laptop on the desk in front of me as Jenny began to speak. 
 
    "Thank you all for taking this meeting with us," she said. As she sat at the table, the thick wood hiding her short skirt and sexy boots, she looked almost normal. Almost respectable. I had said what I had said in the elevator, knowing what Jenny wanted to hear. Knowing what it was in my interest to say. But the truth was, her outfit pushed the line of propriety, if not plunging over it completely. In a meeting with solely men, I could see the logic. Show a bit of leg and get their dull old hearts pumping. But Jenny knew that it was another woman she would have to persuade here. And it seemed to me that if anything, Jenny's provocative clothing would only hinder that effort. 
 
    At first, I seemed to be right. While Jenny spoke, extolling the virtues of our product and processes over that of any of our rivals, I nervously watched Lisa. Her dark eyes were trained on Jenny, and I saw how they traveled up and down her body with a judgmental gaze. Lisa herself was wearing a pantsuit. And perhaps she didn't like to see another woman dressed in such a sexy fashion in a business environment. It was hard to imagine that she was any kind of prude after the video Jenny had shown me. But perhaps, as so many people do, she spun against her own inclinations. Precisely because she had such a kinky life outside of work, she might be remarkably straightlaced at the office. That was the risk, the fatal flaw in Jenny's plan. At least as far as I could see it. 
 
    The two men on the other side of the table nodded along with Jenny's speech, both of them occasionally taking notes. Lisa, I noticed, took none. Instead, she watched and listened. But while Jenny spoke, I watched Lisa's dark stare turn from Jenny to me. Just as she had with my boss, she looked me up and down, as though weighing me up. I felt that prickling heat rise to my cheeks again as Jenny's panties pressed my cock against my body. I couldn't reconcile the composed and intimidating woman who sat in front of me with the dominatrix I had seen on the screen of the laptop the night before. They were clearly the same woman, but knowing Lisa's secret didn't make me feel any more confident in front of her. For a moment, our eyes met. And Lisa showed no sign of any awkwardness at that fact. She held my gaze with hers until I tore it away, staring instead at the screen of my laptop and trying to ignore the heat in my cheeks and ears as I blushed. That strange feeling, that everyone could see through my clothes to what lay beneath, was stronger than ever as she looked at me. 
 
    “FMG say they can produce the same quality you produce for 20% less,” Lisa said at last she turned her attention back to Jenny. 
 
    "Of course they do," Jenny said with a smile. "They have to say that. But there's no way that's possible. You know as well as I do that once they get the contract, you'll find that there's no way they can keep to that cost. Not if they want to stay in business." 
 
    "That's not what they say." The smile never left Jenny's face. If she was in any way intimidated by Lisa the way I was, she gave no sign of it. She looked almost as though she were enjoying herself, being quizzed by this woman. Lisa's face, on the other hand, was entirely blank. There was no expression on her pretty features and next to no inflection in her voice. She was giving nothing away. 
 
    "It's just words," Jenny said. "We have thirteen years of results with Kynodyne to back up what we say. Plus, we've been refining our own procedures. Mason?" 
 
    "Uh, yeah," I said, and cleared my throat."We've been investing in our infrastructure, bringing our production line up to speed. These new machines we have are completely state-of-the-art. Unlike anything that anyone else is using. I won't bore you with the details, unless you really want to know, but if you can guarantee a minimum purchase, we can introduce economies of scale that will shrink our production cost significantly. We can supply you with the exact same product you've been using all these years for 8% less." It felt good to talk. I'm a salesman, and I grow uncomfortable being silent for long periods. On the other side of the table, the two men nodded approvingly, glancing at each other meaningfully. I could feel the meeting changing, slowly turning in Jenny's and my favor. Only Lisa seemed unmoved, her face as blank as ever. And under the table, I felt something brush against my leg. It was all I could do not to sigh as Jenny rubbed her foot along my leg, as though encouraging me. As though I hadn't been having meetings like this for years. Although, I remind myself as I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, not quite like this, after all. 
 
    “8%,” Lisa said. “That’s a lot less than 20.” 
 
    "But it's real," Jenny countered. "If you just want a bigger number, I can promise you 95% off. We won't be able to achieve it, just like FMG won't be able to achieve the 20 they promise you. But if you want to see some actual cost reductions, we can give you that." 
 
    Jenny was all confidence. In my line of work, I need to be good at reading people, but I couldn't detect even a hint of doubt in what she said. For a while, there was silence in the room. Jenny and Lisa stared at one another, neither one of them willing to break the gaze. As though it was some kind of competition. The other two men in the room and I seemed superfluous while the two women dueled without words, without moving, simply staring at one another across the table. It was nerve-racking, I didn't know how Jenny maintained her cool. But finally, Lisa gave the faintest of nods, her sleek ponytail shining under the light as her head moved almost imperceptibly. 
 
    "Good," she said at last. "Thank you for coming to me with some real numbers. The last person in my position – what was his name?" 
 
    “Bill,” the man beside Lisa said. 
 
    “Yes, Bill,” Lisa said. “He liked to do things the old-fashioned way. He had his established suppliers that he used, and he didn’t like to question it. But I don’t think that’s any way to make purchasing decisions.” 
 
    "Well, as you can see," Jenny said with a smile, "I'm not a part of the old boy's network." The barest trace of a smile showed on Lisa's face, a mere tightening of her lips as she nodded again. 
 
    “I need to talk to my team,” she said. “Will you excuse us for a moment?” 
 
    "Of course," Jenny said. "Take all the time you need." Lisa rose from the table, and the two men rose with her. The three of them filed out of the conference room, letting the soundproof door swing shut behind them. Jenny watched the three of them head back into the sprawling offices of Kynodyne. 
 
    “Seems like it’s going well,” I said. Jenny’s eyes were glowing as she turned in her seat to face me. 
 
    "It's going unbelievably well," she said. "I think we're going to do this. God, this is so fucking hot. How do those panties feel?" I glanced around the room as she spoke. The glass walls admitted no sound from outside, and so I was confident that no one could hear us. But I still felt horribly exposed as I sat beside my sexy boss in the conference room. 
 
    “Uncomfortable,” I said truthfully. Jenny laughed as though it was the funniest thing she had ever heard. 
 
    "Well, now you know why I don't like to wear them myself," she said. "But maybe you'll get used to. After all, look at how well this meeting is going with you just the way you are. Maybe that's how you should dress for all of our sales meetings from now on." Jenny cackled loudly at the look on my face. Truthfully, I didn't know how to feel about her comments. I had thought that this was a one-off game, but the thought that maybe we would play again some time wasn't exactly unappealing to me. Of course I was embarrassed. Of course I was ashamed. But I was also turned on in a way I had never been before. And a large part of me wanted nothing more than to carry on doing what Jenny said. 
 
    "How long do you think they're going to be?" Jenny glanced around the conference room as she spoke, trying and failing to catch a glimpse of Lisa and the two men. 
 
    "No idea," I said. Jenny leaned close into me, and I trembled at the feel of her hot breath against the skin of my ear as she whispered. 
 
    "I'm so wet right now," she said. And once again, my cock surged inside her panties at her words. Under the table, I felt her hand on my thigh, slowly sliding upward. I placed my hand on hers, and she took my fingers in her grip, guiding my hand between her legs, up under her tiny skirt to feel her wetness. 
 
    "You feel that?" she asked. "That's what it's doing to me having you wear my panties in a meeting." 
 
    "Jenny!" I protested. But she simply chuckled in my ear and held my hand where it was. And I'll be honest; even the risk of exposure wasn't enough to deter me. Between her thighs, I could feel the heat of her desire, and the way she softly moaned in my ear as I ran an exploratory finger over her silken folds made the breath catch in my throat. 
 
    "I need to go to the bathroom," she said. Brushing my hand away, she pushed back her chair and stood, tugging her skirt down as she moved. For a moment, she stood above me, simply looking at me as though waiting for something. But I had no idea what she was waiting for. 
 
    "Come with me," she said at last, as though there was nothing more obvious in the world. "I need you to carry my purse." I stood and picked up her purse from where it lay on the floor between us. Without another word, Jenny strode toward the door of the conference room, and I hurried after her. I knew Kynodyne's workers would be watching, but I hardly cared any longer. Inside the panties I wore, my cock was throbbing with unrelenting desire, and my heart swelled with hope as Jenny led me toward the bathrooms. Pushing open the door of the women's room, she took a quick look inside. Then she turned toward me with a smile and indicated I should follow her with a quick motion of her head. Her boot heels rang out on the tiled floor as she led me into the bathroom and toward a stall. I followed her inside and was relieved as she swung the door shut behind me, hiding the two of us from view. Turning to face me, she pressed a finger to her lips, urging me to silence. 
 
    "We have to be very quiet," she whispered. "We don't want to be found out doing what we're about to do, do we?" 
 
    “What are we about to do?” I asked. But Jenny didn’t answer. Instead, she simply placed one hand on each of my shoulders. She pushed down, and I sank to my knees, my back to the door of the bathroom stall. Jenny stood above me, smiling triumphantly with her hands on her hips and her feet apart. Then slowly, teasingly, she began to raise her skirt. 
 
    "You know what to do, slut," she mocked. "Your boss needs to cum. So do your job and eat my pussy." As she raised her skirt to her hips, I saw that she had told the truth. She wore nothing underneath. And the glistening folds of her sex shone in front of me like the gates of heaven as I leaned forward. The skin of her thighs was soft against my hands as I touched her, but I could feel the firmness of the toned muscle underneath. Jenny placed a hand on the back of my head, pulling me closer as I ran my tongue over her folds. She was quiet; only the faintest gasp escaped her compressed lips as I pleasured her. My hands roamed over her lower body, squeezing the firm globes of her ass as I rubbed my face against her. 
 
    "Oh fuck, that's it," she moaned in pleasure. "Lick me. Lick that pussy like the whore you are." And so I did. I did as I was told, never happier to obey an order than I was at that moment as Jenny used me for her selfish pleasure. 
 
    "Take your pants off," she whispered, and I felt her hands tighten as she grabbed two fistfuls of my hair and pulled it gently. "I want to see those panties on you." I didn't stop licking as I reached for my belt and pulled my pants down to my thighs. A cry of joy escaped Jenny's lips at the sight. And I went on licking her, feeling her pussy convulsing against my lips as I kissed and worshiped her sex. Jenny's hands tightened again in my hair as she bit back a cry, her whole body stiffening. I felt the sudden flood of her juices over my lips and tongue as she came. I lapped it up, drinking down her nectar as though nothing in my life had ever tasted better than my boss's pleasure. And she sighed happily, leaning back against the wall as her legs trembled and shook in the last remnants of her joy. 
 
    Her body stiffened at the sound of footsteps outside. Using her grip on my hair, she tilted my face toward her and pressed a finger against her lips again. As though I needed to be told. Fear gripped my stomach with an icy claw as I felt the terror of being discovered in this compromising position. In silence together, we listened to a stall door close and a toilet flush. Then the footsteps echoed through the bathroom again as whoever it was made their way to the sinks 
 
    . 
 
    "Stay here," Jenny whispered in my ear. Her black silk shirt tightened around her breasts as she leaned forward, looming over me. "Don't make a sound." I nodded eagerly. Carefully, Jenny stepped around me and opened the door of the stall while I cowered behind it. She closed it again as she stepped out into the bathroom. 
 
    “Oh hi,” I heard her say. 
 
    “Hello.” My heart contracted again. I knew that voice. It was Lisa. And I heard the running of water in the sink as one of them turned on the tap. 
 
    “Impressive stuff in that meeting,” Lisa said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Jenny said. “Honestly, it’s nice to deal with a woman for a change. Instead of having some guy staring at my boobs when I’m trying to make a presentation.” I heard Lisa chuckle at that. 
 
    "Likewise," she said. "It isn't easy being taken seriously in this business as a woman. But you seem to have things in hand. That… colleague of yours doesn't seem to say much for himself." 
 
    “Mason? No. He speaks when spoken to. It took a while to get him trained. But now he knows his place.” More laughter. I trembled behind the door of the stall as my cock surged inside Jenny’s panties. The way the two of them were talking about me was pushing my buttons in a way I couldn’t ignore. Jenny was about to play her hand, and I knew it, and yet I had no idea what it might mean for me. But I was about to find out. And the fact that there was nothing I could do to stop it only made the whole situation even more powerfully arousing as I hid and waited to see what these two beautiful women would decide. 
 
    "Well, sometimes that's what you have to do," Lisa said. "Some men need a firm hand." There was a long pause after that. The air seemed as fragile and breakable as glass as I waited. Perhaps Lisa felt she had said just a little too much. Perhaps Jenny had lost her nerve. Everything seemed poised on the narrowest of edges until Jenny spoke again. 
 
    “It is with him,” she said at last. “He’s a work in progress, but his training is coming along. I think he has real potential once he learns who’s in charge. Would you like to see what he’s doing now?” 
 
    “Okay,” Lisa said quizzically. I almost fainted at the sound of their high heels on the bathroom floor coming toward me. Was Jenny serious? There was no time to think. There was no time to react. In a matter of seconds, the two of them crossed the floor of the bathroom toward the stall where I hid. I reached for my pants, but it was too late. The door of the stall swung open, and there they stood, Jenny and Lisa, both tall against the light that flowed in from the bathroom. 
 
    "Oh, wow," Lisa said. Her dark eyes glittered as they traveled over my body again, taking in the sight of Jenny's panties and my cock that throbbed inside them. My skin burned with pure humiliation as Jenny laughed, and after a moment, Lisa began to laugh too. The sound of their amusement tormented me as I cringed on the floor in front of them, overcome with shame and lust and a thousand other emotions that I had no names for. 
 
    “Not bad, huh?” Jenny beamed with pride as the two of them stood over me. “I think he’s learning his place quite nicely.” 
 
    "I can see that," Lisa said. In the depths of my mortifying embarrassment, it was hard to focus on anything else. But I couldn't help noticing that while Lisa certainly seemed surprised, she didn't seem as shocked as I would have thought most people would be. She certainly didn't seem scandalized. And why would she? The video Jenny had shown me proved that Lisa was no stranger to these kinds of games. 
 
    "He still has lots to learn though." I grunted as Jenny playfully kicked my thigh with the toe of her boot. It wasn't hard enough to hurt, but it certainly made the relationship between us clear. As if it hadn't been already. "He needs to learn that women are to be obeyed and served. Maybe that's something you could help us with." 
 
    "What do you mean?" But I could see the sly smile on Lisa's face. She knew exactly what Jenny was driving at. And so did I. And yet I didn't utter a word of protest as my sexy boss decided my fate as though my opinion didn't matter at all. 
 
    “Come to our hotel tonight. After the meeting,” Jenny said, turning her shining eyes toward Lisa. “Help me put this boy through his paces. Help me show him who’s really in charge.” 
 
    Lisa's teeth showed as she bit her bottom lip, regarding me from under half-closed eyelids with a look of pure lust on her face. I shivered and trembled under her gaze as I felt her look at me like a piece of meat, like an object that she was wondering how to use. But she was so sexy, so in control as she stood above me next to my boss, that I found myself hoping for her to say yes. 
 
    "Okay," Lisa finally said, and Jenny cackled with laughter as her plan fell into place. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    5. Mistress Wu 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe you did that.” 
 
    "Did what?" Jenny turned to face me with a slightly puzzled expression on her face, as though she really didn't know what I was talking about. As though what had happened that day in our meeting at Kynodyne was barely worth comment. As though she didn't expect me to have any kind of problem with it. Her audacity was almost as staggering as what she had done to me, there in the women's bathroom. 
 
    "You exposed me," I growled. "You humiliated me." After Lisa had seen me in the bathroom, kneeling on the floor of the stall dressed in Jenny's panties, I had felt as though I might die from shame and embarrassment. But after the two women had had a good laugh at my expense, and Lisa had agreed to come see us that night, she had left. Jenny had instructed me to get dressed and follow her back into the meeting. And I had done it, shuffling along behind her in a kind of daze, as though I had wandered into some strange dream. Everything was too unreal to be believed. Jenny had wanted me to be seen and not heard in the meeting, to follow her lead and not say a word unless spoken to. And she got what she wanted. The rest of the day, I sat nearly mute beside her, in a state of shock at what had happened. I couldn't meet Lisa's eyes as she smiled at me from across the table. She and Jenny were able to carry on the meeting as though nothing had happened. But I couldn't. I couldn't forget what had taken place, and try as I might, I couldn't process it, sitting there at the table in the Kynodyne conference room. 
 
    The meeting went on for hours, but eventually dragged to an end. Jenny and I returned to our hotel. In the taxi on the way back, I sat in silence. A simmering anger was building inside me, seeming to grow stronger with every mile we got closer to the hotel. I followed Jenny to her room, and the door had barely closed behind us before I began to speak. But Jenny's unruffled calm was maddening. She stood in front of me, still in her suit with its far too short skirt, the expression on her pretty face suggesting she had no idea why I was upset. 
 
    "I didn't do anything to you," Jenny said. "You did it to yourself." 
 
    "What are you talking about?" Jenny stepped closer to me, and I saw the first faint beginnings of a smile tugging at the corners of her lips. All either of us had to do was reach out a hand, the merest movement, and we would be touching. My treacherous cock swelled inside her red lace panties as I inhaled the scent of her perfume and tried to stand firm against the rampant desire I could feel for my kinky boss. 
 
    "Come on," Jenny smiled. "I can't make you do anything. I couldn't make you wear my panties to a meeting if some part of you didn't want to do it for me. I couldn't make you kneel on the floor in the bathroom and pull down your pants. It's not like I had a gun to your head. You got yourself into this position. Because deep down, you like it." I shivered as Jenny crossed the gap between us, her hand reaching out to touch my chest. A strange cocktail of emotions swirled and boiled inside me. But with a sinking feeling, I realized that Jenny was right. Everything she had made me do, I had gone along with. I could have said no at any point. But I didn't. Why? Because it excited me. As difficult as it was to admit to myself, what Jenny was doing to me was a thrill. And the fact that I had been exposed to Lisa was a constant source of sexual excitement. These two women terrified me. But part of me, an embarrassingly large part, couldn't wait to see what they had in mind next. 
 
    “Yeah, but –” 
 
    "But nothing," Jenny said in a low voice. Her hand continued to slide down over my chest, over my stomach, while she raised the other and pressed a single finger against my lips to silence me. "I think I liked it better when you kept your mouth shut. You're not here to talk. You're here for me to play with." 
 
    "But Jenny, I don't –" that was all I managed to get out. Jenny turned her hand, pressing her palm and fingers over my mouth to shut me up. At the same time, she pushed me back until I was pressed against the wall of her hotel room. While one hand covered my mouth, her other reached for the front of my pants and gripped my panty-covered crotch. I groaned as she squeezed it in her hand, pressing hard against me while I stood against the wall. Even in her tall boots, Jenny was still slightly shorter than me, but I had never felt less in control as she stared up at me with burning eyes, holding me captive. She was right, I realized. My arms were spread out against the wall on either side of my body. I wasn't even trying to resist her. I could have broken free, could have pushed my beautiful boss away from me. But I didn't. And that told her everything she needed to know. Jenny's eyes sparkled as she stared deep into mine. 
 
    "Shut up," she snarled. "I don't want to hear any more of your whining. You're going to help me close this deal with Lisa, and this cock is going to help me do that." I winced as she squeezed even tighter, my swollen manhood straining in her hand. "You'll do everything I say. Don't embarrass me in front of Lisa. You're here for my pleasure, and for hers. But if you relax and behave yourself, who knows? Maybe you'll enjoy yourself too." The smile returned to her face at those words, and I nodded tentatively. Jenny lifted her hand from my mouth and turned away from me. Her other hand gripped the front of my belt, and she tugged on it, pulling me along behind her as she led me toward the bed. My cock made a noticeable bulge in the front of my pants as it strained against her panties, endlessly excited at what might be coming next. Jenny handled me roughly, dragging me around until I stood in front of the bed. She pushed me down so that I sat on the mattress. Her short skirt rode even higher on her thighs as she lifted one foot and placed it between my legs. I gripped the shaft of her boot, doing my best not to groan as she pressed against my erection with her foot. 
 
    "Remember this morning? When you got your cum on my boot?" I nodded wordlessly. How could I forget? Jenny had granted me that humiliating pleasure before the day began, and it seemed like a long time ago. My cock surged and throbbed as though I hadn't had an orgasm in weeks as I stared up at her. Underneath her tiny skirt, I knew she was naked. I remembered the taste of her pussy as I licked her in the bathroom at the office. She was unbelievably sexy. Completely in control, completely selfish, and all the more desirable for that. 
 
    "Such a naughty boy," she grinned. Balancing on one foot, she raised the other still higher, until her boot was on my chest. I could see right up her skirt, to where her bare pussy glistened between her legs, and I groaned aloud at the site. But Jenny pushed me down onto the mattress, the muscles in her toned leg showing as she forced me onto my back. Then she climbed onto the mattress herself. Balancing carefully, she stood above me, her legs spread and her feet on either side of me. Her heels sank into the mattress slightly as she took a couple of steps forward. I reached out toward her, unable to resist the siren call of her beautiful body. But Jenny pinned my hand to the mattress with her foot, positioning herself so that my wrist was trapped in the angle between her high heel and the sole of her boot. Balancing carefully, she did the same to my other arm, pinning both my hands flat against the mattress as she stood above me. My chest rose and fell as I breathed, staring up at her expectantly. I could see right up her skirt, right to where her damp pussy glistened in the darkness between her thighs. She wasn't going to let me forget who was in charge for even a moment. 
 
