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1. His New Position

 

I was filing. Isn’t that how all great adventure stories start? The giddy thrill of alphabetizing printed reports into carefully arranged folders within steel filing cabinets is something that if you haven’t experienced for yourself, you can imagine just how exciting it is.

Or maybe not. It's possible that I'm overstating the unending delight of menial office work. But up until a point, I was trying to make the best of it. It was my first full-time job, and before that I'd been working a few days a week on construction sites for cash payment at the end of the day. The laboring life, I quickly come to realize, was not for me. Coming home at the end of the day Kate endorsed with a sore back was my idea of fun. So I had applied for an entry-level position in office downtown without much hope that I would get it. But there's no harm in trying, right? I was somewhat surprised even to be called for an interview, and even more surprised when I got the job. I can pretend that this was my dream or anything like that. But I was twenty years old, and I needed money. There are worse ways to get it than by doing mundane tasks in a climate controlled office. And while the pay was low and the work was boring, the job most definitely had its perks. So if you're a real fan of stories about office filing, I apologize for that opening that may have fooled you into thinking that this was the story for you. But really, the filing plays a relatively minor role from here on out. It's mostly going to be about the perks from now on.

The archives occupied a room all of their own towards the back of the office. Away from the busy central area where the rest of the staff worked, I could hear nothing of the constant daily hum of the office. The archive room was windowless. I turned as I heard the door swing open behind me, and smiled reflexively as my boss stepped inside.

“Hey, Pete,” she said.

“Hi, Julie.”

Julie pushed the door shut behind her. It closed with a soft click, and she leaned back against it. For a moment, she said nothing. It had been Julie who interviewed me for the position, and so far, of all my coworkers, she was the one I knew best. Not that that was saying much. I was still busy trying to learn the basic tasks assigned to me, and hadn't had a lot of time to socialize with the rest of the staff. I wanted to make a good first impression. Julie was… well, intimidating might be the word. Not in the way that my previous boss on the construction site had been intimidating, with his violent temper and tree-trunk sized arms crawling with faded prison tattoos. But there was something about Julie that threw me off my game. If I had had a game to be thrown off at that point in my life. I had noticed it immediately in the interview. She was an extremely confident woman, and while she was polite and professional, she had a way of asking certain questions that caught me off balance. I had guessed, in the context of the interview, that it was a tactic, designed to see how potential candidates dealt with stress or having to think on their feet. But whatever it was, she was good at it. And really, all she had to do to make me feel uncomfortable was stand there and look at me with her fixed and unabashed stare.

The way she looked didn't help. It's not polite, of course, to ask a woman's age, and it was none of my business anyway. But I would have guessed Julie to be around her mid-30s, though it's possible she was a little older. Either way, she looked fantastic. Her blonde hair was clearly dyed, but it suited her as it tumbled over her shoulders, framing her face. Her high forehead bore only the faintest of  horizontal lines that appeared most prominently when she raised her sculpted eyebrows. That day, the shadow on her eyelids had just a slight hint of some cool purple color that brought out the deep crystal blue of her eyes. Her dark lashes, lengthened and thickened by careful makeup application, made the color of her eyes all the more prominent. As a young man, I wasn't really the type to notice all the subtleties of a woman's makeup. But it did occur to me that she seemed to have carefully chosen her lip color to match that faint powder on her eyelids as well as coordinate with the rest of her outfit. Julie's jaw was squarer than most women's, but the faint hint of masculinity it gave her appearance was offset by the prettiness of her eyes and her skill with the makeup brush. To say nothing of her body.

That day, Julie wore a fitted black blazer that flared out from her narrow waist to emphasize her hourglass figure. A black and white print T-shirt underneath was cut low enough to hint at the beginnings of her ample cleavage, her breasts large enough to be noticeable no matter what she wore, at least to me. She wore a black leather pencil skirt, knee-length but so tight that it hugged her hips and thighs with every movement she made, the smooth fabric shining in a way that made it hard to look anywhere else. Julie was beautiful. But more than that, she was sexy. She was sexy in a way that I had rarely encountered up to that point in my life, more used as I was to pretty young girls at school or in clubs and bars. Not that there's anything wrong with pretty young girls. Julie was different. This was a woman; there was no doubt about that. And despite her square jaw and occasionally aggressive personality, everything she said and did reinforced that fact, from the way that she dressed to the way that she walked. Her outfit that day was completed by a pair of white high heels that showed her toes and the arch of her foot and made her walk in a way that I found impossible to ignore. This was my boss, I hastily told myself as I turned back to the filing. This woman had taken a chance on hiring me, and she had made it clear at the time that I was very much on probation. The last thing I needed was to get fired for leering at her in an entirely inappropriate way. No matter how good she looked. Remember the perks I was talking about? The way Julie looked and the way she dressed were most definitely one of those perks. The kind you don't get on a construction site.

I was twenty years old. So it should come as no surprise to hear that as I turned back to the filing, I could already feel my cock starting to swell in my dress pants. The office dress code was very much open to interpretation, but I tried to look as smart as my budget would allow. As soon as I had got the job, I had gone out and bought myself some dress slacks, some shirts, and some ties. I wanted to look the part, and I knew that my youth would work against me there. But I was doing my best. Dress pants, I was quickly learning, didn't provide a lot of places for an erection to hide. As hard as it was to tear my eyes away from Julie, I was glad to turn my back on her at that particular moment.

“How’s it going back here?” Julie asked. Still facing away from her, I opened a  drawer midway down one of the tall filing cabinets, my fingers flicking rapidly through the alphabetized files.

“Not too bad,” I said. “Just doing some filing.”

"Good," Julie said. "I like to see a man making himself useful. I just came to watch you bend over."

At her words, I froze on the spot. Although froze doesn't seem like the right word to use, given how my cheeks began to burn. Don't get me wrong; I may have been young, but I knew right away that this was hardly appropriate. If I had been a woman, and Julie had been my male boss, I might have been scared or repulsed or both, and I would have been right to feel that way. But the situation I found myself in was anything but repulsive. Julie was smoking hot, and maybe that shouldn't make a difference as to whether an unprofessional comment is harassment or merely being playful, but it did. At least for me.

That's not to say that I felt comfortable though. I had no idea how to respond. It was a position unlike any I had ever been in before, and I had no idea how to react. Although my body seemed quite certain. My cock throbbed in my pants, swelling and pressing against the metal at the side of the filing cabinet's open drawer. Straightening up, I turned my blushing face towards Julie and smiled faintly. She still stood leaning with her back against the door, those deep blue eyes shining as she watched me carefully. Her gaze was level and steady, as though she didn't have the faintest doubt about what she had just said. And I found I had to look away. Continuing to look at her meant I would have to see her face and her body and the way her tight skirt clung to her hips, the way she seemed constructed from nothing but smooth curves that led my eyes inexorably over her frame, and that was hardly going to help my situation.

But as usual, Julie seemed to have no doubt. Abruptly, she straightened up and stepped forward. A few short strides were enough to carry her across the small room towards me, her skirt shining over her thighs with every step as she swayed her way closer to me. Suddenly, she was right in front of me. I had no choice but to turn and face her as she pushed the filing cabinet drawer shut beside me. I could feel her warm breath on my skin, and the faint smell of her perfume rose up into my nose with every breath I took. She stood so close that I felt as though I could feel the warmth of her body, and my hands began to sweat nervously as I pressed them against the cool metal of the filing cabinets behind me. Even in her tall heels, I was still taller than she was, and Julie smiled as she looked up into my face. I gasped as she leaned even closer, and the hard bulge of my cock pressed against her hip. Her smile grew wider. There was no doubt that she could feel it, and as she leaned even closer, my arousal grew, my cock pressing even harder against her as she refused to move away.

"Filing got you excited?" Julie grinned. Her voice was low now, the tiny distance between us allowing her to speak softly. My heart hammered in my chest. I didn't know what to do. The primal layer of my brain screamed at me to touch her, to take those ample hips in my hands and press my mouth to hers and taste her tempting lips like ripe fruit. But she was still my boss. I needed this job, no matter how much I wanted her. Still, Julie was not a woman to waste time on subtlety.

"Or is it something else?" she said. And this time I did gasp, loudly and uncontrollably, as she reached her hand between my legs and took hold of my cock through the fabric of my parents. Her even white teeth showed as she smiled wickedly, and her eyes widened in excitement as she chuckled to herself. I felt helpless, caught like a deer in the headlights of whatever this was that was barreling towards me. But a voice in my brain screamed at me not to fuck this up. A sexy older woman was hitting on me at work, and I would be a fool not to take this opportunity. It was like something out of a dirty movie, the kind of thing I would never have thought could happen in real life. And certainly not to me. But there I was, standing with my back pressed against the wall of filing cabinets, Julie's hand on my throbbing cock while she smiled up at me, her face so close to mine that her features were starting to blur.

"Julie…" I stammered. But that was as far as I got. I didn't know what to say. Was I supposed to ask her to stop? Why would I do that? Her hand on my cock was sending jolts of delight racing through my swarming blood.  I won't pretend I hadn't fantasized about something like this, but the reality is completely different. Far more thrilling than I could ever have imagined. Sure, I was worried about what the consequences might be. But fear seemed to pale in comparison to the overwhelming lust that I was feeling.

“You know, I had my doubts about hiring you,” Julie said softly. “Nothing personal. You seem like a nice guy. But we’ve never had a man working in this office before. I thought it might change the vibe of the place. And I think it has, in some small ways. But it’s not all bad.” As she spoke, Julie’s hand continued to move between my legs. My breath began to grow short as she traced the shape of my cock through my pants. And as she stopped speaking, I saw her expression change. For all her confidence, for all her sexual aggression, I could see that Julie was surprised.

“Oh my God,” she breathed. “How big is this thing?”

I shrugged uncomfortably. It's not that I had no idea. Every guy gets curious at some point, wondering how he measures up. I'd seen the stats, and I had the occasional comment from other guys in locker rooms to let me know that there was something unusual about me. But as far as women went – well, that was a secret I had trouble admitting even to myself. When I worked on the construction site, I would laugh and joke with the other guys and invent sexual exploits to brag about. But invention was all I had. Still, at the age of twenty, I had never actually been with a woman. Not all the way, anyway. The occasional fumble here and there, some clumsy exploration in the dark. That was as far as it went. I was shy and awkward. In school, I had been a gangly nerd, far too clumsy and uncoordinated to be a jock and maybe not smart enough to be anything else. It was only once I had begun doing laboring jobs that my body had started to become stronger and show visible signs of muscle growth. After a summer of working construction, my arms and chest were thicker and heavier than they had ever been, and I felt as though I was finally starting to look like a man instead of an overgrown boy. But opportunities to meet women when you work in a construction job are minimal. I was horrible at the cold approach, completely lacking in the necessary confidence to just walk up to a pretty girl in a bar and start talking to her. And in a vicious circle, my lack of experience exacerbated my lack of confidence. Now a beautiful and sexy older woman had her hand on my manhood, and I had no idea how to deal with it.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Get it out.” Julie’s eyes shone with delight as she smiled up at me. “I want to see it.”

"Julie… I don't know. We probably shouldn't…" Even I could hear the weakness of my protests. I wasn't even sure why I was resisting, beyond the fear of the unknown. Julie seemed so confident, so powerful, so experienced, and I was terrified of saying or doing something that would expose my absolute naivety to her. But I wanted her. I wanted her desperately, and every cell of my body screamed at me to go along with what she wanted.

"Get that cock out. Now." Julie still smiled as she spoke. But her tone was sharp, the practiced tone of a woman used to giving orders and having them obeyed. And my experience of saying no to women was basically none. Before I even consciously knew what I was doing, my hands reached for the zipper of my pants. Pulling the zipper down, I reached inside to hook my underwear down while my other hand fished my cock out. My erection rose into the air between us, my cock rock hard and twitching with desire. Julie's eyes dropped to it, and I felt my cheeks redden again as she stared. Her lips parted, and her eyes shone. She pressed her hands to her hips, smoothing her skirt over the flesh beneath in a movement that seemed unconscious.

"Wow," Julie breathed softly, finally breaking the silence that hung between us, crackling with sexual energy. "I knew there was a reason I hired you." She stepped forward again, her slender heels almost soundless on the short office carpet. I let out my breath in a ragged gust as she wrapped her hand around my shaft. Her small hand only just encircled me, and the softness of her skin made me groan, so different from my own clumsy paws. Julie began to slide her hand up and down, and I moaned in pleasure as my body responded. But as I reached my hands out to her, eager to take her body in my arms, she used her free hand to slap them away quickly.

“I didn’t say you could touch me,” she said, still smiling that maddening smile as she stared up at me. “I just want to play with this thing for a while, okay?”

I nodded. Waves of pleasure were sweeping over me, and much as I wanted to touch her, I was desperate to do nothing that would stop her from giving me the sensations she was giving me. I pressed my hands against the filing cabinets behind me again, my body starting to tremble in pleasure as she stroked me.  Overwhelmed with desire, I closed my eyes. But only for a moment. Julie noticed at once.

“Open your eyes,” she barked, all trace of softness gone from her voice. “Look at me.” I did as I was told. Julie’s eyes met and held mine, but I couldn’t keep myself from looking at her body. The swell of her breasts underneath her shirt, revealed by the open front of her jacket, and the tight leather of her skirt clinging to her hips and thighs. A smile was spreading slowly over her lips once again, her former harshness vanished since I had done as I was told. My breath was coming in shorter and shorter gasps, and Julie matched the movement of her hand to that same rhythm, pushing me further and further along towards ecstasy. I didn’t bother to trouble my mind with questions as to why she was doing this, or what the potential fallout might be. I didn’t care. My body was alive with desire, and all that mattered was that I achieved the release I was straining towards.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” Julie said, her voice little more than a whisper as she continued to stroke. I tried to concentrate on what she was saying while pleasure soared within me. “I’ve been wondering what to do with you,” she said. “And this has given me an idea. I think it might be fun for us to have an office boy around here. Especially one with a nice big cock like this.”

“Oh fuck,” I gasped. My eyelids fluttered as they tried to close, but I stopped them as I remembered Julie’s command. She wanted me to look at her, and the sight of her drove me to new heights of desire. She looked so in control,  fully dressed while she held my cock in her hand and manipulated it as though she knew my body better than I did.

I was right on the edge, hovering on the absolute brink of absolute bliss when Julie took her hand away. I moaned in desire and despair, frustrated beyond belief as my cock twitched in the empty air. The touch of her hand had felt like heaven, and now it had been taken away. And Julie smiled still, standing in front of me and watching intently as I gasped and groaned. My orgasm boiled away in the pit of my stomach, the tension almost unbearable at the very edge of release. But Julie wasn't finished. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me backward so that the metal filing cabinets reverberated like a gong as I fell back against them.

"Let's get these clothes off," Julie said. She wasn't asking. And I wasn't protesting. Her skilled fingers deftly unbuttoned my shirt, and she loosened my tie without removing it. She pulled my shirt down my arms and let it drop to the floor before reaching for the belt of my pants. Unfastening my belt with a few quick motions, Julie let the pants fall down my legs. Then she grabbed the waistband of my underwear and pulled that down, too. I felt ridiculous with my pants around my ankles and my hard cock throbbing obscenely in the air between us while my new boss stood in front of me fully clothed. But Julie seemed completely in her element. Her face beamed with a broad smile as she surveyed my body, eyeing the new muscle that my construction job had added to my shoulders, arms, and chest. I felt hideously self-conscious as she cast an appraising eye over me. But it only made the situation that much hotter.

“Nice,” was all Julie said as she nodded approvingly. Then she stepped close to me and crouched on the floor. I gasped again in pleasure as she took hold of my cock. Her leather skirt creaked and groaned as she crouched, her knees together in the tight garment, perfectly balanced on her high heels. My moan of pleasure filled the room as she slowly ran her tongue from the base of my cock all the way to the tip, making me convulse in a pleasure unlike anything I had ever felt before. No amount of fantasizing had prepared me for how good her mouth would feel on my manhood, and my balls were boiling with desire as she teased me.

“Has any girl ever deep throated this thing?” Julie asked, smiling up at me as her lips brushed against the hot skin of my member.

“No,” I gasped.

“I bet they haven’t,” Julie said. “Girls your age wouldn’t know what to do with a cock like this. But I like a challenge. You want me to give you the best blow job of your life?”

Julie was smiling up at me, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders and her eyes sparkling with joy she held my cock in her hand. All I can blame it on is the rampant lust that was flowing through me and my total lack of experience in this arena. Because what I said next was extraordinarily stupid, and to this day I can't understand why I said it.

"Not much competition," I gasped, and instantly regretted it. Julie paused. Those faint lines showed on her forehead as her eyebrows drew together.

"What do you mean?" she asked.

"Nothing," I hurriedly said. But it was too late for my half-assed cover-up. I could practically see the wheels turning in Julie's head as she looked up at me quizzically.

"Do you have a girlfriend, Pete?" she asked.

“No.”

"How many girlfriends have you had, Pete?" Just the way she said my name was enough to make my cock surge in her hand. I racked my desire-addled brain for the right answer, one that wouldn't result in further humiliation.

"Like… Six," I said. But my pause had been too long. The smile returned to Julie's face, only this time it was different. Slyer and more wicked and more desirable than ever.

“No you haven’t,” she said. She released her hold on my cock, and I sighed as she slowly stood, her tight skirt groaning almost as loudly as I did. Fear took hold of my heart, the fear that I had managed to screw up something better than anything I had any right to hope for. My inexperience was like a curse, and one that seemed to be self-fulfilling, as though I would never get out from under it. Julie stood in front of me again, her hands on her hips now as she gave me another of her appraising looks.

"You're not very experienced, are you, Pete?" She said. I could see the faint bulge of her tongue in the side of her mouth as she spoke, and I shuddered as I remembered the feel of that same tongue against my cock just moments before. A feeling that, if I fucked things up here, I might never feel again.

"No," I confessed, my head hanging in shame as my cock continued to throb urgently.

"That's what I thought," Julie said, smiling triumphantly.  "As soon as you came in for your interview, I thought to myself, there's a guy who doesn't get laid very often. It's a shame, really. You're kind of cute. And a cock like this is wasted on a guy like you." Another shiver raced through me as Julie lightly trailed her fingertips over my shaft. She seemed to be thinking again, her eyes drifting to one side as she pondered. Then she appeared to make her mind up all at once.

 

"We need to talk about this some more," she said. "Come to my office at the end of the day today. We'll figure out what we're going to do with you." I nodded speechlessly. I didn't seem to have any choice. Arousal still burned inside me, but I could also feel the slow spread of shame and embarrassment as I stood naked in front of my boss. My awful secret hung between us, and I wondered how I would ever live this down. Julie turned and without saying another word, headed for the door. I watched her go from under lowered brows, watching the way the black leather of her skirt strained on each hip with every step she took, her body swaying like a candle flame in a strong breeze as she strutted across the room. Without looking back, she opened the door and stepped through it, closing it again behind her. My heart thumped in my hollow chest as I bent to pull up my pants again. I couldn't know it then, but that day was the beginning of an entirely new life. Julie was far from done with me.


2. His Confession

 

Ever had a long day at work? Probably not like this one, you haven't. The hours seemed to crawl by as I tried to focus on anything except what had just happened to me. But it was useless. I was tightly wound with arousal, as taut as a steel cable that Julie had so expertly plucked to make me vibrate and hum. All day long, my cock throbbed with unrelieved desire, making me walk faintly hunched over to try and hide my obvious arousal from my coworkers. As Julie had noted, I was the only man who worked in the small office. The last thing I wanted was to become known as some kind of pervert who couldn't control his erections. But Julie had left me right on the edge of release, and my body couldn't forget the sensations she had given me. Unable to hold out any longer, I scuttled to the bathroom at one point and stroked myself to the point of release, thinking all the while about Julie and her tight skirt and her deep blue eyes and her warm pink tongue. It hardly helped. The moment I had cleaned up and returned to the office floor, I felt arousal rising again inside me. And it was only compounded by the sight of my sexy boss as she emerged from her office to talk to my coworkers. It was torture, in its way. But torture I couldn't find it within myself to wish for an end to. It was too thrilling, too exciting and full of promise to really regret. Julie was clearly a strange woman, and my extremely limited experience had given me no tools with which to deal with someone like her. But for all the fear and nervousness I felt, for all the total lack of control I knew I had in the situation, I was eager to see where this path led. I couldn't shake the feeling that I didn't pursue this, if I didn't let things run their course, I would regret it for the rest of my life. How many men have a woman like Julie interested in them? Especially men like me. She exerted some dark gravity that kept me orbiting her, kept me trapped in a tight circle around her. And I didn't want to be free.

But that day dragged. I could have fit entire weeks into those elongated hours, the clock on the wall barely moving, the hands frozen in mockery of my plight. And even as I hoped the end of the day would come, my nervousness grew with each dragging minute. As the day finally, painfully slumped towards its end, butterflies swarmed in my stomach as I wondered what Julie had in store for me.

But as the other staff packed up and one by one said their goodbyes, heading out of the office to return to what I could only assume were normal, everyday, non-terrifying lives, I stayed behind. Finally, the office was empty. Except for Julie. Except for me.

She hadn't emerged from her office. Like some lurking cat, she waited in her lair, knowing that I would come. This was wildly inappropriate, and I could probably have had have fired for she had done to me. But no part of me wanted that. I wanted her, and if I had any chance at all of getting what I wanted, it meant giving Julie what she wanted first. Now the office was empty, there was no longer any need to try and hide the obvious erection that tented the front of my dress pants. It was nothing Julie hadn't seen before, I thought to myself with a faint shudder of anticipation. With a limp caused by the hard bulge of my cock in my pants, I made my way past the silent desks towards Julie's office.

A glass wall closed her office to the rest of the space. I could see her through the glass as I turned the corner and approached. She sat in her chair, silhouetted by the window behind her that gave her a view of the city's downtown core. Gripping the stainless steel handle of the door, I pushed it inward and stepped inside. Julie raised her head from the computer screen that lit her face and smiled. That smile alone made my heart contract with nervous desire.

"There you are," she said. "Come in. Has everyone else left?"

“Yes.”

"Good." As I stepped forward, Julie pushed back her chair from her desk and rose to her feet. I saw again the way her tight leather pencil skirt clung to her thighs and hips, and the way her curvaceous body swayed hypnotically as she walked in her tall heels. Every ounce of her body, every inch of her smile, every word that dripped like honey from her lips seemed to scream with pure sex appeal. It was no wonder that before I came along, Julie had chosen to hire only women. It was impossible to imagine any man getting much work done when he worked under her. But for whatever reason, Julie had decided to change her policy, and I was the beneficiary of that. At least, I hoped I would benefit from it. My heart raced like a rapid counterpoint to her even tread as she walked across the office towards me.

"Sit down," she said with a smile, pointing towards one of the chairs placed in front of her desk. "We need to discuss a few things." I gulped, trying to wet my dry throat as I did as I was told. Julie smiled down at me as I lowered myself into the chair. Inside my pants, my cock was as erect as the straining fabric of my clothes would allow, and I had no doubt that Julie had noticed. For a moment, she simply stood in front of me, her hands behind her back emphasizing the mouthwatering hourglass shape of her body. She had shed the jacket she wore earlier, leaving it draped over the back of her chair. The black and white shirt she wore bared her toned arms and revealed a broad swathe of the smooth skin of her chest. My new boss was beautiful, there was no doubt about that. That was what had gotten me into such a mess in the first place.

Slowly, Julie circled round to stand behind the chair I sat in. I turned to peer at her over my shoulder, but she stepped in close behind me, placing her hands on my shoulders. I could hear the faint creaking of her leather skirt as she moved, her pelvis pressed against my back. Her hands crept down over my chest, feeling their way over the pectoral muscles I was increasingly glad I had built over the summer. Her painted fingernails shone in the light as she plucked at the knot of my tie, and the silk whispered as she untied it and pulled it out from under my collar. My breathing quickened as her hands continue to move over my chest, seeking out the buttons of my shirt. She opened my shirt as quickly and easily as she had done in the filing room earlier that day, and I sighed as I felt the soft skin of her hands against mine. I raised my arms as she pulled my shirt off and cast it aside. Then I felt her pulling my arms behind me. Before I knew what was happening, I felt the material of my tie around my wrists.

"Don't worry," Julie said, her voice soft and soothing as she spoke with her mouth beside my ear. "I just want to try something, okay? I promise it'll be worth it." Exhaling noisily through my nose, I nodded. I didn't know what Julie had in mind, but I knew that it excited me to no end the way she just took control. I heard her skirt creak again as she shifted her weight, and my tie grew suddenly tight as it pulled my wrists together. Julie had used it to bind my hands behind me, and now I felt her tying it off to the back of the chair I sat in. She had tied me up. As inexperienced as I was, I had heard of these kinds of games before. But I had never experienced it for myself. Now I was finding that it was a thrill unlike any I had ever experienced to be entirely at the mercy of a beautiful woman.

Once I was tied to the chair, Julie walked slowly back around to stand in front of me. Her face shone with triumph and excitement as she looked down at me. She had never looked more beautiful. I studied the way her breasts moved in her shirt as she bent in front of me, reaching for my belt and pulling down both pants and underwear. My cock soared into the air as she freed it from the prison of my clothes, and I saw the look of satisfaction on her face again as she stared at my manhood. My pants and underwear fell down around my ankles, and Julie stepped back, still fully clothed with me fully naked in front of her. Her straining skirt shone as she sat on the edge of her desk, raising her feet to place them on the seat I sat in, her high heels between my thighs.

"I have big plans for you, Pete," Julie said. I moaned as she tapped the toe of her shoe against the underside of my throbbing shaft, and she giggled at my reaction. "And when I say big, I'm not just talking about this cock of yours." In spite of myself, I blushed at her words. I had had a feeling that I was better endowed than the average, for all the good it had been to me up to that point. But to hear it from a woman as sexy as Julie was an entirely different experience. My whole body trembled at her faintest touch, at her slightest word, and I wondered if she hadn't tied me up, would I be able to keep myself reaching for her beautiful body? Not that it mattered. Julie was totally in control.

"You like me, don't you?" she said.

"Yes," I said. There is no point denying it. Julie knew how she looked, and the effect it had on men. And my erection was a testament to just how deeply I felt the desire for her. I felt as though I had never wanted anything more as I stared up at her, drinking in every detail of her form as though trying to memorize her and the moment I found myself in.

“That’s nice,” Julie said. “You’re a cute boy, I have to admit. But it takes a little bit more than a cute smile and a big cock to get with a woman like me. If you really want me, you’re going to have to earn it.”

“Yes,” I panted, almost as shocked as Julie was at the naked eagerness in my voice. “Yes, please, I want you so bad! I’ll do whatever you want!” Julie blinked.

"Well, that was easier than I expected," she said. "Most guys put up a little bit more of a fight than that. But that's okay. I like a boy who knows his place." Julie slipped down from her perch on the desk and smoothed her skirt over her hips before walking back to where she had been sitting when I came in. A drawer in her desk slid open, and I watched as she produced a plastic ruler. Holding it in one hand, she tapped it lightly against the palm of the other as she walked back around the desk toward me.

"What I want from you right now is the truth," Julie said. The smell of her perfume rose over me again as she stood beside the chair I sat in, bending her gorgeous body over mine. Her free hand took hold of my cock, and I shuddered wildly in the chair as she stroked me, teasing me with her touch. Then she straightened up. Reaching for her cell phone where it lay on her desk, she picked it up and held it above me. She pressed the ruler against the base of my cock, and her phone clicked as she took a picture.

"A little over eight inches," she said with a smile. "Not bad. Not bad at all. Who knows? Once you learn a trick at two, you might actually be able to satisfy a woman. Even one as difficult to please as me." Julie smiled broadly as she set her phone back down on the desk. Once again, she perched on the edge of the desk in front of me, leaning forward so that she was within reach. Or at least, she would have been if my hands weren't tied behind my back.

"How many women have you been with, Pete?" she asked. "Tell me the truth. I'll know if you're lying." I winced as I felt the edge of the plastic ruler sliding along my shaft. My head was in turmoil. I was embarrassed to confess the truth of my experience, and doubly so to this stunning woman. Julie's eyes intimidated me. I felt as though they could see right through me as I squirmed naked in the chair in front of her. I had the horrible feeling that she already knew the truth, and only wanted me to admit it to her. With an inward sigh, I told myself that things could hardly get more embarrassing for me than they already were. How wrong I was about that.

"I… I had a girlfriend a couple of years ago," I said. Julie nodded slowly, her blonde hair swaying slightly with the movement of her head. The expression on her face seemed almost sympathetic, her eyebrows raised as she stared deep into my eyes. And then the ruler whistled subtly through the air. I cried out as hard plastic made contact with the swollen head of my cock, sending a sudden jolt of pain through my body.

"That wasn't what I asked, Pete," Julie said, her voice as soft and calm as ever. "When was the last time you had sex? With a woman, I mean. Not your hand." I drew a deep breath, trying to master the fading pain that still hummed inside me. Julie still held the ruler in her hand. She scared me almost as much she turned me on.

“I… I’ve - I’ve never had sex,”I muttered. My cheeks burned as my shameful secret tumbled out into the light, and I found myself unable to meet Julie’s gaze. But from the corner of my eye, I saw her nodding again, as though she had already guessed at the truth.

“You’re a virgin,” she said. A bland statement of fact. Three words that hardly did justice to the enormity of the shame that I felt at hearing her say them.

“I guess so. Kind of.”

"No, you are. You either are, or you aren't. And you, Pete, most definitely are. I should have guessed it the moment I first saw you. Oh, this is too funny." The way Julie giggled made me squirm in my seat. Julie's skirt creaked again as she raised one foot, and I winced slightly as she pressed a heel into the skin of my chest.

“Do you want me to be your first, Pete?” Julie asked, tilting her head to one side. “You want me to take your cherry?”

"Yes," I said through gritted teeth. Julie laughed again, a sound that sent hot wires of shame lancing through my heart as I listened to it.

“Well, I normally wouldn’t,” Julie said. “Being with me is not an entry-level position. But I will confess, I see some promise in you. Of course, you’d need to be very, very good boy. You’d need a lot of training. Are you sure you want this?”

"Yes," I growled. In my state of high excitement, there was no place for doubt in my heart. Julie was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen, and this dominant side to her only made her more attractive to me. The thought of being with her, no matter what it took, occupied me entirely. Everything else I had ever wanted in life seemed like an empty and shallow game compared to this. What did it matter that she was my boss? What did it matter that she was much older than me, or that she clearly had some kinky ideas? Who better to make a man of me than a woman like her? A woman confident enough to show me the full range of sexual experience. As I stared up at Julie from the chair in front of her, it seemed to me that she was perfect. Some dark angel sent to me for precisely this purpose, to help me shed the shame of my inexperience and clumsiness with the opposite sex forever.

"Then you can start by addressing me properly," Julie said as a satisfied smile showed on her pretty face. "You no longer have permission to use my first name. You will call me ma'am from now on."

"Yes ma'am," I said. The words simply tripped from my lips as though they had been hiding there all along, waiting for her to bring them out. Sure, it was somewhat humiliating to have to address her so formally. But it seemed somehow right. She seemed so high above me, and not just because of the position she sat in. She was my boss, and she was so much more powerful than I was. She could give herself whatever title she wanted; I would say it gladly.

"Good boy," Julie smiled. She leaned forward again as she spoke, and I howled in pain as the ruler cracked against the head of my cock again. "That's just to remind you of what I can do anytime I feel like it," she explained. "If you're a good boy and do exactly as you're told, you'll avoid a lot of unnecessary punishment. But sometimes, I just feel like punishing boys. That's something you're going to have to accept."

"Yes ma'am," I winced. Despite the pain shooting through it, my cock had not softened one bit.

"Good. Now, obviously, you're not to tell anyone about our arrangement unless I say otherwise. We could both get in a lot of trouble. And you don't want that, do you?"