    "Stay there," Jenny said. And just like that, she was gone. A dull throb of disappointment registered in my heart as she stepped forward, jumping down to the floor from the other side of the bed as I turned my head to watch her stride across the room, her movements quick and deliberate. She shed her jacket, and her black silk shirt shone with a dark glow in the light as she bent to scoop something up from the floor. My heart quickened as he saw what she had grabbed. The long white cord from the hotel bathrobe. Circling back around to the side of the bed, she bent over me again. 
 
    "Give me your hands," she ordered, her smiling face upside down to me as I looked up at her. And Jenny was right; I didn't resist. I let her wrap one end of the cord around my wrists, binding them together. And I didn't resist as she crouched at the side of the bed, tying the other end of the cord to the bed frame so that I lay across the width of the bed. My hands were bound at one side and my legs at the other, my feet on the floor. She stood and climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and deliberate now that I was immobilized. She crawled forward, and her round ass filled my vision as she lifted a leg and sat on my chest, facing my feet. Slowly, she unfastened my belt and drew it out from the loops of my pants. Then she pulled my pants down, and I raised my hips from the mattress to help her as she pushed the fabric down my legs. I heard her chuckle, and I moaned softly as she ran her fingers over the bulge of my erection inside her panties. 
 
    "That was so much fun," she giggled. "Sitting in that meeting, knowing that you had a boner inside my panties and couldn't do anything about it. Did you think it was fun?" 
 
    "Yes," I panted as she continued to stroke my cock through the lace like it was her pet. 
 
    "Good," Jenny said. "Not that it matters. I don't really care whether you enjoy yourself or not. Just as long as you do as you're told." I gasped in desire as she continued to run her fingers over my throbbing shaft. The more selfish she was, the more I wanted her. And her touches kept me right on the brink of ecstasy without going over, every cell of my body straining toward pleasure while she sat on top of me and toyed with me. 
 
    "I wonder what Lisa's going to do to you?" Jenny mused. "Remember that video? Seems like she can be pretty harsh. Much harsher than me. But maybe that's what you need. A woman to put you in your place." I groaned again. Jenny's words were weaving a kind of spell over me, combined with the powerful magic of her hand on my cock. The weight of her gorgeous body on my chest was driving me to distraction, the bathrobe cord tight around my wrists as I struggled uselessly against the bondage she had put me in. I felt as though I'd never wanted anything in my life as badly as I wanted her at that moment. And she seemed to know it. Jenny's confidence was absolute as she turned to grin at me over her shoulder, her hands still drifting over the bulge of my cock while I whimpered 
 
    . 
 
    "You just can't help yourself, can you?" Jenny giggled. "You love a strong woman. Like Lisa. Like me." 
 
    "Yes," I groaned between gasps. My orgasm was rising inside me, a taut steel wire that Jenny so expertly plucked. And though she had said nothing on the subject, I couldn't help feeling that giving into my desires wasn't a good idea. Not that I had much choice. The way she was touching and stroking my cock and the things that she was saying had me on the brink of release, and if she wanted to push me over the edge, it would be all too easy for her. 
 
    But clearly, she didn't. Jenny rose up on her knees, removing her hand from my panty-covered cock. She swung her leg over my chest and climbed down off the bed. I watched as she walked across the room, fetching her cell phone from the purse she had made me carry for her all day. Then she returned to the bed. Climbing onto the mattress, she sat up against the headboard, at a right angle to me as I lay across the bed. She rested her feet on my chest, crossing them at the ankle while she did something on her phone. I watched her, bewitched by her beauty, taking in the sight of her incredible body as though it was the oxygen I needed to live. But for long minutes, Jenny ignored me. Her whole attention was devoted to her phone. I was nothing more than her footrest, of no more consequence than the bed she sat on or the pillow she propped herself up with. And I said nothing. My boss had been quite clear. I was only to speak when spoken to. 
 
    Long minutes passed like that. But finally, a knock at the door of Jenny's room raised my head from the mattress. A bright smile spread across her pretty face as she grinned at me. 
 
    "There she is," Jenny giggled. "Remember, do as you're told. And maybe when this is all over, you'll get a treat." With those words, she bounced up off the bed. Adjusting her short skirt as she went, she strode across the room to the door. I heard it open, and the two women exchanged pleasantries. My heart hammered in my chest as I lay exposed on the bed, powerless to stop what was coming. 
 
    And Jenny and Lisa Wu came around the corner to stand in front of me. Lisa had changed out of her work clothes. The way she was dressed took my breath away. Black wet look leggings clung to her legs, so tight she made as well be wearing nothing at all. Shiny black boots rose from her feet to her knees, the patent leather drawn tight by the laces that climbed up the front. She wore a leather biker jacket that only added to her dominant vibe, her black hair pulled back in the same severe ponytail she had worn in our meeting. She looked more dominant and sexy than any woman I had ever seen, and my cock surged inside Jenny's panties as I stared at her in disbelief. I was in the middle of a fantasy, the dirty movie that my life had become. It was hard to believe. But the insistent ache of desire from my throbbing cock left me no doubt that it was real. 
 
    "Nice," Lisa said. Her eyes drifted over my body as she spoke, and mischief sparkled in their jet black depths. "You have him ready for me." 
 
    "Of course," Jenny said. "He's all yours." Jenny walked toward the bed again, and I felt the mattress sink as she climbed on. Once again, she sat upright, leaning back against the headboard and the wall behind it, crossing her legs as she settled in to watch. The way her eyes shone as she grinned at me made my heart contract as though some invisible fist squeezed it. But I didn't have long to focus on her. Lisa's boots thumped on the short carpet as she made her way toward the bed, circling around it to stand above my head. Reaching down, she gripped my chin, forcing me to look up at her as she loomed above me. 
 
    "Are you ready to serve me, bitch?" she snarled. Jenny laughed out loud at her words. An icy thrill raced through me as I stared up at Lisa. I was in trouble. Jenny might be dominant; in fact, she undoubtedly was. But my beautiful boss was a smiling and generally happy dominatrix. Lisa gave off a completely different vibe. The woman had intimidated me from the first moment I saw her, and that feeling had only grown as the meeting progressed, and she had learned the true nature of my relationship with Jenny. Now, in the privacy of the hotel room and with my hands tied to the bed, I was terrified of her. I was in trouble. And Jenny's panties were tighter than ever around my cock as I stared up at this new mistress. 
 
    "Yes," I said uncertainly. A fine line appeared in Lisa's smooth brow as she frowned at me. 
 
    "Yes?" she snarled. "Is that all you have to say to me?" She released her grip on my chin, and I winced as she quickly slapped my cheek. Jenny howled with laughter again. 
 
    "You address me as Mistress Wu, slave boy. Do you understand?" I hissed between my teeth as Lisa reached over my body and dug her black-painted fingernails into the skin of my chest. She wasn't joking. From the minute she had entered the room, Lisa had been in command. And what was one more humiliation combined with what I had already endured at Jenny's hands? 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Wu," I sighed. And Jenny's outraged laughter scorched my heart as I stared up at Lisa. 
 
    "You need to learn some respect," Lisa said. "You need to learn your place. As a man, if you can call yourself that, your job is to serve women. All women. And I'm going to teach you how. Get up." Lisa grabbed a fistful of my hair, and I winced as she pulled. Rolling over onto my stomach, I climbed onto my elbows and knees. Lisa used her grip on my head to pull me toward her, and I crawled forward, climbing down off the bed and onto the floor. Her boots shone in front of my face as she forced me ever downward, directing my movements. 
 
    "That's it. Up on your knees. Head down. Get that ass in the air. I want to see your nose on the floor." While Jenny cackled in delight at my humiliation, I did as I was told. I felt the weight of Lisa's boots on the back of my neck as she forced my head down to the floor, my bound hands stretched out in front of me, anchored to the side of the bed by the bathrobe cord. Once she had me where she wanted me, Lisa removed her foot from the back of my neck and stepped away. I didn't dare raise my head to see what she was up to. My body trembled faintly as I crouched on the floor, my pants now around my ankles, and my panty-clad ass thoroughly exposed. I heard the creak of Lisa's boots as she circled around the bed, and a metallic rattle she picked something up. Then she came back to stand behind me. I almost moaned at the feel of her hands on my body as she reached out and pulled Jenny's panties down, exposing my ass completely. My cock throbbed relentlessly as she stood above me. 
 
    "You need to be punished," Lisa said. "It's the only language men like you understand. Now try not to scream. Take your punishment like a man. At least pretend to be one." I heard Jenny laugh again, but the sharp crack of leather eclipsed the sound. Fiery pain bloomed in my ass, and I gasped in shock and fear as I realized that Lisa had whipped me with my own discarded belt. Reflexively, I raised my head from the floor, and another blow struck, harder than the first this time. 
 
    "Keep your head down," Lisa barked, and I did as I was told. "Maintain the position." And so I did, even as my body tried to resist. Jenny laughed again and again as she watched this near-stranger beat me, my own belt cracking against my skin and turning my ass into one red throb of pain. The sound of the beating was loud in the hotel room, and I wondered with a bright flash of shame if anyone would hear through the walls. But Lisa didn't care. She struck me again and again, until my entire ass was red from the punishment, I gritted my teeth against the pain as I trembled on the floor beneath her. 
 
    "There," she said at last, and I heard the faint breathlessness of exertion in her voice as she spoke. "That's better. Have you learned your place, slave?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Wu," I growled between my teeth, trying to ignore Jenny's laughter, and the way it made me bristle with embarrassment. 
 
    “Are you ready to serve me?” I winced as I felt something sharp press against my beaten ass, and I realized that Lisa was pressing the heel of one boot into my burning skin. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Wu," I groaned. What choice did I have? Besides, the belt hardly seemed necessary to me. Jenny had so little trouble getting me to do what she wanted just because of how she looked. And Lisa was every bit as beautiful as my boss, though in an entirely different way. There was no doubt in my mind that the two of them could have had me serving them even without the need for punishment. Still, even in the depths of my pain and humiliation, I had to admit that this was quicker. I realized with a stab of embarrassment that there wasn't much I wouldn't do to avoid the feel of the belt against my skin again. And that, I knew at once, was exactly what Lisa wanted. 
 
    "Good," Lisa said again. The pressure of her heel lifted from my skin, and I heard a rustle as she shed her leather jacket and cast it aside. Her footsteps thumped on the floor beside me as she walked around my trembling body to stand up at my head. 
 
    “Now, you can show me you’ve learned your lesson by licking my boots,” she said. 
 
    "Oh my God," Jenny murmured. I heard the bedsprings groan as she shifted, inching forward to watch my humiliation as I raised my face from the floor. I stared up at Lisa, a beautiful goddess dressed all in black, her boots shining in front of me and my belt still dangling from one fist as she placed her hands on her hips. Just like in the meeting that day, her face gave nothing away. She simply watched me, waiting to see my reaction. As though I had a choice. As though there was anything else I could do. Fear and shame swept through me as I brought my face closer to her shiny boots. The patent leather was slick under my tongue as I pathetically licked her feet, and Jenny's wild laughter made my cock throb inside the panties I still wore as I debased myself in front of both women. 
 
    "Oh my God," I heard Jenny gasp above me. "He's so pathetic 
 
    !" 
 
    "They all are," Lisa said. I could hear the smile in her voice as I went on licking her boots, groveling at her feet in abject submission while the two women basked in their own power. "They give in so easily. Because they know, deep down, that this is the way it should be. Some men are born to be slaves to women. That's just the way it is." Jenny laughed again. 
 
    "This is so hot," she said. "I mean, I've done some kinky stuff, but we're really just getting started. I have so much to learn." 
 
    “Well, it would be my pleasure to teach you a few things,” Lisa said, “not to mention your little slave boy here. By the time you go back, I could have him groveling at your feet and worshiping the ground you walk on. How does that sound?’ 
 
    My heart felt frozen as I crouched at Lisa's feet. I didn't say a word. My ass still burned from the punishment I had taken, and the last thing I wanted to do was anger either of these women. Besides, it didn't seem my place to say a word. It didn't seem to matter what I wanted. Lisa's question had been addressed to Jenny, not to me. My opinion didn't matter at all. And the knowledge of my own powerlessness, that I would do whatever these two women decided, made my cock throb all the more urgently inside the red lace of Jenny's panties. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jenny said eagerly. “That sounds awesome!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    6. Lisa’s Lessons 
 
      
 
    The whole trip was unbelievable. In fact, nothing about what happened between Jenny and I from that day forward was in any way normal. But even for all that has gone on since, all I've suffered and enjoyed in the time that's past since that life-changing business trip, the events of that first night remain carved deeply into my memory. 
 
    "The first thing is to establish who's in control," Lisa said. "First impressions are everything. If you seem weak, if you seem uncertain, he'll pick up on it. You need to establish right away that you are mistress that needs to be obeyed." 
 
    "Looks like you've established that pretty clearly already," Jenny giggled. But Lisa's delicate face was impassive as she addressed my boss. 
 
    "Men will always test you," she said. "Even the most submissive among them will bark now and then. You need to watch out for that. You need to anticipate it. And when it happens, you need to act decisively and quickly. Humans are hierarchical creatures. It's all about establishing yourself at the top of the hierarchy from the start. Get up," Lisa added, turning her face to me where I cowered on the floor at her feet. My position was shameful, and the knowledge of that burned like a flame at the bottom of my heart as my beautiful boss watched me submit. But the red skin of my ass burned even more from the beating I had taken, and the last thing I wanted was more pain. Even if I had noticed that the pain had a kind of hotline to my desire. My cock never stopped throbbing with desperate need while Lisa beat me. And the sting of the belt against my skin seemed to go with the desire, like a kind of musical harmony. Still, I didn't want to give the stranger any reason to raise the belt in her hand again. 
 
    So I rose to my feet. Or at least, I stood up as far as the bathrobe cord tied around my arms would allow. Jenny had made it short, and I was forced to stoop in front of Lisa as the cord grew tight against the bed frame it was tied around. That seemed to suit Lisa just fine. As unexpressive as her beautiful face was, I noticed the slight lifting of her lips in the beginnings of a smile as she looked down at me. The high heels of her beautiful boots made her taller than she had been in our meeting, and her outfit pressed buttons inside me I didn't know I had. Under the leather jacket she had discarded, I saw that she was wearing a kind of black bustier, a strapless garment that hugged her slender torso and accentuated the curves of her body. Lisa's breasts were small but well-formed, and the garment accentuated them as they rose on her chest with her even breathing. The feminine delicacy of her bare shoulders was almost enough to make me groan with lust all by itself as I stared awkwardly up at her. She was a goddess. I had seen that in our meeting earlier that day, but I saw it even more clearly now as she seemed to tower above me, remote and terrifying and heartbreakingly beautiful. 
 
    "Back on the bed," she ordered. Jenny shifted on the mattress, sliding higher up the bed toward the headboard again to make room as I climbed on. My bound hands made the procedure awkward, but no one seemed to be in any hurry. Two sets of female eyes watched my every movement as I climbed awkwardly back onto the mattress and lay down. I positioned myself more or less where I had been when Lisa arrived, lying on my back sideways across the bed with my bound hands above my head. From that position, Lisa appeared upside down as she gazed down at me. She disappeared from my view as she stepped away, walking slowly around the bottom of the bed. I watched her go, entranced by her swaying form in her tight black clothing. The way the light shone on her leggings, the way the material stretched and strained over the perfect globes of her toned buttocks, made my cock throb in desperate arousal. The only weapon a woman like that needed was her beauty. Anything else was overkill. She could make me do anything just because she looked so good, just because I wanted her so bad. 
 
    And clearly, so could Jenny. 
 
    Lisa stood on the other side of the bed. I watched her bend over my legs and felt the warm leather of the belt against my skin. Skillfully, Lisa made a loop of the garment and pulled it tight around my ankles, binding them inescapably together. I didn't resist. There was no point. As scared as I was of these two beautiful women who had such power over me, I wanted to find out what would happen next. I needed to. Inside Jenny's panties that I still wore, my cock throbbed and surged with desire. The real release I needed had very little to do with bondage these two had put me in. 
 
    Once I was bound hand and foot, Lisa climbed slowly onto the mattress. I watched her every movement, as though trying to memorize every inch of her gorgeous body as she advanced on me. She looked like some jungle cat, some graceful predator taking its time over a kill, utterly confident in the knowledge of its power. And I lay trembling beneath her, meek as any deer, as Lisa crawled up my body. She was smiling openly now, her dark eyes glittering as they looked into mine. She had taken an enormous risk by coming here, and it was still difficult for me to believe that Jenny's plan had worked so well. What I had seen in the video of Lisa's sexual activities was clearly no act. This was something she needed, a desire for dominance and control that had to have an outlet. It only made my cock surge more inside the red lace fabric that contained it to know that Lisa was as excited as I was. 
 
    At last, Lisa sat up. She was straddling my thighs, sitting astride my bound legs, the crotch of her skintight pants agonizingly close to the obvious bulge of my panty-covered erection. With her hands on her hips, she looked down at me for another moment, as though weighing her options. Her jet black ponytail swayed as she turned her head toward Jenny. 
 
    "Have you dominated a lot of men before?" she asked. 
 
    "No," said Jenny. "I used to have a boyfriend that was into this stuff. At first, I thought it was a bit strange, but once I tried it, I realize how fun it could be. I started getting into it myself. Since we broke up, I've played a little bit here and there. But nothing serious. Nothing like this." The final words were spoken in a kind of breathless giggle. Jenny seemed almost as unable to believe what was happening as I was. "What about you?" Jenny asked. As though she didn't know. As though she had never seen the video she had shown me, of Lisa thoroughly dominating a man. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Lisa nodded. “It’s how I put myself through college. You’d be amazed what guys will pay to be treated badly.” 
 
    "I bet," Jenny giggled again. I felt the invisible weight of Lisa's attention change as she turned her black eyes back to me. 
 
    "When I did this professionally, I didn't even have sex with them," she said slowly, as though she was replaying the memory of her former activities in her mind while she looked inquiringly at me. I noticed her hands sliding over her thighs, gliding over the smooth fabric of her leggings. "A lot of them were married. Are you married?" 
 
    “No, Mistress Wu,” I said, remembering her title just in time. 
 
    "Girlfriend?" Lisa cocked one sculpted eyebrow at the question, and her teeth gleamed in her predatory smile. 
 
    “No, Mistress Wu,” I said. 
 
    "Interesting," Lisa purred. "So if I leave marks on you, no one will see them. No one outside of the three of us, anyway." She leaned forward as she spoke, and I drew a deep breath as I felt her fingernails press against the skin of my chest. 
 
    “No, Mistress Wu,” I said, and winced in pain as she dragged all of her nails down my chest, leaving thin red trails in the skin as she clawed at me. 
 
    "Good," she said again. "I don't like to hold back during a session. And it's been a while. I want to really enjoy this." I gasped as I felt the hot pain radiating out from where she had scratched me. Lisa was terrifying. I had never experienced the strange dichotomy of being at once scared and immensely attracted to someone. At least, not until Jenny. And even then, Jenny's style of domination seemed altogether more playful. Besides, we were coworkers. She was my boss. Up to that point, I wouldn't have called us friends, but we had an established relationship together. Lisa, on the other hand, was an utterly unknown quantity. I had no idea how far she would go. And maybe after that night, I would never see her again, and she wouldn't have to hold anything back for fear of affecting the relationship we had the way Jenny might. I'll admit it; Lisa scared the shit out of me. But she was too damn sexy to resist. 
 
    "You see how he remembered to call me Mistress?" Lisa said. She was talking to Jenny again, but her dark eyes were still fastened on me. "That's good. It's good to establish an uneven power relationship between the two of you right away. Don't ever let him forget that you're the boss. Titles and special phrases he has to say are a great way to do that. Meanwhile, you can call him anything you want. Slave. Slut. Bitch. Maggot." Lisa's dark eyes flashed at each insulting term as she smiled wickedly down at me like some dark and irresistible sun. "Anything that helps remind him of his inferiority to you is a good thing." 
 
    "What do you think I should call him?" Jenny asked. Lisa's smile only deepened as her eyes flickered over my bound body once again. She reached forward, and I groaned as I felt her fingernails pressing through the thin lace fabric of Jenny's panties, squeezing my cock while I writhed and gasped. 
 
    "Well, he's not a real man, is he?" Jenny grinned. "Seeing as how you've got him all dressed up like this. A panty boy. That's what he is. Let's call him that for now. Is that okay with you, panty boy?" As she spoke, Lisa's small hand dipped further between my legs, and I winced as she took hold of my balls. She gave them the slightest squeeze, stopping short of real pain, but giving me a powerful reminder of the total vulnerability of my position. I knew what she wanted to hear. And even as my cheeks blazed crimson in pure embarrassment, I knew I had no choice. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Wu," I sighed. And my shame only grew greater as I heard Jenny howl in laughter. 
 
    "Balls are awesome," Lisa chuckled. "So vulnerable. So sensitive. Any time he's giving you trouble, a quick squeeze of his balls or slap of his cock is enough to bring most men to their knees." I yelped as Lisa's grip grew tighter, illustrating her point. I squirmed and twisted on the bed beneath her, but with my arms and legs tied and her weight on top of me, there was no way to escape. Lisa had made her point abundantly clear. I would have to be incredibly stupid not to see that disobeying her was a terrible idea. I sighed in relief as she slowly released her grip. 
 
    "Of course, it's not all about pain," Lisa said, adopting her lecturing tone again as she glanced across the bed at Jenny. "Unless you want it to be. Some guys are real pain sluts and can't get off without being hurt. And some mistresses are true sadists, getting off on inflicting pain. Personally, I can see the appeal, but that's not the whole thing for me. There are other ways to use a submissive man for pleasure." I winced as her hand pressed against my genitals again, but this time, she only rubbed my straining cock, teasing me through the fabric of Jenny's panties until my arousal drove away the dull ache in my balls. In no time at all, I was practically panting with desire for her again. It was embarrassing how easy it was for her control me, to play my body like an instrument. And that sense of embarrassment only added to my desire. 
 
    "So, what else should I do with him?" Jenny asked. Tearing my eyes away from Lisa, I glanced up the bed to where my beautiful boss sat. It was jarring to see her still in her work clothes, the suit and boots she had worn to our meeting that day. But she was undeniably sexy, sitting up against the headboard with her long legs folded beneath her, her eyes shining in surprise and delight as she watched Lisa effortlessly dominate me. 
 
    "Whatever you want," Lisa said. "You're the mistress. You're in charge. But personally, I like to use a carrot and stick approach. Punishment and reward. I find that guys respond much quicker to training when you give them little treats along the way. Like a dog," she giggled. Her hand continued to move over my panty-covered cock, and I groaned and whimpered as she expertly teased me. She leaned forward, and her nimble fingers hooked the waistband of Jenny's underwear. Her black ponytail trailed over her shoulder as she turned her head toward my boss. 
 
    "May I?" she asked. 
 
    "Go ahead," Jenny smirked. And Lisa pulled my boss's panties all the way down, finally releasing and exposing my cock that swelled into the air, no longer under the pressure of the lacy red fabric. I was fully exposed, naked in every way that mattered in front of two women who remained fully clothed. It was a powerful and unnecessary reminder of my new status. 
 
    "Hmm," Lisa said as she stared down critically at my manhood. "That's a little disappointing. No wonder you had him in panties. It's the best place for a pathetic cock like that." Jenny laughed loudly as my brow furrowed. No one had ever complained about the size of my cock before. I assumed I was at least average in that department. But then, what Lisa considered average, I conceded, could be very different from my own opinion. 
 
    "I hope he's good with his mouth," Lisa went on. "Because I can't see any woman getting much pleasure out of this little thing." I winced as Lisa reached out a hand and flicked the head of my cock, making my shaft sway in the air above me as I bristled with pain. But Jenny just laughed again, and I noticed a wildness to her laughter. She had never seen anything like this. For that matter, neither had I. And the fact that Lisa's actions were exciting Jenny was obvious in her exuberant laughter. The air in the hotel room was tense, and I could feel things changing between my boss and I. No matter what happened, neither of us would ever be able to forget this night, and the things Lisa was doing to me. The things Jenny had done to me. There would be no going back for either of us. 
 
    "You like being our panty boy, don't you?" Lisa said. She leaned forward again. Placing one hand on my stomach for balance, she wrapped the other around my cock and began to slide it up and down. A ragged gasp escaped my open mouth as pleasure swelled inside me again. Lisa smiled down at me as she continued stroking, bringing my desire back up to an almost unbearable level. Of course, I wanted nothing more than to cum. But something told me it would be a bad idea. Lisa, I sensed, was just getting started. And having me horny and sexually frustrated seemed like a major part of her game. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Wu," I groaned through gritted teeth as I tried to hold back the orgasm I could feel boiling inside me. 
 
    "See?" Lisa grinned at Jenny. "It's not just pain. Pleasure can get a guy to say and do almost anything. You just need to get him horny enough. Isn't that right, panty boy?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Wu,” I groaned again. 
 
    “And you’re going to be a good panty boy for your boss, aren’t you? No more boys underwear for you. From now on, you’re going to wear panties to work every single day to remind you of what you are. Right?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Wu." I could barely believe myself what I was saying. But Lisa was right. I would say anything to be granted the pleasure she dangled in front of me. This woman who I had met less than 12 hours earlier seem to be able to read me like a book, exposing desires of my heart that were mysterious even to me. She knew things about me that I didn't know myself. The feeling was unnerving, and deeply humiliating, as she set about breaking me to her will, instructing me the whole time on what she was doing in the full knowledge that I was powerless to prevent it. It was a thrill unlike any I had ever experienced. 
 
    "And there you have it," Lisa grinned. "Now you have an office panty boy. When you go back, you should make sure you regularly check to see that he is following the rules. Consistency is key when training a slave." A shudder passed through me at her casual use of the word slave. Is that what I was now? Given the circumstances, it was difficult to deny. These women had me entirely at their mercy, and I felt unable to deny them anything. If Jenny wanted me to be her sex slave, I would consider myself the luckiest guy in the world. Just as long as she didn't take Lisa's lessons on punishment too much to heart. 
 
    "Don't cum," Lisa warned as I gasped and writhed beneath her. "You don't cum without permission, panty boy. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Wu," I babbled as I strained uselessly against the bonds that held my wrists. As though I had much choice. Lisa's hand kept sliding up and down my cock, and I knew that no matter what I did, I would soon be unable to help myself. Soon, my body would give in, and I would cum right there and then in front of these two women. The thought of what might happen then terrified me, even as the thought of ejaculation thrilled me. But Lisa suddenly released her grip on my manhood. Her knees pressed into the mattress on either side of my body as she inched forward, I felt the warmth of her body as she pressed her groin, covered by the thin fabric of her leggings, against me. She sat on my hips, pinning my hard cock against my stomach as she sat on top of it. I let out another desperate grown as she rocked her hips back and forth, sliding her pussy up and down my shaft. 
 
    "Don't come," she said again. But I heard the catch in her voice, the growing breathlessness that spoke of her pleasure as she rode my shaft. And that only made things harder for me. The more excited Lisa got, the more excited either of these women became, the harder it was for me to hold back. And Lisa was driving me crazy, the feel of her pussy through her thin leggings inflaming my desire to an unbearable level. I heard her breathing quicken as she rode me, and Jenny watched, and every cell of my body cried out for orgasm while I struggled to maintain control. 
 
    "It's fun… to not let him come," Lisa explained in a breathless voice as she continued moving on top of me. "The hornier… these guys get… the more obedient… they become. It's so… fucking hot… fucking with them like this." Jenny laughed at Lisa's words. I looked over at my boss again, and saw her eyes shining as she watched the spectacle taking place in front of her. Her hand was on her leg, and I stared breathlessly as it crept slowly up her thigh, underneath her short skirt. Watching Lisa dominate me had Jenny desperately turned on, and that knowledge made my cock throb and surge underneath Lisa. I hurriedly shut my eyes and turned my head away, trying not to look at either woman. In the state I was in, the beauty of Jenny and Lisa would be almost too much to bear. But there was no refuge from Lisa's ecstatic cries of pleasure as they swelled through her beautiful body. And there was no way not to feel the sensations of bliss that radiated out from my cock as she rode it hungrily. 
 
    I opened my eyes as I felt Lisa's weight suddenly lift off me. Relief and regret swelled inside me at this new development. Relief, because I knew I couldn't hold out much longer, and I feared what punishment might come if I achieved orgasm without her permission. Regret, because the feel of her pussy against my cock, separated only by the thinnest layer of clinging fabric, was utterly exquisite. 
 
    I watched as Lisa swung her leg over me and crawled along the bed toward my head. Her boot heels thumped on the carpeted floor as she climbed off the mattress. Standing, she turned to face me, appearing upside down to my view again as she loomed above me. Her hands reached for the waistband of her pants, and she pulled them down in one swift motion, pushing the clinging fabric down to her knees where the tops of her boots gripped her legs. Between her thighs, her bare pussy shone, the intricate lips wet with the moisture of her arousal. Lisa bent over me, and I felt her fingers on my throat. 
 
    "Let's see if you know how to please a woman, panty boy," she snarled. And I squirmed on the bed, doing my best to crawl toward her with the eagerness I felt to please her. It was pathetic, and the knowledge of how ridiculous I must look stung my heart. I couldn't resist. Whether it was from some desire to prove myself to her, or merely the unstoppable arousal I felt, I found almost to my surprise that I wanted nothing more than to please her. 
 
    Lisa moaned above me as I ran my tongue over the silken folds of skin between her thighs. My cock surged in the empty air as her taste filled my mouth. Eagerly, I licked and kissed her dripping sex while her cries of pleasure rose into the air. She bent her knees slightly to press her womanhood more firmly against my mouth, and I ignored the growing pain in my neck as I held my head out over the edge of the bed and lapped at her pussy, bringing her more pleasure with every movement of my tongue. 
 
    I gasped as I felt something on my skin. Something hard, something with an edge, slid over my thigh until it touched my straining cock. With a low moan that was muffled between Lisa's thighs, I realized that Jenny had slid down the bed to place one of her sexy boots between my legs. Her heel slid down my shaft, making me buck and tremble with wild pleasure as she teased me with nothing other than her foot. And I felt the mattress move under her weight as she adjusted her position, coming closer to me. Her boot shifted, and I groaned again as I felt the toe moving along the underside of my shaft. Lisa howled and screamed in pleasure above me as her body began to tremble, her thighs twitching erratically on either side of my head. I could taste the sudden flood of her juices that told me she was close to orgasm. And while the toe of Jenny's boot pressed against the underside of my cock, I cried out as I felt her heel dig into my skin underneath my dangling balls, pressing on some soft button of pleasure whose existence I had never even guessed. A delightful feeling spread through my abdomen, radiating out from between my legs, as my cock surged and throbbed while Jenny rubbed it with her boot. There was no way to stop it now. I groaned in desire and despair between Lisa's legs as my orgasm washed over me, and my cock erupted with a hot jet of cum. 
 
    Above me, Lisa shrieked in bliss. Her hand gripped my throat more tightly than ever, and she felt me gulp and swallow as her juices filled my mouth. As the spasm passed through her, she screamed in pleasure, and the sound tugged at my already frayed nerves as my cock continued to spurt with a long and energy-sapping orgasm. 
 
    Finally, Lisa released her grip on my throat. She stumbled back, panting in pleasure from the orgasm I could still taste in my mouth. I raised my head, the muscles of my neck protesting against the strain. Sitting upright in the center of the bed, I saw Jenny smiling wickedly at me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
            
                
            



 
 
    7. Yes, Boss 
 
      
 
    In many ways, it was a different man who settled down in the airplane seat next to Jenny. It was the same exact situation that had begun our trip, the two of us taking our seats on a plane waiting to take off. But everything had changed. My entire relationship with my boss, for one. But even more profoundly, my sense of myself. I had never imagined anything like what had happened between her and me. And even after it had happened, once her sexual dominance over me was an accomplished fact, it was still almost impossible to believe. That I had succumbed willingly to everything she had done to me was completely at odds with the way I thought about myself. But worse was the realization that I wanted her to do it again. 
 
    So as I took my seat beside Jenny on the airplane that would take us home, I felt as though the air between us was crackling with unspoken secrets and dark desire. So much so, it seemed strange to me that nobody else could tell. I lived in fear of discovery, and it seemed impossible to keep hidden the nature of our new relationship with one another. It filled my mind to the exclusion of all else, the memories of the things we had done and the anticipation of what might be to come pushing aside every other thought. Jenny and Lisa filled my thoughts, and it was almost impossible to believe that they didn't fill everyone else's thoughts too. 
 
    And Jenny wasn’t making it easy to think rationally, either. 
 
    As I flopped down in the narrow seat beside her, I caught another whiff of her perfume. That same smell had haunted me the entire length of our sales trip. I had known almost no peace from her, even my dreams at night haunted by her presence. And the days were full of her and her power dressing. She was at it again, even on our travel day, wearing a black jacket and a matching pencil skirt that, although it was knee-length, was far tighter than it needed to be. It hardly looked like a comfortable outfit to wear on a flight, but Jenny had never seemed to care too much about comfort. Neither hers nor mine. She wore her hair loose, falling in chestnut waves over her shoulders. A smile seemed to hang on her pink lips. And why shouldn't Jenny be smiling? She was going back home with a major win she could take to the boardroom and cement their admiration of her as VP of sales. And that was without even considering everything that had happened between us. 
 
    "Comfortable?" Jenny asked as she turned her head to me. I was shifting in the seat beside her, fussing with the seatbelt and trying to situate myself as we prepared for the flight. Our cheapskate company only paid for economy seats, and even though I'm not an especially tall man, my knees pressed against the back of the seat in front of me. But I was used to the cramped confines of a modern airplane. My life was spent on the road, flying from one city to another at the behest of Jenny and the board of shareholders. Planes and hotels were more of a home to me than the barren apartment I rented back in the city. No, my discomfort had an entirely different source. A source Jenny knew all too well. 
 
    "No," I admitted. And Jenny giggled. And that sound, the bubbling sound of her delighted amusement, was all it took to drive another spike of desire and shame through my trembling heart. In that laugh, everything that had happened to me over the past few days shone and danced. I would never be able to forget what Jenny had done to me, never in all my life. And having her so close at hand, her arm pressed against mine as we sat side-by-side in the plane, brought everything flooding back. 
 
      
 
    "Put them on." Jenny was smiling. But I had learned over the course of our business trip that a smile didn't mean that my boss was joking. She sat on the edge of her hotel bed, already fully dressed, only her jacket hanging by the door. And I was ready to go to, already fully dressed in jeans and a sweater, my regular air travel attire. My bag was packed and sat beside the closed door of Jenny's hotel room. I was ready to go. But Jenny had summoned me to her room, and my heart had been in my throat as I knocked on the door. I had half suspected something like this, some last twist in the already kinky tale of the trip we took together. And if I was honest with myself, I would have to admit that part of me had hoped for it. 
 
    I could say no, of course. I could refuse. Jenny had been clear with me that I always had that right. But that would mean the end of our games. And over the last few days, some of the most exciting of my life, I'd come to realize that that was something I very much wanted to avoid. The price of being with Jenny, of seeing her in her wildest and most intimate bliss, was these moments of total humiliation. And Jenny seemed to love watching me struggle internally with myself. 
 
    But she was too beautiful to say no to. After letting me into her room, she had walked wordlessly toward the bed and sat down. She already had her shoes on, strappy high heels more appropriate for a high-end restaurant or a nightclub than for a flight. But I couldn't ignore the way they made her body sway, accentuating her already unignorable hourglass figure as she swung her hips from side to side with every step. The black skirt tightened around her hips as she turned and sat on the bed. She kept her knees together, the skirt too tight to allow her to cross her legs comfortably. This kind of modesty was no longer necessary around me; I had already seen everything Jenny's gorgeous body had to offer. There wasn't an inch of her that I hadn't had the chance to admire and worship over the course of our trip. But the practiced elegance of her movements only added to the raging desire I felt for her. I wondered if she knew that, and was doing it deliberately. Or whether the way she moved was simply a part of the way she looked. Either way, the effect was the same. I couldn't resist her. 
 
    As she gave her terse instructions, I looked at the foot of her bed as she pointed. I gulped down the sudden lump in my throat as I saw a pair of her panties spread out on the bed. This time, they were pink. Bright pink, the most feminine color imaginable. Though they weren't lacy like the red pair she had made me wear to the meeting at Kynodyne, they were every bit as skimpy as that pair had been. I had half expected this. But expectation and reality are two very different things. Fear clutched at my heart as I stood in front of her, and I was no longer surprised to find that fear and lust went hand-in-hand. 
 
    "At… At the airport?" I managed to mumble through a throat that felt suddenly tight. 
 
    "Exactly," Jenny said. Her white teeth showed as her smile widened, her obvious delight showing on her face. 
 
    "But… what if they search me?" I asked. I knew it was pointless to argue. Jenny never tolerated any questioning from me. She knew too well the power she had to put up with my doubts. But unlike Lisa, Jenny dominated me with a smile. And as I thought of the dominant mistress Kynodyne's head of purchasing turned out to be,  my cock throbbed and swelled inside my jeans. 
 
    "Well, if they do, they'll know that you're a little sissy, won't they?" Jenny giggled. "My advice to you would be not to get searched." She giggled as she spoke. Jenny knew as well as I did that there was nothing I could do about that. 
 
    “They have those x-ray machines,” I mumbled pathetically. 
 
    "They see right through clothes," Jenny said. "They won't be able to tell what you're wearing. Which is why you won't be going through one." 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If they try to make you go through an x-ray, refuse,” Jenny said slowly. The smile had vanished from her face now, as if to underscore the seriousness of what she was saying. “You’ll take a patdown instead.” 
 
    “But… Why?” 
 
    "Because I said so, that's why," she said in a calm voice. "Because that's what your boss wants. And last time I checked, your job was to do what I tell you. Isn't it?" 
 
    I thought of Lisa - Mistress Wu, as she was to me. I thought of everything she had made me say and do. I thought of how quickly and how easily she had degraded me, and how Jenny had watched and enjoyed every moment of it. How could I ever hope to muster up even a shred of dignity in front of this woman after what had happened? How could I even think about resisting her? The thought of exposure to strangers terrified me, but not nearly as much as the thought of Jenny refusing to play these games with me any longer. I was hooked. And Jenny knew it. 
 
    “Yes,” I grumbled. And the bright smile returned to Jenny’s face as I capitulated. 
 
    "Good," she grinned. "Now get those pants off and put your panties on like a good little slut. And hurry up. We have a plane to catch." She was right about that. Downstairs, the car that would take us to the airport was probably already waiting. Arguing was useless. Jenny's eyes shone, and she watched my every movement as I kicked off my sneakers and pulled my pants down. Embarrassingly, my cock was already hard as I shed my underwear. My hands trembled as I reached for the panties spread out on the bed. But as I pick them up, naked from the waist down and clearly erect, Jenny stopped me with a word. 
 
    "Come over here," she said, pointing to the floor in front of her. My hard cock swayed ludicrously from side to side as I made the few short steps around the bed to stand in front of her. "On your knees," she ordered, her eyes shining with delight as she pointed to the floor. I did as I was told, sinking down in front of her in a pose of absolute submission while she gloated over me. 
 
    "First, you need to apologize for daring to question me," Jenny smirked. "I'm your boss. When I tell you to do something, you do it. When I say jump, you say, 'how high, boss?' Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes," I growled. I was close enough to her now to smell her perfume, and it added another bright point of desire to the conflagration already raging inside me. The warmth of her gorgeous body just in front of me, just out of reach, haunted me. I felt as though the power she had over me grew stronger, the closer I was to her. Anytime she so much as touched me, all my desire to fight her vanished as though it had never been. Kneeling on the floor in front of her, I could feel my pitiful resistance crumbling by the second. 
 
    "Yes, what?" Jenny's eyes glittered dangerously. And I knew what she wanted. After what she had seen Lisa do to me, she wanted the same for herself. Another little token of submission, my inferiority to her exposed once more. And I knew, as the words left my mouth, that they were destined to become a huge part of my vocabulary from that point forward. 
 
    "Yes, boss," I said. And Jenny clapped her hands in glee, her bright laughter bubbling up from her throat to fill the hotel room as she squealed in her triumph. 
 
    "That's better," Jenny grinned. "It's about time you show me the respect I deserve. Now, apologize for daring to question me." 
 
    "Sorry, boss," I croaked as Jenny once again erupted in delighted laughter. "I'm sorry I questioned you." The sharp heel of one of her shoes pointed at my chest as she straightened her leg. 
 
    "You may kiss my foot," she said imperiously, and I could feel the joy bubbling up inside her as I bent my head to do is I was told. The skin of her toes was warm and soft against my lips as I debased myself, my cock surging as I kissed her over and over again, gently cupping her heel in my hands. I went on kissing as Jenny spoke, knowing it was unwise to stop until she told me to do so. 
 
    "You should be grateful you get to wear my panties," Jenny went on, warming to her subject as I groveled at her feet, her sense of power fueling her desire as she loomed over me. "It's a privilege for you to touch anything that touched my pussy. Isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, boss," I mumbled against her foot as I carried on kissing. My cock was at full mast, throbbing in time with my heartbeat as desire clawed my insides. And Jenny knew as well as I did that in the state I was in, she could get me to say or do more or less anything she wanted. 
 
    "Besides, this is an extra special treat," Jenny went on.  "Those panties you're holding? I wore those this morning. I was thinking about this, thinking about making you wear them, and I creamed myself right in those panties." 
 
    "Oh my God." My lips trembled as I gasped, the kisses that I was showering Jenny's foot with finally stopping. She grinned down at me, her eyes blazing more fiercely than ever as she studied the expression on my face. 
 