“No ma’am,” I said.

"Of course you don't." Julie shifted on her desk, and again her feet were against my cock. She slowly slid one shoe up and down my shaft, almost absentmindedly, as though not really aware of what she was doing. But every movement of her foot made me groan and sob with desire as she teased me to the very brink of orgasm without letting me go over. It all seemed so easy for her, as though it was second nature to completely control me and lord her power over me.

"You were hired here as an admin assistant," Julie went on. "But I think I have a new position in mind for you. I could use a personal assistant. Especially one with a nice big cock like this. You'll attend to my personal affairs and generally be available anytime I need you. Sound good?"

“Yes ma’am.”

“Good boy. You’ll also serve as our all-purpose office boy. You’ll be expected to do what the girls in the office tell you, whether it’s filing, fetching them coffee, or anything else they need from you. And I do mean anything. Understand?”

"Yes, ma'am," I hurriedly babbled. Julie had raised the ruler in her hand again, and I was eager to avoid its painful sting on my cock. The implications of what she had said tugged at the back of my brain. But I was too horny and too excited to think too closely about them. The idea of being her subservient office boy filled my brain to the exclusion of anything else. If that was what it took to earn a night with Julie, it seemed a small price to pay.

"Excellent. I will be conducting regular performance reviews to make sure you're living up to my expectations. Any failure will be met with swift punishment." I braced myself for what I knew was coming as the ruler slashed through the air again. But no amount of preparation could dull the pain that exploded in the tip of my cock as she struck it. Julie waited patiently for my cries of pain to subside before speaking again.

“If you perform your job to my satisfaction and the satisfaction of the other ladies in the office, you may one day earn a reward,” she said. “Perhaps one day, if you’re really, really good, you might get to fuck me. Right now, that’s a long, long way off.”

“Yes ma’am,” I nodded. For all the despair that her words filled me with, the faint glimmer of hope that she offered was enough to keep my heart alight. I would go to any length to achieve that reward, no matter what it took. And the harder she made it to earn, the more I wanted it.

“In the meantime, you’re not to have sex with anyone. My office boy stays a virgin until I decide otherwise. Yes?”

"Yes, yes ma'am," I babbled. After all, it hadn't been an issue up to then. Julie aside, women weren't exactly beating a path to my door to sleep with me. And this sexy goddess certainly seemed worth waiting for.

"Good," Julie beamed. "Very good. This is going to be so much fun. Are you excited to be my submissive little office boy?"

"Yes, ma'am," I said. It was all the words that seem to be required of me from now on. And I was fine with that. It was enough just to be near her, to bask in her presence and the overwhelming flood of her beauty. I had never been so captivated by a person, so completely overwhelmed by the presence of a woman. It was like being drunk, and I never wanted to be sober. I was intoxicated with Julie, and all I wanted was more of this incredible feeling.

"Good. You should be." I breathed a sigh of relief as Julie set the ruler down on her desk. She stood and took a single step across the floor to me. I felt the smoothness of her leather skirt as she sat in my lap, perching carefully on one of my legs. Reaching out, she took my cock in her hand, and I moaned in desperate desire as pleasure swelled inside me.

"You have a long way to go before you earn the right to fuck any woman, let alone me," Julie grinned. "But you have been a good boy so far, and I do believe in rewarding good behavior. So I want you to cum for me. Now." As she spoke, Julie began to slide her hand up and down my shaft faster and faster. Trembling in desire, I panted and gasped as the pleasure overwhelmed me. The tie wrapped around my wrists strained as I struggled against it, not so much to get free as to merely deal with the feelings of bliss that surged through me. Julie knew exactly what she was doing. My body shook and shuddered, but she kept her balance on my knee, smiling at me indulgently while she stroked me to orgasm. Abruptly, I felt it swell inside me, my balls drawn up tight against my body as my cock leaped in her hand. A loud cry rose from my throat, reverberating around the walls of the office as I threw back my head and yelled. My breath caught as my cock erupted in Julie's hand, launching spurt after spurt of hot white cum towards her. My ejected fluid shone as it splattered against her leg, sliding over the slick material of her tight leather skirt. And Julie grinned and cooed in delight and carried on stroking, nursing every last drop of my pleasure out of my trembling body while I gasped and moaned. It was unlike anything I had felt before, utterly different from the lonely relief I gave myself at home in my solitary apartment. I felt as though I had been opened up, as though my whole psyche were an open book to this fascinating woman, who seemed to know my body and its responses better than I did myself. The sensation was dizzying, as dizzying as the orgasm that slowly faded inside me while I gazed up at Julie.

"Look at that," Julie chuckled. "You got cum on my skirt." I watched, hardly able to believe what I was seeing, as Julie traced her fingertips through the wet mess I had made on her clothing. Then she lifted her hands to her mouth and slowly sucked her fingers, making me moan again in sheer outraged desire as she smiled at me.

“Now every time I wear this, you’re going to think about what happened tonight,” Julie smiled. “And with all the things I have planned for you, you’re going to have lots of other things to think about too. This is going to be so much fun, office boy. I hope you’re ready for it.”

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, suddenly weary as my pleasure subsided. There was no way I was ready for what Julie had planned. No possibility of me being in the slightest way prepared for what was coming. But at that time, as my breathing slowly returning to normal as my cock finally softened, I had no way of knowing that. And even if I had, I wouldn't have cared. Julie, my sexy new boss, had just given me the most powerful orgasm of my life with nothing but her hand and some teasing words. Some things, no matter how dangerous, are simply too beautiful to walk away from. And Julie was more beautiful and more dangerous than anything I had encountered in my life. Whatever came next, I was willing to put myself through it for her.




3. Getting To Work

 

I'm not practiced in keeping secrets. Nothing beyond the usual kid stuff, anyway. Nothing serious. But the secret world that Julie had drawn me into seemed very serious. It was dark, and sexy, and thrilling. It was utterly unlike anything I had encountered before in my young life. Like any new experience, it made me nervous. I felt almost transparent, and not just to her. I worried that the whole world could see right through me. That the dark secret we shared would be laid bare. And that discovery would have consequences.

As I made my way to the office the morning after my encounter with Julie, my heart was racing in my chest. From the way my stomach fluttered and the way my nerves jangled, you'd think I was walking to my own execution instead of heading to another mundane day at my new job. We hadn't even done anything, I told myself. My sexy older boss had jerked me off. It's not like we had had sex. Or were likely to in the short term, if Julie stood by what she had said. We were two consenting adults. It's not like she was taking advantage of me, or doing anything I didn't want her to do. But even though I was young, I wasn't that naïve. I knew that things are different in the workplace. Relationships between colleagues are fraught with peril, and much more so between management and their employees. Not for the first time, I pondered the fact that had Julie been a man and I a young woman working for him, the situation would be much more grave than it was. Our situation was more likely to create laughter than it was outrage. No one could honestly look at a woman like Julie and think that I was playing this game with her for any other reason than that I wanted to. But still, there was some danger involved. Julie had her bosses too. If our secret got out, they might not look too kindly on her actions, even though I had been perfectly willing. Besides, what little we had done had taken place at the office. However they chose to look at it, you couldn't avoid the fact that it was wildly inappropriate.

And wildly exciting. Yes, I was nervous as I made my way into work that morning. But I was excited. Excited in a way I hadn't been for a long time, in a way I never thought I would be to go to work. From everything I had seen from others and everything I experienced for myself so far, I got the sense that a lot of people spend years of their lives doing jobs that don't interest them at all. It's not like I got a kick out of filing and running errands by themselves. It was only Julie that had found a way to make these activities intensely erotic. I was never going to look at the filing cabinets the same again, that was for sure.

Drawing one final deep breath to prepare myself, I stepped into the office. The door swung shut behind me. A few heads lifted from desks, and I was greeted with smiles. I was the only man that worked in the office. And whether by accident or by design, Julie's staff consisted mostly of young women. It was almost the first thing I had noticed when I came in for my interview. It wasn't just that Julie herself was stunning and sexy in a way that no other woman I had ever met was. There was also the fact that every woman who worked for her was also beautiful. While the bulk of the company's work was done via phone or email, I knew that the office staff was sometimes required to meet with clients or attend conventions, and I could see the logic of having a bunch of pretty girls to do that kind of work. But from my point of view, it just seemed like another perk of this new job. No shortage of eye candy in the office; my only challenge would be not to get caught gawking at the parade of feminine beauty I would witness daily. And who knew, I had foolishly thought to myself as I headed out of my successful interview with Julie. Maybe I might meet someone at work, a girl that I might finally be able to form a relationship with and shed the curse of my virginity. I had never imagined that it would be my boss. Or that things would go in the direction they were heading. But I couldn't bring myself to regret it.

"Good morning, Pete." Sarah smiled at me as she walked across the office towards the coffee machine. Sarah was petite, her head somewhere around the level of my chest depending on what kind of shoes she wore. Her body was slender, though fully formed. Her hair was jet black, the same dark color as her eyebrows that framed her glittering dark eyes. There was some Middle Eastern blood in her somewhere, although her skin was quite pale, and it gave her a kind of exotic appeal that I had noticed immediately. Her smile lit her entire face, as though she were on the verge of laughter. And Sarah always looked that way. She was a naturally cheerful person. But on that day, couldn't help feeling that every smile and laugh was explicitly directed at me. Murmuring a vague greeting back at her, I made my way deeper into the office. Julie's office was around the corner from the rest of the workspace, so that she couldn't be seen as soon as I entered. I had to make my way past the desks of the open plan area where the rest of the women worked, saying hello to them one by one. Once, it had been a highlight of my day. But on that day, it more closely approached an ordeal.

"Hi." That was Lindsay. Lindsay was a classic beauty, tall and slender as a model, her blonde hair flowing like strands of honey over her shoulders as she moved her head. She looked like a model, and she dressed like one. Even I could see that the outfits she wore to the office were put together with meticulous care. Not for my benefit, I hasten to add. I had learned already by then that women mostly dress for other women. And I wasn't arrogant enough to think for a moment that a woman like Lindsay would give me the time of day if we didn't work together. Outside of the office, I didn't flatter myself that she gave me more than a moment's thought. Not in a rude way, as though she thought she was better than everybody else. Just in the sense that she was very beautiful and had that kind of blasé and optimistic attitude to the world that the very beautiful can maintain. I would never dare approach a woman like Lindsay in any sort of social setting. Though that wasn't saying too much; the list of women I could bring myself to approach in a social setting was basically zero. Hence my persistent virginity.

And as always, Lindsay looked stunning. She wore a flared gray skirt that stopped a few inches north of her knees, belted by a broad belt of red patent leather that emphasized the narrowness of her waist. A delicate silver necklace shone in the V formed by the front of her dark short-sleeved shirt. Black pantyhose covered her legs without doing anything to hide their toned shape, her lean muscles emphasized by the high heels she wore. I took in all of this in less than a second, my eyes flickering so quickly over her body that I allowed myself to hope she hadn't noticed. And perhaps she hadn't. Lindsay and women who look like her are so used to male attention that it barely registers for them anymore. In any case, her smile never wavered as I greeted her in return. I hoped frantically that she and the other office staff couldn't guess what they were doing to me.

After the exploits of the evening before, I had gone home to my lonely apartment just as Julie had said. Visions of what had happened and what might be coming tormented me all night. I tried to watch TV, but it was useless. All I could think about was my sexy new boss and the strange ideas that she had. What was Julie planning for me? Whatever it was, I knew that I would be unable to resist. And Julie knew it too. That was what made her so dangerous, and so sexy. Again and again that night, I touched myself, rubbing my cock until it was raw. And still, my desire barely dimmed. It would fade for a while after each lonely ejaculation, but before long, I would feel it swelling inside me again. I stayed awake late into the night, watching kinky videos online and substituting the women in them for Julie in my mind. None of them compared to her. None of them had her beauty, her elegance, or her sexiness. She was all I could think about.

And now, coming into work where I knew I would encounter her, my cock was already starting to swell. The women I worked with were never going to alleviate that. Quite the contrary. Sarah and Lindsay and the rest of them were far too attractive for my own good. With every step I took through the office, with every desk I passed, I felt my manhood growing and swelling further and further. As nervous as I was about seeing Julie again, I almost welcomed it if it got me away from the rest of my colleagues. At least Julie already knew the situation. She knew how desperately attracted to her I was, and how completely besotted with her I had become. At this point, I thought with a blush, my erection was nothing my boss hadn’t seen before. But to the other girls in the office, it would come as a surprise, to say the least.

“Hey, Pete.”

"Hey, Martina." Though pretty enough in her own way, Martina wasn't the knockout that Lindsay was. It was a testament to the standard of attractiveness in the office that a woman like Martina looked almost plain. Because in reality, she was anything but. She wore her brown hair tied back in a ponytail, two cute dimples showing in her cheeks as she smiled. It was that smile that formed her best feature, lighting up her whole face when she grinned. Her warm brown eyes shone with amusement as I passed. She sat at her desk, her gray pencil skirt sliding up her thighs as she crossed her legs. Martina had probably been the friendliest to me of all the girls in the office since I started, and already I felt I was beginning to develop a soft spot for her. Perhaps if I had been looking to approach any of the women I worked with, Martina might have been the one. Not only was her charming prettiness less intimidating than Lindsay's stark beauty, but she was encouragingly friendly in a way that had made me hope she might be open to my approach. Not that it mattered now. Julie had made it clear that I was not to attempt to be with any woman but her. Trying to break her rule with one of her employees seemed more than foolish. I could still remember the sting of her ruler against my throbbing cock the night before, and it sent a shudder racing along my spine that I hoped no one noticed as I continued my long walk toward Julie's office.

No greeting from Nadia. I attempted a weak smile and nodded at her, but she merely stared at me. Like Lindsay, Nadia was an intimidating beauty. Like Sarah, her hair was jet black, tied back today in a sleek ponytail that had not a single hair out of place. Her outfit was black too, a silk shirt that clung to her torso and revealed the ample swell of her breasts above her flat stomach cinched in by a black belt. Her black satin skirt clung tightly to her hips and thighs as Julie's had the day before. Black ankle boots with silver details shone on her feet as she made her way towards the photocopier, a sheaf of papers in hand. Nadia dressed as though she was going out for the night rather than reporting for a day at work. But that was common in Julie's office. After all, Julie herself never failed to dress up for work. Still, Nadia took it further than most. But I wasn't about to complain. There is no question that she had the body for it. She had the tone and tautness of a woman her age, maybe only a year or two older than I was, but her curves were every bit as mouthwatering and appealing and dangerous as Julie's. Nadia's eyes were sparkling sea green, made all the more dramatic by contrast with her hair and her jet black lashes. Lindsay might be made almost unapproachable by her beauty, but she possessed a warmth of personality that made up for it. Nadia didn't seem to have any inclination to do the same. I couldn't say she was unfriendly, exactly. But she was certainly less friendly than the rest of my coworkers. Besides, anytime I tried to talk to her, my tongue seemed to swell inside my mouth so that I fumbled even the most basic of words. Some women are just too gorgeous to deal with. Nadia was most definitely in that category.

I probably don't need to tell you that by the time I reached the back of the office and turned toward where Julie worked, I was already in a state of high arousal. That secret that she had given me reverberated in my chest, seeming to grow stronger in the eyes of my coworkers. I couldn't help but wonder if they saw it. No matter how much I tried to tell myself that I was mistaken, that it was all in my head, I couldn't shake the feeling that the smiles and greetings that I had received from the girls had been different somehow from the way they usually were. Knowing. They couldn't possibly know, could they? Of course not. But women, I had noticed, have an almost supernatural ability to pick up on nonverbal cues. Perhaps Julie had told them nothing, and I certainly hadn't. Was there something in my face or my voice, the posture of my body, that let them know that something was going on? No. There couldn't be, I told myself. It was only my own knowledge of the secret I kept, a kind of guilty conscience, that made me think that they suspected a thing.

In her office, Julie waited.

Timidly, I wrapped a knuckle on the glass door. Julie raised her head from her desk, and a broad smile that set my heart racing spread across her face. It was that same wicked smile, the one that seemed to sparkle with the promise of carnal delight, that I had first been exposed to when I met her for my interview. And I knew now what I had only vaguely guessed at the time. Julie was every bit as sexual as she looked. Her obvious experience was a complete contrast to my total lack, and her mind seemed primed with ideas that might never have occurred to a less imaginative person like me. It wasn't just her amazing body or her beautiful face that made my new boss so unutterably sexy. It was that smile, and the secrets that hid behind it.

Julie waved me inside, and I push the door open. The glass was heavy, and it swung shut behind me, sealing out any sound from the office outside. The glass wall of Julie's office hid nothing, but no sound seemed to escape the carefully engineered panels. Still, surely even Julie wouldn't dare attempt anything right now? The rest of the girls couldn't see us from their desks, but all one of them had to do was step around the corner with a question for the boss to see right through the glass wall. I was safe for now, I told myself. And I couldn't put a name to the feeling that flowed through me at that thought. Was it relief? Or disappointment? I couldn't shake the feeling that if I analyzed it too closely, I might learn things about myself that I wasn't necessarily ready to know.

"Good morning, office boy," Julie smiled. And in those few words, I saw at once that last night's adventure had not been a fluke. I had wondered, as my thoughts raced during the dark watches of the night, if Julie might come to regret what she had done. She had far more to lose than I did, and I wasn't entirely sure why she was taking the risk. She was a woman who could have any man she wanted. Why me? Once the blood had cooled, would she come to wish she hadn't opened this door? And if so, would she try to take it back, to relegate what she had done to the status of a one time mistake, never to be repeated? That was just one of the fears that clutched my heart as I waited for work to start. But Julie instantly dispelled it with her smile and her words. A woman as confident as her had no regrets.

"Hi, Ju-ma'am," I caught myself just in time. I saw Julie's smile deepen at my use of the title she had given herself. My cock ached in my pants, swollen now to full erection as I stood in front of her desk. And I knew that Julie could see. Her deep blue eyes skipped easily over my body, taking my appearance in at a single glance. But I noticed the way they lingered at my crotch. My dress pants did little to hide the prominent bulge of my desire. Julie told me I was well endowed, and I had no reason to doubt her. There was no chance of hiding my excitement from her.

"Ready for work?" Julie pushed herself back from her desk as she spoke and rose to her feet. I watched her stalk slowly around her desk towards me, moving with the grace and purpose of a hunting cat. As usual, she looked incredible. A knee-length sheath dress, white on top and black at the bottom, conformed to every swaying curve of her body. I felt almost jealous of the way the fabric clung to her, practically hugging her hourglass figure as she moved. Her bare knees showed under the hem of the dress, and the tops of her tall boots hugged her legs just below. The tall heel of the boots made her close to my height as she walked towards me. Her boots were fastened with laces that zigzagged up the back of her calves, drawing the leather tight around her legs. I could hear the faint creak of the material with every step she took, and it reminded me of the skirt she wore the day before, the black leather pencil skirt that I had adorned with my cum. Julie had said that she would enjoy reminding me of that little display, and I wondered if she knew she was doing it even now.

Finally, she stood in front of me. The soft and increasingly familiar scent of her perfume rose around me, and it was all I could do not to sigh as if at a long-awaited homecoming. I could practically feel the warmth of her body the way a tree can feel the heat of the sun, and my cock was rigid and straining towards her in just the same way. Julie had been unequivocal that she had no intention of sleeping with me, at least not yet. It was clear to me she got a kick out of the fact that I was a virgin, coupled with my obvious desire for her. But hope springs eternal in the heart of a horny man. Julie might say one thing and do another. It was that, that promise, at least in part, that made me willing to go along with whatever she had in mind. Because I knew already that Julie had a plan. She always did. That's just the kind of woman she was.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. Something told me that those two words were going to be an increasingly well-worn part of my vocabulary from now on. And I wondered with a faint spasm of panic if I was expected to address her like that outside the walls of her private office. Everybody else at work called Julie by her first name. If I wasn’t permitted to do the same publicly, the nature of our relationship would soon become clear. And I dreaded the discovery, even as the idea made my cock pulse with excitement. How would the girls in the office react if they knew that Julie was sexually dominating me? I would be humiliated beyond belief if they found out. But what would happen afterward?

And suddenly all my thoughts, that had been whirling in a kind of overdrive in my head, came to a hard, bright point. I almost wheezed as my lungs expanded, drawing in a sudden shocked breath to a body that had become suddenly airless. Still smiling that same smile, her pretty eyes still holding mine, Julie had reached out and taken hold of my cock through the front of my pants. Just as she had in the archive room the day before. Except here, only a wall of glass separated us from the rest of the office. True, I had my back to that wall, and anyone looking from outside would only see Julie standing very close in front of me. But the thrill of fear still gripped my heart as Julie's fingers explored the shape of my erection.

"My, my," Julie smirked. "Aren't you a horny boy today? Were you thinking about me last night? Were you jerking this big cock and thinking of your mistress?"

"Yes, ma'am," I said. There was no point denying it. Julie knew how I felt about her, and she had eight inches of proof in her hand. Julie chuckled, and her breath tickled the skin of my neck as she peered up at me.

"That's good," Julie said. "I want you thinking about me all the time. I want you not to be able to get me out of your head. I want you to worship me like a goddess."

I let out a loud sigh as Julie released her hold on my cock. Her dress whispered as though hinting at forbidden delights as she stepped away from me. She picked up a remote control on her desk, and the light in her office dimmed as she pressed a button. Glancing over my shoulder, I saw that the glass wall and door behind me had darkened slightly.

"No one can see us now," Julie smiled. She pressed another button on the remote, and the lock of the door to her office clicked shut. "That glass turns to a mirror from the outside when I press that button. No one can see us in here." The remote made a light tap as she set it down on her desk again. "Take your clothes off."

I gulped. Julie stood in front of her desk, and I watched as she slowly folded her arms, her breasts swelling visibly under the white top of her dress. She stared at me coolly, as though daring me to defy her. The same low-level fear I had been experiencing all morning rose up inside me. The door was locked, and Julie assured me that we couldn't be seen. But how could I know for sure? My only defense was the hope that she had no more wish for our secret to be discovered than I did.

"Don't make me get my ruler out again," Julie smirked. That was enough. I remembered all too well the consequences of displeasing her. I shed my shirt and tie rapidly, kicking off my shoes and pulling down my pants. My cock sprang free as I peeled off my underwear, suddenly naked in my boss's office. Julie smiled happily as she looked me up and down, taking in every inch of my body while she stood in front of me fully clothed.

"Get on your knees," Julie said, and her eyes flashed dangerously as she spoke. "Crawl over here on your hands and knees." She pointed to a spot on the floor in front of her. My erect cock swayed from side to side as I sank to the floor. Humiliated, my cheeks burning with shame, I nevertheless crawled like an obedient puppy toward my mistress. I heard her boots creak as she shifted her weight, perching on the edge of her desk above me much as she had done the evening before.

"Good boy," she said. "I think you need to show me that you know your place by kissing my feet. Go on. Do it. Don't keep me waiting." I shuddered and shook as I kneeled before her. But when it came to Julie, I never did have a choice. The faint aroma of leather filled my nostrils as I leaned forward. The material of her boot was smooth and warm as I pressed my lips against it. Shame lanced my heart as Julie laughed out loud while I degraded myself. But my cock surged in desperate desire as I groveled for my new mistress.

"That's good. That's a good boy," Julie giggled. "I like my office boys obedient. And obedient boys get treats." The desk groaned underneath her as she shifted her weight, rolling from hip to hip while she hiked up her dress. Once it was bunched around her waist, she peeled off her panties and slid them down over her feet. I stared in disbelief as she sat with parted legs in front of me, her pussy brazenly on display. It was the first time I had been so close to a woman's sex, but as unique as the experience was for me, my body seemed to know exactly how to react. My cock was straining with the hot blood of desire, eager to drive itself inside her. Julie had other plans.

“This is fucking hot,” she breathed. “Nothing turns me on like a man doing what he’s told. And when you turn your mistress on, you’re going to have to deal with it. Eat my pussy, office boy.” I didn’t dare say anything as Julie spread her legs wider. I didn’t want to ruin what was the opportunity of a lifetime. The short office carpet burned my knees with friction as I inched forward, and the smell of Julie’s arousal washed over me. I had never gone down on a woman before, but as I tentatively pressed my lips against hers, Julie placed a hand on the back of my head and pulled me in closer.

“Start slow,” she said, in a voice breathy with desire. “Kiss it first. Make out with it. Then, after a while, you can start to lick it. Gently. Go on. Get to work.”

I could hardly believe what was happening to me. It seemed like something torn from the most lurid fantasies, wilder than anything I had ever imagined. But I couldn't help it. As I kissed and licked, I tasted her on my tongue, a taste unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was intoxicating, delicious in a way that no food could be and more exciting than anything I had tasted. My cock throbbed frantically, but I place my hands on the back of Julie's calves, feeling her toned musculature through the tight leather while I kissed and licked and listened to her gasps and moans of growing pleasure. If this was my new job, I couldn't get enough.





4. Pete’s New Role



 

“That’s it! That’s it! Just like that! Eat my fucking pussy, office boy!”

My head wedged between Julie’s dripping thighs, I did as I was told. The truth was, I was in ecstasy. Sure, this might not be sex, at least in the strictest possible sense. But it was closer than I had ever been before. And somehow it was even more exciting for being so strange. The sheer depravity of what I was doing kept the fire lust burning deep inside me. I was lost in my task, lost in the strangeness of a moment more exciting and more erotic than any I had ever felt before. And every word Julie said, every gasp and moan that rose from her mouth to fill her locked office only excited me more.

She was lying back on her desk now, propping herself up on her elbows as she looked down at me. I kneeled on the floor in front of her desk, ignoring the growing ache in my muscles as I pressed my mouth to her streaming pussy. With every movement of my tongue over her trembling lips, her taste seemed to grow stronger and sweeter, until I was hungry for it. Desperate for it. My hands slid up and down the soft leather of her boots as I caressed her legs, and I nuzzled my face between her thighs as she howled and shrieked. It was hard to believe that no one could hear us, even though I knew just how soundproof the glass wall of her office was. But at that moment I didn't care. And clearly, neither did Julie. She was as lost in the moment as I was, if not more so. And I was learning, the way a man only learns one time in his life, how different the reality is from the fantasy. No amount of dirty movies online could ever prepare me for what it felt like to listen to a woman in the throes of true pleasure. And to know that I had got her there. To feel her body under my hands, to taste her pleasure on my tongue, to smell her arousal with every frantic breath I took. Sex, I was quickly learning, is something that you do with your whole body and with all of your senses. And from time to time, I would raise my eyes and look up at Julie, watching her squirming and howling with pleasure as I licked her. I had never seen anything more beautiful in my life. Her long blonde hair clung to her shoulders bared by her sleeveless dress, and her blue eyes glittered like the deepest ocean as she stared down at me. Her mouth was open wide, ringing with her yells and cries of pleasure, exposing her white teeth and the pink cavern behind them. I returned to my task, feeling the ever more powerful convulsions of her sex against my lips. I pressed my tongue harder into her, her taste growing stronger as I explored. I was eager for more, eager to taste every inch of her, and she moaned steadily while my tongue moved inside her.

With a great shout that rang back from the walls, louder than any that had come before, Julie shuddered and fell flat on the desk. Her legs shook in my hands, her thighs buffeting my head as she seemed to lose control of her body in a kind of seizure. I felt every detail of the way her pussy moved under my tongue, and I opened my eyes wide in surprise at the sudden hot flood of fluid that filled my mouth. Spluttering in surprise, I did my best to swallow, while the copious flood of her juices flowed out over my chin. Flat on her back on the desk above me, Julie sighed and moaned while I drank her down. It seemed to go on for a while, her spasming pussy emptying itself into my mouth with every contraction of her body. But at last, the blessed moment passed. I sat back on my knees, staring up at my boss while her juices slowly cooled on my skin. I could feel them dripping down onto my chest and sliding down my naked body. Between my legs, my cock rose up as though pointing at her in tribute. She looked a mess as she lay in a puddle of desire on top of her own desk, but what a beautiful mess it was. The smell of her orgasm filled the air in a way I knew I would never forget. My whole body felt as though it had been drawn tight by desire, and it was all I could do to remember to breathe as I kneeled in front of her and waited on Julie's commands.

Julie sat up. Placing her hands on the desk behind her, she pushed herself into an upright sitting position. Her face was flushed with pleasure as she smiled down at me. She seemed giddy, as though even she couldn't believe what she had made me do. Though she ought to have known better. Whatever it was in me that allowed me to say no to most people, it didn't seem to exist when it came to Julie. If it had, I would have said no long time ago. Maybe. But then again, as frustrated as I was, I couldn't deny to myself that eating Julie's pussy had been an absolute pleasure. Yes, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to plunge my aching cock deep inside the beautiful body she was taunting me with. But the only slight hope I had of ever doing that relied on me continuing to obey her. My boss had been more than clear about that.

“Not bad,” Julie giggled. “Is that the first time you’ve ever gone down on a girl?”

"Yes, ma'am."

“Well, you know what they say. Practice makes perfect. And you’ll be getting plenty of that from now on, office boy. I think I might make this another condition of your employment from now on. You come to me in the morning, grovel at my feet and make me cum with your mouth. How does that sound?”

“That sounds great, ma’am,” I eagerly replied, to a fresh gale of laughter from Julie.

“What a little slut,” she chuckled. “Can’t wait to lick your boss’s pussy, huh? Good. It’s like payback. All those guys over the years, getting blow jobs from their secretaries. Having a side piece at the office is a tradition. It’s only right us girls should get to enjoy that too.”

"Yes, ma'am." There didn't seem much else to say. Julie hadn't brought me to her office to hear my opinions on gender issues in the workplace. And even if she had, I'd have felt more than a little silly delivering them while I kneeled naked on the floor in front of her. The power imbalance between us couldn't have been more dramatically represented that it was in that moment, while she relaxed in the afterglow of sexual release and I stared up at her with a look of unrelieved lust on my dripping face.

I inched backward on my knees as Julie slid down off the desk. Snapping her fingers, she pointed toward her discarded panties where they lay on the floor and directed a questioning look at me. My hands trembled as I reached for them. I could feel the dampness of the thin fabric as I picked them up from the floor and held them out towards her. Without a word, Julie took the underwear from me. Raising one booted foot, she stepped into the panties before repeating the procedure with the other foot. Then she pulled them up her legs, wiggling her hips slightly as she put her underwear back on. A deep inner growl of disappointment reverberated through me as she pulled her tight dress back down over her hips. Now the only sign of her illicit pleasure was the red glow of her cheeks and the slight messiness of her long blonde hair as she smiled down at me.

“How badly do you want to fuck me now, office boy?"Julie stood with her feet apart, her hands on her hips as she towered above me. She looked so powerful, so beautiful, so sexy with her dress drawn tight around her legs, only partially hiding the body that I had so eagerly worshiped moments before. I gazed up at her with a kind of wonder as I kneeled at her feet. Almost impossible to believe that a woman like her was allowing me to touch her in any way. And yet I wanted more. My manhood was visibly bouncing in time with my frantic pulse as I stared at her.

"So badly, ma'am," I croaked. "Please! You're so beautiful, ma'am, I want you so bad!" Julie laughed loudly. There was a wildness in her laughter that I could hear, attuned to her body as I was. As unflappably confident as my new boss was, even she must have had at least an element of disbelief at the direction things had taken. I know I did. But there she was, standing tall in her high-heeled boots and reveling in her power over me. And there I was, kneeling on the floor as though in worship of a goddess.

"But little virgin office boys like you don't get to fuck women like me, do you?" Julie said. The sudden sneer on her pretty face sent an icy dagger through my heart, but it only made me want more. "You get to kiss my feet and lick my pussy when I'm feeling horny, but you don't get to fuck me. Lick my boots, office boy." Julie barked out her sudden command, and I froze in disbelief. But she wasn't joking. As sexual pleasure seemed to have transformed into a kind of cruelty, she reached forward and seized a fistful of my hair. She pushed my head down toward the floor, and I placed my hands on the carpet at her feet as I reluctantly bowed before her. She released her grip on my hair, but I didn't dare to lift my head. Her feet were right in front of my face, the black leather of her boots glistening dully in the office light.