    "That's right," she smirked. "Just imagine it. I know you're thinking about it already. Me all alone in this bed right here, touching myself through those pink panties and thinking about you. Thinking about making you do naughty, embarrassing things. Does that drive you crazy?" 
 
    "Yes," I winced as my cock threatened to explode from the mental image alone, "yes, boss." 
 
    “Good,” Jenny said. “That’s what I’ll be thinking about, knowing you’re wearing the panties I made a mess in all the way home. It’s going to get me so hot. And you know what that means. Maybe I’ll be in the mood to play with you once we land.” 
 
    "Yes please, boss!" I didn't even try to hide the excitement in my voice. And Jenny cackled again as she heard my desperate enthusiasm. 
 
    "So now you want to wear them, don't you?" she teased. 
 
    "Yes, boss," I panted, almost rabid with desire as I kneeled at her feet. "Please, boss! Please let me wear the panties!" Jenny's laugh was long and loud 
 
    . 
 
    "Oh man," she smiled, wiping away the beginnings of a tear of laughter from her eye. "I wish I got that on camera. But there'll be plenty of time for that. Now, you need to get dressed. But something tells me we're going to have a hard time fitting that big hard cock of yours into my tiny little panties. So you know what you have to do. I'll even make it easy for you. I'll let you sniff my panties while you make your little worship puddle at my feet." Shame bloomed inside me as she spoke, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. Jenny's idea was another deliciously humiliating situation for me, and she knew as well as I did that I couldn't resist. The desire I felt was much too strong. The need for an orgasm overwhelmed me, and almost before I knew what was happening, I was reaching my cock. Jenny lowered her foot to the floor, her heel sinking noiselessly into the short carpet. She shifted her weight slightly on the mattress, and almost involuntarily, I studied the darkness beneath her skirt that hid her womanhood from my prying gaze. Holding her panties in my left hand, I raised them to my face. My fingers found the damp spots in the fabric that told me she had not been lying, and an electric jolt raced along my spine at the thought of what Jenny had been doing. She laughed again as I pressed the fabric to my nose, inhaling the smell of her orgasm in a long, deep breath. My cock leaped in my hand as I began to stroke it, every muscle in my body seeming to tighten at once at the onset of pleasure. 
 
    "Look at me," Jenny said in a voice that was soft yet firm. "Keep looking at me. Don't close your eyes. I want you to be looking at me when you come." 
 
    "Yes, boss." The panties muffled my voice as I spoke, but Jenny smiled as she understood my meaning. Already, my cock was surging in my hands. Already, I was as turned on as I had ever been. With every breath, I inhaled molecules of her pleasure, and they fueled my own. Almost immediately, I felt my orgasm swelling inside me, rising from deep in my body to climb along my throbbing shaft. I saw Jenny's eyes widen as I struggled to maintain eye contact with her. But as my body convulsed in pleasure, I kept looking at her. My beautiful boss, fully dressed and fully in control as she watched me in my most shamefully intimate moment. And I moaned embarrassingly as my body gave in, my cock pumping as I came. I spurted my semen out on the floor while Jenny cackled joyfully, enjoying every minute of the humiliating show. Finally, as the last drops fell sadly from the tip of my softening manhood, I lowered her panties from my nose. Now that my desire had been assuaged, at least for the time being, the full force of the humiliation she had put me through hit me. But it was too late to do anything about it. I felt the shame sinking deep into me, just as I had on the other occasions when Jenny so easily took control of me. Day by day, scene by scene, she was eroding my sense of dignity, reshaping me into what she wanted me to be. And I loved it. I even loved the profound embarrassment I felt as my cock drooped, and my cum cooled slowly on the floor at her feet. 
 
    "That's quite a mess you made," Jenny giggled. "You really were excited to wear your boss's panties." Without waiting for a reply, she stood. I sat back on my knees as she stepped past me, swaying her way toward the end of the bed where my abandoned clothes lay. Dully, almost habitually, I watched her skirt tighten over the round swell of her ass as she bent to the floor. God, she was sexy. Even with the powerful orgasm I had had still glowing faintly inside me, I couldn't ignore the shape of her and the way that she moved. She was irresistible. And her obvious delight in everything that was going on only made her more attractive as she picked up my boxer shorts from the floor and returned to my side of the bed. She dropped my underwear in front of me and pressed it onto the stained floor with her foot. 
 
    "We shouldn't leave your filthy mess for the maid to clean up," she explained unnecessarily. I said nothing as I watched breathlessly, almost in awe of this woman who had made me say and do things I would never have imagined. The foot I had so recently been kissing pressed my underwear into the carpet, soaking up the explosion of my cum. Finally, she bent again, right in front of me, and picked up my boxer shorts. Striding across the room, her skirt tightening around her thighs with every step, she walked over to where my suitcase lay beside the door and stuffed my stained boxer shorts inside. Then she returned, standing over me with her hands on her hips and that same beautiful, infuriating smile on her face. 
 
    "Look at that," she said, looking down at the floor. I followed her gaze to her foot, her toes raised slightly in the air she balanced on her heel, turning her foot this way and that. My heart clenched as I saw what she was talking about. A faint wet glimmer on her toes. "You came on my foot again," Jenny giggled, brushing her hair back behind one ear as she spoke. "It's starting to become a recurring theme, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, boss," I sighed. It was utterly humiliating to know that my juices were on her bare toes, a psychological rejection of my manhood that I could feel deeply, even if I couldn't fully understand it. And Jenny seemed to revel in it. 
 
    "Maybe it's good luck," she said. "After all, you got your cum on my boot before our meeting with Kynodyne, and look how well that went. Maybe we should make a tradition out of it. I'll have you cum on my feet before any important meeting." 
 
    "Yes, boss," I said. Utterly defeated, there was no way I could resist her. There was no point in arguing with her. If she meant what she said, there was no doubt in either of our minds that she would be able to do it. 
 
    "I think I'm going to leave that there," she went on. "It'll amuse me while we are on our flight, knowing I have your cum on my toes." Her brown eyes studied my face as she spoke, but I had no reaction to give. Exhausted and overcome, all I could do was dumbly nod in scandalized assent. 
 
    “Well, let’s go,” she said. “Put those panties on. We have a plane to catch.” 
 
      
 
    "Now you know what we women go through," Jenny beamed at me while we waited for the plane to take off. "It's not easy wearing sexy clothes. You boys are lucky you're so much fun to tease." I looked around furtively as Jenny spoke. Several of the seats close to us were already occupied, and more passengers were boarding all the time. She spoke in a low voice, but it was still too loud for my liking. Jenny had never seemed to feel the same fear that I did of our kinky relationship being discovered. And after all, why should she? She was the one in control. She wasn't the one who got off on being bossed around and humiliated. My boss at work, and now very much my boss in our private lives too. Jenny had me thoroughly overmatched. 
 
    "Yes, boss," I muttered. And to this day, I don't know if Jenny planned it, or if it was just one of those cases of the universe going along with her wishes. But as I heard another female voice at my elbow, I froze. 
 
    "Well, you have him well-trained, don't you?" Jenny's eyes blazed as she raised her head to look over me, that winning smile that had closed so many deals already spreading across her face. I turned, trying to force a similar smile onto my own face, trying not to cringe in embarrassment as I faced the flight attendant standing beside me. She was slender and tall, made taller by the heels of the knee-high boots she wore. Between the top of her boots and the hem of her navy blue skirt, a couple of inches of her stocking-covered knees showed. Her blonde hair was swept back from her face into a long ponytail that, along with her arched eyebrows, gave her a severe lock that was only partly offset by the pink plumpness of her lips. Inside the feminine underwear I wore, I felt my cock throb more urgently. This can't be real, I thought to myself. How many flights had I taken without seeing an attendant even half as beautiful as this one? But even in my deep confusion, I already guessed the answer. Jenny had me so worked up that every woman looked more attractive to me than she otherwise would. Still, this woman would have stood out to me at any time. But in the condition I was in, she was almost as attractive to me as my beautiful boss. 
 
    " Yeah," Jenny giggled as I sat tongue-tied between them. "I find it's important to keep your staff respectful. Especially men." 
 
    "Amen, sister," the flight attendant said. I caught a whiff of her perfume as she leaned over me, one hand raised, to give Jenny a high five. "So you're actually his boss?" 
 
    “That’s right,” Jenny said. 
 
    "Ok. For a moment, I thought maybe you two were married." Jenny giggled. All around us, passengers were hoisting luggage into overhead containers and taking their seats. The flight attendant had a few moments free and had chosen to spend them chatting with us. I didn't know why, and I didn't care. As attractive as the woman was, I just wanted her to leave. She showed no intention of doing so as she stood grinning in the aisle beside my seat. 
 
    "He wishes," Jenny smirked. "But even if we were, I'd still be his boss." The attendant laughed along with Jenny at that. 
 
    "Ain't that the truth," she said. I felt her icy blue eyes turn to me as she spoke her next words. "Doesn't your wife feel threatened that you have such a pretty boss?" I didn't need to look at Jenny to feel how she bloomed at the compliment like a flower to the sun. 
 
    "I'm not married," I mumbled. 
 
    “Your girlfriend, then.” 
 
    "I'm single," I said. The attendant's eyes darted toward Jenny, just for the briefest of moments, before turning back to me. 
 
    "Ok then," she said, I felt something quicken inside me at her tone. "Well, my name's Sarah. If you need anything on the flight, just give me a call." With that, she turned, her blonde ponytail swinging through the air behind her as she made her way up the plane. Her boots thumped on the floor, and I felt the receding vibrations as she made her way through the crowded aisle. 
 
    "Did you see that?" Jenny asked. I tore my eyes away from Sarah's receding figure to face my boss again. 
 
    “See what?” I asked. Jenny smiled as she shook her head from side to side. 
 
    "You idiot," she chuckled affectionately. "That girl was flirting with you." 
 
    “She was?” I felt like the idiot Jenny had called me. Once upon a time, I would have been all over that. But Jenny had me so flustered, I had missed such an obvious queue. I found myself wondering how Jenny might have responded if I had picked up on it. 
 
    "If only she knew what you're wearing in your jeans," Jenny said, lowering her voice as she leaned toward me, her eyes shining once again with delight. "I wonder if she'd be quite as attracted to you if she knew what a pathetic little panty boy you really are." 
 
    


 
   
  
 
            
                
            



 
 
     8. Mile High 
 
      
 
    The dull roar of the plane's engines filled the cabin as we sort across the country. Flight is a miracle, but when it's a large part of your job, it's easy to forget that. It's easy to get bogged down in the trials and tribulations of an economy class seat, the dull crowds, the terrible food, the overpriced services that you neither want nor need. And the crushing, crushing boredom. As a professional traveler, I had developed my share of strategies for coping with never-ending flights. I had a library of audiobooks loaded up my phone and some noise-canceling headphones that created a zone of blissful silence around me. But on this flight, I wasn't using any of those strategies. Because with Jenny sitting beside me, I was many things. Frustrated. Humiliated. Horny. The one thing I wasn't, the one thing it seemed I would never be again in her presence, was bored. 
 
    But for a while, nothing much happened. The plane climbed into the sky, and Sarah the sexy flight attendant was busy about her job. She didn't cast selected business so much as a glance in our direction. And Jenny was quiet too. I watched her pull a magazine from the pocket of the seat in front of her and leaf idly through the glossy pages. The atmosphere couldn't have been more different from the flight we had taken out there just a few days before. Then, we had been all business. We had spent the trip breaking down a strategy to deal with Kynodyne, to win back the business that the company seemed on the edge of losing. But that businesslike flight seemed like a lifetime ago. Everything had changed since then. And winning back Kynodyne's business was the least of it. We had pulled off a major win, Jenny and I, but I was barely able to even think about that after everything else that had happened. Besides, to think about that was to remember how it had happened. And the role my sexual submission had played. Maybe we would have retained their business anyway; I had no way of knowing. All I knew was that Kynodyne's beautiful head of purchasing, Lisa Wu, had put me through my paces. She had humiliated and degraded me in front of Jenny, and my beautiful boss had loved every minute of it. Thirsty as a sponge, she had taken in every lesson Lisa had to teach her in the night we had spent together. And although Jenny needed no lessons in how to bring me to my knees, I saw the change in her right away. Suddenly, she seemed far more aware of the possibilities my desire for her granted. More willing to use it to her advantage, too. Not that I was complaining. Submitting to Jenny and to Lisa had been the most exciting and erotic experience of my life. Every single second of our encounter seemed burned onto my brain, looming large in my memory and making my cock swell inside Jenny's damn panties as I sat in the seat beside her. I couldn't have thought about work if I tried. I couldn't have thought about anything except her, while the elastic of her underwear bit into my skin, and my cock strained against the fabric impregnated with her juices. Everything was going exactly according to Jenny's kinky plan. And even if I could have fought what she was doing to me, I had to admit that I didn't want to. 
 
    As I sat beside her on the plane, I tried not to be too obvious about the fact that I was looking at her. But I couldn't help myself. I had always noticed how attractive she was, from the first day we met. But I never allowed myself to think of her that way. She was my boss, and wanting her wouldn't help my performance at work. Besides, I'm a modern man. I've sat through plenty of work–sponsored lectures about appropriate behavior in the workplace. Ogling my boss, I had always thought, was a surefire way to wind up in an embarrassing meeting with human resources. And so I tried to treat Jenny like any other boss I had had in my career. Even if her beauty didn't always make it easy. That, and the way she dressed. While she remained professional at work, she was evidently a woman with a highly developed fashion sense. And she wasn't afraid to make the occasional provocative choice. However, on this trip, she had gone far further in her clothing choices than I had ever seen her do before. And slowly, as the plane chugged through the empty sky, carrying us inexorably home, I wondered how much of what had happened on our trip she had planned. After all, she had packed the clothes she had packed in the full knowledge that Kynodyne's head of purchasing was a woman, not some crusty old executive whose head might be turned by a glimpse of thigh or a flash of cleavage. Jenny had chosen to dress the way she had to tease me. I did not doubt that. And if I had refused to go along with her little plan, what then? Would we have landed the Kynodyne deal at all? Or did that only come about because of the night we had spent with Lisa Wu? I knew I would never get an answer to these questions. But even as I continued to sneak furtive glances at Jenny sitting beside me in her tight skirt, I couldn't help wondering how far in advance this wild idea had occurred to her. 
 
    Jenny shifted in her seat beside me. Her seatbelt clicked as she removed it. I leaned out into the aisle to give her some room as she took off her jacket. Without a word, she tossed it into my lap. I didn't even have time to think about what she was doing before her hand crept underneath the fabric, and I gasped as her fingers found my crotch. 
 
    "Sssshhh," she ordered, her voice no more than a whisper now. She didn't look at me but kept her eyes on the back of the seat in front. And I tried not to react as her hand moved between my legs, her talented fingers palpating and teasing the hard bulge of my cock that strained against the panties I wore. Jenny leaned close to me. Pushing back her hair, she lay her head on my shoulder. Anyone looking at us would have thought we were a couple, and she was trying to take a nap against me. Only if they looked closely would they have seen her lips moving as she spoke. 
 
    "I'm so fucking horny right now," Jenny whispered. "You'd probably make a mess in my panties if you knew how wet I was under this skirt. Just thinking about you wearing my underwear is making me want to cum right here and now. Are you as turned on as I am?" 
 
    "Yes, boss," I whispered in a shuddering voice, and the tiny giggle of delight Jenny gave as I used her title made my cock surge under her busy hand. She turned her face to me, and I felt her teeth nip playfully at my earlobe as I tried to maintain my cool. If Jenny kept it up, I was liable to cum right there and then, releasing the load she was teasing out of me into her tight panties where I sat. But no part of me wanted her to stop. 
 
    "Want to do something about it?" Jenny whispered into my ear. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    "I want you to make me cum," she said, drawing out the last word of the sentence in a long and breathy sigh that made my stomach flip. I shifted in my seat as her hand continued stroking and rubbing the bulge of my cock, never relenting in its teasing quest while I suffered in absolute bliss. My muddled brain went to work as I tried to figure out how we could indulge our carnal desires. But Jenny got there first. She always got there first. 
 
    "Take the laces out of your shoes," she ordered. "Give them to me." Her hand slid out from under her jacket as she sat upright again. I gazed at her quizzically, but the sly smile on her face made me want to obey. I bent over as far as I was able to in the tight confines of the airplane seat, reaching for my feet. Jenny watched, smiling beautifully while I pulled apart the knots and drew the laces out of both my shoes. Wordlessly, I handed them to her. She swept her jacket up from my lap, and I watched her shove the laces into an inside pocket. 
 
    "I'm going to the bathroom," she said. "The one at the back of the plane, on the right. Meet me there in two minutes." With that, Jenny stood, tugging her skirt down as she rose. And I rose too, stepping out into the aisle to give her room to pass. I hunched forward, painfully conscious of the bulge in my pants as I stood in the aisle of the plane. Jenny flashed me a devious smile that made my hard cock throb even more as she set off toward the back of the plane. I watched her go, addicted to the way her body moved, the way she swayed from side to side on her tall heels, her tight skirt clinging to her legs with every step. I wasn't the only man who watched, either. Jenny turned heads wherever she went. As she disappeared behind the folding door of the bathroom at the back of the plane, I sat down in my own seat. I didn't want to be seen following her so quickly. But I was anxious to find out what awaited me in that cramped airplane bathroom. I counted a slow 90 seconds in my head, terrified the whole time that Jenny might change her mind and reemerge from the bathroom without giving me what I so desperately wanted. At the end of the 90 seconds, I all but leaped to my feet. I hope no one noticed the blush of excitement and desire on my cheeks as I hurried toward the back of the plane. 
 
    Glancing quickly around to make sure no one was watching, I rapped quietly with one knuckle on the door of the bathroom I had seen Jenny disappear into. The lock clicked, and the door folded inward. Jenny's face appeared in the gap. Glancing over my shoulder, she grabbed a handful of my sweater and pulled me inside. I pushed the door shut behind us and slid the bolt back into its place. With the two of us in there, there was barely room to move. Her body was pressed against mine, her light brown eyes glowing as they stared up at me. Her hand was on my chest, and I felt my heart beating against the inside of my ribs as though trying to reach her. Rising on her tiptoes, her slender heels lifting from the bathroom floor, she kissed me. I kissed her back, my heart feeling as though it was expanding at the unusually tender gesture from her. But Jenny was still Jenny. Soon, as excitement overwhelmed her, I felt her tongue pushing past my lips, invading my mouth aggressively. As though we were fighting, our lips and tongues moved against one another, kissing passionately and hungrily as both our bodies crackled with desire. Jenny placed her hands on my shoulders and pulled me toward her. It took me a moment to see what she had in mind. But I let her turn me around, the bulge of my cock pressing against her thigh in a way that made me moan against her lips as we turned. Finally, we were able to switch positions, and now Jenny had her back to the locked door of the bathroom. Reaching into her jacket, she pulled out the laces of my sneakers. I watched without understanding as she tied them together into one long string. Then her body pressed against mine again as she embraced me. I held her hips, feeling the irresistible curves of her body through the tight fabric. But Jenny had other ideas. Grabbing my wrists, she lifted my hands off her and pushed them behind my back. Holding them there, her body pressed once again against mine, she began to wrap my shoelaces around my wrists. The breath caught in my throat as I realized even here, in an airplane bathroom surrounded by strangers, Jenny had something kinky in mind. I had never had sex on an airplane before, and as Jenny tied my hands behind my back, finishing with a secure knot at my wrists that I knew I would be unable to untie, I suspected very few people had been in a position anything like mine. it's 
 
    “There,” Jenny smiled, “that’s better.” I didn’t bother asking who it was supposed to be better for. Between us, there was only one opinion that mattered. Jenny’s. And that was just the way I wanted it. 
 
    Placing her hands on my shoulders again, Jenny pushed me downward. I sat on the closed toilet as she stood above me. She looked enormously pleased with herself as she smiled down at me, her hands now on her hips, her feet as far apart as her tight skirt would let her. 
 
    “Have you joined the mile high club?” She smirked at me. 
 
    “No, boss,” I answered. Jenny beamed as I addressed her the way she wanted me to. 
 
    "Me neither," she said. "I think you need to fix that for me, right now." Her brown hair fell like a curtain around her pretty face as she bent over. I lifted my hips from the toilet to help her as she unfastened the button of my jeans and pulled down my zipper. She pulled the denim down to my knees, then rose. Lifting one foot, she used it to push my pants all the way down to the floor, letting them bunch around my ankles. Her laughter filled the tiny space of the bathroom as she looked at the bulge of my cock, pressing against her pink panties. I looked as ridiculous as I ever had, and it excited my beautiful boss. That, and that alone, made it all worth it. But I was briefly disappointed as Jenny didn't reach out for my constricted manhood. Instead, she turned and faced away from me. I watched her bend slightly and place her hands on her knees, arching her back as she thrust her ass toward me. The tight fabric of her pencil skirt strained around her hips and thighs, and her round ass filled my vision. 
 