"Do it," Julie snarled. And I did. Closing my eyes, I lowered my head down to the floor and pressed my lips against the toe of her left boot in a gentle kiss. While Julie laughed out loud, openly mocking my total submission, I licked the smooth leather of her boot. First one, then the other, then back to the first. My skin crawled with shame, but I had no choice. I licked and kissed her feet like a beaten dog while she gloated above me, and every second that passed reinforced my submission to her and her power over me. I almost felt as though I were shrinking, or else she was growing, or both. In any case, though I was far bigger than her when we stood face-to-face, I felt entirely in her power.

“Such a good slut,” Julie chuckled from some unseen height above me. “Office boys need to know their place. And that place is on their knees, worshiping the ground I walk on. Isn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Julie laughed again as I lifted my mouth from her foot just long enough to give her the answer she wanted before beginning to lick the leather boots again.

"I was thinking about you last night, too," Julie said. My heart clenched in my chest at her words. "I was thinking about all the naughty things I'm going to do to you. All the nasty things I'm going to make you do. I can't wait. I can't wait to send you back to work with a hard-on and the taste of my pussy in your mouth." Julie's boots were beginning to shine with my saliva as I continued to lick them.

A sudden knock on the office door made me freeze. Fear gripped my heart, sinking its claws into the aching muscle as I stared up at Julie in panic. Her eyes were wide too, the flush I had given her cheeks quickly turning pale as she stared down at me.

"Get under my desk," she quickly whispered. "Hide!" Not even bothering to get off my hands and knees, I scuttled towards the relative safety of Julie's desk. While I worked my way into the foot well that offered the only hiding place, I heard her rush around the room, gathering up my discarded clothes. From below the desk, I watched her boots come around into my view, and Julie bent at the waist as she flung the bundle of my clothes at me. Then she sat in her chair and pulled it close up to the desk, her knees right in front of my head as I crouched at her feet. I heard her pick up the remote control on her desk, and the lock of the door clicked. I hardly dared to breathe as I listened to the door swing open.

“Hi, Sarah,” Julie said. My heart thumped slowly in my chest.

“Um… hi,” I heard Sarah’s tentative reply. “Are you busy? I thought there was somebody…”

“No, just me,” Julie briskly said. “What can I help you with?”

"I just had a question about this new account." Sarah's voice still seemed doubtful to me. But maybe that was due to my precarious position, hiding naked under my boss's desk and hidden from my coworker by only a thin sheet of plywood to screen me from her view. I listened to the two women discussing business as though I wasn't there, as though, just as Julie had said, I couldn't still taste her hot liquid passion on my tongue. As though my cock wasn't throbbing and straining to know that my mistress was close. And Julie being Julie, she wasn't going to make it easy. As she spoke to Sarah, instructing her about some aspect of the business I couldn't bring myself to concentrate on, Julie began to move her feet. Her boot slid over my thigh, the heel dragging over my skin while I tried not to make a sound. Blindly, her foot kept moving, ever upwards, until the toe pressed against the underside of my swollen shaft. I was doing everything in my power to stay silent, but Julie was making it as difficult as she could. Did she want to get caught? All her talk about how we had to keep this a secret between us, and now she was acting as though she wanted to be found out. But I kept silent as she continued to tease me with her foot, squeezing my eyes shut and clenching my hands into fists as I tried to resist the waves of pleasure that radiated out from between my legs.

“Okay. That makes sense,” I heard Sarah say.

"Good. Glad I could help," Julie said, and I could hear the smile in her voice, and only I, alone in the office, knew why she was really smiling. Unable to help myself, I leaned forward and kissed my boss's knee. Right where the leather of the top of her boot gripped her skin. It was all of her that I could reach, and I saw her press her thighs together as she felt my lips make contact. I couldn't help it. I just wanted her so much that my desire had to have some physical expression, or else I felt as though I would explode. I felt the vibration of Sarah's footsteps through the floor as she headed towards the door. Relief flowed over me at the thought that we would soon be alone together again.

“You can leave that door open, Sarah,” Julie called after her employee. “I’m coming out there in a minute anyway.”

"Okay," Sarah said. I listen to her step through the door and turn the corner towards the rest of the office. The sounds from outside reached me where I crouched at Julie's feet, naked under her desk. It was a surreal moment. Julie pushed back her chair. Her smiling face appeared as she bent over at the waist.

“I’m going to go out there and have a quick meeting,” Julie said. “While I’m out there,  get yourself dressed and join us. And try to get that hard on under control before you come out. I don’t want it scaring the girls. But don’t you dare jerk off in my office. Or anywhere else, for that matter. You need to earn that privilege.”

"Yes, ma'am." I had no idea how I was going to do what Julie wanted. Lust raged inside me like a storm-lashed sea, and the only way I could think to get my erection under control was to orgasm. But again, I had that strange feeling that my new boss could see right through me, that she would know if I disobeyed her and make me pay for it. As Julie stood, I crawled out tentatively from under her desk, my clothes bundled under one arm. Without another word, Julie strode towards the door of her office and pulled it shut behind her. With the door closed, silence reigned again. I pulled on my clothes, buttoning my shirt and straightening my tie as best I could. There was no way I could hope to hide the obvious bulge of my cock in the front of my pants. And no amount of trying to think of unsexy things was helping. I was in an office surrounded by gorgeous women, and my body was not about to forget it. Nor was it about to stop noticing the taste of Julie's pussy mixed with that of the leather of her boots in my mouth. I didn't even have a jacket to hide my shame. The best I could do was try to keep my hands in front of my crotch is much as possible as I made my way to the door.

As I let myself out of Julie’s office and turned the corner toward where the rest of the women worked, I saw my boss standing in front of me. The other girls stood or sat in a loose semicircle in front of her. They had been talking about some aspect of the business, but as I appeared from around the corner, Julie stopped. All heads turned to me. I hoped desperately that no one could see the blood that I could feel racing to my cheeks in embarrassment. Julie’s office was in the same direction as the archive room and the bathrooms, so there were plenty of places I might have been. But I was more worried about one of the women noticing my obvious arousal. And Julie had no intention of making things easy for me. That familiar devious smile rose on her cheeks as she looked at me.

"Nice of you to join us, new boy," Julie said as a small murmur of laughter rose from the other women. I felt their attention on me as though I were an ant under a magnifying glass, burning under an unfriendly sun. "Last one into the office this morning," Julie went on. "And now you're late for this meeting, too. I hope this isn't going to become a pattern, Pete." Her wicked smile belied her serious tone. I felt the tension among the watching women, who thought that I was genuinely being  reprimanded by our boss.

"No, m - I'm sorry," I stammered. My cheeks burned even hotter at the knowledge that I had almost called Julie ma'am in front of the entire office. And the glitter in her eyes as she looked at me told me that she had noticed the near slip. I was terrified that she would make me address her that way anyway. Because the awful truth that we both knew was that I would do it if she forced me to. And then I would never be able to look any of these women in the eye again. But for once, Julie was merciful.

"No problem. I'm just joking. Besides, the only thing worse than a man that comes late is a man that comes early." This time, Julie got a big laugh from her employees. A gale of laughter burst from the watching women, enhancing my shameful blushes as I cringed under the unwelcome attention. I couldn't think of a single thing to say. All I could do was join the semicircle in front of Julie and pretend that I was paying attention to the meeting. As though there was any chance of that. Finally lifting her gaze from me, Julie returned to her subject, the new requirements of some new customer that the office staff would need to adjust to. I tried to listen, really I did. I suspected getting lost in such mundane details was the best chance I had to shed this merciless erection that I tried to cover with my hands. But it was no use. In the state I was in, Julie could read out the phone book and have me hovering on the edge of orgasm just listening to her. And the beautiful women all around me hardly helped. I felt as though there was nowhere I could look that I wouldn't see something that would make my predicament worse. I tried to keep my eyes on the floor, and even then, the sight of Julie's boots that I had so recently been licking submissively was a fresh torment.

"One more thing before I let you all get back to work." Finally, Julie was bringing the impromptu meeting to an end. Perhaps afterward, I would be able to scurry off and do some filing or some other task that would get me away from these women, the sight of whom was tormenting me so much without them even realizing. But Julie wasn't done yet. While the other employees listened, Julie turned her defiance-sapping smile on me again.

"I want to thank you all for making Pete here feel welcome in his new role," Julie said. "I know it's always been just us girls here, so this is a new experience for us as well as for him. And I want to thank you for taking the time to show him how we operate around here. But I've decided to modify his role a little bit. Instead of working directly with clients, Pete is going to serve more as my assistant going forward. I think this is a role more suited to his talents and is going to free me up for more big picture stuff. So I hope you will all continue to support him in this new - oh, what's that?" The attention of the other women shifted from me back to Julie as a boss spoke. Julie extended one leg, raising her toe from the floor as she pivoted her foot on its heel. She was frowning down at her boot.

"There's a little bit of – I'm not sure what – Pete, could you?" Julie swept her blonde hair back from her face as she raised her eyes to me again. Her face no longer radiated the wicked sex appeal of her smile. It didn't have to. She had her body to do that for her. And for an awful moment, I had no idea what she had in mind. Again I felt the terrible scrutiny of the other women turned on me, and I racked my brain to try and understand.

"Right." At last, it clicked into place. Julie began to smile again as I hurried towards the small kitchen area and pulled some paper towels from the dispenser. Then I returned to the other end of the office where the women waited. Julie stood now with her hands on her hips again, her one leg still extended with only the heel of her boot on the ground. Did she want me to - of course she did. This was Julie we were talking about. And this, I was starting to learn, was exactly her style. Just ambiguous enough to possibly seem innocent to anyone watching, while leaving no trace of doubt between us as to what was going on. There was a faint trace of something on her right boot, a speck of dust or something similar halfway up her shin that had not been there when I was under her desk. And I knew what she wanted. And making a scene would only draw more attention to what was going on. So, in my new role as Julie's assistant, I stepped forward. My coworkers watched as I crouched on the floor in front of Julie and wiped the dust from her boot. Julie watched too, smiling down at me as she saw me once again bend to her will. The public nature of the spectacle she had created stung me like a hornet, and as I was learning to expect, the shame I was feeling only made my cock throb all the more. There was at least that small mercy about my humiliating position at Julie's feet; crouched the way that I was with one knee on the floor, no one could see my rampant erection.

"Thanks, Pete," Julie purred as I wiped away the smudge on her boot in full view of my colleagues. I glanced up in time to see her raise her head and turn a glowing smile toward the other women. "See, girls? He's paying for himself already." More laughter. Blushing, I rose slowly to my feet, using the action of stuffing the wad of paper towels into my pocket to cover the unsightly bulge in my pants. All around me, pretty women were smiling, at one another and at me. They had no way of knowing the true nature of what they had just witnessed, but they knew it was at least a little out of the ordinary. I tried not to think about what they might be thinking.

"Well, that's that," Julie said. "Have a good day, guys." Another murmur rose from the women as they responded, and Julie turned to stalk off toward her own desk. The others slowly returned to their work areas while I headed back toward the kitchen to dispose of the paper towels. As I traveled, I passed close to where Nadia and Martina were walking toward their desks.

"Whu-PSSHH!" I heard Nadia say, and Martina dissolved in giggles at the imitation of the sound of a cracking whip. I didn't know if Nadia had meant for me to hear, but my cheeks prickled again in shame as I hurried past. I knew it. The women would be talking about me. And how readily I had dropped to my knees in front of our boss. If only they knew the full truth of the power Julie had over me.

And if only I had known, back then at the very beginning of my new job and my new boss, just how much my coworkers would soon know about me.




5. Dressing Up

 

When the alert popped up on my desktop, my heart contracted. It was what my workdays had become; forever waiting for the next outrageous incident. It had only been a few days since the change in my relationship with Julie, since she had shown this kinky side to herself and crossed the lines between employee and employer. But it felt much longer than that. In case it's not clear, I mean that in a good way. Time seems to slow when we're fully engaged in our lives, when we are excited about what may happen next. I had never thought that I would be excited to go to work, but I was, each and every day. Because barely a day passed by without Julie doing something wild. And even if she hadn't, there was always the possibility that she might. I never knew what I was walking into when I stepped through the doors of the office each morning. And it was thrilling.

That's not to say that it didn't make me nervous. Because it did. But as I rose from my desk – the new desk that Julie had assigned me to, from where I was expected to perform my new role as her assistant - my cock was already starting to harden in my pants. Whether by chance or by design, Julie had set up my desk in what amounted to both the best and worst place she could put it. I spent my days in the angle of the office, where the vaguely L-shaped space transitioned from the main office where the rest of the staff worked to the secluded corner where Julie had her own private office. Sitting by my desk, I could look out and see the other girls working. Watching them walk, studying the way they dressed, was a daily and delightful torment to me. And all I had to do was turn my head to look through the glass wall of Julie's office at my back. Moreover, from where she sat behind her desk, she could keep an eye on me. That at least, I knew for sure, was no accident.

And now Julie had summoned me again. There was no message in the alert that she had sent me, and I knew what that meant. I was to report to her office immediately. As I stepped away from my desk, I noticed that she had adjusted the lighting in her office to turn the glass wall into a one-way mirror again. I could watch myself approach in the reflection caused by the glass, watch my nervous, halting steps as I tried with limited success to conceal my arousal. Not that it really mattered. Julie knew better than anyone that she could rely on me being hard whenever I was around her. I tried to avoid my own eyes in the mirror as I reached for the door handle and stepped inside Julie's office. The door swung shut behind me. I heard the lock click as Julie pressed the remote that secured her office from any intrusion. But I barely noticed. I had eyes only for her.

Julie stood in front of her desk. As she set the remote control down, she placed her hands on her hips. She stood with her feet apart, her posture radiating confidence. As well it might. My boss was standing in her office in nothing but sexy lingerie. It was all I could do to keep from gasping in surprise and desire as my eyes traveled over every inviting curve of her body. Black patent leather high-heeled pumps shone on her feet, enhancing her long legs and exaggerating her posture. My eyes traveled upwards over the sheer black stockings that clung to her legs, ending in a wide band of decorative lace in the middle of each thigh. Black garters reached from the top of the stockings to a garter belt around her hips. The bare skin of her thighs seemed to frame her crotch, drawing my eye inevitably towards the crimson and black lace panties that barely covered her sex. I felt my palms beginning to sweat as my gaze continued to travel over her rounded hips, over her toned stomach, towards the matching push-up bra that held her mouthwatering boobs high on her chest. The deep valley of her cleavage called to me, my mouth practically watering at the sight of her as she smiled at me. Every cell of my body felt as though it was straining towards her, and it took an effort of will not to rush at her and take her in my arms. I was used to my boss looking sexy, of course. But that never seemed to make it any easier. This outfit was a blatant provocation, and the smile on Julie's face told me that she knew it.

"How do I look?" As if she didn't know. The smile on Julie's pretty face told me everything. And I didn't need to say a word. I knew the look on my face would give away what I felt as I stared at her. Not to mention the ever-growing bulge of my erection in the front of my pants. She looked amazing. The years between us, the age difference between my boss and me was hard to believe as I stared at her gorgeous body. My boss in her lingerie was the most desirable thing I had ever seen, and the fact that she was much older than me only made her more attractive.

“Beautiful, ma’am,” I said. It was starting to almost feel natural to talk to her this way. As though I needed another reminder of the power imbalance between us. I swam in that water every day, never unaware of what she was doing to me. But I doubted I could have fought it even if I wanted to. And why would I want to? The sight of her in her sexy underwear was tormenting me, but no part of me wanted to look away. Julie was too beautiful and too bewitching for that.

“Is your cock hard?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Show me.”

I didn't even hesitate. Julie chuckled softly to herself, and I felt the familiar feeling of my cheeks beginning to redden. But my hands seemed to move almost by themselves as they reached for the zipper of my pants. My cock sprang out, hard and ready, already pulsing with the hot blood of desire as it strained towards her. And Julie stared right at it, evidently delighted at the evidence of my lust for her. As though it could ever have been in any doubt. She stepped slowly forward, placing one foot carefully in front of the other as she swayed on her slender heels. My breath seemed to grow tighter in my chest with every inch closer to me she came, until she was standing in front of me and I felt as though I could barely breathe at all. I clenched my hands into fists at my sides in an effort not to try and touch her. I feared Julie's wrath almost as much as I longed for her mercy. And I bit my lip painfully in order not to cry out as Julie reached forward and ran her fingertips lightly over my boiling shaft. Just that, just the faintest of teasing touches, tracing the shape of my swollen veins from base to tip before lifting her hand away again. That was Julie all over. It was all so easy for her.

Slowly, Julie circled around me. As she passed behind me, I squeezed my eyes shut momentarily. As always, it was taking every ounce of self-control I had to simply stand there. Julie was inside my head, swimming through my blood like a shark, invading my every waking and sleeping moment. I dreamed about her at night. I thought about her constantly during the day, both at work and at home. She was the focus of all my desire, the star of all my lonely fantasies as I resorted to solitary pleasure to relieve the pressure of the day. Some of the other office staff might feature in my imaginings from time to time. Well, I may as well be honest. All of them had at one time or another. But Julie was always the star. Besides, there was barely room in my mind for fantasies anymore. All I had to do was remember. The things that Julie was doing to me were wilder than anything I could conjure up for myself. The only thing she denied me was the thing I wanted most: full sex, with her. But it was the carrot she dangled in front of me, the faint but bright reward that shone at the end of this crooked path we were walking together. It was enough.

Julie stopped when she stood in front of me again. I hoped and feared that she would touch my cock again, knowing that such fleeting pleasure would only make my predicament worse. But my boss stood with her hands on her hips again, casting a calculating eye on me. As usual, her tall heels made her close to my height, though she was still shorter. It occurred to me dimly that I had never seen Julie in flat shoes. I had never once seen her wear anything plain or unattractive. And it wasn't just because Julie was beautiful enough to make any outfit look good. She always dressed to impress. It certainly worked on me.

"I have a date tonight," she said. And as an icy stab of fear lanced through my heart, I saw that she was studying my face. Studying my reaction. It's not like we were dating. Julie had made that abundantly clear. I was more like a toy for her to play with. I had no claims on her, though she had plenty on me. Still, I couldn't keep a lid on the jealousy that erupted inside me at her words. All the things I did, all the bizarre and humiliating demands she made of me, I did it all for the hope of one day sleeping with her. Meanwhile, she was out dating? Giving to other men what she knew I desired more than anything else? It wasn't easy to take. Clearly, Julie knew that. She smiled wickedly as she watched my face.

“I want to look good for him,” she finally said. “You think he’ll like this?” I heard the faint creak of the material of Julie’s bra as she drew a deep breath that made her breasts rise even higher on her chest. I couldn’t keep my eyes from dropping to them, and Julie giggled as she watched. She knew what she was doing to me, and she loved it. That was the dark magic of the spell she had woven around both of us.

“Of course he will, ma’am,” I answered. And I meant it. It was difficult to imagine any man not being completely overwhelmed by the way Julie looked in her lingerie.

"Good answer. But I really want to give him something to remember. I'm hoping this guy's going to fuck my brains out, so I want to make sure that happens." There was no doubt in my mind now. Julie was actively trying to make me jealous. And it was working. Knowing what she was doing didn't make it any less effective. But I will confess to a certain sly feeling of – I'm not sure what to call it. Just the fact that she had thought of me in all this, that my frustration and jealousy was part of her plans for the night. It gave me hope, I guess. As absurd as that may sound. There she was, the woman of my dreams getting dressed up in sexy lingerie for another man, and part of me was feeling good about it. Every day with Julie seemed to bring a little more light to some of the stranger parts of my psyche. It was almost like therapy, albeit of the most unconventional sort.

"I'm trying to choose between this and something else. Here, help me take this off." As she spoke, Julie turned her back toward me. I tried to control my breathing as my eyes drifted over her body again, following the inward curve of her back to where her ass swelled toward me and my straining member. My hands trembled visibly as I raised them slowly. As ever, the faint smell of Julie's perfume rose around me, adding to the delicious erotic tension of the moment. She waited, her hands still on her hips as my fingertips sampled the softness of her skin. My hands moved over her slender shoulders, savoring the feel of her as they moved toward the clasp of her bra. I took the band in both my hands and felt the fabric stretch as I pulled it tighter to create some slack.

"Have you ever taken a girl's bra off before?" Julie didn't turn her head as she addressed me.

"Yes, ma'am," I said. Once, a few years ago. I could hardly claim to be an expert. But I did my best, and soon the row of small hooks slipped from the metal loops to release Julie's bra. I slid the straps off her shoulders, and Julie held her arms out in front of her to let the garment fall to the floor. Her full breasts swung and swayed with every movement she made, and a vision tore through my mind of me reaching my arms around her to cup and knead the beautiful flesh. What would Julie do if I did? My punishment might be swift and terrible. Or maybe, just maybe, she would allow it. Perhaps she might even welcome it. The swollen head of my cock pressed against her ass as I struggled to banish the outrageous idea. Julie gave no sign that she felt it, but I knew that she had to.

"And the rest," Julie softly prompted. Tearing myself out of my reverie, I returned to the task at hand. Nervously, I kept my hands on her body, sliding them slowly down over her narrow waist before reaching her wide hips. Her skin felt like heaven. And Julie allowed it, saying nothing as long as I continued going about my task. I had never seen a garter belt before, not in real life. But I realized as I fumbled with Julie's underwear that she had put her panties on over the top of her hosiery. They would need to come off first. The material felt exquisitely delicate in my clumsy fingers as I took hold of it and drew it slowly down. The panties stretched over her gorgeous buttocks as I pulled. Soon, the panties slid easily down her legs. I crouched on the floor behind Julie as she raised one foot from the floor, and I drew her panties off, repeating the procedure with the other leg. Still crouching, I set the panties carefully aside. Julie turned, pivoting effortlessly on her tall heels. I stared up at her from my position on the floor. Her hips were right in front of my face, her pussy brazenly on display above the tops of her stockings. I could smell the faint scent of her arousal, and my mouth watered as I remembered the way she had tasted, the way her spasming pussy had felt against my tongue as I went down on her. I didn't dare move. I wanted nothing more than for Julie to order me to pleasure her again, to press my eager mouth against her sex and devour her. But my boss did no such thing. She simply stood there, watching me struggle with all the powerful impulses that flowed through me as I stared at the object of my desire. Finally, she spoke.

"I want to try something else," she said. "I'll definitely need your help with this. Over there, on the chair." As she spoke, Julie nodded toward one of the chairs in front of her desk. Her long blonde hair trailed across her naked breasts with the movement of her head. Her nipples were large and pink and swollen, and the sight of them tugged at the taut wires that seem to have been threaded along my spine. I rose to my feet, and my cock swayed as I stood. I looked ridiculous, fully dressed in my office clothes with only my cock protruding from the front of my pants. But that was what Julie wanted. And what Julie wanted, Julie got. My manhood swayed obscenely as I walked the few short steps to the chair that held more lingerie.

This set was a rich teal color. As I lifted what seemed like a relatively large garment from the chair, I realized that it was a corset. Another thing I had only previously seen on TV, never in real life. The very short list of girls I had fooled around with before meeting Julie were not in a position to buy clothes like this. But I knew, just from holding it in my hands, that my boss was going to look absolutely phenomenal in the outfit. I turned toward Julie with the corset in my hands and felt the full force of her smile.

“I bet you’ve never dressed a girl in one of these before, have you?”

“No, ma’am,” I said.

"Come here." Again, Julie turned her back on me. I stepped towards her with the corset in my hands. "Unfasten the metal clasps in the front. Now, wrap it around my waist." I did as I was told. The ornately decorated material of the corset was soft and smooth under my hands, almost as soft and smooth as Julie's scented skin. My cock pressed hard against her as I wrapped my arms around her waist. As though I were embracing her from behind. As though we were lovers. Forgetting myself for a moment, I leaned forward and placed a kiss on Julie's shoulder. She simply giggled at the tender gesture.

"Focus," she said. "Now you have to close the clasps again." Easier said than done. I tugged and pulled carefully at the front of the corset, trying to position it correctly so that the steel pegs would slide into the matching loops. Julie waited patiently while I struggled. I peered over her shoulder, but the swell of her breasts blocked my view of the front of the corset. And the sight of her engorged nipples hardly helped my concentration. But finally, I got the thing fastened around her. Julie sighed happily as she adjusted the corset into place.

"Okay. Now you have to tighten it. Start from the top and work your way to the middle, then go from the bottom to the middle. Take your time. It's not a race." Reluctantly, I lifted my hands from her body and attended to the laces in the back of the corset. I did as I was told, slowly pulling the laces back towards myself. Gradually, I got the hang of it. Julie was right; it was certainly time-consuming. But as I slowly drew the laces tighter and tighter, and Julie's already impressive hourglass figure became even more exaggerated and even more inviting, I couldn't deny that it was worth it. I heard the change in her breathing as the corset tightened, drawing her waist in further and further. Julie pressed her hands to her stomach, feeling for herself the exaggerated smallness of her waist. "Okay, that's enough," she finally said. Reaching behind herself she took the long laces from me and tied them in a neat bow in the small of her back. "Now get the bra and panties," Julie ordered. Breathlessly, I stepped back to the chair where the rest of her underwear waited. The bra and panties were the same rich teal color as the corset, clearly made to match. Stepping up behind her again, I held the bra out in front of her, making the most of the opportunity to press my cock against her ass again. Julie pushed her arms through the straps of the bra and let me pull it up onto her shoulders. It was all I could do not to moan in abject desire as I pressed the cups to her boobs and felt the delightful weight of her breasts in my hands. But I had a job to do. I fastened her bra with some difficulty, feeling the fabric stretch as it pulled her boobs higher. If anything, this bra was even more provocative than the last. Combined with the corset, it made Julie look almost supernaturally desirable, like some creature designed for no other purpose than to make men drool. Once the bra was on, Julie turned and grinned at me, and my eyes did that typical frantic dance over her body, taking in the sight of her fully dressed except for the panties I still held in my hand. In a week that had been filled with new and exciting experiences, this was another one. Julie always seemed to find a way to make me want her more, just when I felt as though my desire couldn't get any more powerful.

"Don't worry about those for now," Julie said as I held out her panties. There was a look in her eyes that tugged at something in the pit of my stomach, a faint glimmer that thrilled me deeply. Again, she ran her hands over her body, over the bra, over the corset, as though even she couldn't believe the exaggerated proportions of her incredible body. Her hand strayed over the bare skin of her thigh above the top of her stocking, and I highly dared breathe as I watched her hand creep ever closer to her exposed pussy. Even a man as lacking in experience as me could see the Julie was turned on. Having me dress her had got her excited, just as it had excited me. Julie's breath was made short by the tightness of the corset she wore, but I suspected there was more to it than that. Her breasts rose and fell, jiggling provocatively in her bra as she moved. For a moment, we just stood looking at each other, the air crackling with desire between us as I waited to see what would happen next.

"Come here." Abruptly, Julie turned. Stalking quickly on her high heels as though born in them, she made her way toward her desk. My cock swayed from side to side as I followed her. The drawer slid open. I watched the curves of her body in a kind of delicious agony of frustration as she bent over the open drawer and retrieved something. I noticed that her cheeks were flushed as she turned back to me.

"Here," she said as she handed me something. "Have you ever used one of these before?" I looked down at the object in my hand. I might be inexperienced, but there was no way not to know what it was that I held. It was a dildo, a large phallic object made of rigid silicon. My own cock twitched as I stared at it. Now I knew what was coming. And it delighted and disappointed me in equal measure.

Julie leaned back. The bare cheeks of her ass bulged as she perched herself on the desk. Then she hoisted herself up, sliding back over the wooden surface. Her corset creaked as she pushed her monitor out of the way. She slid back further, her movements made awkward by the tightness of the corset I had laced her into. She lay back, supporting herself on her elbows as she raised her feet so that her high heels clicked against the top of the desk. Her legs were parted, and I could see the first traces of moisture that shone on the swollen lips of her pussy. She looked magnificent. Her long golden hair fell around her bare shoulders, a few stray coils draped over the impressive swell of her breasts. The shape of her body was driving me to distraction as I looked at her, so open and inviting and yet so forbidden to me. For all its wild beauty, Julie's body was off limits to me, at least until she said otherwise. But she was built for pleasure, and she denied herself nothing.

"Fuck me, office boy," Julie growled while a wild grin spread across her face. "Fuck me with that dildo the way you wish you could fuck me with that big virgin dick of yours." Her words stung, as they were meant to. But in the fog of my desperate desire, I barely noticed. I stepped forward, my free hand on Julie's thigh right where the lace top of her stocking met her flawless skin. Julie threw back her head and closed her eyes for a moment as I held the toy against her. One more thing I had never done. But it wasn't rocket science. Primal instincts took over as I pressed the fake cock harder against her pussy. Julie moaned in pleasure as the toys slid slowly inside her while I watched her wet lips stretch to accommodate it. A low growl escaped my own throat, an animalistic sound of desire and frustration. And Julie's eyes sparkled as she opened them again, staring at me with an open-mouthed smile as she reveled in my torture.

"Oh, that feels so good," she purred. "Fuck, I needed that. Make me cum, office boy. Make me cum like my date's going to make me cum tonight while you're at home, jerking off about it." My free hand tightened on her thigh, and Julie cried out in pleasure as she noticed. But all my rage and jealousy were focused on the dildo buried inside her. I slid it in and out, in and out, moving my arm back and forward as her moans grew louder. The smell of her pleasure slowly filled the room, and I felt her legs trembling under my hand as her pleasure grew. Gritting my teeth, I continued. My naked cock surged and leaped in the empty air, desperate to feel what I could see, my sexy boss's pussy spasming around the dripping shaft of a toy. It wasn't fair. Julie didn't believe in fair. That was what made her so fucking sexy.

"Oh my God!" Julie lay back fully on her desk now, her hands gripping and squeezing her breasts through her bra as she writhed, tossing her head from side to side. She raised one leg and placed it on my shoulder, allowing me greater access to her pussy. Inspired by her sounds of pleasure, I moved the dildo faster and faster, my movements guided by her reactions. She was close; every line of her body, every sound she made told me that much. My mouth was dry as I watched her convulse, taunting me with her own pleasure. Finally, a great spasm seemed to race through her as she shuddered on the top of her desk. I watched at close range as her pussy tightened around the dildo like a fist, almost pulling the slippery object out of my hand. Julie moaned and thrashed, one high heel cracking against the desk as she came. The hot flood of her juices spewed out over the toy, over my hand, over the top of her desk. Slowly, as her pleasure subsided like the fading glow of the sun, Julie opened her eyes and smiled at me again.

"Fuck, that was good, office boy," she said. "See? You don't even need that big virgin cock of yours to make your mistress cum." But I said nothing. All I could do was stare at the raw beauty of the woman who had so easily made me her slave. I wanted Julie so badly, I would take her in any way I could get her. Even if it meant this kind of frustration, this teasing and denial.

Especially if it meant that.




6. Pete Crosses A Line

 

I've lived in this town my whole life. I know every inch of it by now. It was only a couple of years since I used to hang out at the mall with my friends, broke teenagers with nothing better to do than to spend all day lingering among the stores without buying anything. But everything was different now. Julie had come into my life and changed everything, absolutely everything. It wasn't just work. The woman had invaded my thoughts and my heart like a conquering army so that I was never truly free of her. The time I spent at home was time spent thinking of her, wishing I were back at the office so that I could see what she was wearing, and perhaps catch a faint hint of her perfume from being in her presence. It was pathetic, I knew. As though I was lovestruck. As though I was some puppy pining for its mistress. But what I felt for Julie was darker than that. It wasn't love; at least I didn't think so. Having never been in love at that point in my life, I had no real idea what it was or wasn't. What I felt for Julie was desire. Overwhelming desire. Desire so strong that it became a presence in my life, one that wouldn't let me sleep or eat or think of anything other than her. It might look like love from the outside. It might even feel like love from the inside. But it was dirtier than that. Wilder, naughtier and more thrilling than that.