    "Take my skirt off," she ordered without looking at me. I leaned forward. Half rising from the toilet where I sat, I felt her buttocks against my chest as I reached for the tiny zipper in the back of her skirt. My tied hands were useless to help me, and Jenny seemed to be in no hurry. I used my tongue to raise the tab of the zipper from the channel of fabric that hid it. After many failed attempts, I managed to take it between my teeth. Slowly, carefully, I leaned backward, pulling the zipper down. The fabric parted, and Jenny straightened up as her skirt began to slide down over her hips. Letting go of the zipper, I sat back down, and Jenny wiggled out of her skirt, stepping free of the fabric and draping it over the bathroom sink. Then she bent over, her hands on her knees again. 
 
    "Kiss my ass while you're back there," she said in a voice thick with sexual excitement. "Beg to be allowed to make me cum." 
 
    For a brief moment, I had thought that my wild boss wore no underwear beneath her skirt. But I soon realized instead that she wore a black thong. It made sense; the skirt was too tight around her ass to wear anything else. I was more than happy to obey her command as I pressed my lips against her skin, showering her ass with kisses as she bent over in front of me. Her body was absolutely gorgeous, and her ass was among the best I had ever seen. As I kissed her hungrily and passionately, I told her what she wanted to hear. 
 
    "Please, boss," I mumbled against her skin, "please let me make you cum. I'll do whatever you say. I'll do it however you want. Please, I just want to please you." After a business trip and the training Lisa Wu had subjected me to, I knew exactly how to play the part of the submissive sex slave. And Jenny sighed with pleasure as she listened to me, basking once again in her own inarguable sexual power. 
 
    "Good boy," she purred. When she was finally happy with my submissiveness, Jenny straightened up, and I sat back on the toilet, waiting to see what she had planned next. Still smiling, she turned to face me again, her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her panties. Slowly, teasingly, she drew them down, sliding them off and stepping out of them one foot at a time. Picking them up, she dropped them into my lap, draping the warm fabric on top of the pink panties I already wore. 
 
    "If you think those ones are uncomfortable, you should try wearing a thong," Jenny grinned at me. "In fact, maybe that's what we'll do from now on. Every time you managed to make me cum, you'll have to wear the panties I was wearing when it happened." Her words tugged at the taut wire of desire and fear inside me, but I was absorbed in the sight of her nakedness right in front of me. Still wearing her jacket and shirt, my boss was naked below the waist except for her stiletto heels. Her pink pussy was right in front of me, swollen and glistening wetly with the desire she felt, and my nostrils flared as I detected the scent of her sex in the bathroom air. Jenny smiled as she saw where my eyes were drawn. She stepped forward and threaded her fingers through my hair as she pushed my head back against the wall. She raised a foot, placing it on my thigh close to where my cock strained against the panties I wore. The other was on the floor beside the toilet. 
 
    "Okay, you know what to do," she said. "Make your boss happy." And I didn't need to be told twice. Jenny sighed happily as I lunged forward, eager to run my tongue over her silken folds. She moaned as she continued to hold a fistful of my hair, and her hips bucked as she pressed herself against me. The taste of her arousal filled my mouth, and I hungrily kissed her pussy, my lips writhing against hers as my tongue slipped between the tender folds of her womanhood. The heel of her shoe dug into my skin as I licked her, the thin shaft dangerously close to my panty-covered balls. I groaned as she jabbed playfully at them, a mere reminder of what she could do if she wanted to. And Jenny moaned in pleasure as I licked and kissed her all the more urgently, slurping up the warm juices that flowed from her sex while I pressed my face between her legs. 
 
    She hadn't been lying about how turned on she was, I quickly saw. The wetness of her pussy was all the proof I needed of that. The sheer wildness of the scene she had created was doing its part to feed her lust. In a matter of minutes, her loud cries filled the bathroom as she abandoned all restraint. She no longer seemed to care if anyone was going to catch us. All that mattered was pleasure. Her pleasure. And while my cock throbbed, trapped in her panties and threatened by her probing heel, Jenny abandoned herself completely to pleasure. She cried out as her orgasm swept over her, making her legs tremble and shake, and she almost lost her balance with the force of her bliss as I swallowed the hot juices that burst from her body. 
 
    "Oh my God," Jenny moaned. Her heels skittered on the floor as she stumbled backward, crashing against the sink and struggling to hold herself upright. Her face was flushed with pleasure, her hair tangled around her head, the toned muscles of her thighs still shaking with the aftershocks of her pleasure. As beautiful as she always was to me, I had never seen her look better. And slowly, as she regained control over herself, her eyes opened. That bewitching smile spread over her face again. 
 
    "That was good," she grinned. "Now I see why people talk about it all the time. At least one of us has joined the mile high club." I couldn't stop the whimper of despair that rose from my throat. And Jenny's brow wrinkled in mock concern as she pouted at me. 
 
    "Oh, you think I was going to let you cum? I don't see any reason to do that. Not when it's so much fun keeping you frustrated." 
 
    “Please, boss,” I begged, utterly embarrassing myself in front of her as I stared up from the toilet with pleading eyes. “Please, I’ll do anything you say. Just please let me come, please!” 
 
    "Ugh," Jenny marked as she stared down at me. "You know, you're pretty cute when you beg. But it's not sexy. Women like real men, not begging panty boys like you. Besides, I've had my orgasm. That's all that matters." 
 
    "Please," I panted again. Jenny had made up her mind, and I knew there was very little chance of changing it. But I couldn't help it. Her pussy shone in front of me like the dwindling promise of everything I had ever wanted, and I could barely control the words that spilled from my mouth as I begged and pleaded. But Jenny simply smiled down at me, enjoying the show as she picked up her skirt from the sink. I kept begging as she stepped into it, pulling the tight fabric up her thighs and reaching behind her back to zip it shut. Second by second, I could see what I wanted most slipping away right in front of my eyes, and the shoelace that held my arms behind my back grew tighter as I struggled uselessly against it. No matter what happened, I would find a way to cum. I couldn't resist it any longer. Jenny could hardly take me back to my seat on the plane bound as I was. She would have to free me. And as frankly afraid as I was to disobey a direct order from my boss, I knew I wouldn't be able to control myself. The minute the opportunity arose, I knew I would have to jerk off in the airplane bathroom, if only to relieve myself of the grinding pressure of the desire I felt for her. 
 
    But I should have known that Jenny would anticipate that, too. Fully dressed now, she stood over me, her hands on her hips and her feet spread again as she stared me down. 
 
    "Enough," she snapped. "I'm not going to let you cum, and that's that. But I've decided that it might be fun to have my own little sex toy during this plane journey, ready to be used whenever I feel like it. You're going to stay here, ready for my personal use whenever I feel like it. Understand?" 
 
    "But – what if someone else comes?" Once Jenny left, I knew I would struggle to lock the door behind her. Maybe I could reach it with my chin to slide the bolt shut. But what if someone noticed that one of the bathrooms was permanently locked? 
 
    "I don't care if they do," Jenny laughed. "That's your problem." Stepping toward me again, she picked up her thong from my lap. Pulling it tight between her hands, she pushed it over my head so that it dangled from my neck. "I meant what I said before," she said in a firm tone. "You made me cum, so you're going to wear that thong to work tomorrow. Don't think that I won't check." Without another word, Jenny turned. A single step took her toward the bathroom's locked door, and she slid the bolt aside. 
 
    "Please, boss!" I hissed at her retreating back. But Jenny didn't hesitate. Stepping through the folding door, she pulled it shut behind her. I sprang to my feet, stumbling across the tiny bathroom and pressing my body against the door before anybody else could try to comment. After a few tries, I was able to slide the bolt shut. Breathing heavily, I sat down on the toilet again. There was nothing for me to do but wait. 
 
    So there I sat, while the hurtling plane chewed up the miles toward my home. My heart thumped in my chest, swelling with fear and desire as I sat with my pants around my ankles, my throbbing cock squashed into my boss's pink panties and her damp thong hanging around my neck. Just when I thought Jenny had humiliated me beyond anything I could enjoy, she found a new way to embarrass me. And the deep pulse of lust between my legs was an unnecessary reminder of just how much I loved it. My sexy boss was cruel and demanding and capricious.  But she was just too beautiful to resist. And sitting there in the tiny bathroom alone gave me plenty of time to think. The real source of my shame and disgrace, far beyond anything Jenny had done to me, was the fact that I loved it so much. Even there, humbled and tied up in the airplane bathroom, all I wanted was for my boss to come back and dominate me some more. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 
            
                
            



 
 
     9. Busted 
 
      
 
    The dull roar of the plane engines filled my ears. I sat on the toilet, trying to make myself as comfortable as possible. Jenny hadn't been playing when she tied my wrists together behind my back with my shoelaces. After she was gone, I struggled against the ties that held me, but it was no use. I wasn't going anywhere. All I could do was wait, just as Jenny had intended. Wait and hope that she didn't keep me waiting too long. 
 
    But the minutes ticked slowly past, and she didn't return. Twice, someone tried the door, ignoring the red light outside that should've told them the bathroom was occupied. Each time, I yelled something, letting them know that I was there. The second time, I heard a low murmur of complaint. My stomach convulsed with nervousness. Where the hell was Jenny? But of course, I already knew the answer to that. She was sitting in her seat, no doubt smiling that evil little smile of hers that formed on her beautiful face every time she did something like this. She would be reveling in this, I know. Basking in it. Absolutely thrilled by her latest victory over me. It was so easy for her, looking the way that she did. I had no chance. And I'll admit that all the while, as I sat tied up in an airplane bathroom waiting for her to return, my cock never softened. It still rose in her pink panties that I wore, straining against the fabric as though trying to break free. 
 
    There came another knock on the door. This one was quicker, more authoritative, the rapid tapping of a single knuckle on the flimsy folding plastic. 
 
    “Is someone in there?” A female voice. 
 
    “Yes,” I called. “I – I’m not feeling well.” 
 
    “Are you okay? Are you in distress?” 
 
    "Distress? No. No, I – I'm okay. I just –" I let my words tail off. There was no way to adequately explain what was going on with me. My biggest fear was discovery. Nothing seemed more important to me than that no one find out what was really going on. But with a rising sense of panic, I heard the clicking of some hidden mechanism within the bathroom door. With the right tools, I realized in horror, the bathroom could be opened from the outside. I cried out in protest, but it was too late. The toilet door folded inwards, and a flight attendant stepped inside. 
 
    Sarah. That was her name. Of course it would be the attractive flight attendant that Jenny said had flirted with me while we waited to take off. Her icy blue eyes traveled down my body and back up, taking everything in in a single moment as she stood in front of me. A disbelieving smile spread across her pretty face. Turning quickly, she pushed the door shut behind her and locked it again. 
 
    "What's going on here?" she asked. But her eyes never stopped moving over my body, taking in the sight of my pants around my ankles, Jenny's pink panties barely covering the obscene bulge of my cock, and her just-removed thong hanging from around my neck while my arms stayed awkwardly pinioned behind my back. It was obvious what was going on, even with the most cursory of looks at my predicament. And Sarah's pretty smile told me that she understood everything at once. 
 
    “I – my boss,” I stuttered. “She – she put me in here.” 
 
    "I see." Still smiling, Sarah stepped forward. The low heels of her boots echoed on the floor as she stood close to me. A blonde ponytail trailed down one shoulder as she peered over my back, seeing how my hands were tied. A girlish giggle escaped her throat as she looked at me. "Did she put you in those panties too? Or was that your own choice?" 
 
    "Her," I panted, as though it really mattered what this stranger thought of me. As though there was any possible way to salvage even a scrap of dignity from this humiliating situation. 
 
    "So I was right. She really does have you well-trained." Throughout the entire ordeal, my cock had never softened. But now it was as hard as ever, as hard as the tight fabric of the panties would allow it to become as I gazed up at this beauty. Certainly, she was shocked at what she had discovered. But my biggest fear slowly diminished as I saw that she wasn't repelled. She hadn't rushed to tell the rest of the staff, at least not yet. And as I gazed up into that pretty smile, I caught a faint gleam in her eye that I had seen before, in Jenny and in Lisa Wu. Sarah was clearly amused, and who wouldn't be? But maybe, just maybe, there was more to her feelings than just that. Maybe, I hardly dared to allow myself to hope, there was a glimmer of excitement in those pretty blue eyes. 
 
    "Yeah," I muttered. Already, I got the feeling that, just as with Jenny, the less I said, the better. I could almost see the thoughts churning inside this young woman's mind, a decision slowly forming behind those sparkling eyes. As always, there was nothing I could do about it. What few vestiges of pride Jenny hadn't already taken from me hung in the balance. And I knew what I wanted; even beyond the hope that this woman would keep my secret. I wanted her to be excited by it. I hardly dared let myself even consider the possibility, but it was there. After all, everything that had happened over the last few days already seemed impossible to believe. What was one more miracle in this unthinkable chain of events? 
 
    And while my heart thumped in my chest, pounding against the inside of my ribs as though trying to kick its way out, the unthinkable once again became real. 
 
    "I 've busted people having sex on a plane before," Sarah said. She folded her arms across her chest, and I watched her small breasts rise in her immaculate white shirt as she smiled down at me. "But never like this. Never this naughty. You two must be really kinky." 
 
    "I – I guess," I stammered. The truth was, I had never thought of myself that way. But in the predicament I was currently in, it was a hard accusation to deny. Jenny was undeniably kinky, and I would go along with almost anything to be with her. But would a normal person have gone quite this far? Would a normal person allow his boss to treat him in this way? Would a normal person be quite this excited by everything that was happening, with his manhood swelling and throbbing, constrained by the female underwear he wore? Pretending that all of this was Jenny's thing, that it was something I put up with just to be with her, was a handy excuse. It allowed me to avoid the real truth of what was going on. But as Sarah stood above me, still smiling that beautiful smile, there was nowhere to hide from the lust that roared inside me. I knew what I wanted her to do. And from the look on her face, so did she. 
 
    “Nothing wrong with that,” Sarah smirked. “Whatever floats your boat. But I’m not sure that a plane is the best venue for games like this. Anyone could have found you like this.” 
 
    "I know. I'm sorry," I tried. Perhaps the woman would take pity on me. Perhaps she would untie me and tell me to return to my seat. Perhaps things would go no further than that. She would be left with an amusing story to tell her coworkers for years to come, and I would be left with the burning shame of what had happened. Jenny, I knew, would find the whole adventure utterly hilarious. If things had stopped right there, I knew she would be more than happy. But would I? I'll admit that there was a part of me that wanted nothing more for Sarah to untie me and send me away. As long as she went no further. As long as she felt no need to get the police involved or anything truly damaging like that. But that wasn't all of me. In honesty, it wasn't even the biggest part. A larger portion of my psyche wanted far more. Something far more thrilling, far more outrageous. And in the tiny space of the airplane bathrooms, the air seemed to crackle between us. 
 
    "You should be," Sarah said, but her broad smile undercut her admonishing tone. And I noticed with rising excitement that she had abandoned any trace of professionalism. If there was any kind of protocol for her to follow in these situations, I felt sure she was no longer following it. Sarah, it was clear to me, had ideas of her own. "I mean, lucky you. Did she always make you wear women's panties?" Sarah giggled again as she spoke, and her laughter cut right through me. But there was nowhere to run and nowhere to hide from her penetrating gaze and her teasing questions. 
 
    “No,” I struggled. “I mean, I don’t know. We only just started doing this.” 
 
    "Really? Are you two in a relationship?" 
 
    "I – I don't know," I said truthfully. "I guess. I don't know what to call it. Until a few days ago, we were just coworkers. But now…" And I let my words tail off again. I had never even thought of putting a name to what was happening between Jenny and me. It seemed totally unimportant. Only now, forced to try and explain it to a stranger, did I realize just how confused and conflicted I was about the whole thing. 
 
    "Well, that's pretty funny," Sarah said, and her bright laughter filled the small space of the bathroom once again. "I can see the logic behind it. It's probably pretty hard for you to talk back to your boss when you both know that you're wearing frilly pink panties underneath your clothes." I nodded, and Sarah let out another bright peal of laughter. "I mean, look at you," she went on, and her eyes dropped to my crotch again. "You're all squashed in there." Sarah bent down, her golden hair falling over her shoulder as she reached toward me. I gasped in disbelief as I felt her fingers touch me through the material of Jenny's panties. Sarah's eyes stared into mine again, her face close to me this time, as she gently stroked the bulge of my cock. I couldn't believe what was happening. But as my pleasure swelled, the last thing I wanted was for it to stop. Sarah watched my face as she touched me, and my mouth opened with pleasure. My eyelids fluttered, as barely conscious of what I was doing, I raised myself slightly from the toilet seat I sat on, lifting my trapped cock closer to her. The corners of her pink lips lifted in another sly smile as she teased me mercilessly. 
 
    "Look how excited you are," she chuckled. "What was the plan? Was she just going to leave you in here for the whole flight?" 
 
    "She said –" I struggled with the words, uncertain of how much I should reveal. But Jenny had so much less shame than me. I had a feeling that if this sexy flight attendant asked for her side of the story, then Jenny would give it without hesitation. And although I knew I would never see Sarah again after that day, I would have to deal with Jenny every day at work. Making my beautiful boss angry, I had already learned, was a very bad idea. "She said she would come back and… Use me whenever she felt like it." Again, Sarah's bright laughter filled the airplane toilet as she threw back her head and cackled. 
 
    "That's awesome," she said as she returned her bright eyes to mine. "You just let her? I guess you don't have much choice, do you?" 
 
    "No," I said. But Sarah didn't seem to be listening to my responses. The navy skirt rustled as she half turned. It was all I could do not to groan as she sat in my lap, the warm weight of her ass on my thigh, pressing against my cock inside Jenny's panties. Sarah shifted her weight, draping one arm around the back of my neck as though we were old acquaintances. I felt the smooth leather of her boots brushing against my legs. Each movement of her body drew another bright burst of tormenting pleasure from the depths of my flesh. In the state I was in, the state Jenny had left me in, the touch of the stranger's ass against my cock was almost more than I could endure. I tried to fight back the most powerful physical urges, knowing that a sure-fire way to make an already deeply embarrassing situation worse would be by losing control and ejaculating into my boss's panties. Not that I had much choice either way. 
 
    "You know how often in this job I get treated like a sex object?" Sarah said in a low voice, her mouth close to my ear. "I have to say, I kind of admire your boss for turning it around. Maybe if more men got a taste of how it feels, they wouldn't do it. Or maybe they would. You seem to be enjoying yourself." She giggled softly again as she wiggled her hips from side to side in my lap, and this time I couldn't stop myself from letting out a low moan of pleasure and frustration. Sarah pressed the finger of her free hand to my lips, urging me to silence. 
 
    "You don't want to get found out, do you?" she whispered. "Occupying a bathroom on a plane like this can get you into trouble. I should really report what the two of you have been doing in here. It's definitely against the rules." I said nothing. Even in the state I was in, certain rebuttals occurred to me. I highly doubted that her sitting in my lap and touching me the way that she was could be in any way permitted by the airline's code of conduct for employees. If Sarah was going to report me, she had missed her chance. And that thought excited me, making my cock throb all the more urgently beneath her as she sat on top of me. 
 
    "It's lucky for you that this is kind of a boring flight," Sarah went on. "I could use a little distraction myself. So if you play along, we could both have some fun and be on our way." She giggled again as I nodded desperately. Everything she was suggesting sounded fantastic to me. Not just the possibility my predicament going undiscovered, but more so, the idea of having some fun this sexy woman. I felt as though I was in some strange dream as she rose again from my lap. Standing above me, she reached behind her back to pull down the zipper of her skirt. Just as Jenny had done earlier, she draped it over the sink, about the only place in the confined space of the toilet that was marginally better than the floor. I watched open-mouthed, hardly daring to believe what was happening as she pulled down her pantyhose to her knees. The panties followed, and then she took half a step toward me, climbing into my lap again, facing me this time. Her knees gripped my sides as she straddled me. She reached down between her legs, and I felt her fingers plucking at the waistband of Jenny's panties. With a little effort, moving awkwardly in the small space, Sarah pulled the panties down. My cock sprang free, hard and ready, already reaching toward her as though nothing mattered in the world except physical pleasure. And Sarah smiled happily as she wrapped her fingers around it, slowly stroking my manhood while I gasped and moaned. Adjusting her position, she rose up, and I felt the wet entrance of her pussy against the head of my cock. Sinking slowly down, she fed my member inside her own body, and both of us moaned in rapturous delight as I entered her. She sank all the way down in my lap, her arms draped over my shoulders as her pussy engulfed my cock. Her eyes opened again, and her teeth gleamed as she smiled at me, as though even she couldn't believe what she was doing. 
 
    "This is so naughty," she whispered. And I nodded dumbly, barely capable of rational thought with all the hormones of pleasure that swirled through me. After all the teasing I had endured, after being forced to kiss my boss's beautiful ass and eat her pussy without any reciprocal pleasure, I felt as though I could explode at any second. But I didn't want to. This was one of the most exciting experiences of my life up to that point, and I wanted to prolong the pleasure. Besides, even in the situation I was in, I still had my share of male pride. I wanted Sarah to be satisfied with my performance. So as she began to move, her pussy sliding up and down my cock as she rode it, I tried to hold back my orgasm. 
 