I was nervous, in the mall that I knew so well. My heart fluttered in my chest as I made my way through the brightly lit hallways and polished floors, looking for a store that I had never been inside before. The morning was getting late, and the mall was getting busier. People on their lunch break taking the chance to do some shopping. I was terrified that someone I knew would see me. An old friend from school or God forbid, a relative. How could I possibly explain myself? I was on an errand for my boss. Nothing especially unusual about that in and of itself; Julie assured me that it was all part of an executive assistant's job. Maybe it was, but I was no regular assistant. And Julie was anything but a normal boss. Still, what was I going to do? Say no to her? That was one trick I never mastered.

I might have never been inside this particular store before, but I knew where it was. I hurried through the swelling crowds, making a beeline for the store. The most dangerous part, I figured, was entering and leaving. Once I was inside, I could hope to stay at least a little hidden, even if the store did have large windows that looked out on the rest of the mall. So I screwed up my courage as I hurried through the open door of the lingerie store.

"Hi, my name's Tammy. How can I help you today?" If the salesgirl was surprised to see a young man on his own step into what was quite clearly a woman's store, she gave no sign of it. In this day and age, far stranger things happen. That's what I told myself, anyway. But among the acres of frilly lace and the semi-nude mannequins that filled the store, I felt deeply uncomfortable. I felt horribly conspicuous, a lumbering giant out of place in a woman's world. Unsurprisingly, I was the only man in the store. All the staff were women, flitting from rack to rack as they chatted with a few female customers. I felt my cheeks reddened as eyes turned my way. I tried to act as though I had done this a million times before, but I felt as though every woman in the place could sense my nervousness.

“Um, hi,” I said. “I, uh, I need to – to return something.”

"Of course." Tammy's smile was practiced, the ready tool of any salesperson.  But her chocolate-colored eyes sparkled with what I guessed to be genuine amusement. I knew I wasn't helping myself with my obvious discomfort, but I couldn't control it. It didn't help that Tammy was probably around my own age, in her early 20s. The navy blue dress and jacket she wore as part of the store's uniform did little to hide the shape of her body. Her chestnut hair shone like silk under the store's lights, cut in a short bob that framed her pretty face. Her pink lips were strikingly full, like some exotic fruit swollen in its ripeness. Tammy was hot, and I found myself wishing that it wasn't so. Perhaps I might have felt more comfortable making this return with a woman I wasn't attracted to. Or maybe not. In any case, Julie's kinky games had me so worked up that most women were looking very good to me. I hoped desperately that Tammy didn't notice the hunger in my eyes as I quickly appraised her body and quickly looked away.

Taking the bag I carried from my trembling hands, Tammy reached in and retrieved what was inside. Julie's underwear, the red and black set she had been wearing when I  was summoned to her office. My opinion never seemed to count for much with Julie, but this time she had respected it. She had asked for my opinion on the lingerie she had modeled for me, and I had told her the truth. She had looked fantastic in both, but the teal corset set was the better of the two. And so my boss had handed me the rejected set of underwear and told me to return it for a refund. She had even given me her credit card; Julie knew she could trust me. It wasn't her money I was after. I tried not to squirm in embarrassment as Tammy held the rejected underwear up to the light.

"Can I ask why you're returning this?" Her tone remained businesslike. I wondered if it was just me and my aroused state that made me catch a twinkle in her eye, a faint note of amusement as she spoke.

“I, uh… it’s not… I’m just here for my boss,” I managed to say. “She told me to return it for her.” Tammy’s professional demeanor finally cracked. Her white teeth showed as she grinned openly, her eyes widening in surprise as she looked at me.

“Your boss? That’s a new one. Although I think that if a lot of guys were honest, their girlfriends are their boss.”

"No, it's not like that," I stammered. "It really is my boss. I'm her assistant."

"And she has you return underwear for her? That's an interesting relationship you have with your boss." I said nothing as Tammy cast a practiced eye over the underwear Julie had rejected. She lifted the small tag on the inside of the bra. "34 DD. Lucky guy." I could feel my cheeks coloring as she spoke. To be honest, I was a little bit outraged. But I didn't know what to say. And on the other side of the desk from this forward young woman, my cock, never resting for long these days, was swelling again.

“I do like to see a woman in charge,” Tammy smiled. “But I may have some bad news for your boss. The bra is fine, but I’m afraid we can’t accept the panties.”

"Why not?" Tammy's smile only deepened the obvious fear in my voice. Julie's instructions had been quite clear. I didn't want to think about what would happen if I disappointed her.

“Hygiene reasons,” Tammy said, still smiling that infuriatingly pretty smile of hers. “Our policy is printed on the receipt.” She waved the scrap of paper in front of me as she spoke. But I had no reason to disbelieve her. All I could think about was Julie’s disappointment when I returned with my task incomplete.

“But… isn’t there something you can do? She’s going to be furious if I don’t get this done.”

“I’m sure she’ll understand. That’s our policy.”

“I know, but… You don’t understand. She told me to get this done.” The last thing I wanted to do was make a scene. Already, I could feel the eyes of the other sales associates trained towards me again. But Tammy went on smiling. She had all the cards in the situation. And my panic clearly amused her.

"You're really scared of your boss, huh?" Tammy said. "But there's nothing I can do. I have to answer to my boss, too."

"Well, can I speak to her?"

"I'm afraid she's not in right now," Tammy said. The polished way she spoke the words made me feel she had said them plenty of times before. "I can give you her contact details if you like. But as I say, it's store policy, and it's quite clear. If you give me the card it was purchased with, I can refund you for the bra, but that's all."

It was no use arguing. Torn between my desire not to displease Julie and my desire not to draw undue attention to myself in the lingerie store of the mall, I caved. With shaking fingers, I fished Julie's credit card out of my pocket and handed it over. Tammy ran it through the machine and pressed a few buttons on her screen. The printer whirred as it spewed out a receipt. Tammy tore the receipt free and pulled a stapler from a drawer. I watched mutely as she picked up two business cards and stapled them to the receipt before handing it over to me along with Julie's credit card.

"There you go," Tammy said. As she leaned across the desk towards me, her eyes on the receipt I held, I caught a glimpse of her cleavage in the front of her dress, and my cock throbbed mercilessly. The warmth of her body so close to mine was making my head spin. "There's my boss's card," she said. "And there's mine, too." I nodded dumbly as she smiled at me. Even in the fog of confusion that surrounded me, I knew that there was some intention behind her words. But I had no idea how to react. It's not like I had a lot of experience women hitting on me. Besides, I was more focused on what would happen when I returned to the office and had to face Julie. Tammy's eyes stayed on me as I turned and made my way towards the door of the store. Hurrying through the mall, terrified again of being seen by someone I knew, I made my way back to the office.

Of course, there was no relief there, either. If anything, I felt even more exposed, even more conspicuous as I made my way past the desks of my coworkers. Sure, they were all busy with their own work. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that they were giving me smirking glances as I passed by. I carried the bag in a tight bundle in my hand, trying to hide the logo that I was sure they would recognize. I was grateful to be able to turn the corner toward Julie’s office and hide myself from their prying eyes.

Julie sat behind her desk. I could see her through the glass wall of her office, its surface no longer mirrored as she worked. She had gotten dressed while I was out at the mall, and I saw her raise her head from her computer screen as I tapped on the door. She beckoned me inside. The door swung should behind me as I entered, and Julie reached for the remote control on her desk. The lock clicked and the lights dimmed, and I drew a deep breath as I tried to prepare myself for what was coming.

"How did your errand go, office boy?" There was a faint and mocking smile on Julie's glossy pink lips as she addressed me. My heart fluttered in my chest, the way it reliably did whenever I stood face-to-face with her unignorable beauty.

"Not great, ma'am," I said. The plastic bag from the store crackled as I unfolded it from my hand. "They took back the bra, but they wouldn't take the panties."

"What?" Julie seemed to uncoil herself from her desk chair as she stood. The smile fled from her face, and there was a dangerous note in her voice that I couldn't help but notice. But I also couldn't help but see the way her body moved she circled around the desk toward me. A quick glance around the office had shown me that lingerie I had put on her was nowhere in sight, and I had wondered from the moment I saw her whether she was still wearing it under her black skirt and purple shirt. As she came toward me, I studied the shape of her body, and all doubt fled. Beneath her skirt, I could still see the material of the stockings. The belt she wore over her skirt was tightened down over an unnaturally narrow waist. The fabric of her shirt strained over the inviting swell of her breasts. My boss was wearing her corset under her office clothes, and the thought sent a jolt of desire to my already swelling cock.

"They said it was for hygiene reasons." Julie reached for the bag as I spoke.

“Give me that.” She snatched the bag from my hand and reached inside. Tossing the panties onto the desk behind her, she studied the receipt. I waited, torn between fear and desire, as I so often was these days in Julie’s presence. When a sudden smile broke at once across Julie’s face, I felt no relief. It seemed an idea had occurred to her, and I had learned that these ideas often resulted in a lot of frustration for me. Still, my cock throbbed mercilessly in my pants. And I knew that Julie’s sharp eye wouldn’t miss that fact.

"Did you argue with them?"

“Yes, ma’am. They wouldn’t budge.”

“Did you ask to speak with the manager?”

"She wasn't there. That's why they gave me her card."

“And you spoke to this – Tammy?”

"Yes, ma'am." Julie lowered the arm that held the receipt. Taking a single step backward, she perched herself on the edge of her desk. Her skirt tightened around her thighs as she hoisted herself up onto the surface. Impossible for me not to think of what had happened there perhaps an hour earlier, the wooden surface glossy with my boss's fragrant juices as I made her cum with the toy that was no doubt hidden inside her drawer again. Even if Julie hadn't been as mind-bogglingly sexy as she was, the memories of what we had done would be enough to keep me in a state of near constant arousal whenever I was near her. It was like living in two worlds simultaneously; the one where we stood here, the two of us fully clothed like any other boss and employee. And the other, darker, more thrilling world, where this woman was my mistress and I was her willing slave.

"And what was Tammy like?" Julie's question was so unexpected, it took me a moment to even register what she was asking. I blinked rapidly as I considered my answer.

“She was okay,” I said. “She was nice, but she said there was nothing she could do.”

“And she gave you her number.”

“Yes, ma’am. In case I had any questions.” Julie snorted with laughter.

“No wonder you’re still a virgin, office boy,” she smirked. “You’re completely oblivious unless a woman is as aggressive as I am. Was she cute, this Tammy?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said truthfully. “But she wasn’t as beautiful as you,” I hastily added.

"Of course not," Julie said with an arrogant toss of her head. But I saw a faint smile on her lips. As powerful and dominant and commanding as Julie was, she wasn't immune to compliments. But I wasn't simply flattering the woman who had so much power over me. It was true. Tammy had been an attractive young woman, but she didn't hold a candle to Julie's rampant sexiness. As my boss sat on her desk in front of me, the natural curves of her body enhanced by her extravagant underwear, it was difficult even to think of another woman.

“Was it embarrassing? Trying to return women’s underwear to a pretty young girl?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Of course it was. And that, I knew, had been the whole point. Julie got a kick out of making me do things I didn’t want to do, and I got the same thrill from serving her. As I stood in front of Tammy in the store, I had wanted the earth to open up and swallow me to hide my shame from her smiling eyes. But I couldn’t deny how exciting it all was. In that sense, and maybe no other sense, Julie and I were somewhat alike.

“I bet it was. Did she ask why you were returning it?”

"Yes, ma'am."

“What you tell her?”

“I told her I was returning it for my boss.”

“What did she say to that?”

“She said she liked to see a woman in charge.” Julie laughed aloud at that, her blonde hair trailing like rivers of gold over her shoulders she threw back her head.

"She did? That's awesome! You really do seem to attract a certain type of woman, office boy." I stood uncomfortably in front of Julie while she mocked me. Everything she was saying was only confirming what I had suspected for myself, but lacked the confidence to believe fully. Had Tammy's words and smiles meant more than it seemed on the surface? I had certainly thought so at the time. Julie apparently agreed. Not that it mattered. I was forbidden relations with other women by Julie's express order.

“I wonder what she would say if she knew the truth,” Julie mused. “If she knew about how I dominate you, and how you do anything I say. What would she think then?”

"I don't know, ma'am." Julie nodded slowly as I spoke. She seemed to know. Julie always seemed to know. It was all part of her personality, the aura of cool command she exuded. She was never surprised. Never caught off guard. Always in control. It was getting easier all the time to admit that that was a large part of what attracted me to her. Besides her stunning looks, of course. Julie's movements were slow and measured as she set the receipts down on the desk beside her. Her other arm reached for the panties, and she took them in her hands, her eyes shining as she held the delicate fabric between her fingers.

"Well, you failed me, office boy," she said. "There have to be consequences for that." I said nothing. I remembered all too well the sharp sting of Julie's ruler on my cock. And even as a part of my brain told me to simply walk away, I knew I would never do such a thing. The rewards of being in Julie's presence, the kinky games the two of us played, were too frustratingly exciting to give up. Just about.

"Take your pants off. Underwear too." Julie's tone allowed for no disagreement on my part. And I didn't dare defy her. My belt rattled in my hands as I unfastened it and dropped my pants to the floor. My cock sprang out, as erect and hungry as ever, as I removed my boxer shorts. I felt ridiculous, standing in front of her in my shirt and tie, naked from the waist down. That was exactly what Julie wanted. She shifted her weight subtly on top of her desk as she grinned at the outward sign of my inward desire for her. It never failed. My beautiful boss could be in no doubt about how I felt about her. She saw the proof of her beauty each and every day in the form of my erections.

"Put these on." Julie grinned as she held out the panties toward me. My mouth fell open. Once again, I could feel the red-hot prickling of shame rising to my cheeks. Virtually everything Julie did to me was humiliating in one way or another, but this felt like a new level. My whole body trembled as I looked at her. But I knew my boss too well to think that she wasn't completely serious. Julie didn't joke about things like this. And my desire to escape the shame of what she was proposing warred with my inability to say no to her.

"Go on," Julie said. The panties bounced as she waved e hand that held them at me. "You need to learn a lesson, and I think this will teach you not to fail me again. Besides, you're my bitch now. May as well dress like it. I want you to wear these under your clothes for the rest of the day. It'll be a sexy little secret between the two of us." You had to hand it to Julie. Even in the depths of my lust and shame, I could see what she was doing. She knew exactly how to get what she wanted for me. It was embarrassing how easy it was for her to get around me. But I couldn't help it. Julie's smile grew deeper as I stepped forward and took the panties from her hand. She practically squirmed with delight, squeezing her empty hands together in her lap as she watched me struggle with the feminine underwear. The feel of the soft fabric sliding up my legs only added to my arousal. The panties were unsurprisingly tight as I pulled them up over my ass. There was no room for my cock in the flat front of Julie's underwear. My erection poked out over the top of the waistband as Julie watched.

"I guess we'll have to do something about that hard-on, won't we?" Julie's skirt slid over her stockings as she slipped off the edge of her desk. Walking past me, she turned and took a seat in one of the chairs in front of her desk. The sound of her stockings whispering against one another as she crossed her legs under her tight skirt was almost enough to make me moan with rampant desire.

"Down." Julie snapped suddenly, pointing at the floor at her feet as she did so. Immediately, I dropped to my knees in front of her. Inwardly cursing my readiness to obey her, I nevertheless did exactly as she told me. Julie's smile told me how much my obedience pleased her as she sat above me.

“Stroke that big cock for me,” Julie said. “You may look at me while you touch yourself. And I want you to cum right here.” Julie waved one raised foot in front of me as she spoke. Bending forward, she took hold of my tie in her hand, holding it like a leash as she smiled down at me. “What you say, office boy?”

"Thank you, ma'am." There were times, I swear, when I knew exactly what Julie wanted from me. She seemed to have uncanny ability to read my mind. It was part of the power she had over me. But sometimes, that connection seemed to go both ways. This was one of those times. Embarrassing as it was, I thanked Julie for her orders. And even more embarrassing, part of me meant that thanks sincerely. She wasn't going to fuck me, but I was genuinely grateful for any kind of orgasm at that point.

"You're so welcome, bitch," Julie grinned. "You may begin." And so I did. I groaned loudly as I took my cock in my hand and began to pump it rapidly. Julie grinned down at me, and I studied the infinitely desirable curves of her body under her office clothes as I masturbated in front of her.

"This is going to be so hot," Julie laughed. "Knowing that you're out there, wearing my panties like a good little bitch. You're just one of the girls now, aren't you? My own personal office slut." The blood roared in my head, making her words hard to hear over the symphony of my own pleasure. I moaned again and hoped that that moan would give Julie the answer she needed. Forming actual words seemed beyond me at that point. I felt a lightness in my stomach, my whole body tightening as though some invisible screw were being mercilessly turned as the pressure grew.

"I'm still wearing my corset," Julie said, and laughed again as another groan of desire escaped my lips. "I love wearing sexy underwear. I think from now on, you should do the same. If you want to see what I'm wearing under my clothes, you need to wear something nice and sexy and slutty under yours."

"Yes, ma'am," I gasped. Julie knew as well as I did that I would say anything now. My orgasm rose inside me, my balls drawn tight against my body as my pleasure swelled. With a loud cry, I erupted, and Julie gasped as my leaping cock began to spurt hot cum all over her foot. Semen slid over the patent leather of her shoe and dripped to the floor at her feet as my manhood pulsed again and again, emptying an impressive load of my fluids all over my boss's foot. All the monstrous erotic tension of the day had found its relief at last, and my orgasm seemed to go on and on, leaving me lightheaded and breathless as I kneeled at Julie's feet. I stared up at her, and she smiled down at me, and for a moment, the only sound in her office with that of my rapid breathing.

But Julie was a woman who knew how to press an advantage. She gave me only a moment to recover myself before she moved to the next phase of her plan. My tie grew tight between us as she wrapped it around her fist and pulled me towards her. My hands hit the floor as Julie pulled my head down, slowly, inexorably, using her free hand on the back of my head to push me toward the floor.

"Look at the mess you've made, slut," Julie snarled. The sight of her cum-covered shoe filled my vision, and I couldn't see her beautiful face, but I could hear the sly smile in her voice as she spoke. "You need to clean up after yourself. Everyone knows a good slut swallows. So lick your slime off my shoe." I gasped in shock. The muscles in my shoulders grew tight, instinctively trying to resist the pressure of her hand on the back of my head forcing me down. But I knew I had no choice. I never did. Every cell of my body seemed to ignite in shame, a pure shame unalloyed by desire now that I had had my orgasm. But that was Julie's plan all along. She raised her foot toward my face, and I could smell my semen on the leather as she waited.

"Don't make me get my ruler, office boy," Julie said. "Do as you're told if you ever want to cum in my presence again." It humiliates me even now just to tell the story. It's hard to express how it felt at the time, crouched on my hands and knees in my boss's office with my finally soft cock dripping and the residue of my orgasm on her shoe. But I did it. Julie crowed in triumph as she felt my tongue slide over the top of her shoe, lapping up my cum. I tried to ignore the taste of my fluids, tried to swallow them down as quickly as I could while Julie gloated above me. But her hand on the back of my head kept me in place until she was thoroughly satisfied that my humiliating task was complete. I was hers, totally and completely, from the first day that we met. But there had never been a more clear demonstration of her ownership of me than that.

 

Read Parts 7-12 here
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7. His Boss's Toy

 

Sometimes it feels like I'm made of glass. Not in the sense of fragility, although there are plenty of days when I do feel a little too breakable. The more pressing issue is that I feel transparent. I feel as though all the secrets I keep are written on my face somehow. I’ve always known that women have greater intuition, a greater ability to guess at the motives behind things. And no matter how much I tried to tell myself that there was no way the other girls in the office could know what was going on, I couldn’t help but feel that they did. Or at least suspect something. They couldn’t have missed how often I reported to Julie’s office, and how the door was always locked behind me, the glass windows turning opaque to them the minute I stepped inside. They’d all seen me in that meeting, dropping to my knees to clean Julie’s boot on command. They knew that I did what Julie told me. But after all, she was our boss. We were all supposed to do what she told us. It’s just that what she told me to do with different to what she told any of the women in the office. Maybe it was all in my head. Maybe they didn’t give it much thought. Sure, Nadia had made her little comment after the incident of the boot cleaning, but that was about it. Maybe they hadn’t noticed anything else.

Still, it was impossible to believe that. It was impossible to believe, as I squirmed uncomfortably behind my desk while Julie's tight panties squeezed my cock all day long, that they didn't know something was up. I tried to minimize the occasions when I got up from my chair, terrified that they might somehow see some line of the fabric through my pants and guess what I was wearing under my clothes. That, I knew, was Julie's plan all along. Considering that she had more to lose from our relationship being discovered, she seemed to love to toy with the idea of us being found out. After all, what she was doing with an employee might be highly inappropriate, but it wasn't nearly as embarrassing for her as it was for me. She wasn't the one submitting to every twisted whim of her sexy boss. And I wasn't even getting laid out of it.

The longer I spent outside of Julie's presence, the more the rational part of my brain began to take over. I would start to tell myself that I should put a stop to this, that I was crazy to let things go so far. Sure, Julie was hotter than the surface of the sun, and she was teaching me aspects of my own sexuality that I had never known existed. But if I didn't stop her, who knew how far things would go? Easy to tell myself these things when she wasn't around. But the moment I entered her presence again, all thought of resistance faded away. Just seeing her, smelling her perfume, was enough to wash away any defiance I felt when she wasn't around. And as I sat wearing her panties, I realized that the clinging underwear was like having her permanently with me. A constant reminder of the power she held over me. Her panties were a kind of trap that kept me forever under her thumb. The soft fabric squeezed my cock and balls constantly, growing tighter whenever I thought of her. And wearing her panties made it impossible not to think of her. I had no way of knowing how much of this was part of a plan and how much of it was pure accident. But either way, the effect was the same. Day by day, she was breaking down my always faint resistance to her sexual power. Soon, I knew, she would have me completely under her control, doing whatever she ordered me without question. And I couldn't find it in myself to wish for anything else.

Slowly, the workday came to its end. I had my orders. I was to report to Julie’s office at the end of the day, the moment the last of the other workers had left for home. My heart thumped in time with my swollen cock as I listened to the women say their goodbyes. Soon, now. I shifted in my seat again, trying and failing for the hundredth time to relieve the discomfort of my compressed erection trapped inside the tight panties.

“Bye, Pete,” Martina called as she picked up her bag and headed for the door.

"Bye, Martina. See you tomorrow." I hope she wouldn't pick up the crack in my voice as I watched her walk away. I was relieved that Julie and I were now alone in the office, and the risk of discovery was gone. But I also knew what that meant. Julie could now do whatever she wanted with me, free from worry about the scrutiny of others. The office door swung shut behind Martina, and I stood. I waited a full five minutes, breathing slowly while the time ticked by. I was afraid that one of the women might have forgotten something at her desk and would return out of the blue to catch me doing what Julie had commanded. Once the five minutes had passed, I felt safe. Or as safe as I was ever going to feel. I shed my clothes at my desk, just as Julie had ordered. Wearing only the panties with my throbbing cock making an obscene bulge in the lacy front of the feminine underwear, I hurried toward Julie's office.

She saw me approach through the glass wall. The smile that spread over her beautiful face made my heart pound in my chest. Her eyes sparkled as she looked me up and down, savoring the sight of me dressed as she had ordered. She waved me into her office, and I stepped inside. This time, the door did not lock behind me. The lights didn't dim to make the glass turn opaque and hide us from prying eyes. There was no one else in the office, but still, Julie's lack of precautions made me nervous. But she didn't care. She was on the phone, and as I stepped into the office, I heard her conversation as she waved me toward her.

“I can’t wait to see you, too,” Julie said. “I have a surprise for you. Yes, you’re going to like it. I promise you that.” My heart sank as I remembered why Julie had been trying on lingerie when I arrived for work that morning. Her date tonight, the mystery man that would be allowed to do what Julie had categorically stated I would not, at least anytime soon. He would be enjoying every inch of that sublime body, plunging his cock into the woman I worshiped and couldn’t have. My skin reddened as I walked across the office, my imprisoned cock bouncing inside the panties I wore with every step I took. Julie continued to wave me forward, and as I came around her desk, she pointed to the floor in front of her. I knew what that meant. My customary place, on my knees at my boss’s feet. It was starting to feel like home.

"No, it's a surprise," Julie said. I had never heard this tone from her before. I had heard her playful, I had heard her charming, I had heard her being commanding over and over again. But this flirtatious girlishness, this coquettish tone was entirely new to me, and entirely at odds with the dominant woman that had so quickly established such total control over me. I sank to my knees in front of her, and Julie leaned back in her chair. She crossed her legs, her stockings whispering as they moved against each other, and one raised foot bobbed in front of my face. The same foot, I realized with a  flash of shame, that I had anointed with my cum earlier that day, only to be forced to lick it clean at Julie's command. She knew exactly what she was doing. And I knew exactly what she wanted. Julie smiled down at me as she held the phone to her ear, her every wild thought communicated in the smile she fixed on me. I leaned forward, my hands and knees on the floor like a penitent as I pressed my lips to the top of her shoe. Julie demanded worship, morning and night, and my cock throbbed urgently each and every time I submitted to her demands.

"I had one of the girls help me with it." Julie's eyes glittered as she looked at me, my cheeks turned deep crimson as I realized she was talking about me to her lover. "No, of course she doesn't mind. I think she likes me. She's kind of the office slut." Julie laughed out loud at something she heard from the other end of the line. "Oh, really?" she purred. "Yeah, I bet you would like that. But I don't think she's your type." Julie laughed again while I trembled with abject shame. The man on the other end of the phone had no idea of the truth of the situation, and no doubt he would be shocked if he did know. But Julie was in her element, toying with us both as she studied my shamefaced reaction. "Yeah, that's true," she went on. "You never know with sluts like this one."As she spoke, Julie pointed again at her foot, and I returned to my task, almost grateful for the opportunity to hide my blushes from her probing gaze. I kissed and licked my boss's foot, and the whispering of her stockings nearly drove me mad as Julie slowly uncrossed her legs. Unable to help myself, I stole quick glances at the darkness under her skirt, entirely under the spell of her gorgeous body. And while I groveled at her feet, Julie cradled her phone against her shoulder, her long blonde hair tumbling down over her chest as she reached for the buttons of her shirt. I hardly dared to breathe as I watched. One by one, she unfastened the buttons, the purple fabric slowly parting to reveal the gorgeous teal corset I had laced her into that morning. As uncomfortable as I had been wearing her panties all day, I had some empathy for Julie who had spent the entire day in a tight corset. There was a strange affinity in the situation she had created that I couldn't quite wrap my head around. And as Julie peeled off her shirt, all rational thought fled my lust-addled brain. Pulling the bottom of her shirt out from under the waistband of her skirt, she threw it to the floor behind her. I gazed up at her with unconcealed lust, studying the way the corset hugged her curves. Her breasts swelled dangerously over the lace trimmed cups of the matching teal bra she wore, her soft flesh quivering and jittering with every breath she took. She looked absolutely amazing. I kissed and licked her foot with renewed vigor, desperately turned on at the sight of her and willing to make contact with any part of her body that she allowed me to touch.

"I can't wait for tonight," Julie said. "I can't wait to suck that big cock of yours. I just want to get down on my knees and swallow that beautiful cock." I winced at Julie's crude words, and she smiled as she saw it. She was driving me crazy, and she knew it; she could feel it in the frantic kisses with which I showered her foot. Her hand reached for her belt, and she unfastened it while I watched, drawing it with a whisper from around her artificially narrow waist. Folding the leather, she set it on the desk beside her. Then her hands disappeared behind her back. I heard the groan of the zipper of her skirt as an echo of the deep inner groan of lust inside myself.  I raised my head from her foot as she wiggled her hips and pulled the skirt down over her legs. The fabric collapsed in a pile around her ankles, and at a look from her, I pulled it off over her raised feet and set it carefully aside. Although I had helped her put that underwear on at the start of the day, it had the same impact as though I was seeing it for the first time. She looked divine, ravishingly sexy in her teal lingerie with the black stockings and black heels she had worn all day. The demonic curves of her body called to me as I kneeled in front of her, astounded by the vision of irresistible femininity in front of me. She seemed not only too good for me, but too good for any man. No one deserved a woman like Julie. To kneel in front of her and worship her seemed like no more than what she deserved. And as Julie's hands reached slowly for the waistband of her panties, drawing them slowly down over the garters of her stockings, I hardly dared to breathe. As though the moment were a spell that might easily be broken by any clumsy word or movement from me. She raised her legs effortlessly, still keeping the phone clamped between her cheek and her shoulder as she slid her panties off over her wicked high heels. She set those on the desk beside her too as she lowered her feet to the floor again. She kept her thighs together, teasing me with the knowledge that her pussy was exposed and yet not exposed, still hidden from my view. Picking up her belt, Julie made a wide loop with the leather. Her gorgeous breasts filled my vision as she leaned forward in her chair, reaching toward me. I couldn't resist. Why would I? I said nothing, did nothing to resist as Julie placed the loop of her belt over my head and drew it tighter around my neck. My cock throbbed mercilessly inside her panties as I crouched with her leash around my neck. Slowly, she pulled on it, and I crawled toward her eagerly on hands and knees, a tame and mute dog eager to please his mistress.

"I wish you were here right now," Julie said into the phone, eyes on me the whole while. "I just want you to bend me over my desk and fuck me till I scream." Julie's legs parted as she spoke, and it was all I could do to stifle a gasp as I saw, at last, the treasure between them. Her pussy was pink and swollen, the delicate folds of skin already shining with the moisture of desire. The smell of her arousal washed over me as I approached, tugging at every inflamed nerve of my body. Hard to believe that until very recently, it was a smell I had never encountered. Because now, it haunted my dreams. Julie sat back in her chair again, spreading her legs wider as she used the belt to pull me closer. She smiled, running her free hand over my hair as I tenderly kissed her inner thigh, making my way toward her pussy. Julie chuckled as she felt my lips against hers, my tongue moving over her moist sex, and it took a monstrous effort of will not to grab my cock in my hands and pleasure myself as arousal took over.

"Yeah, I know. Oh fuck, it feels so good! Yeah. That's right. That's it. I want that fat cock inside me." My cheeks burned. Julie was talking dirty to her lover over the phone, but she was talking to me, too. And the disgrace I felt at being used as a kind of sex toy while she talked to her boyfriend only added spice to the pleasure I got from pleasuring her. If it meant Julie would allow me to worship her body, I would tolerate almost anything. Whoever this man was on the other end of the phone, he had no idea how lucky he was. And I licked and lapped and kissed Julie's pussy, using everything I had learned in the short span of our relationship to make her moan with pleasure. All my shame and jealousy and despair conspired to make me want her more, to make me perform more aggressively, more hungrily, eating her pussy as though it was my last meal, as though nothing had ever tasted more heavenly in my life. And as Julie's beautiful body began to shudder and shake, convulsing in her office chair, I knew it was working. The man she was talking to might get to enjoy her heavenly body in a way that I could only hope would someday be granted to me. But at least I could do this. At least I could make her cum while she sprawled in her chair, looking agonizingly beautiful as she accepted my fevered adoration.