    "Is this hers?" Sarah's voice was already breathless as she grabbed the thong that hung around my neck. She didn't need to clarify who she was talking about. Who else with the underwear belong to? I nodded, and Sarah laughed loudly, the joyful sound sharpened by an edge of pleasure as she continued to rock up and down on top of me. 
 
    "Oh my God," Sarah gasped. "She's so mean to you. And you love it, don't you, you little bitch?" 
 
    "Yes," I panted, completely overwhelmed with physical pleasure. "I love it. I do. Oh, fuck." Sarah was bouncing up and down in my lap more vigorously now, the tiny airplane toilet rocking under our combined weight as she rode my cock. One of her hands gripped the back of my neck, and the other held Jenny's thong in a tight fist. The elastic grew tighter around my neck as Sarah tugged at it, twisting it, her movements becoming more and more uncontrolled and animalistic as she convulsed in pleasure. I moaned out loud as I felt her pussy tighten around my cock. Her thighs pressed against mine as she struggled to keep her balance, and I knew that she was close. I only had to hold out a little longer, to be able to declare a hollow victory in the pointless game I was playing. Victories for me had been in short supply. But then again, I had no complaints. Without Jenny's crazy games, there was no way I would have a pretty flight attendant riding me in the bathroom of a plane. Whatever else life had become since Jenny decided for whatever reason to begin dominating me, I couldn't say it wasn't fun. 
 
    Sarah's entire body seemed to spasm at once. With a loud gasp, she pulled me against her, pressing my head against her shirt front as her thighs squeezed my hips. And I moaned loudly, forgetting everything else as her pussy squeezed my cock tight like a first. She cried out, and I lost all control of myself. With a loud yell, I emptied myself into her, my cock spurting like a fire hose as I pumped what seemed like the biggest orgasm of my life into the stranger's body. 
 
    As pleasure rolled through her, Sarah relaxed. I slumped against the wall behind me as she let go of my head and sighed. Clumsily, she rose to her feet, her boots thumping on the bathroom floor as she stood. I watched dully as she pulled up her panties and pantyhose, then stepped back into her skirt and zipped it up. Turning to the barely adequate mirror above the sink, she plucked at her uniform, smoothing stray hairs back from her face as she tried to assume a professional look once again. The bloom in her cheeks gave her away. That, and the jelly-legged clumsiness of her movements. In the dull fog that followed a powerful orgasm, I watched without saying a word. I didn't even ask her to untie me. Just like Jenny, Sarah would do whatever she wanted to do, and my input seemed to count for next to nothing. All I was to these women was a toy, a way to scratch a deviant sexual itch that they could use whenever they felt like and discard at their convenience. And it felt fantastic. 
 
    Back in uniform, Sarah turned to me again. Her eyes were glassy with pleasure, but I could still see the mischief that sparkled in their frosty depths. She bent over me again, and stuffed my softened cock, still shining with her juices, back into Jenny's pink panties. I shifted obligingly on the seat as she pulled up my jeans. Then, reaching behind my back, I felt her nimble fingers pulling at the knots of the laces that held my wrists together. After a few moments, the laces fell away. I could move my arms again. A red pattern of dented skin showed how tightly the laces had held me as I tried to massage some feeling back into my forearms. Sarah compressed the laces into a small ball in her hand and handed them to me. 
 
    “You can’t spend the whole flight in here,” she said, strangely businesslike after everything that had just happened. “You need to return to your seat.” 
 
    "Okay," I said. Rising to my feet, I felt the feeling return to my numbed legs as I pulled my jeans up. Mere inches away from me, our bodies close together in the confined space, Sarah watched without saying a word. Only as I reached for the thong that still hung around my neck did she stop me. Laying her hand on mine, she stared into my eyes with a look of naughty delight that made my heart flutter. 
 
    "Leave that on," she said, a slight smile returning to her lips again as she spoke. "No one will notice if we're quick. And if they do, they do." Slowly, not understanding what she was talking about, I nevertheless lowered my hands to my sides. And Sarah took hold of Jenny's thong again, gripping it in her fist as she turned to the door. "Let's go," she said. And I barely had time to react as she slid back the bolt and pulled the toilet door open. 
 
    Sarah’s boots thumped on the floor of the cabin as she strode quickly along the aisle. I hurried along behind her, trying to keep as close as possible in the hope that no one would notice. We walked quickly, but she was leading me down the aisle of a crowded plane by a thong around my neck. Like a dog on a leash, I hurried along at her heels, feeling my face blushed crimson with shame as heads turned toward us. Sarah kept on walking, her gaze fixed straight ahead of her as though she didn’t notice other passengers looking our way. As I followed along behind her, half hypnotized by the sway of her body, I felt once again, unbelievably, the stirrings of lust inside me. 
 
    Finally, we reached my empty seat. Sarah released her hold on the thong, and I flopped down gratefully in the chair beside Jenny. Jenny lifted her head from a magazine, her eyes widening in surprise as she looked first at me, and then at Sarah. Her mouth fell open, and her eyes darted between the two of us as she tried to piece together what had happened. 
 
    "I believe this belongs to you," Sarah said. And I watched the smile spread across my boss's pretty face as she realized what was happening. I sat slumped in my seat between two beautiful and powerful women, barely able to speak, barely able to endure the embarrassed prickling of my skin in the knowledge of what these two had done to me. 
 
    “Yes, thank you,” Jenny said. “I hope he didn’t give you too much trouble?” 
 
    "No, he was as meek as a lamb," Sarah said, a sly smile that matched Jenny's glowing on her gorgeous features. "You really do have him well-trained." With that, she turned and strode up the aisle toward the front of the plane. I watched her go, my chest rising and falling as I tried to process what had happened, what was continuing to happen. And Jenny's seat creaked under her weight as she turned toward me. 
 
    "You can take this off now," she said in a quiet voice, a single finger flicking at her thong that still hung around my neck. Hurriedly, I pulled the underwear over my head and stuffed it into a pocket of my jeans. An electric jolt passed through me as I remembered what Jenny had said about it. If there had ever been any doubt in my mind, it was vanished now. Jenny intended to keep these wild games going between us, even in the workplace. And the thought of what lay in our future shone before me, my spent cock already beginning to rise and swell in my jeans again as I tried to imagine what the future might hold. 
 
    “Did she find you in there?” Jenny asked in a quiet voice. 
 
    "Yes," I whispered back, hardly able to meet my boss's eyes. 
 
    "What did she do? No, don't tell me. Not yet. Once we get off this plane, I want to hear all about it. Spare no detail." 
 
    “Yes, boss,” I muttered. I knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that those two words would quickly become a mantra whenever I was in Jenny’s company from that moment forth. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
            
                
            



 
 
     10. Worshiping The Boss 
 
      
 
    Under the shower, I blinked the sleep out of my eyes. It felt as though I had hardly closed my eyes before the alarm clock began its incessant beeping, dragging me back from a fractured and sleepless night to the merciless brightness of the day. How much easier it would all have been if it had, in fact, been a dream. But I knew within a split second of waking up that I hadn't imagined any of it. Everything that happened between Jenny and me, with Lisa Wu, with Sarah the flight attendant, was utterly real. I didn't have the imagination to come up with such things by myself. Only Jenny could do that. And if the events of the trip were real, that meant that today was going to be a day at work unlike any other. Jenny's instructions had been clear. And nothing over the past few days give me any reason to doubt her seriousness. Quite the opposite. But I was afraid all the same. Everything that happened with Lisa Wu, with Sarah, as exciting and humiliating as it had all been, had happened over the course of the trip. I would probably never see those women again. They would remember what they had done to me, just as I always would. But I wouldn't have to be reminded of it constantly, on a daily basis. With Jenny, I would. She was still my boss, but she now knew things about me that I had barely known myself before our trip started. How would I be able to look her in the face ever again? And what if someone else found out? There was no explicit rule against interoffice romances, besides a general don't-ask, don't-tell policy. But relationships between bosses and their subordinates are always fraught with peril. Besides, this was no ordinary relationship. It was clear to me that Jenny intended to bring what was happening between us into the workplace, at least a little. And that was what scared me the most. 
 
    As I washed, my mind raced. I shouldn't do it. What had happened on the trip had happened, and nothing I said or did could undo that. But now I could put a stop to things. I could look Jenny in the eye and tell her that she had had her fun, but it was time for things between us to go back to the way they had always been. For us to have a professional working relationship, and nothing more. But as I imagined myself walking into her office, staring at that pretty face and saying the words, my nerve failed. How could I do that? Why would I do that? As difficult as the past week had been, it had also been one of the most exciting adventures of my life. I didn't want it to end. And if that meant humiliating myself again, wearing Jenny's panties to work underneath my regular clothes, was it really such a high price to pay? 
 
    Under the warm water, my cock surged. Just the thought of my boss and her sexual domination of me was more than enough to get me going. I couldn't help myself. I was like an addict, fiending for my next dopamine hit. And it waited for me there at the office. Jenny's face, her body, her sly smile, all shone before me as though materializing from the slick tiles of the shower. I was already reaching for my cock before I realized. I'd spent half the previous night masturbating, unable to sleep as I picked over the memories of the past few days. But nothing seemed to scratch that itch for any length of time. Quickly, I rubbed myself to orgasm, conscious of the ticking clock and the risk that came with being late. Jenny had never been a tyrant about such things, but that was before. Back when she was just my boss, instead of… Whatever she was now. Boss, she liked me to call her. And she was decidedly that, in the office and outside of it. Even here in my own home, her presence hovered over me, her will reaching across time and space and forcing me to yield. I felt slightly dizzy from orgasm as I stepped out of the shower and quickly dried myself off. 
 
    Back in my bedroom, Jenny's panties waited. Her black thong lay on the bed close to the hollow impression my body had made during the night. Her smell still clung to the fabric, and I'd pressed it to my nose in the darkness of the night when lust overwhelmed my shame. What if it was all a joke? What if Jenny didn't believe I would actually go through with it? I would be humiliated. But it would hardly be the first time. Sighing wearily, I reached over the bed and picked up the thong. Quickly, I pulled the feminine underwear on. 
 
    The thin back slid between my cheeks, and I grunted uncomfortably. The tiny scrap of fabric in front encased my cock tightly as I stuffed it inside. Jenny was delightfully curvaceous, but her underwear was never going to fit me. That, I suppose, was the point. She had made her rule clear. Anytime I made her cum, I would have to wear the panties she had been wearing when it happened. Like some shameful trophy. But as I remembered our adventure in the airplane bathroom, and my cock pressed desperately against the thin fabric as it swelled, I knew I would do it all again if I had to. Just to see her moan in pleasure, just to taste her passion on my tongue. A little humiliation was worth that shining prize. 
 
    Hurriedly, I pulled on the rest of my clothes. Dress pants, a button-down shirt, and a tie. There was no official dress code at the office, but most people defaulted to business casual. Besides, I'm a salesman. I can never know for sure when I might need to meet with a client, and it made sense in my line of work to be ready for anything. Although I had never quite imagined that anything would look like this. 
 
    I rode the elevator to the parking garage and got into my car without seeing another soul. Jenny's thong was uncomfortable, tightening around me further as I sat down. There was no way I was going to forget what I was wearing under my pants. And that, I knew, was exactly what my devious boss wanted. She wanted me thinking of her. As though I had any choice. As though I could think of anything else. And as I drove to the office, distractedly finding a path through morning traffic, Jenny's image seemed to hover in front of me at all times, her wicked smile making my heart beat faster as my cock surged inside her panties. 
 
    At the office, I headed first to the kitchen. I needed coffee, after the night I had had. Anything to jolt me out of the fog of a sleepless night. While I fixed my cup, I exchanged greetings with my arriving coworkers. No one acted in any way out of the ordinary, and I reminded myself that there was no reason to think that they would. They didn't know what had happened on our business trip. They didn't know what underwear I was wearing. After everything that happened, it was almost hard for me to believe that other people were just going on with their ordinary lives. I had worried that something in my manner would give me away, some dark hint of the changes that had occurred in me over the last few days. But I told myself I was being paranoid. And I uselessly tried to control the embarrassed heat in my cheeks as I attempted to exchange small talk with my coworkers. How was your week? Oh, not bad. Nothing out of the ordinary. I was never going to forget the week I had had with Jenny, no matter how long I lived. But I had to pretend that it was a routine business trip, and that the only thing of note that had happened was closing the deal with Kynodyne that Jenny and I had been sent to achieve. 
 
    But I couldn't stay in the kitchen forever. My desk was upstairs. And I had already seen Jenny's car in the parking lot outside. I knew that she was upstairs too. I would have to face her sooner or later. Maybe it was better to get it over with. Maybe once I did, I could get a read on how serious she was about what she'd said. I couldn't have forgotten a single word that passed between us during our trip, even if I tried. Jenny told me to wear her panties, and told me that she would check to make sure I did. Would she follow through with it? There was only one way to find out. 
 
    I climbed the stairs up toward the rest of the office with the heavy tread of a condemned man. But inside my chest, my heart was swelling with life. Whatever else it might be, what had happened between Jenny and me was thrilling. I had never been so excited to go to work. Even if I was scared, too. Scared by what else Jenny might make me do. After all, it was as clear to her as it was to me that I wouldn't stop her. I couldn't. 
 
    Setting my steaming mug of coffee down, I took a seat at my desk and pulled my laptop out of my back. The smell of coffee permeated the whole office as the rest of the staff appeared at their desks one by one. The door to Jenny's office was closed. Her office was at the back of the space, against the wall that separated our work area from the dull thump of the factory behind. Jenny's only window looked down on the production line. Not the most inspiring view, but it gave her some privacy. It was an old-fashioned building, a relic of a more formal age when a boss's job was to stand aloof above his employees – and it was always his. Never hers, back then. If Jenny was the lucky recipient of societal changes that had made it possible for a woman to rise to the level she'd achieved, it was puzzling that she had such old-fashioned ideas. At least where it came to me. Jenny was a warm and friendly boss to all of us, even me, before our business trip. But clearly, there was another impulse at work inside her. A dark part of her psyche that took pleasure in the erotic possibilities of the power dynamic. A part that wanted to be the boss, with all that that entailed. The old-fashioned kind of boss who treated employees as their personal stock. There was that dull throb of my cock inside her panties again. 
 
    Everyone in the office was at the desk when the door to Jenny's office flew open. She strode out into the open space, and almost involuntarily, I raised my eyes from my screen to look at her. Jenny had never been afraid to make a bold fashion choice. But the outfit she wore that day would've been more appropriate for a nightclub than it was for an early morning office. She wore a deep blue dress that fit her body like a sheath, clinging to her mouthwatering curves as she moved. And she moved as appealingly as ever, her body swaying from side to side with every step she took in the tall boots that rose up to just below her knees, where the hem of her dress bared a few inches of skin. The boots were heavy black leather things, with laces that rose up the front from toe to knee. The tall heel gave a feminine edge to the otherwise severe footwear. My cock swelled again as the breath caught in my chest. If Jenny had set out to look as dominant as dress conventions would allow, she had achieved it. I couldn't help feeling that the outfit was for my benefit, more than anyone else's. After all, no one else at the office suspected she had that side to her. I certainly never had, before it was turned on me. 
 
    "Good morning, everyone," Jenny said, her chestnut hair falling loose around her shoulders as she addressed the staff. Her eyes moved over each and every one of us. Was it just my imagination, or did her professional smile deepen slightly as she saw me at my desk? Quickly, her gaze moved on, and I tried to control the throbbing of my manhood inside her panties as she spoke. "I just wanted to tell you all the good news right away," she said. I could only envy her confidence as she stood in front of us all with her hands on her hips, her body provocatively displayed in the tight dress that would make her the envy of the other women and the object of desire for the men. "Mason and I were able to close the Kynodyne deal," Jenny went on. The murmur of approval rippled around the office. Everyone knew how important that single company was to our margins. The rumor that we might be about to lose them had spread around the office like a virus, casting a gloom over everyone. To hear that the threat had vanished couldn't help but create a better atmosphere. 
 
    "Mason was instrumental in getting the deal done," Jenny went on. Now she was looking at me, smiling at me, and I felt as though I was shrinking in my seat under the attention. "He really went above and beyond to get this done. I think that deserves a round of applause, don't you?" Jenny began clapping, and the rest of the office clapped with her. I forced a smile onto my face as I glanced around the room, trying to accept the praise of my colleagues graciously while my cock thumped urgently between my legs. But Jenny wasn't finished. 
 
    "Stand up, Mason," she said, with a familiar devilish glint in her eye. "Take a bow." I stared at her across the office, and she stared at me, the wide smile never leaving her face as she continued to clap. Pushing back my chair, I half rose to my feet. Only the tightness of Jenny's thong kept my erection even slightly in check, and I could feel the thin thread in the back biting into me as my cock surged against the front of the underwear. Was it just my imagination, or did I see my boss's eyes flickered down my body to where my cock tented the front of my pants? Blushing with shame and hoping nobody else would notice, I sank as quickly as I could back into my chair, hiding myself behind the safety of my desk. Applause petered out slowly. 
 
    "You all know what that means," Jenny went on. "They've placed a massive order with us, and we're going to be stepping up production right away. It's going to be a very busy but very profitable time for us. Keep up the good work, everyone. Mason, can I see you in my office for a moment?" I nodded silently. Jenny turned and strode back to her office without waiting for any further response. Taking a deep breath, I let it out in a slow sigh. There was no way I could even hope to control my erection with her looking the way she did. And the thought of going to her office filled me with the intoxicating mixture of fear and excitement I had become so familiar with the past few days. Stalling would get me nowhere. I rose to my seat and walked towards my boss's office, hoping no one would notice the telltale bulge in the front of my pants. 
 
    "Shut the door." Jenny didn't look up from her screen as I did what she said. My hands trembled as I reach for the doorknob; the door clicked as it closed. Only when I turned to face her again did she lift her eyes from the screen and fix me with that bewitching smile that I had come to know so well. 
 
    "What do you think of this outfit?' The question caught me by surprise. Of all the things Jenny and I had to talk about, that seemed like the last thing that needed to be discussed. As she spoke, Jenny pushed her chair back from her desk, placing her hands on her hips again as she sat up straighter. Behind her, the bright lights of the factory shone. Our office was on the upper floor of the building, with the production line down below. None of the workers in the manufacturing department could see anything besides the light from Jenny's office. And her door, though it had a window, used frosted glass through which nothing could be seen. Surrounded by our coworkers, the two of us were effectively completely alone. I let my eyes travel over her body again at the invitation, and felt my desire rising by the second. 
 
    "You look amazing, boss," I said. Jenny giggled girlishly, as much at the term of respect as at what I said. But it was the truth. She looked stunning. And even if her outfit wasn't super appropriate for the office environment, I couldn't imagine anyone complaining. Certainly not any of the guys, anyway. Just looking at her was enough to make my swollen manhood ache with desire. 
 
    "It's not too much?" she asked. Her dress tightened around her thighs as she crossed her legs, and the leather of her boots creaked. 
 
    "I don't think so," I said. "I mean, it's sexy. You're always sexy, no matter what you wear." 
 
    "Corny," Jenny said critically, even as her delighted smile gave her away. "You have to flatter me. I'm your boss. If it weren't for that little boner you're sprouting, I wouldn't be able to believe you." Her finger pointed at the front of my pants as she spoke. I felt my cheeks prickle with the heat of embarrassment. So she had noticed. Which meant that other people in the office might too. This was exactly what I had been so afraid of. Jenny had already displayed a willingness to risk public exposure of what was going on between us, but at the office, the consequences was so much worse. But how could I stop her? Just looking at her was enough to make me weak at the knees. 
 
    "You know why I called you in here, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes," I said, my voice hoarse with desire and humiliation. Jenny folded her arms, her large breasts straining against the front of her dress as she stared at me expectantly. 
 
    "Well, go on then," she said. "Show me." And as she sat in her chair, one foot bobbing slightly in the air as she waited, I unfastened my pants and pulled them down. Jenny's eyes went wide with delight as she saw her black thong straining to contain my erection. The thin fabric barely covered my manhood as my cock pushed it out from my body, the elastic straining at its limit. It was a ridiculous spectacle, and Jenny didn't even try to conceal her amusement. Laughter bubbled up from her throat as she stared at me standing in front of her with my pants around my ankles. 
 
    "How do you like the thong?" she asked. 
 
    “It’s uncomfortable,” I admitted. “I don’t know how you wear these things, boss.” 
 
    "Oh, you have no idea the sacrifices women make to look good," Jenny said, shaking her head. "But you'll learn. At least the thong doesn't give you any panty lines. If you're going to wear tight clothes, you don't have much choice. And you like it when I wear tight clothes, don't you?" Her voice changed it she spoke, dropping to a lower register that made the hair rise on the back of my neck. 
 
    “Yes, boss,” I said breathlessly as my cock struggled against the thong. 
 
    "Like this dress," Jenny went on, rubbing her thighs with her hands as she spoke. "Would you like to know what I'm wearing underneath?" 
 