"Yes! Yes! That's it! Don't stop!" I didn't know what the man on the phone was doing or thinking, and I didn't care. Julie might be using me as a sex toy while she spoke to him, but by the same token, she was using his words to enhance her pleasure in the scene we were in. That's what Julie did. She used men. And I, for one, was more than happy to be used. With a loud cry, she thrashed in her chair, and I felt her dripping sex convulse against my lips and tongue as I drank down the sudden flood of her juices. This was what I had wanted, when I had submitted to her earlier in the most humiliating way possible, lapping up my semen from the top of her shoe. It had all been for this. The taste of her drove me wild, and I gripped my thighs with my hands as I fought against the urge to touch myself again. After all, Julie hadn't given permission. And I needed it, the way that plants need the sun that shines down on them. Julie was just that necessary and just that dangerous, the white-hot center of my universe as I basked in her radiance. I had no right to jealousy or to her. What she already gave me was the best I could hope for. At that moment, as a warm flood of her juices filled my frantic mouth, it seemed like enough.

"I know," Julie chuckled into the phone. Her voice was thick with pleasure, panting breathlessly as she spoke. I watched with forlorn desire the way her boobs swelled and strained against her beautiful bra with every breath she took. "That was a good one. But just wait until tonight. I'm just getting started." Julie was talking to her lover, but her dutiful eyes locked on mine. Her cheeks glowed with the pink flush of orgasm, and I felt a faint ripple of pride at what I had done. "No, I have a few more things to finish up at the office," she went on. "Shouldn't take too long. I know. I can't wait to see you too. I'll get done here as quickly as I can and then give you a call, okay? Okay then. Yeah, me too. Bye."

Julie lowered the phone as her call ended. Finally, the two of us were alone. I sat back on my heels, my hands on my thighs as I kneeled at the end of her improvised leash. Julie beamed at me, clearly delighted with her latest kinky idea and my willingness to go along with it. But at that point, she could hardly be surprised. I would go along with whatever she wanted. Especially if it involved seeing her cum.

“Good job, office boy,” Julie smirked. “Although I’m not sure how appropriate that title is anymore. Don’t look much like a boy wearing these, do you?” I groaned as Julie tapped the toe of her shoe against the bulge of my cock that pressed against the front of her panties. Slowly, smilingly, she traced the shape of my manhood with her foot, making my whole body shudder and shake. I had no answer for her. I was unwilling to participate in my own humiliation, but I couldn’t say no. Luckily, she didn’t seem to require an answer.

"I like this," Julie said, while I sighed in a kind of disappointment as she took her foot away at last. "I like having both of us in sexy underwear and having you please me like the little slut you are. Don't you?"

“Yes, ma’am.” It was the truth. The awful, humiliating, embarrassing truth. And while my cock throbbed in desperation, eager for a pleasure I knew Julie had no intention of granting me, I had to concede that I had enjoyed the frustrating ordeal she had put me through.

“Good,” Julie purred. Still holding the end of her belt in one hand, she turned in her chair and reached toward her desk. I studied the way the light moved over her body, the way her corset creaked and her stockings whispered as though they enjoyed touching her as much as I did. A drawer slid open, and I watched her retrieve a piece of crumpled paper. Setting it on the desk in front of her, Julie reached for her phone again. Rising up on my knees, I saw with some confusion that the paper was the receipt I had brought her from the lingerie store. Still holding the belt in her other hand, Julie tapped out a number on the screen of her phone and lifted it to her ear.

“Hello,” she said as her call was answered. “Is this Tammy?”

I froze. Once again, I got the creeping feeling that Julie was about to open up a new front in the war against my pride that she was so handsomely winning. I hardly dared to imagine what she might have in mind as she spoke to the girl from the underwear store. The girl that even Julie had suspected of flirting with me.

“My name’s Julie. I believe you dealt with an employee of mine today that I had tasked with returning something for me. Yes, that’s right. No, no, I don’t need to speak to the manager. Actually, it was you I wanted to speak to.” Julie grinned slyly at me as she spoke. Leaning back in her chair, she lifted her leg and rested her ankle on my shoulder. I took in the view of her dripping pussy she gave me, however briefly, as she raised her other leg and swung it over my head so that both her feet now rested on my shoulder, her legs crossed at the ankle. From office boy to sex toy to footrest. Every time my sexy boss found a new use for me, my cock surged with humiliating desire while I served her.

“Yes, that’s Pete, my office boy. Yeah, I know. That’s right. Yeah.” My cheeks burned as Julie laughed out loud, leaving me to wonder what Tammy had said about me. I had a hard time believing it was complimentary.

“Yeah. He does whatever I say. I’m training him to be a good little submissive.” My jaw dropped again as Julie continued to grin at me. I couldn’t believe that she was sharing my secret with anyone, let alone a near-stranger like Tammy. Again, the tiny part of my brain that still preached defiance rebelled at what was going on. But the dull throbbing of my panty-covered cock gave my true desires away.

“I know,” Julie chuckled again. “It’s always the way, isn’t it? Yeah, you’re right. But he has his uses. In fact, he’s with me right now. Of course. I have him on a leash, too.” I could hear Tammy’s laughter coming down the phone as my cheeks turned crimson, and Julie laughed too, laughing at me as I kneeled at her feet. “I made him wear the panties you wouldn’t take back as a punishment for disappointing me. I have to say, he looks pretty cute in them.” There was a pause, a pause in which I could watch Julie’s bright eyes glitter and her white teeth show in her devious smile. “Of course!” she said. Raising the phone from her ear, she held it out in front of her. “Smile, office boy,” she said, and before I could even protest, her phone’s camera clicked. Outrage clawed at my throat, but I said nothing as my boss sent the embarrassing photo to Tammy. I could hear them both laughing at my expense while my heart fluttered with shame and fear.

"I think so," Julie said. "I'm thinking of banning male underwear from the office entirely. He can wear panties like the rest of the girls." Another delighted chuckle, while my skin crawled and my breath caught in my throat. "Yes, that would be great. If you could bring me some samples, I could guarantee a lot of sales. You can come by? Excellent. Thanks, Tammy."

My heart thumped slowly in my chest as Julie set her phone down. She turned her dazzling smile on me, making me feel as though I was shrinking under her gaze as she towered above me. Everything that had happened seemed like some wild dream, too strange and too exciting to be believed. And I felt a great uncertainty swelling up inside me as I wondered where this new path would lead us. I had feared all along that my secret would get found out by someone. Now it had happened, and for all the shame I felt, I couldn’t deny the deep excitement that welled up within me. Serving Julie was the most exciting experience of my life. Bringing another pretty girl into it only made the whole thing that much more powerfully erotic.

“Ok, office boy.” Julie lifted her legs from my shoulder as she spoke, crossing them again and depriving me of the view of her pussy that I still longed for. “Sounds like you’re going to have a new friend to play with.”




8. Office Gossip
    
You can get used to discomfort, to a certain extent. I'll admit, it wasn't something I ever thought about before I took the job in Julie's office. But I suppose it's the same process that lets a woman like her wear towering high heels every day. You can get used to a lot over time.

But I still wasn't used to my new situation. I was still uncomfortable, sitting at my desk close to Julie's office and shifting in my chair. The women's underwear I was wearing dug into my skin in all kinds of places, and no matter which way I moved, I could never get comfortable in the panties. My genitals were squeezed into an area of fabric far too small for them, and the constant pressure was a continual reminder of my submission to my boss. Julie had me by the balls, no question of that. The panties she made me wear were a constant reminder of that fact.

It was a good thing my duties at the office weren't too onerous. In terms of actual work, apart from the kinky games that Julie played with me, my job so far seemed pretty easy. I answered the phone for Julie and booked occasional appointments on her behalf. It wasn't complicated, and I found myself wondering if she really needed an assistant at all. But it had become clear to me that it wasn't my administrative skills that Julie had hired me for. She wanted to keep me close, to have me available to her whenever the mood struck. And with Julie, it struck a lot. I was a healthy 20-year-old young man, and yet even I found myself surprised at times by Julie's insatiable sex drive. She was in the prime of womanhood, the beauty and the sex appeal of youth merged with the experience and uninhibited confidence of maturity. I was spending as much time underneath Julie's desk as I was at my own. I wasn't about to complain about that. It was the highlight of my day to report to her and pleasure her in whatever way she saw fit, even if I did long for more. In fact, I was finding more and more that my life outside work was a pale shadow of what went on in the office. For all the nervousness and frustration and humiliation that came with it, I had learned to enjoy coming to work. Because it invariably meant I would get to see Julie cum.

Lifting my eyes from the computer screen in front of me, I saw two women approaching my desk from the other side of the office. Nothing so unusual about that; often the other girls in the office had to come to Julie with a question or concern to be answered. I was the gatekeeper to our boss's office, but Julie almost always made time to see the employees unless she was busy with me. The only thing slightly unusual was that two women were approaching at the same time. Nadia and Martina. I forced a smile onto my face as I watched them approach. It wasn't easy maintaining eye contact. The panties that were always tight around my cock grew tighter at the sight of the two of them. Martina was smiling her infectious smile, her brown eyes glowing merrily as she walked towards me. She wore a gray skirt and a maroon sweater that showed the swell of her breasts beneath the fabric. Black court shoes on her feet thumped steadily on the office carpet as she came closer.

But that was nothing compared to Nadia. One of the most beautiful women in an office full of beauties, Nadia could also be relied upon to make even more daring fashion choices that Julie did. And there was no question that she had the body to pull it off. The T-shirt that covered her torso was unremarkable, except for its tightness and the deep V neck that showed the beginnings of the swell of her ample breasts. The fabric also clung to her toned flat stomach, accentuated by the belt she had drawn around her narrow waist. Her skirt flat out from her hips, the black fabric swaying hypnotically with every step she took. And beneath the skirt, a couple of bare inches of her thighs showed above the top of black leather over-the-knee boots. The heeled boots made her hourglass body sway with every step she took, more appropriate for a dungeon than an office. I tried not to watch the way the light shone on the glossy leather, the way it hugged her calves and thighs, the way my cock tried to swell and harden in the tight confines of the panties I wore under my work pants. As she often did, Nadia had her jet black hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail, exposing her beautiful face. Her green eyes glittered between thick dark lashes, and a faint smile seemed to play on her pink lips. Well, more of a smirk, really. Of the women I worked with, Martina and Nadia occupied two opposite poles. Martina had always been the friendliest of my coworkers, and Nadia the least welcoming. In fact, Nadia's beauty and sex appeal made her almost intimidating, the same way Julie was when I had first met her. Not that Julie wasn't still intimidating to me, of course. But now I knew what she was capable of. Julie had taught me, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that a beautiful woman could have me doing the unthinkable. Nadia was most certainly attractive enough to draw me into the same spell that Julie had so skillfully woven around me. I'll admit it. I was a little scared of her. Another thing Julie had taught me is that it's entirely possible to be scared of someone and desperately attracted to them at the same time.

"Hi, Pete," Martina said as the two of them stopped at my desk. Her smile was as infectious as ever, and I felt my own forced grin becoming a little more natural as I looked at her. Martina was a sweetheart. And she was most definitely pretty. It's just that, in an office like ours, pretty didn't count for much. But her smile helped. Honestly, I was glad she was there. Nadia by herself could be a little too much for me to handle.

"Hi, Martina," I replied. While Martina stood in front of my desk, Nadia stepped around to the side of it. I couldn't keep my eyes from darting toward her as she smoothed her skirt behind her and, pushing aside my phone, sat down on top of my desk. She crossed her legs, the lean muscle of her thigh swelling out from under the hem of her skirt while the letter of her boots creaked. I was grateful for the cover my desk gave me as it hid my raging erection. Even confined as it was in the panties I wore, I had no doubt that the telltale bulge would be visible if I wasn't sitting down. I battled with myself, trying not to look at Nadia's legs, trying desperately not to be seen sneaking a glance up into the darkness beneath her skirt. Nadia didn't seem to care. From her perch on my desk, she looked down at me, her beautiful emerald eyes showing the same cool disdain they always seem to show when she looked at me.

“Is it true?” Nadia didn’t bother with pleasantries. I blinked in confusion as I looked up at her, my heart starting to flutter in my chest. Ever since Julie had begun to sexually dominate me, I had lived in a constant state of low-level nervousness, forever waiting for my secret to be found out. Any kind of ambiguous question was guaranteed to make me fearful. But I tried to play it cool.

"Is what true?" And now Nadia was openly smiling, the biggest smile I had ever seen on her gorgeous face as her full lips parted to reveal her even white teeth. She leaned forward a little at the waist, inclining herself toward me, and again I struggled with the urge not to peer down the deep V of her T-shirt as she hunched forward.

"That you're wearing panties," she said. As Nadia spoke, Martina pressed a hand to her mouth, trying to suppress a giggle without much success. Nadia didn't even bother to lower her voice. My mouth grew instantly dry. This was precisely what I had feared might happen. But what could I do? I couldn't say no to Julie. And she had ordered this. Sometimes, I suspected, for exactly this reason. She loved to keep me on the back foot, loved to keep me nervous. And it worked. Now, it seemed, our secret was out in the open, and I was no longer surprised at the way my cock surged at the thought that I had been found out.

 

It was dark in the office. Long after hours, and all the other staff had already gone home. Julie had turned off the lights and the rest of the office, leaving only her glass-walled work area lit. Despite knowing that the building was empty, I felt horribly exposed as we stood in what amounted to a cubicle of bright light in an ocean of darkness. Outside, the never-sleeping lights of the buildings downtown twinkled and shone. Anybody could be out there, watching through a telescope or some other instrument. Watching my utter humiliation.

“You heard me, office boy,” Julie said. She stood in front of her desk, perching on its edge with her arms folded underneath her large breasts. Her deep blue eyes glittered with wild joy as she watched me. “Get those clothes off. All of them.”

My eyes darted helplessly from my boss to the other woman in the room. But there was nothing I could do. Disobeying Julie had consequences, and they went far beyond the pain I knew she could administer. I still hoped that one day I might get to lose the curse of my virginity to my beautiful boss, but if I ever wanted to do so, I needed to play by her rules. It was that carrot, more than the stick I knew she could wield, that made me begin to strip at her command.

"You've certainly got him well-trained." Tammy's chestnut-colored eyes glowed as she watched me even more carefully than Julie did. At Julie's request, the store clerk had come to our office after hours with a collection of samples for me to try on. My cheeks burned with shame as the two women watched me, but my cock sprang out, as hard and hungry as it always was in Julie's presence. Perhaps even more so, with two women in the room.

"Oh my God." Tammy's eyes dropped to my cock, and Julie laughed at the other woman's reaction.

"I know," she smiled. "Not bad, is it? Kind of wasted on a submissive little boy like him, though." While my cheeks burned all the more at Julie's mocking words, Tammy stepped forward. Her eyes had never left my member, as though she had never seen anything like it before.

“This is going to be a challenge to fit,” Tammy said. As she stood in front of me, she raised one hand, and I held my breath for a moment as her fingers hovered above my twitching cock. My shame only deepened as Tammy stopped herself and, instead of me, turned to Julie.

“May I?” Julie’s smile deepened as she nodded.

“Be my guest,” she said. But I knew better than to protest at the indignity of not even being consulted as Tammy’s fingers closed around my shaft. Besides, it wasn’t as though I would have argued.

"Very nice," Tammy smiled as she felt my cock. Her hand moved up and down, making me moan as she pumped slowly. When she abruptly released her grip, it was all I could do not to groan in disappointment as she stepped away.

“I think I have a few pieces close to his size,” she said, again the professional. “Nothing’s going to fit perfectly, of course. It’s probably not going to be very comfortable for him.”

"Good," Julie smirked, her eyes glittering. I stood in the center of the room, completely naked while the two clothed women discussed me as though I wasn't there. Tammy had set a large bag on the floor of the office, and I watched her stoop over it as she rummaged through the samples inside.

“He should definitely have a pair like this,” Tammy said, holding up a pair of panties for Julie’s approval. “And one like this. These are fun, too. And if you want him to be a little sluttier, there’s these.” Julie laughed out loud at that last comment.

“Let’s try them all,” Julie said. “New office dress code. No male underwear allowed.” Tammy chuckled as she stood and stepped toward me again, one hand clutching a few different pairs of panties.

"He'll need at least a week's supply then," Tammy said. Julie shrugged.

"Give him a month's," she said. "I like variety." Tammy nodded. I breathed rapidly as her free hand took hold of my cock again.

“I think first, I’m going to have to get this thing down a little,” Tammy said. “There’s no way any of this will fit properly with him the way he is.”

"Whatever you need to do," Julie grinned, evidently delighted with the situation. She shifted her weight, leaning a little more against the desk as she settled in to watch. And Tammy's hand began to move up and down my cock, faster and faster. She smiled up at me as she stroked, her eyes moving as she studied my face. I had the feeling the young woman had never been in a situation like this before any more than I had, but Tammy was taking to it like a natural. She seemed endlessly excited by the control that Julie had over me, and the twisted scenario that was playing out in the office. And as Tammy's hand slid up and down my shaft, the unignorable erotic excitement of the moment overwhelmed me. It was utterly humiliating, having my clothing choices decided by my boss and a near stranger, standing naked before them and having my manhood manipulated by a store clerk no older than me. But it felt fantastic. Tammy grinned happily as she felt my cock surge in her hand, and I cried out as I launched spurts of cum onto the floor of Julie's office.

“That’s better,” Tammy said as she released her hold. Relieved for the moment of my monstrous desire, my cock was starting to soften. As soft as it was ever likely to get in Julie’s presence, anyway.

Tammy squatted down in front of me. I watched her retrieve a pair of panties from the bundle she had in her other hand and hold them out in front of me. While Julie watched, glowing with sadistic glee, I wordlessly raised one foot after the other and stepped into them. There was no point resisting. She had me exactly where she wanted me. Tammy swiftly pulled the panties up my legs and tugged them into position, unceremoniously stuffing my cock inside. Already I could feel desire tearing at me once again. Tammy plucked at the panties as she adjusted them, doing her best to fit them to a body they were never designed for. Finally, she turned to Julie.

“What do you think?” She said. “Pink might just be his color.” As Julie snorted with laughter, a fresh flood of hot shameful blood burned my cheeks.

“I think you’re right,” Julie smiled. “You can wear those tomorrow, office boy.”

 

"What? Why would you think that?" Old habit made me try to bluff my way out of the situation. But the smiles on the beautiful faces of the two women only grew deeper at my feeble denials. They exchanged a glance, and then Nadia turned her attention back on me, her black ponytail sliding over her shoulder as she moved her head.

"Martina saw them," Nadia said. "Earlier, when the copier jammed. You bent over to check the paper tray, and they rode up above your pants. Pink, weren't they?" From the corner of my eye, I saw Martina nod in agreement, her hand still pressed over her mouth. She looked a little embarrassed on my behalf, her cheeks slightly flushed in an echo of the hot blood that I could feel burning on my skin. But Nadia didn't seem the least bit embarrassed. Amused, perhaps. But she was as poised and in control as ever. She looked so powerful, sitting above me with her legs crossed and her boots shining. I felt the sudden urge to kneel before her, the way I kneeled for Julie, and beg for her mercy. What were these women doing to me? Until Julie had come into my life, I never would have thought of doing such a thing. Now, it seemed to be my natural reaction to feminine beauty.

"I – I don't know what you're talking about." I was still trying to lie my way out of the situation. But Nadia saw straight through me. She seemed to have the same ability that Julie had, to look right through the pretense, the mask that I presented to the world and see my true self. Placing her hands on my desk, she shifted her weight, turning toward me slightly. Martina suppressed another surprise giggle as Nadia set one foot on the front of my chair, right between my legs. Her boot was mere inches from my throbbing cock as she used her leg to turn my swivel chair toward her. There was no doubt in my mind that she could see the bulge in the front of my pants, and knew exactly what it meant. Nadia's smile grew. Martina leaned forward over my desk to get a better view, and she giggled again as she saw what Nadia saw.

"I think you do," Nadia smiled. "It's okay. This is an open-minded workplace. You can wear whatever you want. It's just surprising, that's all." I had never pegged her for the understanding kind. Martina maybe, but never Nadia. Maybe her beauty worked against her there. It wasn't as though she had ever been actively unfriendly to me. Just less friendly than everyone else. But as I sat there with her looming over me, I allowed myself to entertain the idea that maybe I had judged Nadia unfairly. Perhaps she was nicer than the first impression suggested. I felt hope blooming inside me, the hope that being found out might not be so bad. If the girls in the office had a mistaken impression of me, what did it matter? Wouldn't it be better for them to think that I was a cross-dresser than to think that Julie had forced me into this predicament? Neither outcome was particularly appealing. But perhaps discovery might not be as bad as I had feared.

"You want to know something?" Nadia finally lowered her voice, just a little. I was no longer even trying to keep my eyes from roving over her gorgeous body, especially her legs in their sexy boots. I was completely under her spell now, the way I fell so easily and completely under Julie's. Just as it happened with our boss, I found myself suddenly unwilling to speak, as though the wrong word could shatter the spell forever. I couldn't resist. I simply shook my head as Nadia smiled at me. And her white teeth shone in a smile that made her dazzling eyes glitter like the sun on some warm foreign sea. "Martina thinks it's sexy," Nadia said.

“Nadia!” Martina protested, but halfheartedly. She was still smiling giddily, and I saw the way her eyes instantly shifted back to me. Inside the panties I wore, my cock was aching for release, my swollen shaft bent over by the tight elastic fabric of the feminine underwear I wore.

"What?" Nadia smiled. "That's what you said, wasn't it?" As she spoke, Nadia's eyes stayed on me. Slowly, as though she were approaching some wild animal that might easily startle, Nadia leaned forward over her knees and reached for the front of my pants. I felt dizzy. The air seemed thin in my lungs, as though I were on the top of some high mountain. I couldn't resist. My hands gripped the arms of my chair as Nadia took the zipper of my pants in her fingers.

"Nadia… " Her name was all I could manage. Nadia raised her smiling face to look at me, her dark hair hanging down over one shoulder. But her hands didn't stop. With practiced skill, she drew down the zipper of my pants and deftly parted the fabric. Unable to put up a fight, I simply sat there, my hidden shame exposed as my cock swelled up through the opening. Only the fabric of the panties covered my cock from the smiling eyes of the two women. And through the thin material, the contours of my engorged organ could be clearly seen.

"You're right, Martina," Nadia smiled. "They are pink." Nadia sat up straight again, her hands gripping the edge of my desk. She smiled as though tremendously pleased with herself, her foot still perched on the edge of my chair. And as I watched, frozen in fear and desire, the toe of her boot slid forward. Martina giggled as Nadia pressed her foot against my cock through the panties, and I couldn't suppress the groan that rose from my throat. Encouraged, Nadia continued to move her foot over my cock, teasing me with her steady motions.

"It's funny," Nadia chuckled, almost to herself. "You're the only boy in the office, but you're wearing panties like the rest of us. I guess it makes sense. You have a girl's job, so you may as well dress like a girl too." Martina laughed out loud at Nadia's words. But I couldn't bring myself to speak. I gripped the arms of my chair as Nadia's foot continued to move, faster and faster, drawing bolts of pleasure up from some deep hiding place inside my body to explode on the surface in a chorus of grunts and groans that I was powerless to suppress. No one else in the office seemed to have noticed. With Martina and Nadia's backs to them, they couldn't see what was going on. If Julie could from her office behind me, I couldn't tell. In fact, I had almost forgotten all about her. My focus had narrowed down to the three of us, Nadia, Martina, and myself, and the pleasure that bubbled and boiled inside me as Nadia rubbed her boot against my cock.

"Remember when you cleaned Julie's boot in that meeting?" I nodded. Of course I remembered. And I hadn't forgotten the comment Nadia made afterward. Perhaps she got to the truth of my relationship with Julie faster than the other women in the office, or perhaps she was just the first to comment on it. But somehow, she had guessed right. Once again, I felt as though there was no way I could hide from her, as though all my secrets were laid bare in front of those piercing green eyes. "That was funny," Nadia went on. "I bet she can get you to do anything, can't she?" Again I nodded. It was true, after all. And I had just enough sense left to know that this was a dangerous admission, but without the willpower to resist, the knowledge was useless. Besides, Nadia knew the truth. That was obvious to me now. Maybe she had seen it all along. Maybe she had the same instinct Julie did, to know a submissive nature when she saw one. And to know exactly how to use it to her advantage.

"I wonder what I could get you to do." At those words from Nadia, I lost control completely. I threw back my head, squeezing my eyes shut as an orgasm tore through me. Over the roar of my blood, I heard Martina gasp in shock and Nadia giggle as my cock exploded. I spurted my cum into the panties, feeling its warm wetness against my skin, and when I finally opened my eyes, I could see how the fabric had darkened with the moisture of my ejaculation. Of course, the women had seen it too. They had seen everything. Their eyes were shining more than ever as they grinned at each other and at me. The excitement was palpable. And as the bright glow of my pleasure subsided, I felt the fear and the shame come creeping back. My secret was out. And Nadia's last words worried me. She knew what Julie did. She knew what I was. And so did Martina. But Nadia, I knew, was the type to make full use of it.

While I sat gasping in my chair, trying to recover myself, Nadia removed her foot from between my legs. She uncrossed her legs, and her skirt ballooned slightly as she jumped down off my desk. Her heels thumped on the floor. Her breasts rose and fell under her T-shirt as she drew a deep breath and let it out in a long and satisfied sigh.

"Well, we better get back to work," she said in a bright voice. As though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. As though she hadn't just made me cum into a pair of pink panties with nothing but her foot. As Martina turned, about to head back to her desk with a delighted smile still on her face, Nadia paused. She seemed to be thinking of something. Then she smiled that wolfish smile as she looked down on me again.

"Come see me tomorrow," she said. "In the morning. I want to see what you're wearing. Don't let me down." With that, she turned. Her dark ponytail swung from the back of her head as she pivoted and strode off toward her desk. With one last disbelieving smile at me, Martina followed her, the two of them laughing and giggling together what they had done. I pulled my chair forward and zipped up my pants, my breath finally returning to normal. If the panties hadn't been uncomfortable enough before, they were doubly so now, with my cum slowly cooling inside them. What was I going to do? Would Nadia and Martina tell the other girls? Did it matter? Julie, Nadia, and Martina represented three-fifths of the office staff, not including me. Everyone knew already. And while Nadia and Martina might not know the true extent of my submission to Julie, I couldn't kid myself that they wouldn't find out if they wanted to. Nadia was right. She could make me do just about anything. Just as Julie could.

And as I sat at my desk, my whole body vibrating with shame and fear and the first stirrings of new arousal at my predicament, a notification showed on my computer screen. Julie. My boss had summoned me to her office again. Heaving a sigh, I stood and turned. Julie would not tolerate any delay. There was no time to scurry off to the bathroom and attempt to clean myself up. As though walking toward my own execution, I headed towards the door of my boss's office.




9. Punished By The Boss
    
 

"What's this?"

Julie's face changed in an instant. The sly smile that had appeared on her face when I stepped through the door of her office, and she reached for the remote to give us some privacy, vanished instantly. Her usually smooth brow furrowed. My heart sank. This was the moment I had known was coming, the moment I had feared as soon as my boss called me to her. Discovery. It seemed to be the theme of the day. My every secret was being found out by a cabal of beautiful and intelligent women. There was nowhere to hide. Julie's blue eyes rose to mine, and I drew a deep breath as I tried to explain.

“It was Nadia,” I said. “She and Martina came over, and she put her foot on me –”

"And you came in your panties?" Julie's voice sounded incredulous. That was exactly what had happened. And she of all people ought to have known. After all, it was she who was keeping me in a constant state of frustrated arousal. She who was teasing me beyond what anyone could withstand. Was it any wonder that I had a hair trigger, and that the slightest touch from a beautiful woman like Nadia was enough to make me cream in my pants? Of course, I couldn't say any of that Julie. She wasn't interested in my excuses.

"I couldn't help it, ma'am," I tried. Julie rose to her full height in front of me, her tall heels making her not much shorter than I was. She wore a red skirt suit that day, the form-fitting jacket and tight skirt a deep maroon color with a white scoop neck T-shirt underneath. Black strappy high heels shone on her feet, ones I had never seen before. And by now, I was intimately acquainted with Julie's footwear. As usual, she looked stunning. The suit was something of a departure for her, a little more conservative than her regular clothes. But she still managed to make it look sexy, thanks to the outrageous curves of her beautiful body and the way she swayed when she moved. Julie couldn't help but be sexy. And my treacherous cock strained against the damp pink fabric of the panties I wore as she stood in front of me. Her perfume rose around us like an enveloping cloud. The warmth of her body called to me the way it always did. My desire for her was hot enough to pierce into the very depths of my shame as I stood blushing before her.

"Strip. Now." Julie's eyes blazed with anger, and I knew better than to argue. Hurriedly, I unbuttoned my shirt and loosened my tie and kicked off my shoes all at once. It had become a familiar task, undressing in Julie's office. But the glass wall behind me never failed to make me nervous, even though I knew that Julie had turned it opaque with the push of a button. Not that it mattered anymore, I told myself. My secret was all but out. Nadia and Martina, at least, knew that I wore women's underwear beneath my work clothes. I could hardly expect them to keep it to themselves. And as for the rest; well, I couldn't help but feel that they would find out soon enough. But I couldn't afford to think about that now. I had Julie to contend with, and she had always been more than a match for me.

"Leave the panties on." Julie stood in front of me with her arms folded, her red skirt drawn tight over her thighs as she stood with her feet apart. She wasn't smiling. Her beautiful face was serious, even grim, as she watched me undress. Fear clawed at my shrinking heart as I shed my clothes and tossed them aside. My bare chest rose and fell as I  breathed, my heart fluttering all the while like some caged bird in the prison of my ribs. Julie was thinking. Once again, I got the feeling that I could almost see the gears turning inside her head. And I knew that soon, those same gears would be grinding me up. I both feared it and longed for it.

"So Nadia saw your panties." Julie stepped forward. Slowly, she circled me, her hands behind her back now in a way that made her breasts press against the inside of her suit jacket. For all my fear and shame, I couldn't ignore it, any more than I could ignore the way the lean muscles showed on her calves with every step she took in her stiletto heels. The orgasm I had had earlier, the one that still left its mark on the pink panties I wore, may as well have not happened at all. My cock strained and throbbed as though I had never cum before, as though nothing else mattered besides the opportunity to release the next orgasm that was building inside me.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And you didn’t stop her?”

“I couldn’t, ma’am.”

“Of course not.” Julie grinned as she circled around in front of me again, but it was the kind of smile that made a shiver of fear race along my spine. There was nothing in the least bit indulgent in it, not even the faintest sign of the mercy I was hoping for. “You just can’t say no to a pretty woman, can you?”

"No, ma'am." If anyone knew the truth of that, it was Julie. There I was in her office, a junior employee naked but for soiled women's underwear. If I had been able to say no to Nadia, I might also have been able to say no to Julie. But that was impossible.

“What did she say?” I blinked rapidly.

“Nadia, ma’am?”

"Yes, Nadia. Of course, Nadia. Who else would I be talking about?" I winced as Julie's hand shot forward and grabbed hold of my genitals. Through the damp fabric, she squeezed my surging cock and balls. I winced in pain, clenching my hands and my sides. Instinctively, I moved to stop her but got control of myself just in time. Julie stared challengingly up at me as she held my manhood in a vise-like grip, almost daring me to try and resist. But I didn't. Finally, she released me, and I sighed in relief.

“She said… She said that she wanted to see what I was wearing tomorrow. That I should report to her in the morning so she could take a look.” There was that smile again. I heard the tiny exhalation of breath in Julie’s nose as she chuckled softly.

“I bet she did. And you’re going to do it, aren’t you?”

“I… Should I, ma’am?”

"Well, that depends. You want to make Nadia angry?"

"No, ma'am." Julie laughed, a bright sound that seemed at odds with the tension I could feel in the room.

"No, that's probably not a good idea," Julie said. "Do you think she'll tell the others?" My head turned to follow her as Julie began to circle me again. It never failed to make me feel like some prey animal being stalked by a gorgeous predator. A prey animal that, in my case, wanted nothing more than to be caught. And consumed.

“I don’t know, ma’am,” I replied. “Martina saw too. So I guess most of the office knows anyway.”

“I suppose so,” Julie mused. “But do they know that you’re my little bitch?” I jumped as I felt a sudden stinging slap on my ass, delivered by Julie’s quick hand.

“I… I don’t know, ma’am.”

"Well, maybe they should," Julie said. I could feel the faint vibration of her sharp heels through the floor as I stood on the short carpet in my bare feet and my beautiful boss circled around me. "Maybe it's time to let the girls know exactly the kind of man they're working with. All this sneaking around. It's a lot of effort. Maybe we should just come clean about what's going on between us."

I gulped. As always, I didn't know what to say. Having my shameful secret revealed to the women I worked with had been a constant gnawing fear ever since Julie first began to dominate me. But I couldn't deny that it sounded hot. In my secret fantasies, the wild visions that occupied my lonely nights at home while they waited eagerly for the day to bring me back to the office again, I would think sometimes about the other girls. Nadia. Martina.Sarah. Lindsay. Girls I would never have a chance with ordinarily. The thought of their pretty faces laughing at my shameful predicament pulled at every frayed nerve in my body, filling me with that familiar and potent mixture of dread and desire that I had become so eminently familiar with. Of course, it wasn't what I wanted that mattered in the end. It was what Julie decided that counted.

Abruptly, Julie stopped her circling. Her steps quickened as she crossed the floor toward my discarded clothes. I watched her skirt strain around her hips as she bent to the floor and picked up my tie. Then she stepped behind me and reached for my arms. I didn't even try to resist. Julie was going to do what she wanted to do. I felt my tie grow tight around my wrists as my boss bound my arms behind my back. It was unnecessary. No part of me wanted to fight her. Once my wrists were bound, Julie crouched and ran the loose end of the tie between my legs. I winced as she took my cock and balls in her hand again, her long painted nails digging into the sensitive flesh through the pink fabric that covered them. Her other hand wrapped the tie tightly around my genitals, binding both cock and balls tightly so that they strained even more against the tight panties I wore. Julie tied off the tie and stood, her fingers trailing over my body as she circled back around me, drawing sparks of lust wherever they touched. Casting a sinister smile in my direction, she turned and headed toward her desk. Fear rose in my throat as she opened the drawer. I knew what she kept in there. And sure enough, Julie retrieved the ruler I had learned to fear and stepped toward me again, tapping it gently with one hand against the palm of the other as she swayed her way toward me.

"You know you have to be punished for messing up the panties I was nice enough to buy for you, don't you?"

“Yes, ma’am.” I knew what was coming. Arguing with Julie would only make it worse. The best I could hope for was a swift punishment that would be over quickly.

“Sitting at your desk getting your panties all wet. Such a little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Say it. Tell me what you are.”

“I’m… I’m a little slut, ma’am.” Julie’s long golden hair trailed down her shoulders as she threw back her head and laughed.

"That's right. That's exactly what you are. And sluts like you need to be punished when they've been bad." The ruler whistled through the air. I braced myself, trying to keep my hands still so as not to pull on the tie wrapped around my balls. The ruler cracked against the bent shaft of my cock, and the thin pink material of the panties did nothing to cushion the blow. I grunted in pain as the blow registered, but Julie wasn't done. The ruler sang through the air as she struck me again and again, and the stinging pain grew stronger with each stroke. My grunts turned to groans and then cries, and my knees began to grow weak under her assault. I struggled to stay on my feet as the entire area of my crotch became one sore throb. And yet, through all of it, my cock never softened. It stayed hard as though to increase my torment, making Julie's blows all the more painful as she struck the swollen flesh. If anything, my erection seemed to grow even harder throughout the assault.

When Julie finally stopped, she was breathing heavily. Her breasts rose and fell inside her jacket, and her eyes seemed to sparkle as she stared at me. The wild light I saw in them made my own stomach growl. While my cock and balls ached in their bondage, Julie set the ruler aside on the desk behind her. I watched her bend at the waist, watched hungrily as she pulled her  skirt high on her thighs so that she could reach up underneath it. I watched in breathless anticipation as she pulled her own panties down,  balancing on one foot at a time as she removed her underwear.

"That's another pair of panties you've made a mess in, slut," Julie snarled. "Open your fucking mouth." I did as I was told. I did as I was told, and Julie grinned in triumph as she stuffed her panties into my mouth. My cock surged inside the tight pink panties I wore as I tasted her excitement on my tongue. I knew my boss's taste well, and I longed to sink to my knees before her and pleasure her with my mouth. The fact that my manhood still ached from the beating she had inflicted on it didn't make me want her any less. Quite the opposite, in fact. My beautiful boss was so powerful, so dominant, so completely in control. So outrageously sexy. Bound and gagged now, all I could do was wait for Julie's next big idea. She had plenty of them.

"That's better," Julie smiled as she used her finger to push the last piece of her underwear into my mouth. "No more talking from you. Sluts should be seen and not heard." Julie's used panties were too small to make a particularly effective gag. But the intention was clear. My boss didn't want to hear any more from me, and I was okay with that. Besides ‘yes, ma'am,' there was very little that I could say.

"Come here." Julie reached up and grabbed a fistful of my hair. She turned and stepped toward her desk, and  I had no choice but to stumble along behind her. She used her grip on my hair to pull my head downwards, and I bent over her desk as she directed me. I felt more vulnerable than ever as I stood with my feet apart and my chest on the top of Julie's desk, my panty-clad ass and my bound cock and balls exposed. Julie walked around to the other side of her desk and stood in front of me, making a show of removing her jacket and draping it over her chair. Her movements were slow and deliberate; she had me exactly where she wanted me. There was no need for her to hurry. And the very slowness of her movements served to emphasize further the power she had over me. I could do nothing but wait. Wait and watch her spectacular body further revealed as she shed a layer of clothing. Her jacket removed at last, Julie picked up the ruler again and circled behind me. I raised my head from the desk, craning my neck to watch her as she positioned herself at my rear. I felt her palm on the small of my back as she raised the ruler in her other hand.

Julie beat my ass with the ruler slowly, methodically, and thoroughly. The sting of the blows grew steadily as she stroked my backside, making sure to cover every inch of skin from the top of my thighs to the lowest point of my back. My grunts of pain soon became cries, only slightly muffled by her panties in my mouth. But Julie was remorseless. Once my ass burned all over, she paused. I allowed myself to hope that my punishment was over as I heard her pull one of the office chairs close to me. But Julie was only using it as a stepstool. I heard her grunt with exertion as she climbed onto the chair and then on to me, her movements hampered by her tight skirt and high heels. Finally, she sat on top of me, sitting side saddle across my back. Her free hand gripped my shoulder for balance. My bound hands could feel the firm flesh of her beautiful ass through her clinging skirt as she sat on my arms. And the ruler whistled again through the air as she continued to beat me from that position, like a horse that she was trying to ride. Again, my knees began to feel weak, but I tried to stay on my feet as the pain grew and grew.

Finally, Julie dropped the ruler to the floor. I felt her slide off my back and heard the dull thump of her heels hitting the carpet. I sprawled on top of her desk, breathing heavily as I tried to deal with the pain. Julie rummaged in my clothes, and I listened with rising fear to the sinister hiss of my belt being drawn out of the loops of my pants.

"Don't you dare make a mess of the panties I bought for you ever again," Julie said. I tried to answer, but my words came out as nothing more than a muffled sob through the wet wad of her panties in my mouth. "From now on, you're not to cum in this office without my permission. Ever. Do I make myself clear?" As answer, I moaned into her panties. But Julie seemed to understand. Still, she wasn't satisfied. She stood behind me again, my belt folded in her fist. I squeezed my eyes shut as I heard it hiss through the air and slap loudly against my ass. The pain made me jump on the spot, the tie wrapped around my manhood pulling tight as my hands instinctively moved in a feeble effort to protect myself.

"Stay there," Julie growled. And I stayed where I was, bent over her desk and presenting my ass for more punishment as Julie swung the belt again. Five times she lashed me, making the skin burn wherever she struck. When she finished, I was a mess. A trembling, quivering, aching mess of pain and desire. Her words struck home. I vowed to myself to do she said, to do whatever was necessary to avoid any further punishment from my sexy boss. Just as she intended.

The belt still hung from Julie's hand as she walked slowly around her desk. I raised my head to watch as she set the belt momentarily aside and reached behind herself for the zipper of her skirt. I heard the faint groan as she drew the zipper down, and the red fabric creased as Julie pulled it down over her hips. Stepping out of the skirt, she stood in front of me with her bare pussy completely exposed. My head was at just the right height to stare at the pink folds of moist flesh while Julie peeled off her T-shirt and dropped it to the floor. My bruised cock throbbed with outrageous desire as the smell of Julie's arousal rose to my nostrils. My mouth watered, her already soaked panties unable to absorb any more moisture. I wanted her as badly as I had ever wanted her, as though only lust was strong enough to blunt the edge of the pain I was feeling. And my heart trembled as Julie picked up the belt again.

"Punishing sluts gets me horny," Julie said. Her voice dripped with desire, with power, with her own sense of self-satisfaction. She sounded thoroughly pleased with the way things had gone, proud of what she had reduced me to, and her obvious delight only made her sexier in my eyes. Julie made a loop of my belt and placed it over my raised head, drawing it around my neck in a makeshift leash. Then she sat down in her chair. Spreading her legs, she lifted them to the desk, laying them over my shoulders as she scooted her chair forward. Her pussy shone in front of me, a treasure beyond compare as I stared right at it.

"Come on, slut," Julie sneered as she tugged on her end of the belt. "Do what an office slut is supposed to do and make your boss cum." I lunged forward. My tied hands made my movements awkward, and my already sore cock ached as it pressed against the desk. But I squirmed forward as best I could, bringing my head down over the far edge of the desk towards Julie's waiting pussy. She chuckled to herself as she watched me struggle, until finally, I was able to position my mouth on top of her mound. Still holding the leash, Julie reached down with her other hand and plucked her panties out of my mouth, letting them fall to the floor below. Hungrily, I kissed her pussy, reveling in the divine taste that danced on my tongue as I made contact with her beautiful body. I kissed Julie's pussy again and again, making love to her body with my mouth like a man possessed. I moaned with desire, and Julie moaned too, enjoying my obvious enthusiasm and desperation to please her. It was more than just the desire to avoid another beating. I wanted nothing more than to see Julie cum, to hear and smell and taste every facet of her pleasure. In some strange way, it was the only little bit of control that was left to me. The ability to please her. And I intended to make the most of it.

Julie's body shuddered. I felt her high heels drum on my back as her legs trembled. Her chair squeaked as she lay back, the belt tightening around my neck while she used her other hand to press my head harder against her. I rubbed my face between her thighs, anointing myself with her flowing juices. The truth of Julie's statement was obvious; punishing me had gotten her excited. And that thought only made my cock throb harder in masochistic desire. The woman was like a force of nature, her beauty and cruelty more than I could handle. All I could do was exactly what she told me, obeying her every order in the forlorn hope that one day she might grant me the honor of fucking her. But I was so in awe of her, so overwhelmed by her presence, that I was starting to feel that going down on her was enough. As though it was all that I could hope for, the fuel for my solitary pleasure at home. Julie insisted I wasn't worthy of fucking here, and lying on my stomach on her desk with my hands bound and panties on and a leash around my neck, I was inclined to agree. If she was kind enough to let me taste her, that was the best I could hope for.

Julie cried out. I had learned the reactions of my boss’s body well enough to know what would happen next. And my sore cock throbbed at the thought of what was coming. The weight of my body trapped my bound genitals against the desk, and the pressure was almost enough to give me an orgasm of my own. But I didn’t dare. I tried not to move, terrified of Julie’s wrath if she saw that I had once again achieved orgasm without permission. Instead, I focused solely on her and her pleasure as she howled and cried in ecstatic bliss. I felt the powerful contraction of her pussy against my tongue as she came, and I gulped down the sudden flood of her juices as best I could while she flailed and screamed above me.

Slowly, Julie’s orgasm faded. Her loud cries turned to soft moans, and then to heavy breathing. Finally, she pushed my head away. I gazed up at her in a kind of wonder, overwhelmed by her beauty as she smiled down at me. She looked like an absolute goddess, her beautiful face flushed with the pleasure I had given her, and I have to confess to a certain sense of pride at what I had done, despite the humiliating circumstances. But of course, Julie couldn’t allow that.

"Good job, slut," she purred in a voice thick with pleasure. "Now stand up and turn around." Raising one foot, she pressed her heel against my shoulder and pushed me back across her desk. My feet on the floor on the other side of her desk, I stood and turned. My heart froze with sudden terror at what waited for me there.

Nadia. Martina. Lindsay. Sarah. They were all there, standing just the other side of the glass wall of Julie's office. At some point, my devious boss had secretly activated the remote that could turn the glass to a mirror, and vice versa. The entire office had been watching the shameful display. For how long, I didn't know. But I knew what they could see now. Me standing with my hands bound behind my back and my cock and balls tied inside a pair of cum-soaked pink panties, my face shining with Julie's juices. The secret was out. I was Julie's bitch, and now the entire office knew it. Four sets of female eyes sparkled as they looked at me. Four mouths exploded with laughter made silent by the glass wall between us. But I could hear Julie laughing too, sprawled in her office chair behind me and giddy with the pleasure I had given her.

“There,” Julie chuckled. “Now everybody knows what you are, office boy.”




10. Pete’s New Girlfriend
    

11. Good Boy
    
 

My dating experience was embarrassingly limited. In fact, that night with Tammy was the first real, grown-up date I had ever been on. I'd never actually gone out to dinner with a woman before, not like that. The whole clichéd experience of dinner and drinks was new to me. But how many people had done it like this?

I tried not to squirm in my chair. After the test Tammy had put me through, she had released my arms, but the leather corset stayed tightened around my body. My throbbing cock stayed trapped against my stomach. It was hard to move in the garment, hard even to breathe. There was a claustrophobic feeling that came from being imprisoned in the custom-made article of clothing.  But I wasn't immune to the erotic sensation of constriction. The uncomfortable nature of the corset served only to remind me constantly of my lowly status with my date. My new girlfriend, as Julie had decreed it. I had no choice in the matter. And Tammy seemed to relish her new position.

"So after that, I moved out here." Tammy's brown eyes sparkled as she spoke, and in the pause between her words, she took a careful sip of her drink. I nodded. Angering her seemed like an incredibly foolish move, given the position I was in. I was still hoping that she might show me some mercy and not tell Julie about my failure to reach the target of making my new girlfriend cum with my mouth in five minutes flat. Perhaps even more than that, I was hoping that Tammy might let me cum, as unlikely as it seemed. It no longer even crossed my mind that she might have sex with me. Whatever it was about Julie that made me so ready to obey her, it seemed that other people weren't immune to it either. No one submitted to her the way that I did, but Tammy seemed perfectly willing to play Julie's game. And why wouldn't she be? This young woman clearly had a kinky streak of her own, every bit as wild and deviant as my boss's. Tammy was along for the ride. And even as she spoke, making small talk as though this were a regular date, as though we both didn't know the real origins of our pseudo-relationship, I got the impression that this was all part of the game, too. She had to know that I wasn't listening, as much as I pretended otherwise. The corset not only hindered my movements and my breathing, but it subtly changed the shape of my body. My clothes no longer fit the way they should. The feminine hourglass shape I had been forced into made my male clothes baggy around my waist. But that minor discomfort was nothing compared to the straps that held my cock in place. Relentlessly, my organ tried to harden, and the straps bit tighter as they held it pressed up against my stomach. I felt completely emasculated, symbolically castrated by this sexy and devious young woman.

Tammy set her drink down. Her sparkling eyes danced over my face, and a slow smile parted her pink lips. Her makeup was exquisite, and she had retouched it before leaving the house. Tammy had come to my apartment in nothing but a coat, boots, and the most elaborate underwear I had ever seen. But the bag she had brought with her contained all kinds of items. She had planned everything down to the last detail. Producing a deep blue dress from the bag, she had had me dress her in it. The fabric clung to her torso, straining over the swell of her breasts and accentuating the narrowness of her waist before it flared out from her hips. She looked unbelievably sexy, even if I hadn't known about the crazy underwear she wore underneath. If this had been a regular date, I would have considered myself endlessly lucky to be going out to dinner with a woman like her. I saw the way people's heads turned as we entered.

Tammy was stunning. In the lingerie store where she worked, she had been cute. But dressed up for a night out, she was ravishing. And her appearance only served to make my cock swell all the more in its tight prison.

"You're lucky I took pity on you." Tammy leaned forward as she spoke. Her breasts heaved in the strappy bra she wore beneath her dress, the soft flesh threatening to spill out over the top of the garment as she inclined her body across the table toward me. She lowered her voice as she spoke, and the way her eyes gleamed sent a shiver through my body. "You're lucky I didn't make you wear a dress, too." Tammy giggled at the look of shock on my face. The way she said it, as though there was no debate, as though she could make me do whatever she chose to. We both knew it was true. Julie had passed her authority on to the younger woman in no uncertain terms, and to disobey Tammy meant facing Julie's wrath. Tammy had already learned how much I feared that. Still, if Tammy had done what she had said, if she had decided to make me dress as a woman for a date, would I have gone through with it? Could I? Would I have been able to find it within myself to resist her? The tight leather corset I wore under my clothes showed just how little power I had to decide my own fate. And young as she was, I felt as though Tammy could read every stray thought I was having in the expression on my face. Her smile only grew wider as she studied my reaction. She was testing me; I knew that. Feeling me out. But knowing it did nothing to protect me from her probing. The truth was, I didn't know how I felt about it myself. Of course, I was glad she hadn't gone through with that. Of course I was glad that Tammy hadn't taken me out in public dressed like a girl. But the straps at the front of the corset dug in all the more as my cock tried once again to harden and rise from its position against my stomach. The idea was turning me on. Just like Julie, Tammy seemed to know my own darkest secrets better than I did myself. Things I had never thought I would be interested in seemed suddenly appealing when I was being made to do them, by Tammy or by Julie.

Chuckling to herself, Tammy sat back again and raised her glass to her lips. She sat with her legs crossed, his short dress revealing the toned muscle of her thigh above the gleaming black boots she wore. As she swallowed and set her glass down again, the waiter appeared at the side of our table.

"Have you had a chance to look at the menu?" He asked. Tammy's smile stayed on her face as she raised her head toward him. He was a young man, probably in his early twenties just as Tammy and I were. His sandy blonde hair was sculpted in that casually messy way that has nothing accidental about it. The faint dusting of stubble on his cheeks and chin was similarly calculated. His bright blue eyes shifted from Tammy to me and back again to her, and stayed there. I could hardly blame him. She looked fantastic. Most likely, he was wondering what she was doing with a guy like me. I don't want to sound like I'm unduly suffering from self-esteem issues, but my lack of success in the romance department didn't exactly inspire confidence. I wondered if a girl like Tammy would even look at me if it weren't for the kinky situation we were in. And I waited for her to take the lead, watching her drape one arm over the back of her chair as she shifted slightly in her seat, turning her body toward the young waiter. Tammy took a deep breath before she spoke, a breath that made her cleavage swell in the top of her dress in a way that the waiter, standing above her, couldn't fail to notice.

“What’s your name?” Tammy had a confidence that was at odds with her youth. I still felt very much an imposter in the adult world of work and in this unfamiliar situation of going out to dinner. But Tammy behaved as though there was nothing more natural. You can get away with anything when you look like her. Her sly smile blunted the edge of the forward question, but the waiter still blinked a couple of times before answering.

“My name? Justin.”

"Hi, Justin. I'm Tammy." She didn't bother introducing me, I noticed. I didn't bother introducing myself. The waiter's attention was all on her now, as though I didn't exist. Another humiliation to add to the list. There was a slight pause after Tammy spoke, as she and Justin smiled at one another. What was that feeling in my chest as I watched them? It couldn't be jealousy. Tammy was only my girlfriend by fiat, by Julie's high-handed decision. Sure, I was attracted to her, but it wasn't exactly what you would call a conventional relationship. I had no business feeling jealousy or anything like it. But as the two stared at one another, I couldn't remain oblivious to the sudden tension in the air around our table. Call it chemistry. Call it whatever you like. But there was a spark there. Even I could see that much.

"What's good tonight?" Tammy finally said. Her voice dripped like honey from her candy gloss lips.

"The chicken Nicoise is really good. One of my favorites," Justin said. Tammy didn't even try to hide the way her eyes watched his lips as he spoke, and her white teeth showed in her smile as she placed a single finger just under her lower lip. She was flirting with him, seducing him with her eyes and her smile and her incredible body. And it was working. I could see that Justin's mind wasn't on the words that he was saying, but on the way that Tammy was looking at him. My girlfriend, at least in name. Openly flirting with another man right in front of me.

"Sounds good. I'll have that," Tammy said. Her eyes flickered toward me, with only the briefest inclination of her head to indicate where I sat. "He'll have the Swiss burger." I gulped. My mouth opened, but I stopped myself before I could protest. I hadn't discussed what I was thinking of eating with her at all. Maybe I would have made the same choice, but the whole point was that I hadn't. She had. Clearly, Tammy was determined not to let me have control over even the smallest aspect of our date. And while I sat open-mouthed in shock, Justin took our menus. A slight smirk showed on his handsome face as he glanced at me for a second before turning his eyes back to my girlfriend.

"Can I get you another drink?" he asked. "On me."

"I won't say no to that," Tammy grinned. As she spoke, she lightly laid her hand on Justin's arm, and as she shifted in her seat, the toe of one of her boots knocked against my leg under the table. Smiling, Justin picked up her empty glass and receded in the direction of the bar. Tammy's eyes were burning with a new fire as she turned to me.

"Holy fuck, he's hot," she giggled. I didn't know what to say. My experience of dating might be nonexistent, but I knew that this was out of line. Or at least, it would be for any normal couple. But we were anything but that. I was strapped into a leather corset that pinned my cock to my stomach and was capable of locking my hands behind me. Hard to take a stand against someone who knows you're wearing something like that. And I knew that Julie would be getting a full report from Tammy about our date night. I knew Julie wanted total obedience from me. While my cheeks prickled in shame, I sat on the other side of the table from my girlfriend and said nothing.

"Maybe I should give him my number." Tammy was most definitely teasing me. She leaned forward across the table again, propping her chin in her hand as she smiled at me. She was trying to get a reaction out of me. And it was working. I could feel my breath growing even tighter than the corset made it, the heat in my cheeks rising as I looked at her in disbelief. Maybe she wasn't really my girlfriend. But I wanted her, and it was at least humiliating to hear her talking about giving herself to someone else right in front of me.

"No," I managed to gasp. Tammy's smile deepened at my weak show of defiance.

"No? Why not?" She giggled. "You don't get to say no to me. Besides, you know the rules. Your mistress says we're not allowed to have sex. But I should still get something out of this arrangement, shouldn't I? I'm nice enough to come to your house, get all dressed up, let you lick my pussy. Don't I deserve something for that?" Under the table, a raised foot tapped rhythmically against my shin. Slowly, I felt it sliding up my leg. Tammy raised her head and shifted again in her chair, and I suppressed a groan as she slid her booted foot between my legs and pressed her toe against my balls.

"The more I think about it, the more I like this arrangement," Tammy said. "You take me out, buy me dinner and drinks, treat me like a lady. And I get to fuck whoever I want, as long as it isn't you. But we can still play together. I can dress you up, and if you're a good boy, you'll still get to eat me out. Doesn't that sound nice?"

My eyelids fluttered as Tammy slid her foot up and down between my legs. The tip of her boot touched the base of my cock where it lay pinned against the corset, and desire rode through me at every touch. She knew what she was doing to me. I never had a chance. And as wild and humiliating as her words were, I knew that she was right. Julie had been clear. My virginity belonged to her. She may have decided that Tammy would be my girlfriend, but she clearly had no intention of letting us consummate that, no matter how badly I wanted to. There was nothing I could do to stop her. And as Tammy's words seeped like oil through the layers of my brain, I had to acknowledge the truth. As torturous as her games were, I didn't want them to stop. If tonight's humiliation was a glimpse of what the future held, I couldn't bring myself to reject it. It was just too exciting to walk away from.

“Yes,” I hissed, my eyes almost closed. Tammy gave a little yelp of delight as I spoke, clapping her hands together in glee.

“Don’t cum in your pants,” she warned, while her foot continued its teasing work. “From now on, you need to be focusing on my orgasms, not yours. I want you to give him my number.”

"What?" My eyes opened wide as Tammy smirked at me.

"You heard me," she said. "As far as he knows, we're dating. Well, we are, but… You know. I want him to know the situation. I want him to know that you're not a threat. I want him to know you're okay with this. That you don't have a choice." Tammy's final words were lost in another gale of laughter. But for all her evident joy, I knew that she was deadly serious. Tammy seemed to have the same ability Julie had to make me do almost anything, and it was clear that she intended to see just how far she could take it.

“Quick, he’s coming back,” Tammy urged. She sat back in her chair again, giving one last press of her foot against my cock before withdrawing it. As I fumbled for my phone, Justin appeared again at the side of our table. He set a fresh glass down in front of Tammy, and she beamed up at him as she wrapped her fingers around it.

"Thank you," she purred. A short straw rose from the ice and clear liquid in the glass, and Tammy ostentatiously used her tongue to pull it into her mouth before sucking slowly on the black plastic. Justin watched, his mouth slightly open. I could hear my own heart beating in my ears as I quickly scrawled Tammy's phone number on a napkin.

"Here," I croaked, holding the napkin out toward the young waiter. He turned his head toward me, barely seeming to comprehend what he was seeing. As though he had forgotten me completely. He took the napkin in his hand and frowned at it. "It's Tammy's number," I said with a heavy sigh. Although I was looking at Justin, from the corner of my eye, I could see Tammy watching me, her drink in her hand. She was smiling. In fact, she seemed to radiate joy as she sat cross-legged in her chair, watching the whole humiliating spectacle. Justin turned his face to her for a moment, saying nothing. Tammy winked lasciviously at the waiter, and a broad grin broke across his face as he turned back to me. I took another deep breath, as deep as the tight corset would allow. All our cards were on the table now. Justin might not fully understand the nature of the relationship between us, but my lowly position was obvious. My place in his eyes couldn't get much worse. And so on impulse, I decided to try and make my position with Tammy a little bit better.

“My girlfriend wants you to call her,” I said. And as Justin snorted with laughter, Tammy cried out in utter joy.

"Okay," Justin said slowly. He shook his head as he folded the napkin into the pocket of his pants. If I had been him, I would have had a hard time believing the situation too. In fact, it was hard enough to believe even for someone who was living it. With one last smile at Tammy, which she returned giddily, Justin walked back toward the bar.

"Oh my God, that was awesome," Tammy breezed. My cock surged again as she spoke. "That must've been so humiliating for you." Her brow furrowed in mock concern as she gazed at me, but the smile never left her face.

"Yeah, it was," I grunted. After all, wasn't that the whole point? I would have loved to pretend that it wasn't, that it didn't bother me to give the number of this girl that, let's face it, I barely knew, to another man. But it did. Just as Tammy knew it would.

"Good," Tammy smirked. "We don't want you forgetting your place now, do we? That was good. Good job. I think you deserve a little treat after that." The ice swirled in Tammy's glass as she stirred her drink with the straw, and my heart pounded in my constricted chest as I wondered what she had in mind. Not sex; I knew she wouldn't allow me that. But there were many other things I wanted that Tammy could give me in return for my submission. "Don't order dessert," she said at last. "After dinner, I have a treat for you."

 

It hardly felt like my apartment as I kneeled on the floor in front of Tammy. My living room, complete with the shabby furniture that I had paid for, had become something like the throne room of a young and capricious queen. Like a well-trained pet, I was no longer allowed on the furniture. Instead, Tammy sat back on my couch, looming above me. One elbow was propped on the arm of my sofa as she held her phone to her ear, the dark bob of her hair tucked back from her face. Her eyes were sparkling as she smiled down at me. But it wasn't me she was talking to.

“Yeah, okay. Okay. Sounds good. Yeah, I can’t wait.”

I hadn't eaten much of the burger Tammy had ordered for me. The tight corset seemed to compress my stomach and kill my appetite, but it wasn't the only thing that stopped me from being hungry. The nervousness that floated in my stomach made the thought of food unappetizing to me. But no matter how little I ate, dinner had passed with agonizing slowness. Every time Justin reappeared with food or fresh drinks or to take our plates away, I had been forced to endure more outrageous flirting. And as the night wore on and Tammy was provided with more and more drinks, paid for either by Justin or by me, she got less and less subtle. Finally, we had finished. Ordering me to leave a thirty percent tip, Tammy had stood and pulled on her coat without so much as even pretending she had any intention of paying. Leaving cash on the table, I had followed her to the door of the restaurant, and we had returned to my apartment. The moment the front door shut behind us, Tammy had shed her sexy dress and ordered me to strip down to the corset again. She had buckled my hands behind my back and dragged me over to the couch, commanding me to kneel at her feet. When she pulled aside the sheer lace panel that covered her pussy, I had known exactly what she had in mind when she spoke of giving me a treat. I didn't waste time wondering who it was a treat for. I lunged forward, and Tammy giggled at my obvious eagerness to taste her as I pressed my mouth against her pussy once again. Sighing happily, Tammy had leaned back against the couch. And while I worshiped her sex, she had picked up her phone to see a text from Justin. She read it aloud to me, making sure I knew who it was from. They conversed in text for a while, and Tammy spared me no detail. When Justin had finished his shift, Tammy called him right away. I continued licking her as I listened.

"Him? Oh no, he won't be a problem. Yeah. Yeah, no, we are. He's my boyfriend. But he knows his place. Yeah. Yeah, he does what I tell him. I know, right?" Tammy laughed loudly as she stared down at me, and my cheeks burned. I could hear the excitement in her voice, and it made my cock throb all the more in the confines of the corset. But I knew with a growing sense of despair that it would not be getting any use that night. Tammy didn't need me for that. She had Justin.

"Well, that's the thing," she went on, still grinning at me slightly as she spoke to Justin over the phone. "I'm kind of kinky that way. Yeah, totally! If it's okay with you. Oh no, not like that. He doesn't get to fuck me. I just want him to see. I want him to watch a real man fuck my brains out. Yeah, don't worry. I'll make it worth your while." There was a pause, and then Tammy threw back her head, laughing loudly again at something Justin had said. Caught up in the one side of the conversation I could hear, I had evidently been slacking, because Tammy reached down with her free hand and lightly tapped the back of my head. Her eyelids fluttered as I redoubled my efforts, running my tongue slowly along the length of her quivering lips. Her juices flowed steadily out from her spasming pussy, filling my mouth and running over my chin like nectar.

"How about the best blowjob you've ever had in your life?" Tammy giggled at what I could only assume was an enthusiastic reaction from Justin. I winced as my own imprisoned cock surged at her teasing words. It seemed impossible that I would ever feel those luscious pink lips wrapped around my member, and here was this waiter profiting from my submission. My head was spinning as I continued licking my new girlfriend.

"Okay," Tammy said. "Okay. Sounds good. Hurry. I can't wait for you to get here and fuck me. Okay. Bye." With a satisfied sigh, Tammy set her phone aside. From under half-closed eyes, she watched me for a while as I licked and lapped at her womanhood, eager to please. Her gaze held mine as she watched, and I felt her pussy convulse against my lips. Her breathing was getting short as her pleasure ignited, and her breasts swelled against the black straps of her underwear that barely contained them. She raised one leg, and I felt the smooth leather of her boot against my shoulder as she slipped further down on my couch.

“This is so fucking hot,” Tammy said. And there was no longer any doubt. In her voice, I could hear her arousal, the orgasm that was swelling inside her with every movement of my lips and tongue. “Every girl should have a boyfriend like you. One whose only job is to make her cum while she waits for other studs to come round and fuck her. Isn’t that right?”

"Yes, Tammy." My words were little more than a low moan, made indistinct by my busy mouth pressed against her. But the intent was clear. And so was my total submission to my new kinky girlfriend.