    "Yes, boss." I didn't even try to hide the naked need in my voice, my voice raspy with desire. And Jenny picked up on it. I saw the sparkle in her eyes, and I could practically feel her excitement rising along with mine. All at once, the air in her office seemed lit up with sexual desire. What had always been a place of mundane work had become something else entirely, a kind of theater for shared fantasies to be played out. My fear of discovery melted away slowly as my desire for her, always bubbling below the surface, erupted in a shower of sparks. 
 
    "Well, maybe I'll let you take a look," Jenny said slowly. "If you ask me nicely." She pointed at the floor in front of her feet as she spoke, and I took her meaning right away. My belt rattled as I stepped forward, walking awkwardly with my pants around my ankles. Jenny giggled quietly as she watched the ridiculous spectacle, my panty covered cock bouncing with every step as I stumbled clumsily toward her. Reaching the spot she had indicated, I sank at once to my knees. Jenny's chair creaked as she leaned back, her white teeth showing as she bit her lower lip, her eyes half-closed as she stared down at me. 
 
    "Please, boss," I begged as humbly as I was able while my cock surged and ached for release. "Please let me see what you're wearing under your dress. Please. You're so beautiful. I want you so badly. God, you're sexy." 
 
    "I am, aren't I?" Jenny giggled. She uncrossed her legs, and my eyes were drawn at once to the darkness under her tight dress. The wheels of her chair rolled on the short carpet as she pulled it closer to me. I sighed with pleasure as the toe of one boot traced the shape of my erection inside her 
 
     panties.  
 
    "The only thing is," Jenny went on, drawing out every word as though she was savoring the way they tasted on her tongue, "if I let you see, I might get excited myself. Almost as excited as you are. And then I'll want you to make me cum. And you know what happens then." 
 
    "Yes, boss." Jenny giggled again at the urgent tone in my voice. I knew what she was talking about, and I didn't care. Her rule had been clear. If I made her cum, I would have to wear her underwear the following day. It didn't matter to me in the slightest at that moment, as I gazed up at her in abject lust. I would have worn anything she told me to just for the pleasure of seeing her orgasm once again. 
 
    "Then say it," Jenny smiled down at me. "Beg to wear my panties tomorrow, panty boy." 
 
    "Please," I croaked while Jenny savored by humiliation. "Please, boss. Please let me wear your panties to work tomorrow. Please. Please let me make you cum. Please, boss, I'm begging you." 
 
    "You certainly are," Jenny giggled. Her toe tapped against my cock again, and I moaned as she ordered, "take it out." I didn't waste a second. Instantly, I pulled down her thong, and my cock sprang free, pointing up at the goddess who loomed above me as it swelled and surged. I whimpered as Jenny lifted her foot from the floor again. I felt the smooth leather of her boot sliding along the underside of my shaft, teasing the swollen head while I writhed and moaned at her feet. 
 
    "I have a management meeting later today," she went on, her foot never stopping as she continued to toy idly with my manhood. "After the deal we pulled off, I can't see it going badly. But a little bit of extra luck never hurt anyone. And you know about my good luck charm, don't you? You know what to do. These boots could use a polish. Cum on them while you look at your boss." I didn't even hesitate. My hand wrapped around my cock almost without me thinking about it. At once, I began to stroke, and Jenny's laughter rose into the air as she watched me. A golden fire glowed deep in her light brown eyes as she stared down at me, and I stared up at her. I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to worship her, to show her how desperately I desired her. And that was fine by me. My shower that morning, the lengthy and repeated masturbation sessions of the night before, none of it hindered me in the slightest. Seeing her, even fully dressed, was all I needed to lose myself in lust again. And quickly, I felt my body responding. I felt my cock surge in my hand, my teeth creaked in my jaw as I clenched them together. Pleasure so powerful it felt almost like pain tore through me, and with a loud cry that bounced back from the walls of Jenny's office, I came. Thick ropes of semen splattered across both her boots as I emptied myself, a humiliating worship puddle forming on the floor at her feet. And as my orgasm slowly receded, Jenny's laughter tugged at me. Seemingly, there was nothing this gorgeous woman couldn't make me do. 
 
    I had no way of knowing at that moment just how true that realization was. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
            
                
            



 
 
     11. Before The Meeting 
 
      
 
    Breathlessly, I kneeled on the floor at Jenny's feet. With my pleasure momentarily stated, I felt more keenly the sting of embarrassment at what I had done. Nothing new about that. Ever since our business trip, shame and desire had become joined within me, creating the strange alloy of lust that Jenny inspired in me. But after the orgasm I had just had, shame had the upper hand. 
 
    And it was in exactly those moments that Jenny knew to strike. 
 
    She had rarely looked sexier. Sitting in her office chair in her tight dress and tall boots, her eyes shining as she looked down at me. Once, this had been our workplace, a professional setting where I went to make money. But I knew that those days were now gone forever. Jenny's office would forever be the place where I had jerked off at her feet, like some strange act of sexual worship. The wild world that she had drawn me into on our business trip had followed us home. There would be no escape. How can you escape when you don't want to? 
 
    "Clean it up," Jenny said. Her voice was low, but there was no missing the edge behind her words. Her eyes flashed. Jenny was always playful in these moments, the smile never far from her face. So different to Lisa Wu, the snarling dominatrix who had taught us both so much. But that didn't mean that Jenny wasn't to be taken seriously. Far from it. She might be smiling, but I knew she wasn't joking. While I stared up at her open-mouthed, my mind raced to try to keep up with what she wanted. My cum glistened on her boots, white against the black leather. She could hardly go to her important meeting like that. I glanced around her office, looking for something I could use. A box of tissues or something similar. But Jenny's next words stopped me dead. 
 
    "With your tongue," she said slowly and clearly. "Lick up your cum from my boots like a good little bitch." 
 
    "What?" I gasped. The shock was enough to make me forget to use the title Jenny had awarded herself. We had done some crazy things, but this was crazier still. And disgust bubbled in the pit of my stomach at the thought of what she wanted from me. But Jenny sat still above me, looking down at me sternly now. My seaman shone on the leather of her boot as she lifted one foot from the floor and tapped her toe against my now soft cock. 
 
    "You heard me," she said in a voice that dripped with menace. "You need to clean up the mess you made on my boots. Otherwise, you'll never get to cum in my presence ever again." That was it. That was all the leverage she needed. The games we played were humiliating and frustrating and occasionally even physically painful. But I didn't want them to end. I had never felt so alive as I had in the short time since this strange affair began. I had never had sexual experiences anywhere near to what had happened to me since Jenny began to take control of me. I couldn't walk away from that. If this was a test, I was failing miserably. Or passing, maybe. Depending on what was being tested. But as I kneeled there at Jenny's feet, gazing up at the absolute goddess that I worked for, I felt my resistance crumbling. My pride disintegrated as my desire began to stir again. She just looked so sexy, gloating above me like a queen on her throne. Cringing in shame and barely believing myself what I was doing, I placed my hands on the carpet and lowered my face to the floor. Jenny's laughter rang in my ears as she watched me bow in front of her, lowering my face to her feet. The leather of her boots was warm and smooth under my tongue as I cravenly licked them. I cringed again as my tongue found the wetness of my own juices on the leather, and I did my best to lick off the slimy substance. 
 
    "That's it," Jenny giggled above me in evident delight, "make sure you get it all. And swallow it. How many girls have you made taste your slime? It's time you tasted some of your own medicine." I said nothing. The only consolation of having my head bowed down to the floor was that she couldn't see the red blush that burned my cheeks. Not that she wouldn't know how utterly disgraced I felt. After all, that was the entire point. But like a beaten dog, I went on licking my mistress's boots and swallowing my own ejaculate, trembling with embarrassment as I did so. 
 
    It went on for a long time. Jenny seemed happy simply to watch as I debased myself for her amusement. My semen clung to her boots as though reluctant to let go, making it difficult to clean up. By the time I was finished, her leather boots glistened from toe to shin with the sheen of my saliva. Once every trace of my semen had been removed, apart from the dark stain that had soaked into the carpet beneath her feet, I sat back on my knees. Jenny looked down at her boots, turning her feet this way and that as she inspected my efforts. 
 
    "Not bad," she said at last. I hardly dared breathe as I watched her shift in her chair. The mechanism of the chair creaked underneath her as she moved forward, her hands tugging at the lower part of her blue dress as she pulled it higher. I watched with bated breath, feeling my arousal soaring again as inches of her bare thighs appeared beneath the rising hem of her dress. Jenny reached up under her dress, and I watched her wiggle in her seat. Her black panties appeared as she pulled them down her legs. Another lacy thong. Jenny's penchant for tight clothing was something I loved about her, but I was beginning to understand what it meant when it came to her underwear. She had to wear skimpy panties. And as this particular pair slid down her glistening boots so that she could step out of them, I felt my heart beating rapidly in my chest. I might find myself wearing the same panties tomorrow. If I was lucky. 
 
    "Pick them up," Jenny ordered imperiously as she pointed at her panties on the floor. "Pick them up and shine my boots. My little shoeshine boy." And I did as I was told. Just as Jenny had known that I would. I took her delicate panties in my hand, still fragrant with the warmth of her body. And while she grinned down at me, I use them to shine her boots. Beginning at her toes, I worked my way up slowly, rubbing every inch of the soft leather with her panties. Gradually, the boots began to shine. Jenny watched me wordlessly, her chin propped in one hand as she smiled down at me, enjoying the show. 
 
    "Maybe I should have you shine my boots every day from now on," she mused. We both knew that she could if she wanted to. "A nice cum polish from my boot bitch. Right?" 
 
    "Yes, boss," I mumbled as I went on working. Her hiked up dress bared what felt like miles of her creamy thighs, but the darkness beneath the fabric concealed what I wanted most. Unable to control myself, I inched forward on my knees, drawn irresistibly toward her. Her knee was right in front of my face as I polished the tops of her boots with her panties. It took everything I had not to kiss her legs. I heard my mistress chuckle as she noticed that my cock was swelling once again, lurching back to erection as it pointed toward her. It was all too easy for Jenny. Far too easy to control me, to turn my body against me. The woman could play me like an instrument. 
 
    "You think you're going to be wearing those panties tomorrow, bitch?" Jenny asked. 
 
    "I hope so, boss," I said. Another burst of laughter erupted from Jenny's elegant throat at my words. 
 
    "I bet you do," she chuckled. "Okay then. Time to earn it." Sliding forward in her chair, Jenny pulled her dress up higher as she spread her legs. Her pussy shone in front of my eyes, her pink lips swollen and the slick folds shining with the moisture of her excitement. I didn't need to hear anything more. Desperately, I lunged forward, and Jenny snorted with amusement as my face dropped between her legs. I still held her panties bunched in my left hand, and I placed both hands on her thighs as she threw both legs over my shoulders. She slid further forward still in the chair she sat in. I gratefully pressed my lips against her perfect pussy, inhaling the scent of her arousal as I felt her soft pubic hair tickling my nose. The quiet moan of pleasure that Jenny made as I kissed her there made my cock surge with desperate desire. She tasted even better than I remembered as I ran my tongue over her sensitive folds. Jenny ran her fingers through my hair, and her boots creaked as she crossed her ankles behind my back, pulling me in closer. I could feel her wetness on my tongue as I slid it up and down between her folds, pressing a little deeper each time. Jenny moaned, louder this time, and my arousal surged with hers as I kissed and licked more frantically. 
 
    The juices were flowing freely as I slid my tongue inside. I could feel Jenny's thighs trembling under my hands as I rubbed my nose against the swelling bud of her clitoris, and she whimpered as she tried to keep herself from crying out in pleasure. After all, there was an office full of people just the other side of that door. I was still terrified of our relationship being discovered. And while Jenny seemed to care less about it than I did, she still had plenty of reasons to try and keep quiet. But the pleasure that swelled through her was making that difficult. It was about the only time with her that I felt I had any sort of control, as I used everything I knew about female anatomy to make her groan. Soon, she was writhing in her chair, the heels of her boots drumming against my back as her thighs clenched around my head. I felt her hands on my scalp as she seized two fistfuls of my hair, made even more selfish than usual by her unstoppable pleasure. I went on licking, slurping up the hot juices that ran from deep inside her body as she convulsed in ecstasy. And finally, I felt her whole body stiffen in a sudden spasm. I swallowed desperately as a fresh flood of moisture flowed out of her, accompanied by a long and desperate moan in the back of her throat. As her body slowly relaxed, and she slumped back in her chair, I felt something I rarely felt in Jenny's presence: a faint feeling of pride. I had made her cum. No matter what else she took away from me, she couldn't take that. In my position, you take your triumphs where you can. 
 
    Between her legs, I went on carefully licking. I knew her pleasure would have made her sensitive, and I tenderly kissed and licked her inner thighs, the skin around her swollen pussy, lapping up the delicious juices that poured out of her. Jenny lifted her boots from my back and sat sprawled in the chair, breathing heavily while I went about my business. I was hungry for her, my body crying out for sex in a way that had become painfully familiar to me. But I knew better than to ask. Jenny would give me whatever she saw fit at whatever time she desired. That was how it worked between us. My beautiful boss called all the shots. 
 
    "That's it, clean me up," Jenny purred, her voice thick with the last vestiges of pleasure. "It's bad enough I'm going to a meeting with no panties on. I can't go in there smelling of pussy, too." My cock surged at her wicked words as she spoke, and I went on licking with far more eagerness than I had lapped up my own cum moments before. I longed to plunge my face between her legs again, to feel her orgasm around my tongue. But Jenny had had her pleasure. I had served my purpose, and I didn't dare push my luck. 
 
    Finally, with a long sigh, Jenny pushed my head away. Once again, I sat back on my knees, watching as this time, Jenny pulled her dress back down. Her chair rolled away from me as she pushed her feet against the floor, adjusting her clothing as she stood. She looked magnificent. But the pink flush in her cheeks gave me an extra spike of arousal, knowing that I was the cause. The thought of her going to a meeting like it was any other day, harboring this wild secret that only the two of us shared, lit up every nerve in my body with pure lust. And from the look on Jenny's face, she knew it. For a moment, she simply stood there, looking absolutely amazing in her tight blue dress and black boots, enjoying my obvious adoration as I kneeled on the floor, gazing up at her in a kind of wonder. No matter what happened between us, I still found it hard to believe that all of this was real. That it wasn't just some wild fantasy or crazy dream that I was having about my sexy boss. 
 
    "I wish I could keep you here all day," Jenny said in a low voice. "Under my desk. Giving me head all day. You'd like that, wouldn't you?" 
 
    "Yes, boss," I growled. I would. Jenny was right about that. She always had a way of seeing through to my hidden heart, an uncanny ability to pick out my darkest desires and expose them to the light. It was part of the spell that kept me there, that kept me weak for her, that kept me submitting. 
 
    "Me too," Jenny said quietly. "You'd better get back to work. Wipe my cum off your face and go make me some money." Jenny smirked as she spoke, delighted with her own wit. And predictably, my cock surged at her words. The more demanding and dismissive she was, the more badly I needed her. That was the trap I was caught in, the prison from which I had no desire to escape. That was the gravity they kept me orbiting Jenny's brilliant star. 
 
    Without another word, Jenny circled around her desk, heading for the door of her office. I barely had time to leap to my feet and pull up my pants before she opened the door and stepped outside. Ducking behind her desk, I finished dressing and stuffed her still-warm panties into my pocket. Already, I could hear her boot heels receding through the office as she walked toward her meeting. Sheepishly, I followed her out of her office and made a beeline for the bathroom. My cheeks were burning with the secret we shared, I was terrified that one of my coworkers might notice. In the relative safety of the bathroom, I splashed cold water on my cheeks. 
 
    But it was no use. The thought of what had just happened, the taste of my boss's pussy still lingering in my mouth, all combined to drive me to distraction with desperate lust. How was I supposed to work like this? As my cock throbbed, I was made mercilessly aware of the panties that I was already wearing. And there was another pair in my pocket for the following day. Would I ever wear men's underwear at the office again? Jenny's genius was in finding a way to ensure that I hoped not. Because if I was wearing her panties, that would mean I got to make her cum. And ever since our wild business trip, that had been all I ever wanted. 
 
    The image of Jenny hovered in front of my eyes almost to the exclusion of all else. My will finally broke as I stumbled towards a bathroom stall. Locking the door behind me, I pulled down my pants and the panties that I wore, my rigid cock sprang out like a weapon. I pulled Jenny's panties from my pocket and bunched them in my fist as I began to stroke my cock. The delicate fabric still held a faint trace of her scent, and I groaned in desperate desire as I jerked myself off. My jaw ached as I clenched my teeth to hold back the sounds of pleasure that threatened to burst from my throat. In a sudden rush, I came, spewing my load into the toilet in front of me while I panted and gasped. 
 
    No matter what else happened between Jenny and I, there was no doubt in my mind that a day at the office would never be the same again. 
 
      
 
    Back in my desk, I tried. I really did. I tried to push the thought of Jenny away and focus on my work. During my time in her office, the emails and phone calls had been piling up. I had quite the backlog to work through. I knew I should leave, head out on a sales call. Many deals are best done face to face. But something kept me in the office that day, and it wasn't hard to figure out what it might be. Jenny was still in her meeting in the small conference room at the back of the office, and I was waiting for her. I had no way of knowing what else she had planned for the day. Maybe nothing. After all, she had had her fun. She had strode into her meeting, feeling powerful in the way that only being pleasured by a submissive sex slave can do. But I want to see her again. Waiting until the next day seemed impossible. And so I stalled, telling myself I should go and yet staying at my desk as the minutes piled up. 
 
    It was over an hour before Jenny finally emerged from her meeting. I heard her bright laughter before I saw her. She stepped out of the short hallway that led to the conference room, and my eyes darted irresistibly toward her. She had her hand on the arm of some suited executive of the company. I felt a strange throb in my heart as I watched Jenny flirt. She had never been above using her sexuality to get what she wanted from men. After all, I was living proof of that. But seeing her deploy that radiant smile on another man brought up all kinds of questions in my mind that I desperately wanted to avoid answering. This was just fun, I told myself. A bit of naughty action in the office to help the days pass. I had no claim on her, no matter what we had done together. It's not like we were dating. 
 
    Jenny lifted her arm from the executive beside her. I watched her say goodbye to the men she had been meeting with. All men, I couldn't help but notice. She was used to that. Women like her and Lisa Wu spent most of their working lives in meetings where there might only be one or two other women. Often, there were none. And maybe that was part of what made them the way that they were. Seeing the world around them dominated by men, and then going home to exert their own power. Maybe it was that. Or maybe it wasn't. How would I know? All I knew was that submitting to Jenny was the hottest thing I could imagine. It didn't matter why. 
 
    And as the executives left the office and headed to the cars parked outside, Jenny's heels thumped on the office carpet as she made her way toward my desk. The blonde highlights in her brown hair glowed in the light that streamed through the window behind me as she placed tips of her fingers on my desk. She was smiling, as always. But her smile never failed to make my stomach flutter with nervousness as she turned her golden eyes on me. 
 
    "My office," she ordered, her voice too low to be heard by anyone but me. "Now." I dumbly nodded and watched her turn, watched her body swaying beneath that tight blue dress as she strode toward the open door of her office. To think she had sat through that meeting with those old dinosaurs with nothing on underneath that dress, her pussy still wet from the orgasm I had given her. It was enough to make me pant with desire as I rose from my desk to follow her. I hurried across the office, anxious that no one see the growing bulge in the front of my pants as my cock hardened again. It was insatiable. I hadn't felt like this since I was a teenager, a victim of sudden and unwanted erections. But I couldn't be around Jenny without getting hard. I couldn't so much as think of her without my body responding with desire. And how could I keep myself from thinking of her? 
 
    By the time I reached Jenny’s office, she was already sitting behind her desk. She raised her eyes from her screen as I placed my hand on the door handle. As I began to swing the door shut, Jenny shook her head. 
 
    "My lunch is in the break room," she said. "Chicken salad in a Tupperware with a red lid. Go get it." My brow furrowed in confusion, but I knew better than to question her. She watched me go, her sly smile spreading across her face as I meekly complied. Hoping no one would notice, I hurried to the breakroom and opened the small fridge, finding Jenny's lunch at once. Picking it up, I hurried back to the safety of her office. A slight nod from her told me that this time, I should close the door behind me. I breathed a sigh of relief as I shut the two of us inside and brought her lunch over to her desk. 
 
    Jenny didn't even look at me as she peeled the lid off her salad. Reaching into a desk drawer, she produced a fork and speared a chunk of chicken. 
 
    "Can you still taste my pussy?" Jenny asked, her voice as calm and blank as though she were asking about the weather. 
 
    “Yes, boss,” I panted while I watched her chew thoughtfully on her lunch. 
 
    “How does it taste?” 
 
    “Delicious, boss.” There was only one possible answer to that question. But Jenny giggled anyway, delighted with the response she must’ve known I was going to give her. 
 
    “Good,” Jenny said, taking her time as she munched on her salad in front of me. “Because guess what you’re having for lunch?” I heard her chuckle as my body responded, my swollen cock pressing harder against the panties I wore at the thought of what she was proposing. Pleasuring her like this was torture, but torture of the sweetest kind. Torture I was willing to beg for. 
 