“Good boy,” Tammy moaned. A series of gasps and shudders shook her body, and she pressed her hands against the back of my head, drawing me closer and crushing my face against her body. “Now, make me cum before Justin gets there. Then the real fun starts.”




12. Pete's Story
    
"So what happened next?"

As if she didn't know. There was no doubt in my mind that Julie knew everything that happened over the weekend. She had imperiously made Tammy my girlfriend for exactly this reason; so that one dominant woman could report to the other. Tammy was Julie's proxy, a way for her to continue to exert control over me outside the confines of the office. Why Julie didn't just do it herself, I wasn't sure. It's not like I would have stopped her. But then, Julie had her own life of which I knew little. And I'll admit, the high-handed way in which she simply turned me over to another woman, like I had no choice in the matter, was extremely hot.

But now it was Monday. I had to face my boss and my coworkers, and now they all knew the truth. They had seen Julie dominate me. They had caught me wearing panties. My secret was out. And somehow, I knew that this was far from the end of the game. It was only the start of an entirely new one. I had dreaded and longed for the beginning of the work week, just as I dreaded and longed to see Juliet again. But today had been strangely pedestrian. Besides the occasional knowing glance and sly smile from my coworkers, I had been more or less left alone. Until now. Until Julie summoned me to her office at the end of the day, after everyone else had gone home.

She had me sit in a chair in front of her desk. She perched herself on the edge of the desk in front of me, raising her legs so that she sat with one foot on the edge of my chair, between my own thighs. She looked ravishingly sexy, of course. She always did. Taking a break from her normally feminine attire, Julie was wearing pants. But they were black leather, and the glossy material clung tightly to her hips and thighs, showing off the shape of her legs and the delicious contours of her ass whenever she turned around. Below the knee, her pants disappeared into a pair of black boots with a chunky heel and straps along the sides. A simple sleeveless black top only slightly moderated her fetishistic look. The all-black ensemble was at odds with her honey-colored hair as she grinned at me. She looked every inch the dominatrix that I knew that she was. She looked almost unbearably hot. And after the weekend I had had, just looking at her was enough to make me breathless.

I drew a deep breath – as deep a breath as the corset I wore would allow. Tammy had insisted. And I didn't dare defy her. What if she had told Julie her instructions, and Julie checked? She hadn't yet. For once, I was fully clothed in my boss's office as she sat above me. But I couldn't count on that lasting long. Under my regular work clothes, I still wore the kinky bondage corset that Tammy had given me. Even if Julie hadn't mentioned it yet, I felt sure that she knew all about it.

"So then Justin came around," I said at last. Julie's eyes sparkled as she smiled wolfishly at me. And my cock swelled at the way she looked at me, pressing against the fabric of the panties I wore under my clothes. Between the two of them, Julie and Tammy had done a number on me. There was no doubt about that. And as I related the story of what had happened on my date night with Tammy, I was forced to relive it right there, in the tense space of my boss's office.

 

Tammy lay back on the sofa, her face shining with a thin film of sweat that caused stray strands of her dark hair to cling to her skin. Her teeth showed between her pink lips as she smiled gleefully, gazing at me with heavy-lidded eyes. She had cum. There was no doubt about that. Another of her instructions that I had unhesitatingly obeyed, licking and kissing her dripping sex until she exploded in orgasm. I could still feel her juices cooling on my face, the taste of her haunting my mouth and fueling my own excitement. Irrelevant, I knew. Or close to it, anyway. Tammy clearly had no intention of letting me do anything more than serve as her sex toy, an object to be used until something better came along. And her total selfishness and my total humiliation combined to make my submissive cock throb wildly against the elasticated bands that held it pressed against my stomach. I felt dazed, numb with a desire that had been denied too long. But Tammy was only getting started. All of this, I knew with a dull feeling of dread and shame, was only the opening act. If Tammy's intention was to drive me crazy, she was going the right way about it. In some tiny and timid part of my brain that was still capable of thinking about anything other than sex, I wondered how much of this I could take. How long before she Julie drove me completely mad? Had it happened already? After all, wouldn't I have to be crazy to put up with this? To allow this woman I barely knew to force me into this bizarre corset and handcuff me in my own home and use me for her pleasure? But always, the same thought returned to me whenever I pondered my position. It would be crazier not to do this. The truly insane thing would have been to turn my back on all of this, to return to a dull and lonely and unfulfilling life, devoid of the blinding light and deep shadow of the way I was living now. Julie had given me that. Somehow, I was still a virgin, even if almost every day and night involved a sex act of one kind or another. But I couldn't bring myself to regret my position, even in the hardest of times. Even at times like this.

When the buzzer of my apartment rang, I jumped. Even though I had been expecting this, knowing that it was coming, the sudden intrusion of noise caught me by surprise. My heart was sinking, descending into a chasm that seemed to have no bottled as Tammy smiled at me. I knew what she planned. I knew Justin was coming. But there's always that part of you that hopes for a different outcome. Maybe he would change his mind. Maybe she would. For all I knew, her entire conversation with the young waiter could have been faked, with Tammy talking to a silent phone just to mess with me. But when the buzzer rang, I knew the truth. She hadn't been lying. Justin was here.

"Wait there," Tammy smiled. As if I had a choice. As though I could go anywhere, dressed only in the tight leather corset she had brought me with my hands strapped in the small of my back. I was helpless. And helplessly I watched her rise, the black straps of her elaborate underwear straining against her beautiful young body, the sheer lace panel between her legs doing next to nothing to hide the pussy I had just licked from my eyes. Forlornly, I watched from my knees as Tammy rose to her feet, her heeled boots loud on the floor of my apartment as she made her swaying way to the door. She knew I would be watching her; the extra wiggle she put in her walk was just for me. Just to tease and torment me that little bit more. Tammy was a natural. In her way, she was every bit as powerful and dominant as Julie was. I found myself wondering how a girl her age had picked up such skills, while I had still not managed to persuade anyone to have sex with me. Yet another unnecessary reminder of my own inadequacy. The inadequacy that Julie had somehow seen immediately, and known exactly how to use. And so did Tammy.

“Hello?” Tammy spoke into the buzzer beside the front door of my apartment.

"Hi," came the reply in a male voice. Justin's voice. I cringed as I watched Tammy's smile deepen.

"Come on up," she said. She pressed the single button on the buzzer, and I heard the electric hum that told me the door of the building had opened. We waited in silence, Tammy's brown eyes sparkling as she grinned at me from across the apartment. We weren't waiting long. Justin must have sprung up the stairs, eager for what awaited him in my home. There was a knock on the door, and Tammy opened it.

 

“Come in,” she said in a low voice. Justin stepped inside, and Tammy swung the door shut behind him.

Justin's eyes looked ready to pop out of his head as he looked at Tammy. She smiled as she stood in front of him, letting his eyes wander over her incredible body. The black straps of her underwear revealed more than they hid, as though they might give way at any moment and leave her completely naked. The expression on Justin's face reflected my own feelings of desire as we both looked at Tammy. She did look amazing. I wondered if Justin could even believe his luck in being invited round.

Tammy stepped forward. The tall heels of her boots gave her some extra inches in height, but she was still a little shorter than him. She reached upward, draping a hand around the back of his neck as she pulled his face down towards hers. They kissed, and I heard Tammy moan as she pressed her body against Justin's. His hands were on her, roaming at will over her soft skin as she purred in his arms. And Tammy's hands were just as busy. I watched in dumb hatred as she unfastened the buttons of his shirt one by one. While he squeezed her ass, pulling her hips against his, Tammy pulled his shirt off his shoulders and slid it down his arms. With a convulsive shake, Justin shed it, letting his shirt drop to the floor in front of the door of my apartment. Tammy made soft noises of delight in her throat as she unfastened his belt. I watched her undress another man in my apartment, unwilling even to wait long enough to get him into the bedroom. The air seemed to crackle with sexual tension as the two of them pawed at one another, their movements growing increasingly desperate, increasingly frantic. So different to the calm and controlled Tammy that I worshiped.

Justin’s pants fell to the floor. He kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his clothes. He was just in his underwear now, a black pair of boxer briefs that clung to his body. The close-fitting fabric did little to hide the obvious bulge of his erection. I hurriedly looked away. I’ve never had the slightest interest in men. And yet here one was, in my apartment, hard and ready to fuck my girlfriend.

Their kiss broke. Justin turned his head toward me, his brow furrowing slightly as he stared across the apartment. I felt my cheeks reddening. His gaze took me in, his eyes widening as he saw what I was wearing. I would have been less exposed if I were merely naked. The leather corset kept my hands trapped in the small of my back and my erect cock trapped upright against my stomach, my pale skin clearly on display against the black material of the garment. Unable to meet Justin's eyes, I lowered my head. Hard to imagine anything more humiliating than being seen like this by another man. I had thought, when the girls at work had discovered the nature of my relationship with Julie, that it was the most shameful experience of my life. But somehow, this had it beat. I wished I could disappear, melting into the floorboards like an ice sculpture under the sun. There I remained, all too solid, all too real, visible to all.

"Is he okay with this?" Justin turned back to Tammy. As soon he looked at her again, I could almost see any hesitation he might have had melting away. I could hardly blame him, even if I did hate him by default. The way she looked, I too would have put up with almost anything to be with her. After all, look at the position I was in. And I wouldn't even get to have her. Not tonight, at any rate.

"He's fine," Tammy giggled. "He knows his place. He's my bitch. He doesn't get to fuck me. He just gets to watch while real man have me. Real men like you." Tammy was an artist. As she spoke, her hand trailed over Justin's chest, over his flat stomach, reaching for the front of his boxer briefs. I heard him sigh as she rubbed her hand against the pouch that contained his bulging erection, smoothing away all of his doubts in one simple motion. "He's just going to watch us. He won't say anything or do anything unless I tell him to. Isn't that right, bitch boy?" Tammy's eyes glittered as she turned toward me. The seductive smile dropped from her face with astonishing speed as she spoke. I knew what she wanted. I knew what she was capable of. More importantly, I knew what Julie might do if she found that I had disappointed the woman she had assigned to dominate me outside of the office. So I swallowed the ruined remnants of my pride before I spoke.

"Yes, Tammy," I croaked. Tammy laughed out loud, and even Justin chuckled under his breath. Tammy's sultry smile was again very much in evidence as she turned back to Justin.

"See?" She grinned up at him as her hand slipped under the waistband of his boxers. Justin groaned as she took his manhood in her hand, skillfully stroking it as she pressed her body against his. "He's nothing but a pathetic slave. Why don't you show him how a woman like me should be treated?" Tammy kept her hand in his underwear as she took a step back. Justin stepped forward, and Tammy giggled as she turned. Still holding Justin's cock underneath his underwear, she began to walk toward me. He followed on her heels, one hand cupping her ass as she led him across the apartment.

“Come with us,” Tammy ordered as she passed me by on the way to my bedroom. “Don’t get up. I want you to crawl on your knees.” Justin chuckled again as Tammy led him through the open door of my bedroom. I followed as best as I could. My knees ached as I shuffled along the floor, but I didn’t dare disobey her. Even though it was hard to imagine what kind of punishment she could inflict that would be worse than this. I had learned long ago not to underestimate the creativity of a dominant woman. Just another of the many things Julie had taught me since I took my new position.

In the bedroom, Tammy had released her hold on Justin's cock. She turned, and he turned with her, so the two of them stood face-to-face at the side of my bed. Playfully, Tammy pressed her hands against his chest and shoved him down onto the mattress. Justin sat. He had eyes only for her now, as though he had forgotten I was even there. I stayed close to the door, watching in silent agony as the show continued.

Tammy leaned forward. The wide straps of her underwear struggled to contain her breasts as she leaned over Justin, pressing her lips to his chest. He sat back, his weight on his arms as Tammy kissed her way downwards. Over his chest, over his stomach, sinking ever lower. Finally, she dropped to her knees on the floor in front of him. I watched as she hooked her fingers under the waistband of his boxer briefs and pulled them down his legs. His cock sprang out, fully erect as she smiled up at him. Hastily, she pulled the underwear down his legs and off over his feet. Giggling, she bunched up his underwear and tossed it at me. I winced as though from a blow as the fabric struck me in the chest before falling to the floor. But Tammy was already engrossed in her task. Justin sighed in pleasure as Tammy wrapped her hand around his shaft. Slowly, she stroked him, smiling up at him as she did so, and I saw his eyelids flutter with pleasure. My own trapped cock throbbed in a kind of sympathetic reaction as I watched.

My desire was a lens that magnified and distorted everything, so that I almost felt as though I could feel Tammy's fingers on my cock as she toyed with his. But nothing touched me beside the laces of the corset that held me prisoner. And Tammy's hair shone in the bedroom light as she reached up and swept it back behind her. Patting her lips, she lowered her head over Justin's lap, and he groaned loudly as she took his cock into her mouth. I groaned too, for entirely different reasons. My heart thumped in my chest as I watched her begin to bob her head up and down. Her lips wrinkled around his manhood as she sucked, and I gasped as I wondered what it must feel like to have his cock buried in her warm mouth. Justin closed his eyes as Tammy continued to move her head up and down, coating his cock with her saliva. Raising her head, she turned to look at me, making sure that I was watching as she ran her tongue slowly along the dripping length of Justin's shaft. He cried out in pleasure, his hands turning to fists as he clutched my bedsheets.

Tammy took her time. She licked and sucked Justin's cock as though it was the most delicious delicacy, as though she couldn't get enough of the taste of him. I watched in agony as she ran her tongue over him again, making his member twitch in response. Justin groaned as Tammy tenderly licked and kissed each one of his balls, teasing him with her tongue before returning her mouth to his bristling cock. His chest rose and fell as he writhed in pleasure, naked on the edge of my bed. But I hardly looked at him. I couldn't. I had eyes only for Tammy as she kept her promise and gave a man she had only just met a slow and satisfying blowjob.

I had no clock to time how long it went on for. Only the erratic beating of my heart separated one moment from another, and I knew that it was not to be trusted. But it felt like I watched for hours. Hours of frustration, hours of helpless lust. Hours of total humiliation. Tammy wanted this, for me to feel her every move in the pit of my stomach. For me to feel the ghost of the touch that she denied me, to see and hear and smell everything that she would give to another man, but not to me. It was working. As painful as it was, I couldn't turn my eyes away. My cock ached as it pressed against the laces that held it, as if struggling to burst free from the corset. As though that would help. In a life that had offered its full share of rejection, I had never felt more rejected than I did at that moment. And somehow, in the counterintuitive way that I had learned to recognize since Julie had come into my life, it turned me on. It turned me on so much I can hardly stand it, to the point that I was squirming on my knees as I watched, desperate for what I knew I couldn't have.

Finally, Tammy rose to her feet. She kept her hand on Justin's cock as though reluctant to release her hold. I watched the elaborate network of straps straining again as she moved, barely able to contain her seductive curves. Turning her head toward me for just a moment, she gave me a wicked smile that made my heart contract. Then she raised a knee and placed it on the mattress beside Justin. I watched her climb into his lap, straddling him as she sat on his thighs. He wrapped his arms around her waist, pressing his face against her breasts and kissing her passionately as she reached down between her legs. I knew she was pulling aside the translucent panel of the underwear that covered her pussy, just as she had done when she had had me lick her in preparation for this. I watched as she moved her body on top of his, positioning herself so that Justin's hard cock pressed against the wet entrance of her womanhood. Then she sank down on top of him. A long moan escaped her throat as she impaled herself on his shaft, and a matching moan rose from him as he entered her. I felt dizzy as I watched. The blood roared in my ears, and I swayed on my knees. The act that was forever denied me, dangled in front of me as a reward to keep me obedient, keep me submissive. While guys like Justin got it all.

Tammy wrapped her arms around his shoulders as she began to bounce up and down on top of him. She held him tight, her knees pressed against his hips as she rode him. And he pulled her body against his, unable to get enough of her as he buried his face against her chest. The two of them cried out in mutual pleasure, joined in the throes of ecstasy. I watched Tammy's fingernails digging into the skin of Justin's shoulders as she gripped him. A powerful spasm seemed to race through her beautiful body. She threw back her head, her dark hair spilling over her neck as she screamed at the ceiling. My bed rocked and creaked underneath them as Tammy reached another orgasm. The room rang with their cries of pleasure as her pussy spasmed around his cock. It was all the stimulation Justin could take. I watched his body stiffen too, and Tammy cried out passionately as she felt him cum inside her. Dimly, I realized that the grinding noise in my head was coming from my teeth as I clenched my jaw. The acid jealousy filled my chest, rising toward my heart as I watched. The leather cuffs that held my wrists creaked and strained as I struggled against them uselessly.

With another long sigh, Justin flopped back onto my bed. Tammy fell with him, sighing happily as she lay on top of him. They kissed slowly, tenderly, her teeth tugging lightly at his lower lip while his cock still twitched inside her. On my bed. I was never going to forget what I'd seen, and every time I slept, I would be reminded again of what I had been forced to witness. The laces strained around my cock again as an angry wave of desire swept over me.

Their lips parted. Tammy’s hair brushed against Justin’s face as she turned her head to look at me. Her cheeks were flushed red with pleasure, her eyes glazed. His cock was still buried between her legs as she grinned at me.

"See?" she said. "That's what real men get. They get to fuck. And little bitch boys like you just get to watch. In fact, you're lucky I let you do that much. Don't piss me off, or I won't let you watch me fuck anymore. Understand?"

"Yes, Tammy." Justin chuckled at my response, and Tammy laughed openly, giddy with pleasure. Her eyes still on me, she turned her head back to Justin and kissed him again, watching me from the corner of her eye the whole time. And I watched her. Just as she wanted me to.

 

"Wow." Julie leaned back, interlacing her fingers and sliding her hands over her knee. I couldn't be sure if it was my own desire, or whether I was right in thinking that she looked excited. My story had certainly excited me. Having to relive it for my boss had stirred up once again all those strange and powerful feelings of jealousy and desire, and I could feel my cock throbbing desperately in my panties once again. As though working with the beautiful women I shared an office with wasn't enough of a tease. As though seeing Julie in her skintight leather pants wasn't already almost more than I could take. Once again, I could hear that roar in my ears, the near-constant buzz of frustrated desire that I seemed unable to escape, whether at work or at home.

"She certainly put you through your paces, huh?" Julie grinned as she spoke. She looked like the cat that got the cream, thoroughly delighted with the story I had told her. Her plan had worked out better probably than even she could have imagined. Who would have known that Tammy, the young store clerk at the mall, would have such a wild and dominant side? Even Julie seemed impressed.

“And she didn’t let you cum at all?” I winced as Julie tapped the toe of her boot against the bulge of my cock inside my pants.

"No," I shook my head.

"Poor boy." But the way that Julie grinned as she spoke the words didn't exactly seem sympathetic. Her foot slid slowly up and down the bulge of my cock, and I gripped the arms of the chair as pleasure bloomed inside me. After the weekend I had had, and had been forced to relive for Julie's listening pleasure, I was already on the verge of orgasm. The slightest touch would have been enough to set me off, and Julie knew exactly what she was doing as she idly stroked me with her foot. But an unauthorized ejaculation was a very bad idea. The breath caught in my throat as I tried to resist, fighting against my own most basic and primal urges while Julie smiled down at me.

“I have to say, though, I like this,” Julie went on. “It’s good to know that somebody’s keeping you in line outside of the office. You know how I like to keep my office boy horny and frustrated.”

“I know,” I sighed. And Julie’s laughter filled the space of her office as I spoke.
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13. Motivating Her Staff
   
 

Julie paced back and forth as she spoke. I watched her movements, as though trying to commit them to memory. As though I needed more visions of female beauty to torment me with my own inadequacy. Julie looked as incredible as she always did. She was wearing a simple black dress that day, the dark color relieved only by the shining silver zipper that ran all the way up the back. Every time she turned her back to me, I watched that zipper shine, bulging out as it did over the enticing curve of her ass that strained against the fabric of the dress with every step she took. Glimpses of her toned thighs showed through the split in the back of the dress as she walked back-and-forth. The sleeveless sheath dress bared her arms, slender and yet strong-looking as she strode back-and-forth like a general commanding an army. Her high heeled pumps were black at the toe, blending to a bright red at the tall heel. I had given up wondering how many pairs of shoes my boss had. It was rare to see her wear the same pair twice. And predictably, treacherously, my cock twitched inside my pants as I watched. Inside the panties I wore underneath them. There was no way of knowing when Julie or one of the other girls in the office would conduct a spot check to make sure I was wearing the female underwear I was ordered to wear at work. Besides, there wasn't much other choice. Tammy had gone through my drawers at home and thrown away every article of male underwear I owned. At home and at work, I was tyrannized by Julie or by Tammy. I loved it, but I feared it too. Day by day, I could feel myself sinking deeper and deeper into total submission to these women. It seemed there was nothing I wouldn't do if they commanded it. And Julie was not a woman who knew many limits. I could only imagine what outrageous ideas she would have planned for me. 
 
   But I had never imagined this.
 
   After the meeting, once the shock of what I had heard had faded somewhat, I found myself wondering if the whole thing been a setup. Obviously, Julie knew what she had in mind. But did the rest of the office? Was I the last to know? The reactions of the girls seemed surprised enough. So maybe they had no more warning than I did. It was only the way they looked that made me wonder if this was previously discussed with everyone but me. Because in an office where every worker was a beauty who always dressed to impress, on that particular day, the girls looked sexier than ever. 
 
    We sat in a rough semicircle in front of Julie. Chairs had been wheeled out from behind desks for this impromptu meeting. I had wheeled my chair from my desk in front of Julie's office, grateful for the chance to sit down and better hide the erection that bulged in the front of my pants. Strange that I was still trying to preserve some modicum of dignity around these women. They all knew my situation now. I was their boss's submissive sex pet, and they all knew it. It wasn't the kind of secret any of them were going to keep to themselves. They all knew what I was wearing under my pants, by Julie's decree. But I still dreaded those moments of discovery. The moments of humiliation when one or another of the girls would look right at me and smile in that devious way that they had, the way that let me know exactly what they thought of me. To think that once I had been excited at the thought of working in an office with all these beautiful women. I mean, I guess I still was. But in an entirely different way. Nothing about my new job had worked out the way that I had hoped. And my faint hope of perhaps losing the curse of my virginity to one of these women seemed to grow more remote by the day. After all, Julie had claimed it as her own. And there was nothing in her actions that gave me hope she would be taking it anytime soon. 
 
    Lindsey sat closest to me. So close that I could smell the rising scent of her perfume, fueled by the warmth of her beautiful body. Her hair shone like honey under the office lights, a cascade of spun gold over her shoulders. She wore a pink dress, with an asymmetrical neckline that bared one shoulder. Her high heels matched. She looked radiant, an absolute angel that it would seem almost a crime to sully with a mortal hand. But I wanted her all the same. That dark desire in all men, to take possession of a beautiful thing. Lindsey was so far out of my league, it was as though we were different species. And she had always been nice to me when I first started at the office. But after what she had seen and what she had heard, things were bound to change. Now when she smiled at me, there was a hint of something a little wilder in her pretty blue eyes. 
 
    On the other side of Lindsey, Nadia sat in a chair of her own. In an office full of beautiful women, those two were perhaps the most beautiful of all, with the possible exception of Julie herself. Nadia sat in her chair with the complete composure she always showed, her straight black hair glistening like polished marble. She sat with her legs crossed, the wicked heal of one tall boot bobbing as she idly moved her foot. The shining leather rose up over her knees, gripping her thighs in a way that almost made me feel jealous. Black yoga pants clung to her thighs and hips, disappearing underneath her boots. A white top formed a contrast to the otherwise all-black ensemble, the loose fabric baring an inch or two of her flat stomach as it hung down from the swell of her breasts. For Nadia, this was dressed down. I couldn't remember ever seeing her so casually attired. But I learned to my dismay that Nadia was every bit as attractive in more casual clothes as she was in her usual classy attire. More so, if anything. All day long, I had been watching her around the office, sneaking glimpses at her when she wasn't looking. The way the skintight pants clung to her body made my cock throb with hopeless desire for her. Most women would have worn a long shirt to cover their ass along with such tight pants, but not Nadia. Not here. My cheeks burned as I recognized that for her, this office was an entirely safe place. Until I came along, it was only women that worked there. And she knew as well as anyone that I was no threat whatsoever. There was nothing I could do except look. And even that, I had to do surreptitiously. Still, I couldn't stop myself from doing it. 
 
    Martina sat next to Nadia. Normally the most conservative dresser at the office, even she was looking particularly attractive that day. Her brown suede boots rose to just beneath her knees, bearing inches of her thighs between them and the hem of her skirt. It was the shortest skirt I had ever seen her in, a kind of flared plaid kilt that bared her lovely legs in a way I had never seen before. The tan sweater she wore on her torso should have been perfectly modest. But the way the fabric clung to her was anything but. I couldn't help but see the way it stretched over her breasts, and I found myself wondering if they had always been so big. As I looked across the office at her, Martina turned her head slightly, tossing her luxurious brown hair back from her pretty face. I felt the sudden rush of hot blood to my cheeks as she caught me looking and flashed me that lovely smile of hers. Worried, I glanced away. 
 
    Over at the other end of the semicircle we formed was Sarah. Her hair was as black as Nadia's, and her eyes glowed like coals in her pretty, delicate face. Her petite body was nevertheless full-figured, as I could see through the light dress she wore, black with red roses printed on it. Like Nadia, she wore black leather over-the-knee boots, though Sarah's heels weren't quite so tall or quite so slender as her colleague's. Between the top of her boots and the hem of her dress, Sarah's thighs showed through the wide mesh of the fishnet stockings she wore. She was looking up at Julie, waiting to hear what our boss had to say. Hurriedly, I tore my gaze away. Martina had already called me looking. It wouldn't do to be busted by another of my coworkers. 
 
    And yet they were each stunning in their own way. Maybe they did know something I didn't, and they had dressed in a calculated way to tease me. Or maybe it was more subconscious than that. Maybe they were getting a kick out of having what amounted to a neutered male in their midst, a guy they knew wanted them but could do nothing about that desire. Maybe they didn't even realize what they were doing to me. 
 
    Or maybe it was even simpler than that. Maybe they looked no better on that day than they did on any other, and it was only my own desperate desire that made it seem as though they did. But whatever it was, I was in agony just looking at them. Just as Julie wanted. Horny and frustrated, all I could do was sit in my chair and try not to draw attention to myself as the meeting began. 
 
    But Julie had other ideas. 
 
    “I guess I don’t need to tell you that there have been some changes around here lately,” Julie said. A ripple of laughter swelled from the listening women as she smiled. I kept my eyes on the floor, feeling some of the girls looking in my direction. In the state I was in, I couldn’t hope to meet those devilish gazes. 
 
    "Any time new staff are introduced, it can change the dynamic of the workplace," Julie went on. She never ceased pacing back and forth as she spoke, and I felt each thud of her high heels against the office carpet like an echo of my trembling heart. "I want to thank you all for doing such a good job of helping Pete get settled into his new role. But I think that we can do even better. So I want to introduce you to our new incentive scheme." Pausing her steady march at last, Julie reached for the whiteboard behind her and flipped it over. Of course, she had prepared. There was a list written on the whiteboard in Julie's handwriting. My heart sank as she pointed to the first item and began to speak. 
 
     "These are some of our key performance indicators," she said. "As you all know, sales are key. But there's more to running this office than that. We also need to think about our rates of calls answered and our conversion rate from those calls. Plus, we need to think about the culture in here. What kind of workplace do we want? We all spend a lot of our time here, after all. I want to make sure that we all feel like a team, that we are all reading from the same page. I think one way to do that is to introduce some friendly competition."  
 
    Another low murmur rose from the seated women. I felt as though my heart was in the pit of my stomach, beaten by the wings of a thousand butterflies. I had read through the list of cryptic titles that Julie had written on the whiteboard. I felt as though I could guess where this was going. My worst fears had been correct. This was a setup. It always was. And yet my cock continued to throb, testing the tensile strength of the feminine panties I wore. Being at the mercy of these beautiful women, being forever judged inferior to them, was fueling my always rampant lust. 
 
    "There's going to be a system of rewards," Julie went on. Her beautiful blue eyes stared right at me as she spoke her next words. "And punishments," she added. Someone giggled. I didn't dare look to see who. Under lowered brows, I stared up at Julie, silently pleading with my eyes - for what? That was always the question. For mercy? What mercy would it be if she stopped playing these games with me? How could I ever go back to the lonely and isolated life I had lived before taking this job? Yes, I was endlessly frustrated and humiliated, both at work and at home. But I was rarely alone anymore, and never lonely. I didn't have time for it. My few solitary moments were generally spent thinking about Julie or Tammy, with the occasional appearance of some or all of the girls from the office. Even when I wasn't with them, they were in my thoughts. There was no escape from Julie and her team of beautiful bitches. And I knew beyond the faintest crumb of doubt that if I were to walk away from all this tomorrow, I would regret it. 
 
    And Julie knew that too. 
 
    "Every week from now on," Julie said, resuming her pacing as she spoke again, "I will be reviewing your performance based on these KPIs.  Whoever is at the top of the list for the week gets a special prize. And that prize will be whoever is on the bottom of the list. The lowest performing member of staff each week will be placed under the supervision of the top performer. She – or he," and another ripple of laughter passed through the listening women as Julie fixed me with another deep blue stare, "will have to do as the top performer tells them. No matter what it is. This way, I'm hoping that the top performers will act as mentors to those on the other end of the scale." More laughter. Julie could frame this as though it was a simple business decision, but we all knew the truth. She was handing me over to them. She was giving every woman in the office the opportunity to dominate me, just as she and Tammy did. And my cock threatened to burst out of my pants as I listened in shock and desire. 
 
    "Another thing," Julie went on, her voice cutting through the murmur of surprise and delight that rose from the girls. "Dress code. I know we've always been pretty lax around here, and I give you girls a lot of leeway in what you wear. I think for the most part that works. You all look awesome today." More murmurs of approval and delight at the offhanded compliment. "But I think to show a difference in status, I will be implementing a dress code from now on," Julie explained. "I don't think I need to tell my top performers what to wear. And when you're getting your job done the way it should be, you get to wear whatever you like. The new dress code will only apply to the week's poorest performer." More laughter, while my heart trembled and shrank inside me. Clearly, I wasn't the only one who knew what was coming. We all knew who the poorest performer was likely to be. We all knew who these new rules would apply to. 
 
    "No more pants," Julie went on, raising her voice over the growing swell of laughter that greeted her words. "Skirts and dresses only. In no case are they to be longer than knee length. Shorter is better. Appropriate underwear must be worn, and any team member has the right to perform an on-the-spot check for any dress code violations and report them to me. All bodily hair must be waxed. If the week's top performer doesn't approve of the outfit of the week's poorest performer, she will have the right to demand that it be changed to accommodate her wishes." Even Julie could hardly keep a straight face any more. I noticed she wasn't even trying to pretend that there was the possibility of me winning her little contest. We all knew the truth. 
 
    "I want this to be a real incentive," Julie went on. "So the week's winner will have total authority over the loser. Whether inside this office or outside of it. If the winner chooses to mentor the loser in their personal time, even at their own home, I will fully support and encourage that." The office erupted into shrieks of delighted laughter at that. And Julie stared right at me, an evil grin on her pretty face as she waited for the noise to die down. Her taste for the theatrical pushed her to continue with this performance. But everybody in the office knew the truth. 
 
    "I'm hoping that this new system will see this team raise its performance to even greater heights," Julie said as the laughter finally died down. "I have already been tracking your performance, and will announce the winner and loser of this week's competition shortly. In the meantime, if anyone has any questions, feel free to come see me." With that, Julie turned and strode toward her office. The buzzing of many voices talking all at once began. I felt every eye turned on me as the women rose from their seats, their minds buzzing with all the possibilities presented by Julie's new plan. Just as mine was. But I couldn't stand to listen to them. I couldn't bring myself even to look them in the eye. We all knew exactly what was going to happen. Instead, I hurried after Julie. If nothing else, turning my back on the rest of the women would hide my raging erection from them. For all the humiliations I had undergone, the fact that I was turned on by being made to submit to them all seemed like one of the worst yet. 
 