    "Take your clothes off," Jenny said in that same calm voice. "Everything but the panties. I want to look at you in my underwear while I eat my lunch." I readily complied, stripping down in my boss's office until I was completely naked, but for the feminine underwear I wore. Jenny's eyes roamed up and down my body as she ate her salad, and I stood with my hands at my sides, trying to control my breathing under her unashamed stare. It was a strange experience, even for me. Just one more way for her to treat me like an object, a toy for her to play with. Her thong stuck deep into my ass as my erection pushed the front away from my body. 
 
    "Okay," Jenny said at last, pushing her salad away from her across the desk. "Get your bitch ass under my desk and give me a nice post-lunch orgasm." I didn't even hesitate. Jenny rolled her chair back from her desk. I crawled into the footwell beneath it, turning to face her. My cock throbbed, ignored again, as she rolled up her dress to expose her naked pussy. Once again, I plunged my face between her legs, desperate to taste her, desperate to hear her wild cries of passion. 
 
    Jenny spread her legs apart give me better access, rolling her chair forward so that I was trapped between her body and the desk. Not that I cared. Every single cell of my body lit up with desire as I tasted her again. I felt her fist in my hair, guiding my movements as she sat above me. 
 
    "My meeting went well," Jenny said as I ran my tongue over her quivering sex once again, savoring her familiar taste. "I felt so naughty sitting in there with no panties on, my pussy all wet thinking about what just happened. But I have some good news for you, bitch boy. A meeting with Kynodyne went so well, they want to send me to another sales meeting. I told them I need you to come with me. You like that? You want to go on another naughty business trip with me?" 
 
    My words were muffled as I eagerly lapped at Jenny's trembling pussy. The warm juices were beginning to flow again. I gulped them down greedily, hungry for more. My beautiful boss didn't need to hear my words to catch their meaning. 
 
    “Yes, boss,” I mumbled between her trembling thighs. And Jenny’s triumphant laughter filled the office as I worshiped her once again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
            
                
            



 
 
     12. At The Airport 
 
      
 
    Another business trip. Another period away from home. Another long line at security, another bored rent-a-cop staring indifferently at my bags. Another long wait to board our plane. Only somehow, it wasn't boring anymore. I had been through enough airports in the course of my career to be thoroughly used to the process, but everything was different now with Jenny beside me. Everything had changed. Something as mundane as waiting for a flight was now fraught with excitement. It was as though going to the airport was foreplay. Because I knew that this wasn't going to be a regular business trip. This was a chance to spend some time with my sexy dominant mistress. 
 
    And while we waited for the plane, I could hardly contain my excitement to find out what would happen next. I had barely seen Jenny the day before, and we hadn't had a chance to play together. Maybe that was for the best. Since I hadn't made her cum, I was wearing regular underwear. And at the airport, you never know. The last thing I wanted was to be caught wearing panties by an x-ray scanner or, God forbid, a search. But it was hard to be grateful for a night spent alone. Ever since our last business trip, Jenny had filled my thoughts to the exclusion of almost all else. It was becoming difficult to work, to pay attention to my sales numbers when all I could focus on was what Jenny was wearing and what she might have me do to her in the privacy of her office. But then, I wondered to myself with a dark chuckle, did my sales numbers even matter anymore? After all, I was sleeping with the boss. In a way. Like so many women have done in the past, I spend my days sitting behind my desk in regular work clothes and sexy female underwear, waiting for my boss to decide to use me. It felt incredible. This bizarre relationship with Jenny had become the most erotic experience of my life. 
 
    At the airport, Jenny was quiet. That was enough by itself to make me worry at least a little. She got quiet when she was scheming. We were both salespeople, both capable of talking nonstop when we felt a need to close a deal or to make a contact. But our wait for the plane was oddly silent. Jenny sat beside me in the departure lounge, scrolling on her phone as though nothing was going on between us. But all I had to do was look at her to know that it was an act. Jenny hadn't dressed the way she did for comfort on her flight. A navy skirt, a white top, red high-heeled shoes that were totally impractical for a long journey. If you wanted to, you could track her progress through the airport by the way heads turned to follow her wherever she went. Both men and women. She looked professional: she always did. But she looked sexy too. And it's not like we were meeting with clients that day. She could've shown up in sweatpants if she wanted to. But she didn't. And that was because of me. 
 
    And of course, it was working. I tried to pay attention to the screen of my phone, but my eyes kept drifting toward Jenny's legs. Her knee was almost touching mine as she sat slanted in her chair, her legs crossed in a way that made the long muscle of her thigh more prominent. I could smell the perfume rising from her, and my body seemed to recognize that aroma. My cock was already throbbing in my pants, and no matter how much I tried to stay calm and think of something non-sexual, it was impossible with Jenny so close to me. Everything the woman did was sexy. Even just sitting there in the airport lounge, peering down at her phone with her hair falling in gentle waves around her beautiful face – what was happening to me? I was staring again. With a jolt, I turned back to my phone. 
 
    "This is boring," Jenny said, the screen going darkly she raised her head. Maybe my sudden movement drew her attention toward me. But as she fixed her shining eyes on me, I felt that old fluttering in my stomach again. Jenny was easily bored. And lately, when she got bored, her solution was usually to mess with me. I hoped and feared that it would be the case this time, too. 
 
    “I might do some shopping,” Jenny said. 
 
    "Okay," I replied. She waited for just a moment, her eyes moving over my face as a smile spread across her own features. White teeth showed as she impishly bit her bottom lip, I felt another surge of arousal between my legs 
 
    . 
 
    "Want to come with me?" she said. 
 
    "Okay," I said. Jenny laughed as she stood, straightening her skirt around her thighs as she reached for the handle of her carry-on bag. I had no interest in shopping, especially in the overpriced stores at the airport. But I had learned never to say no to Jenny. When she gave me a choice, that is. I could see at once she had something on her mind, some game she wanted to play. And even as I feared what she might be planning to do to me, I couldn't resist the opportunity to find out. I stood too, and our bags rolled behind us as we walked through the echoing space of the airport. I wondered if the people who watched us walk by could guess at the relationship between us. Were we coworkers or lovers? The answer was both. But I felt sure that none of them would guess the real truth of what was going on here. That she was my boss, both in and outside the bedroom. And that I was so bewitched by his sexual power that I would do anything she said. 
 
    "Oh my God," Jenny said with a low gasp. Her heels rapped on the polished floor as she abruptly stopped. "Look at that. That's just too perfect." In the wide space between the departure gates, a bunch of high street stores had been constructed. Airports these days feel like shopping malls, as though the travel side of their existence is somehow secondary to the nonstop spending of money. I saw at once what Jenny was talking about. There in front of us, the door wide open, the windows lit by the eye-catching pink and black color scheme, was a famous women's underwear store. The fluttering in my stomach grew stronger as I stared at it, listening to the music echoing out from the open door. Jenny turned to me, and I could see the excitement shining in her eyes as they met mine. 
 
    “We have to go in there,” she said. 
 
    "We do?" The last thing I wanted was to argue with my boss, especially at the start of what could be a long trip. I was hoping that somewhere in the course of this trip, I would actually get to fuck Jenny. Not that I had anything against going down on her, fingering her, or even worshiping at her feet the way she sometimes demanded. It was all wild pleasure for me. But I wanted her badly, and she knew that. She knew that my desire for sex with her would keep me compliant. After all, it had never failed in the past. Still, there was that part of me that resisted. A part of me that feared the shame I knew I would feel at doing her bidding yet again. I didn't want to argue with her, and I suppose I was a fool to think that she might relent of her own accord. Jenny had many admirable qualities, but mercy wasn't necessarily one of them. 
 
    "Of course we do," Jenny said. "I mean, I was nice enough to let you wear boy's underwear at security, but now, I can't wait to get you back in panties. The thought of you wearing some nice lacy underwear on the flight next to me is so hot." She knew what she was doing, and I did too. I might be a fool for her, but that didn't make me oblivious to her manipulations. It just made me powerless to resist them. I knew too well how uncomfortable it would be to sit in a cramped airplane seat wearing panties. But I also knew that I would do it if it made Jenny smile. And clearly, it would. She was already smiling, brimming over with delight as she turned back to the store. Without another word, she stepped forward, her footsteps ringing on the polished floor once again. And after the briefest moment of hesitation, I followed her. Embarrassment blazed in my chest, but I followed her anyway. Through the open door and into the women's underwear shop where no other man was present. 
 
    "Hi there," said a young woman as we entered. "Can I help you find anything today?" I know why stores do that these days. I'm a salesman myself. It's that personal touch that helps conversions. But the last thing I wanted was to have to deal with other people. I tried and failed to control the red heat of embarrassment that I could feel in my cheeks. If the young woman thought there was anything strange about me being there, she gave no sign of it. Her cute smile was undoubtedly fake, but it never wavered as she greeted us. 
 
    "No thanks," Jenny smiled back. "We're just looking." 
 
    "No problem," the girl said. "If you do need anything, don't hesitate to give me a shout. My name's Tiffany. You can leave your bags here while you shop." 
 
    "Thank you, Tiffany," Jenny said. Following her lead, I stood my wheeled bag upright next to the front door of the store and followed Jenny deep inside. Did it make things better or worse that Tiffany was pretty? Young for me, perhaps. But cute nonetheless. 
 
    Jenny's skirt swayed as she led me deeper into the store. She shopped with her hands, running her fingers along the fabric as she went. From time to time, she would lift things critically off the rack. 
 
    "What do you think?" she would ask, turning to me. 
 
    "Very nice," I would invariably reply. After all, I knew that my opinion didn't count for much. As we made our way along the racks of feminine undergarments, I didn't know where to look. Desperately I hoped that my erection wouldn't show in the front of my dress pants as I followed Jenny around. Everywhere I looked, all I could see was the underwear displayed on her beautiful supple body. And it was driving me wild with desire. 
 
    "Oh my God! Look at that!" But I didn't need Jenny to draw my attention to the mannequin at the back of the store. I had already seen it. Already, my mind had constructed an image of Jenny wearing that same outfit, and it was so exciting it was almost painful to think about. Jenny's face lit up as she looked at the outfit. I knew she was thinking the same thing that I was. She was thinking about how fantastic she would look in it. 
 
    The fabric was leather or something like it. Black leather that shone under the lights of the store, embellished with silver studs and straps that crossed over the cups of the bra. The matching panties were tiny, barely large enough to protect the modesty of whoever wore it. There were even matching boots, I noticed. Tall black leather boots with a wicked spike heel. And as I looked closer, I noticed that one of the boots had a kind of holster on the side that held a black riding crop. 
 
    "Oh my God, can you imagine me in that?" Jenny asked unnecessarily. "You'd probably cream in your pants at the sight of me. That's so fucking hot." 
 
    "Yes, boss," I mumbled, hoping that Tiffany was far enough away from us that she wouldn't hear my submissive words. But Jenny's smile deepened to hear me address her the way she liked, and I knew that it was worth it. I knew that her excitement would be peaking, her desire rising along with mine as we both imagined what the sexy outfit might lead to. 
 
    “What you think? Should I get it?” 
 
    “Yes, boss,” I said, and Jenny laughed out loud at the certainty in my voice. I desperately wanted to see her in that outfit, and I didn’t care that she knew it. 
 
    "Okay," Jenny said with a giggle, "I'll make you a deal. If they have it in my size, I'll buy it. And when we get to our hotel, I'm going to be the dominatrix of your wildest dreams. But in return, I'm going to choose something for you to wear on the plane under your regular clothes. And you know it's not going to be comfortable." 
 
    "Yes, boss," I agreed. I didn't even hesitate. The fact was, Jenny could have made me wear panties on the plane even without the thought of her in this outfit. I no longer cared what she would make me wear, so long as I got to see her dressed up the way she promised. 
 
    "Okay then," Jenny smiled. "Tiffany?" She barely had to raise her voice. The young woman appeared at once at Jenny's elbow. We were the only people in the store, and the young woman was probably chronically bored. She was more than happy to help. Jenny gave her size to the woman, and Tiffany nodded. She disappeared into the tiny storeroom of the store and reemerged in a matter of minutes with a fancy box tucked under her arm. 
 
    "This should fit you nicely," Tiffany said as she handed the box to Jenny with a smile. "Enjoy." 
 
    "Oh, I will," Jenny said. Tiffany's eyes flickered toward me, just for a moment, and her smile grew wider. My cheeks flushed again. I knew exactly what she was thinking. And she was right. But what came next caught her completely by surprise. 
 
    "Now, we need something for my associate here," Jenny said, and Tiffany's eyes grew round and wide as she stared at me in open-mouthed surprise. "Something sexy and feminine," Jenny went on, "but that can fit someone of his… Proportions. Do you think you have anything like that?" 
 
    "Well…" The young woman was struggling admirably to act as though this was a reasonable request. No doubt, they had all kinds of sensitivity training these days to create a nonjudgmental shopping experience. The girl would keep her opinions to herself. But it didn't matter. I was humiliated anyway as I stood in front of the two women, my shameful secret revealed yet again. "We might have something," Tiffany finally said. "Over here." Casting a sly smile at me over her shoulder, Jenny followed Tiffany toward the rack. I stumbled along behind her, more audience than participant in the drama that was now playing out. After all, we had made a deal. It was up to Jenny to decide what I would be wearing under my clothes. And as Tiffany presented her with one option after another, I saw Jenny frown as she shook her head. 
 
    “Not quite right,” she said. “I want something a bit more outrageous.” 
 
    "We don't have that much selection here," Tiffany said. "Not like the bigger stores in town. But… We might have something…" Turning, Tiffany headed to the other side of the store, and Jenny and I followed. I gulped as I saw we were heading to the far back of the store, back toward where Jenny had found her outrageous outfit. I'd noticed already that this was where the wilder items were kept, where every passerby couldn't see them. And as Tiffany reached for a shelf and picked up a pair of skimpy black panties, I saw Jenny's face light up, and before she even said a word, I knew at once what her decision would be. 
 
    "Yes," she said, nodding enthusiastically, her own eyes almost as wide with delight as Tiffany's had been with surprise moments earlier. "They're perfect. We'll take them." 
 
      
 
    "Be quiet," Jenny said in a low voice. But the smile never left her pink lips as she stared at me. The disabled bathroom was big enough for both of us, and unlike the regular bathrooms, it was entirely separate. With only one toilet and a lockable door, we could be assured of privacy. Jenny stepped into the bathroom without a moment's hesitation, dragging her suitcase behind her, and I had hurried along quickly to avoid being seen. And there we were, the two of us all alone in a private bathroom in the middle of a bustling airport. At once, my cock surged. At once, the air between us crackled with sexual electricity. Jenny didn't need to tell me to be quiet; I hadn't said a word. The last thing I wanted was to be discovered. But still, she pressed a finger to her lips, and set down the bag she was carrying on the floor. Crouching, she reached inside, fishing out the panties she had selected. Standing upright again, she held them out to me. 
 
    "Put them on," she ordered. And as always, I had no choice but to do what she said. 
 
    Jenny watched me without a word, a dazzling smile seemingly frozen on her face as I kicked off my shoes and shed my pants. A faint snort of amusement came from her as I pull down my boxer shorts, my cock springing out into the air between us, already fully hard. It was going to make putting on the panties she had chosen a challenge. That was exactly what Jenny wanted. And she kept watching as I stepped into the underwear and pulled it up toward my pelvis, wriggling my way into the tight fabric and trying not to damage it. The panties stretched, made of some kind of rubbery material that clung to my body as I tried to pull them on. I wrestled them into place as best I could, already feeling discomfort as the panties pressed my balls against my body. But my erect cock was another matter. It rose stubbornly from the panties into the air, pushed back against my stomach as I tried to don the underwear. 
 
    "Well, this won't do, will it?" Jenny said. Without waiting for an answer, she stepped forward. I gasped as I felt her fingers on my shaft, teasingly tracing the network of dense veins and my skin as she smiled up at me. 
 
    "Put your hands behind your head," she ordered. "You're not allowed to touch me until I say so, okay?" 
 
    "Yes, boss," I grimaced, locking my fingers together behind my head. I knew already that her order would be incredibly difficult to follow when all I wanted was to touch her, to feel the softness of her skin, the warmth of her body. But we had a deal. And Jenny loved to be in charge. While I stood like a statue in front of her, Jenny began to slide her hand up and down my cock, drawing groans of pleasure in my chest. 
 
    "You're such a lucky slave boy," she said, staring deep into my eyes as she stroked me. "I didn't really want to let you cum so soon, but we need to get that dick into these panties, and I guess this is the easiest way. But don't worry. I'll make you pay for it later." 
 
    “Yes, boss,” I gasped. 
 
    “I can’t wait to get to the hotel,” Jenny said. “I can’t wait to get dressed up all sexy and make you serve me. I just wish we didn’t have to go to any meetings. I’d rather spend all day in the hotel playing with you.” 
 
    "Me too, boss," I said. Jenny chuckled. My pleasure was soaring with every movement of her hand, and I could feel my orgasm rising up from deep inside me as she skillfully teased my cock. My breathing grew short, and Jenny kept on rubbing, watching the expression on my face change as my pleasure swelled. She was playing me like a virtuoso on her favorite instrument, and in no time at all, I was a moaning, trembling mess. I heard Jenny laugh again as my cock swelled in her hand, and semen rose up from my member as my orgasm washed over me. I felt weak at the knees as pleasure overwhelmed me, swelling through my body like music while I stood in front of her, my hands still behind my head. Jenny milked my cock of every drop of cum, still stroking as my manhood spasmed and twitched in her fist. When my cum finally stopped dropping to the floor at her feet, she released her hold. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Now you can put them on properly. Do it quickly, before you get all excited again.” 
 
    "Yes, boss." While Jenny laughed, I did as I was told. I pulled the panties into place, the thin string in the back sliding between my buttocks. My cock now soft, I stuffed it inside the panties, finding that there was still barely room inside the rubbery material. The panties had a deep V in the front where thick laces held them together. And those laces pressed my cock back against my body as I pulled the panties up. Jenny stepped forward, and I winced as she pulled on the laces, drawing them even tighter until the flesh of my cock swelled slightly through the gaps between them. She tied the laces off in a neat little bow. I had to admit, the underwear would have been very sexy on a woman. On me, it was simply ludicrous. Stuffed into the panties as I was, I worried what would happen if my cock did try to get hard again. As Jenny smiled at me, I knew she was thinking the same thing. 
 
    "I like these," she said, affectionately patting the constrained bulge of my cock and balls in the panties. "Just think. This is the first pair of panties you've worn that wasn't mine. The first pair that's actually yours. You should probably get used to it, though. It was fun taking shopping. I can see us doing that again." 
 
    "Yes, boss," I moaned. It was the only thing I could say. We both knew I had no choice in the matter. Jenny stepped back, folding her arms under her breasts as she eyed me up and down. I was still wearing my button-down shirt, but below the waist, all I wore was the panties. 
 
    “Such a silly little slut, aren’t you? In your slutty little panties for me.” 
 
    "Yes, boss," I mumbled. My cheeks were burning with shame again. And under Jenny's commanding stare, fueled by her mocking words, I could already feel the first stirrings of another erection. Just as Jenny had intended, it was going to be a severely uncomfortable flight for me. 
 
    "Well, we still have a little time before our plane boards," Jenny smirked. "You know how much it turns me on to embarrass you. I'm not going to let you fuck me. Not here. But after I bought you such a nice present, I think the least you can do is get me off." 
 
    I didn't even hesitate. Jenny giggled with delight as I instantly dropped to my knees and shuffled toward her across the bathroom floor, over the tangled mess of our discarded clothes. I felt her fingers in my hair as she placed her hands on my head, as a shiver of lust raced through her body at the feel of my tongue against the moist lips of her pussy. She sighed with pleasure, and I tasted her arousal my tongue, my cock predictably began to swell, the tight panties growing tighter by the second. But I tried to push all of that away, to ignore my discomfort and focus solely on her pleasure as I had done so many times before. And Jenny stood above me, her hands on my head for balance, wobbling slightly in her high heels as her body responded to my attention. She hadn't been lying about how much the shopping trip excited her. I could taste the evidence on my tongue and lips as I licked her. And before long, our private bathroom rang with her moans and groans of passion as I used every trick I knew to pleasure my sexy boss. 
 
    "That's it," Jenny gasped, her mouth open and her eyes closed as her pleasure approached. "Lick that pussy. Make your boss cum." As though I didn't know exactly what she wanted. As though I didn't know what to do with my face buried between her thighs as it had been so many times before. My hands were on her ass, feeling the toned muscle clench beneath the soft skin as I licked her. And with a long howl, Jenny gave in to pleasure. I gulped down her wetness as she spasmed and moaned above me, her body emptying itself out into my grateful mouth as she panted in delight. 
 
    "Good boy," Jenny finally gasped, patting me affectionately on the head. "That's a good boy." And as I sat back on my knees, I tried and failed to ignore the tightness of the feminine underwear that was struggling to contain my surging cock. There was nothing to look forward to about the long flight we had ahead of us. Nothing except the hotel room that waited for us, and the thought of the outfit Jenny had bought. And that thought only made my suffering worse as I gazed up at her in astonishment. My boss was an incredible woman; there was no doubt about that. And for all the humiliation and torment that came with it, I felt lucky to be part of her life. 
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