    "Can I talk to you?" By the time I arrived at the open door of Julie's office, she was already seated behind her desk. She raised her head, and her blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders, framing her pretty face as she smiled. She wasn't surprised to see me. 
 
    "Come in," she said. As I stepped through the door, she reached for the remote on her desk, darkening the windows and locking the door behind me. My heart convulsed. Clearly, there were some things Julie still wasn't willing to share with her staff. Part of me dreaded finding out what those things might be. Part of me couldn't wait. But while nervousness clawed at the inside of my chest, I tried to stay calm. Losing my temper wasn't going to help. Julie had infinite ways of dealing with me. I was in no position to make demands of her, and we both knew it. 
 
    “This new contest,” I began. Julie smiled up for me from behind her desk. She hadn’t offered me a seat, and so I hadn’t taken one. I just stood in front of her, and her pretty eyes drifted slowly over my body, her lecherous gaze making no attempt to hide itself. My cheeks burned as I felt her eyes on the bulge in the front of my pants. There was no way to hide how all of this truly made me feel. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s fair,” I croaked. “I don’t do the same job as the rest of them. I don’t even get to do sales. I’m never going to win this contest.” 
 
    "Well, of course you're not." Julie's chair creaked as she leaned back, raising her legs to rest her feet on the desk in front of her. Her glossy heels shone in the light, and I found my eyes drawn to her shapely legs on display beneath her tight dress. "It's not supposed to be fair," she went on. "Life isn't fair. That's the trouble with you kids these days. You always think that everything has to be fair. But this isn't a democracy. This is my office. I'm in charge. And this is what I want." The smile never left her face, but my boss's eyes flashed dangerously as she spoke. I had never dared to cross her yet. Under those eyes, I could feel what little resolve I had evaporating like steam. Julie always got what she wanted. The time for me to resist her seemed long past. Still, I couldn't help myself from one last lame effort. 
 
    "But I'm always going to be the loser," I said, hating myself for the faint whine in my voice. "Every week. I'm just going to have to do what the other girls say, all the time." 
 
    “And you’d hate that, wouldn’t you?” Julie’s white teeth showed in her smile as her lips parted. I gulped. She had put her manicured finger on the crux of the problem. My body betrayed me. The thought of being used and abused by every woman in the office was powerfully erotic to me. Julie knew that. My pride might force me to protest, but my desire wanted nothing more than what she suggested. Julie knew me too well. 
 
    "Take those pants off," she said in a low voice. "Show me that cock of yours." Powerless to resist, I felt my hands reaching for my belt almost before I knew what I was doing. Julie sat back, grinning broadly as she watched me undress. As I shed my pants, the unmistakable bulge of my erection showed in the panties I wore that day. Light blue, the thin fabric did little to hide the contours of my manhood as it pressed against the tight underwear. 
 
    "Show me," Julie ordered. I trembled in fear as I watched her slide open a drawer and produce the ruler I knew she kept in there. "Put it right there, on my desk." She tapped the ruler on a spot at the edge of the desk. My mouth dry, I lurched forward. My cock sprang out as I pulled the panties down, laying my member out on her desk as instructed. Julie giggled girlishly as she ran the edge of the ruler lightly over the sensitive skin, watching me wince and gasp at the sensation. 
 
    "I always forget how big it is," she cooed. Raising her feet from the desk, she sat up straighter and pulled her chair closer to me. I gasped as she took my cock in her free hand. All resistance melted away. Julie knew exactly what she was doing. And so did I, but I was powerless to resist it. The relentless teasing I enjoyed, both at home and at work, made me collapse at the faintest promise of pleasure. That was Julie's greatest weapon. And it had never failed her yet. 
 
    "The girls are going to get such a kick out of this," she said. Julie smiled up at me as her hand began to move up and down my shaft, and I moaned and whimpered at the blissful sensations that rose through my body.  Almost instantly, I felt my balls tightening and rising up against my body as an orgasm approached. Julie smiled as she felt it too. 
 
    "You're the office boy," Julie said." And now you're going to be the office bitch. It's good for morale.  What do you think I hired you in the first place? Every workplace needs a whipping boy. Metaphorically, or in this case, maybe literally." I groaned as my cock surged in her hand. 
 
    "Now, I expect you to do what the girls tell you," Julie went on. "Just like you do with me, and with Tammy. From now on, you're going to do as any woman tells you. Just like all men should. You're going to treat us like the goddesses we are. Understand?" 
 
    “Yes, Julie,” I panted. Julie laughed out loud. It was always so easy for her. I don’t know why I even tried. I don’t know why I even came to her office to make any kind of objection. There was never any doubt that I was going to do what she said. No matter how difficult. No matter how humiliating. Julie would get her way, always. 
 
    "Good," Julie said. "But don't worry. There will still be some rules. I'm not going to let the girls do anything they want with you." 
 
    "No?" I was genuinely surprised, and that surprise tore the word from my throat as I looked down at my sexy boss. Her hand never stopped moving on my cock, and I gritted my teeth as pleasure rose inside me. I was right on the brink of what felt like the first orgasm I had been allowed in forever, and a bright thrill of fear that I might have messed it up by questioning it mingled with my swelling pleasure. But Julie simply smiled and continued to stroke me over her desk. 
 
    “Of course not,” she grinned. “They won’t be allowed to fuck you.” 
 
    Julie laughed wildly as I groaned. I clenched my hands into fists at my sides, my whole body shaking in shame and delight. My cock pulsed in her hand, and I cried out as I surrendered to orgasm. My cock spurted over her desk, sending my ejaculate across the polished surface while she crowed in triumph. 
 
    “See? I knew you would like this new arrangement,” Julie said. As she spoke, she continued to stroke me, slowly coaxing the last drops of my orgasm out of my trembling body. It was still early in the morning, but I felt suddenly tired. My knees felt like water as I stood at the side of her desk, humiliated again. Finally, Julie released her hold on my cock. 
 
    “Put that thing away,” she ordered. “And try to compose yourself. I’m about to announce who you belong to this week.” 
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    14. A Sissy Goes Shopping 
 
    “I’ll miss you while you’re away.” 
 
    “While I’m away? Why would I be away?” 
 
    "You'll probably be at Sarah's." 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    “It’s what I would do if I were her.” 
 
    If you didn't know any better, you might almost have thought us a normal couple. The mall was busy at lunch time,  but even if anyone had overheard us, there was nothing too scandalous in what we said. Tammy was wearing her work uniform, the navy blue skirt suit with black pantyhose and low heels that she wore to her job in the mall each day. I had been let out of the office for lunch a little early. Seeing Tammy was Julie's idea. And when I had arrived at the lingerie store where Tammy worked, she hardly seemed surprised to see me. I had a feeling Julie had told her I was coming. Still, I had explained the situation in a rapid whisper, terrified of being overheard by Tammy's coworkers. And her face lit up with a devious smile as I spoke. Tammy was the type of woman who would see straightaway the possibilities of my new situation at work. Just as Julie had no doubt hoped, Tammy's first reaction was to take me shopping. I would need new clothes for my new role at work, she reasoned. With a sinking feeling in my chest, I agreed. The shopping trip with my dominant girlfriend was about the most humiliating thing I could imagine. But it's not as though I had a choice. 
 
    But as we walked side-by-side through the crowds of the brightly lit shopping center, we looked normal, for once. A regular boyfriend going shopping with his regular girlfriend on their break from work. Of course, I had the distinct feeling that Tammy wasn’t going to leave things like that for long. Our excruciating date was proof that she had no qualms about embarrassing me in public. In fact, she got off on it. I was simply waiting for her to do something, feeling that unique mixture of anticipation and dread that filled my days and my nights ever since I took my new job. It seemed it was my destiny to be forever at the mercy of one woman or another, constantly waiting to see what they would put me through next. 
 
    Abruptly, Tammy stopped. I took a half step forward before I stopped, too. We were right in the center of the mall, where its four echoing hallways converged in a tall glass-domed atrium. She turned to me, and the smile on her face made my heart stumble as it tripped over its own feet. She was such a pretty girl. While she might have been the exact opposite of Julie in terms of looks, my so-called girlfriend was no less attractive. Her skin was flawless, without blemish or wrinkle. Under her uniform, I of all people knew that she had a spectacular body: all dangerous curves and soft hollows. Just seeing her smile was enough to get me going. And heedless of anyone that might be watching, Tammy wrapped her arms around my neck. She was much shorter than me, and even standing on her tiptoes, she didn't come close to my height. I bent my head toward her to catch what she was saying as she spoke. 
 
    "If I were her, I wouldn't let you out of my sight for the entire week," Tammy grinned. "But that's okay. I'll find ways to have fun while you're not around. Just think, while this new chick is making you do terrible things, I'll be at home, in your bed, fucking some other guy." I winced as she spoke, and Tammy laughed out loud. She didn't even try to lower her voice. She didn't care who heard. Amid the crowds that swirled around us, I saw some heads turn. Would they believe what they had heard? Tammy pressed her lips against mine, and I kissed her back. She pushed her tongue between my lips, invading my mouth aggressively while she pressed her soft body against mine. Predictably, my cock swelled in my pants. The orgasm Julie had allowed me in her office was perhaps only an hour in the past, but again I felt as though it had been weeks since I had had release. The sheer kinkiness of the situation I found myself in kept me in a constant state of desire. It didn't seem to matter how often I got to cum. I was always horny. And the women in my life were dedicated to making sure I stayed that way. 
 
    “This is going to be fun,” Tammy grinned as she lifted her lips from mine. Her heels sank back to the floor as she released her grip on my shoulders. Her hand was warm and soft as she gripped mine and turned, leading me through the crowds toward the brightly lit façade of a clothing store. Suppressing a sigh, I went with her. There was no doubt in my mind this lunch break was going to be excruciating. But my girlfriend’s power over me was rivaled only by Julie’s. I couldn’t say no to either of them. 
 
    The mall outside was busy, but the clothes store Tammy took me to was mercifully quiet. Still holding my hand, she led me briskly through the racks of the women's section. I could feel the eyes of the store staff on us. Just like when I first met Tammy, in this same mall. I wondered if she was remembering that day just as I was while her fingers raced deftly through a selection of clothes hanging from a rack. 
 
    "What you think of this?" Tammy asked as she lifted a dress from a rack. I shrugged, feeling despair in my heart as she beamed at me. It hardly mattered what I thought; I knew that much. The idea of turning up to work dressed in women's clothing terrified me. With Tammy's involvement, I knew it was going to be so much worse than it might otherwise have been. 
 
    "You're right," Tammy said with a smile as she hung the dress back on the rack. I hadn't said a word, but it didn't matter. "Not slutty enough," she grinned. Hangers hissed on steel as she continued to go through the clothes in front of her. I saw her face light up, and my stomach tied itself in knots of helpless fear. 
 
    “Now this,” Tammy grinned as she held something up my inspection. “This is very you.” 
 
    My jaw dropped as I saw what she was holding. A pink plaid miniskirt, the fabric pleated and adorned at the waist with two leather buckles. I could feel my skin prickling with shame as she smiled at me. 
 
    “Are you serious?” I gasped. 
 
    “Do I look like I’m joking?” Tammy was still smiling, but I caught the notice of danger in her voice. I couldn’t miss the flash in her brown eyes. No, she wasn’t joking. Tammy never joked about things like this. “They want you to look like a slut,” Tammy went on. “You know it as well as I do. There’s no point fighting it. May as well embrace it. If you’re going to be the office bitch, you may as well look like it.” 
 
    My eyes darted around the store. Again, Tammy made no effort to lower her voice. A salesman was standing close by, fussing over some unfolded clothes. I wondered if she had heard. I wondered why I cared, when every woman in my life knew the power they held over me. What did it matter if one more individual was brought into the circle? I couldn't say. But somehow, it did. And Tammy knew that. She relied on it. 
 
    “Tammy, please,” I said in a low voice. But it was useless. She pretended not to hear me. Draping the skirt over one arm, she turned back to the rack and continued searching for more clothes. 
 
    "I can't even imagine what size you are," she said as she searched. "I mean, you're way too tall for all this stuff. But that will just make these skirts even shorter, which isn't a bad thing. At least you're quite lean for a guy. We'll just have to try everything on and see what works." 
 
    “Here?” I don’t know why I was surprised. I guess some optimistic part of me hoped that Tammy might show some uncharacteristic mercy and let me try on our purchases at home. But I ought to have known better. She would never let an opportunity like this pass. 
 
    "Of course," she said as she lifted another garment from the rack. "You can't buy stuff without trying it on. How you look at work is a reflection on me now. I don't want you going there in poorly fitting clothes and embarrassing me. Remember, I work in the industry myself." Hardly. Tommy was a clerk and underwear store, not a designer at a fashion house. But I knew better than to talk back. Right now, Tammy was in her element, beaming happily as she plotted my latest humiliation. I didn't want to see her angry. 
 
    "We'll try this. And this. Oh, I like this. And this." Mute as a stone, I followed Tammy through the women's department of the store, watching her pick out one outfit after another. Now there was no doubt; the eyes of the staff were most definitely on us. Tammy seemed oblivious, but I felt myself wishing I could simply vanish into a hole in the ground as I wondered what they might have heard. Finally, Tammy led me toward the dressing room. Was that a knowing smile on the face of the woman who welcomed us inside? I guessed her age to be around 40, with a fine network of lines around her eyes and her hair bleached blonde. Probably not much older than Julie, though she looked nothing like my beautiful boss. I kept my eyes on the floor as I shuffled past, and Tammy handed me the pile of clothes she had selected. 
 
    “Try them all on,” she instructed in a loud voice. “I’ll be waiting out here. Once you’re dressed in an outfit, I want you to come out here and show me.” 
 
    “Really?” The store worker covered her mouth in an attempt not to laugh as Tammy glared at me. 
 
    “Yes, really,” she said. “I want to see how it fits. Go on, get to it.” 
 
    There was nothing for me to do except to follow her instructions. Arguing would only cause even more of a scene. It was a fight I knew I couldn't win. While my heart roared in my ears, I stumbled through the open door of a cubicle and swung it shut behind me. My hands trembled uncontrollably as I hung the clothes on a hook. With practiced hands, I shed what I was wearing, keeping only my underwear on. Not that that made things any better. As usual, my swollen cock pressed hard against the front of the female underwear that could barely contain it. As I reached for the pink skirt Tammy had selected, I shook my head, barely able to believe what was happening to me. What I was being made to do. But I did it anyway. 
 
    Shamefully, I stepped into the skirt and pulled it up to my hips. Tammy was right. The garment was designed to be short even on the women it was made for, but on me, it was virtually obscene. I wore it as low on my hips as I possibly could, and still, it barely covered my ass. Worse, the pleated fabric did nothing to hide the bulge of my erection. If anything, it emphasized it, the front of the skirt lifted by my raging boner. I looked ridiculous. The mirror on the back of the door left me in no doubt about that. But that was exactly what Tammy wanted.  Probably what Julie wanted to. 
 
    May as well just get it over with. Tammy had picked out a white shirt to go with the skirt, and I struggled into it. It was my first encounter with how thin and inadequate women's clothing often is. The shirt just about fit me, but the fabric was pulled tight over my chest as I fastened the buttons. It wasn't long enough to reach the waist of the skirt, leaving plenty of my stomach exposed. The tiny sleeves barely covered my shoulders, the fabric straining as I pushed my upper arms through the holes. I looked beyond foolish. And the red blush of shame rose to my cheeks as I looked at myself in the mirror. But Tammy was waiting. 
 
    Sliding aside the lock on the cubicle door, I pulled it open. Tammy stood inside the fitting room. Beside the attendant, we were the only people there. And to my horror, I saw the attendant was standing right beside Tammy. The two of them looked up as I stepped out at the cubicle, and I saw the smiles that appeared on both their faces as they looked at me. Two sets of eyes roamed over my body, in amusement rather than desire. At almost the same moment, the two women burst out laughing. And the shame within me only grew hotter as it pierced my heart like a lance. 
 
    "Not bad," Tammy said as she finally brought her amusement under control. "It's actually not a bad fit." The attendant laughed again at the obvious absurdity of what my girlfriend was saying. The clothes were designed for a body entirely unlike mine. A body much more like Tammy's, with its narrow waist and full hips and generous breasts. I tried to suppress the rogue thought that rose in my brain, an image of Tammy dressed in the clothes I was wearing. She would've looked hot. Almost like a sexy schoolgirl, her body bursting out of her uniform. I worried that every rogue twitch of my throbbing cock would be visible under the skirt I wore. 
 
    "It's way too tight," I protested. But I mumbled as I spoke. Ultimately, it didn't matter what I thought. All that mattered was what Tammy thought. And the attendant's eyes shone as she watched my girlfriend step toward me, her hands already raised. 
 
    "Nonsense," Tammy said dismissively. "It's supposed to be tight. You're supposed to look like a slut, remember?" Another burst of laughter rose from the attendant as she listened, and I saw the matching smile on Tammy's face. She was enjoying this. Reveling in the open display of her power over me. The presence of the stranger, I knew, was only going to make things worse. 
 
    Tammy took the trailing ends of the tight white shirt in her hands. I stood in front of her, feeling huge and clumsy as she tied the shirt in a quick knot in front of my stomach. 
 
    "There," she grinned, "that's better. Don't forget, you'll be wearing the corset under this. That'll give you a more feminine shape." 
 
    “He wears a corset?” The fitting room attendant could no longer hold back her incredulity. I saw Tammy’s teeth shine in her smile as she turned to look at the other woman over her shoulder. 
 
    “Of course,” Tammy giggled. “It’s a special bondage corset. We sell them at my store. He hates it, but it does wonders for him.” 
 
    "So are you - are you like his mistress or something?" Tammy's smile never left her pink lips as she turned back to me, grinning as she tilted her head up and looked into my eyes. 
 
    “Something like that,” she said. “But this isn’t for me. His boss has implemented a new dress code at the office. He’s going to be her slutty little plaything. Aren’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Tammy," I muttered. In the gap of her fitted jacket, I could see the swell of her breasts over the edge of the tank top she wore underneath, it was doing nothing to improve my predicament. She stood so close to me that our bodies almost touched, and my cock swelled as though trying to reach for her. I could feel her fingers moving lightly over my stomach, tracing the shape of the muscles that showed through the skin. 
 
    "That's right," she grinned. "And I'm going to make sure you look the part. We're going to have to get all this nasty hair off you too. And we'll need some shoes, but we'll have to go somewhere special for those. What I have in mind, they don't make in your size." She giggled again, and the changing room attendant laughed with her. Tammy's touch and her gentle voice had lulled me into a kind of spell. I was still humiliated, of course. Still deeply ashamed as I stood in front of her and a complete stranger in a revealing feminine outfit. My sense of shame was taking a backseat to my desire for her. My girlfriend, who I still had not slept with. And maybe never would. While other men got to enjoy all that Tammy's amazing body had to offer, I had to be content with moments like this. The blood roared in my ears as I looked down at her. 
 
    "Well, this outfit's a keeper," Tammy said at last. "You can wear this to work tomorrow. Now get back in that changing room, and show me something else." The attendant laughed behind her. The shirt grew even tighter around my chest as I suppressed a deep sigh. When Tammy got in these moods, there was no reasoning with her. I turned, the tiny skirt swaying around my hips as I moved, and another burst of raucous laughter from the watching woman rang out in the changing room as Tammy quickly slapped my ass. Degraded and embarrassed, I slunk back into the relative privacy of the cubicle to try on another outfit. My ordeal in the department store, I knew, had only just begun. 
 
    * 
 
    "So was he good?" 
 
    It sounded strange to hear Julie's voice in my bedroom. I had never seen her outside the office, even though her control over me permeated every part of my life. And my boss's voice was made even stranger by rising from the speakers of a laptop that Tammy had set up on the dresser facing the bed. From where I lay on the mattress, I couldn't see Julie's face on the screen. I could only see Tammy, sitting astride my stomach. I could only study with quiet desperation the spread of her hips, the narrowness of her waist, the curve of her spine as she sat on top of me, facing away. She had stripped down to just her bra and panties, a matching set in royal blue that made me burn with desire as I looked at her. After our shopping trip, we had both returned to work, but Tammy had told me she would come to my apartment later. I didn't even bother to ask why. It didn't matter. She had given herself a copy of my keys long ago. My dominant girlfriend came and went as she pleased. 
 
    When Tammy came through the door that evening, she was still in her work clothes. But not for long. Quickly, she had ordered me to strip and get onto the bed. I had complied, of course. Tammy's collection of restraints and toys that she kept at my house was forever growing, and she quickly pulled out a pair of cuffs and used them to tie me to the bed. Only then did she peel off her own clothes and reveal what was in the shopping bag she had brought home with her. Only then did she set up the laptop and video call my boss. So there I was, lying on my back in my own bed with my girlfriend on top of me and my boss watching from afar. My cock was absolutely raging, rock hard as it rose into the air, but Tammy ignored it. I knew Julie could see it too. Not that she hadn't seen it already, many times before. 
 
    “He was pretty good,” Tammy shrugged. “He had a little bit of an attitude. But I soon straightened him out. He really doesn’t want to wear what I picked out for him.” The last few words were spoken in a rising giggle as Tammy’s amusement got the better of her. And from the laptop, I heard Julie’s cruel laughter too. 
 
    "Of course he doesn't," Julie said. "But those are the rules. If he doesn't want to dress like a girl, he'll need to work a lot harder." I said nothing. There was no point arguing. I could work harder than all the girls in the office combined, and I knew it wouldn't matter. Julie's new rules were meant only for me. She could never order one of the other office staff to be dressed like I was, even if she wanted to. She would've been fired for sexual harassment in an instant. Technically, I suppose, that's what she was doing to me. But Julie knew I wasn't going to file a complaint. No matter what she put me through. 
 
    "He's lucky he has a boss like you," Tammy mused. I felt the spreading warmth against my skin as she smeared more hot wax on me. She had worked her way up from my ankles to my hips, covering every inch of my legs in the sticky substance. I had to admit, it wasn't by any means an unpleasant feeling. The only problem was that I knew was coming after. While the wax cooled and hardened on my legs, on my arms, my chest and stomach, Tammy slowly and carefully applied more wax to my genitals. I winced as she spread it over my balls and the base of my cock, taking her time to make sure she got every inch of skin. Fear bloomed in my stomach. This was going to hurt. 
 
    "I just hope he behaves himself with the other girls," I heard Julie say. "I don't know if any of them have ever dominated a man before. It's going to be interesting, that's for sure." 
 
    "They'll get the hang of it," Tammy said. Shifting to one side, she set the small pot of warm wax on the floor beside the bed. Evidently, she was done. Sitting upright again, she spoke to the laptop in front of her. "It's easy," she said. "Especially with a little bitch like this one." Julie laughed again, and Tammy joined in. The two of them were having a whale of a time at my expense. Tammy turned, and I got the briefest of glimpses of Julie's face watching from the laptop screen as my girlfriend shifted and began to crawl up the mattress towards my head. Her full breasts hung in her bra, dangling temptingly above me she approached. I knew the look in her eyes. I knew what it meant. It was a look of anticipation, of sexual delight in her own cruelty that I'd seen many times before. And above the wax that clung to its base, my ignored cock throbbed with desire. 
 
    "Let's get started," Tammy said. Turning again, she lifted her leg over me and straddled me again, this time with her knees on either side of my head. She was facing my feet again, facing my watching boss as she pulled her panties to one side and revealed her pussy. I could smell her arousal as she spread her legs, lowering her dripping sex to my mouth.  I didn't need to be told what to do. Tammy sighed happily as she felt my lips and tongue make contact with her, and I shuddered with fear and desire as I licked her. I kissed her pussy passionately, desperate to taste it on my tongue. As though I could possibly please her enough that she might somehow not go through with what she was planning. But I knew it was too late for that. While I devoted myself entirely to giving her pleasure, Tammy applied herself to causing me pain. 
 
    Her nimble fingers plucked at my skin, and a strip of wax was torn in a long ribbon from my chest all the way down to my stomach. For a moment, I felt nothing. And then the pain began. A burning sensation as the hairs were ripped from their roots in one swift movement. I cried out, and the noise turned to vibration between Tammy's legs. She moaned in pleasure as my yell of pain vibrated through her trembling pussy. 
 
    "Nice," I heard Julie say approvingly. "Make sure you get every hair. I want my office bitch nice and smooth." Tammy giggled. Tossing aside the strip of wax she had removed, she reached for the one beside it. Again I felt the hairs pulled from my body, and again I cried out between her legs as she stripped the wax away. The handcuffs rattled against the bed as I struggled beneath her, but it was no use. There was nothing I could do but continue to eat her pussy while she tortured me and stripped me of my body hair. And all the while, my boss watched. Even as Tammy's cries became louder and more frequent, her voice more and more breathless as her pleasure mounted. With each strip of wax she tore off my body, my sadistic girlfriend seemed to get more excited. And Julie watched every moment. While Tammy moaned and cried out, finally spasmed in orgasm, coating my face in the juices of her pleasure as her pussy convulsed against my tongue, Julie watched it all. 
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15. Mistress Sarah 
 
      
 
    I took a taxi to work that day. An expense I could hardly afford. But I could afford even less the abject humiliation that would have come getting my usual bus. Tammy stayed over at my place the previous night, not only to have me pleasure her until she finally fell asleep, but also so that she could control how I got ready in the morning. The thought of wearing the outfit she had chosen to the office made my heart pound in my chest. But if I had been able to change into it once I got to work, wearing normal clothes on the way, things might have been a little bit more bearable. Of course, Tammy was never going to allow that. My girlfriend was a true sadist, pure and simple. The bright light that shone in her eyes every time she hurt or humiliated me proved that much. 
 
    "I'm going to be thinking about what you're wearing to work all day today," Tammy grinned just before I left my apartment. "It's going to get me so fucking hot. I might just need a real man to fuck me after this." She laughed out loud as I winced at her words. Tammy was only my girlfriend by Julie's high-handed decree. But she was undeniably sexy. And the more time we spent together, the stronger my feelings towards her became. This would never be a real relationship – at least not a normal one. How could it be? Tammy owned me. She was Julie's proxy, the mistress to whom I bowed outside of work just as my boss was my mistress within the confines of the office. But that only made Tammy more attractive to me. She was around my own age, yet she was as much of a natural dominatrix as Julie was. Which was saying a lot. And the more time I spent with Tammy, engaging in the kinky games she so loved to play, the more jealous I became at the thought of her being with other men. Which was exactly what Tammy wanted. Sex, real sex, remained as much of a distant dream for me as it had ever been. I had seen and done things that many more worldly men than me would never encounter. Yet I remained a virgin. And the cruel women in my life seem to want nothing more than to keep things that way. 
 
    Saying goodbye to Tammy, I hurried toward the taxi that waited outside. The cruel morning light exposed me completely. It was too warm for a jacket, even if Tammy had allowed me to wear one. The whole world could see what I was wearing. A white button-down shirt that barely fit me, clinging tightly to my torso as the buttons strained around my chest. The pink pleated miniskirt that Tammy had picked out for me, the one that flared out from my hips and threatened to expose me with every movement of my body. Tammy had even managed to get hold of some white knee socks and some black patent shoes that actually fit me. I had given up questioning where she got these things from. The lingerie store she worked at had a lot of unconventional items. Women's shoes in men's sizes seemed to be one of them. The shoes I wore had a low heel that nevertheless made me feel even more awkward than I otherwise would have. I struggled to walk in them, unused to wearing heels. The shiny leather creaked and groaned, stiff and new on my feet. Tammy couldn't keep the grin from her face as she looked at me. And I knew the girls in the office would have the same reaction. 
 
    The taxi driver said little as I climbed into the cab. Even from a distance, anyone could see what I was. With my height and build, I would never look like anything other than a man in woman's clothing. I looked ridiculous. And to cap it all off, Tammy had made sure to apply a bright pink lip gloss to my lips, just to humiliate me further. I was unable to meet the driver's eyes in the rearview mirror as he sneaked glances at me while we drove toward my office. Embarrassing wasn't the word. In a life that was becoming more and more full each day of utter humiliation, this was a new low. 
 
    And with every mile the taxi covered towards the office, my heart beat faster in my chest. The blood was roaring in my ears, the way it always did in these moments. To think that I once worried that taking a job in an office would be boring. It was anything but. It was everything but. As the taxi drew to a halt outside the office building, I fished some notes out from under the waistband of my skirt and handed them wordlessly to the driver. He took them just as silently,  his face registering disapproval if not outright disgust. I didn't dare ask for change. Instead, I climbed out of the car and hurried towards the door of the building. I dreaded my coworkers seeing me dressed like this. But it was still better than the general public. The girls in the office knew my disgraceful secret. And more and more these days, they were all complicit. I would just as soon keep the circle of people who knew about my submissive nature as small as possible. And so I hurried into the office, even though I dreaded revealing myself to the girls. Better them than some strangers on the street. 
 
    I had left for work early. Somehow, it seemed better to me to be there when the girls arrived rather than to have to enter under their prying eyes. Not that it made much difference. But I let out a faint sigh of temporary relief as I saw that I was the first person at work that day. 
 
    Well, almost the first. The light that glowed in Julie's office told me that my beautiful boss was already there. And I knew she would want to see me. She'd want to make sure I had followed her instructions, complying with the new and wildly unfair office dress code. Better, I reasoned, to get it over with. 
 
    So I walked past my own desk and turned the corner toward Julie's office. As I approached, I saw her raise her head from her desk. A wicked smile lit up her beautiful face. It didn't matter that I saw her every day. Every time I looked at Julie, I was reminded again just why I was in the position that I was in. She was beautiful, but she was more than that. Every faint line on her face, every outrageous curve of her body, served to remind me that this was a woman. A real woman, with a past that I couldn't hope to compete with and a devious mind unlike any I had encountered before. Older than me, she was my superior in every way that mattered. Smarter than me. More powerful than me. Far, far sexier than she had any right to be. And to see her every day was to fall hopelessly under her spell again, as though each time was the first time. 
 
    Julie's deep blue eyes shone as I pushed aside the door to her office. I watched her gaze travel over my body, taking in every inch of my ridiculous outfit. She was more prepared than the other women would be, of course. She had been there electronically as Tammy waxed me to give me a more feminine look. But my boss was still clearly enjoying the sight of me dressed like some kind of slutty schoolgirl. My tiny skirt swayed around my newly hairless legs as I stood in front of her desk. More than ever, I felt awkward and foolish and exposed. My hands twitched idly at my sides as I resisted the urge to try and cover myself. There was no point. Julie had seen everything already. 
 
    And the way she looked only contributed to my feelings of inadequacy. Her long golden hair was neatly parted in the middle of her head, falling in two bright waves that curled around her head and over her shoulders. One of her slender shoulders was bared by the asymmetrical red top that she wore. The round shape of her large breasts showed clearly through the thin fabric as she pushed her chair back from her desk. It took everything I had not to gasp as she stood. Wet look leggings clung tightly to her thighs, shining like a second skin as she stood. Tall leather boots rose up over her knees, the height of the black leather and the tall heel giving her a dominant look. Julie rarely wore pants to the office, and I couldn't imagine that it was an accident she had worn them today. She was reinforcing my position as the office's lowest performer, the only person that the new dress code applied to. The only one of her employees expressly forbidden from wearing men's clothing. And as Julie circled around her desk toward me, I felt my cock begin to throb. As though it recognized its mistress. Its owner. The woman who so expertly used my frustration and arousal to get me to do what she wanted. I knew that my swelling erection was causing the front of my short skirt to bulge out conspicuously, and Julie didn't try to hide her smile as her eyes darted to the growing bulge. I felt my cheeks redden. But there was no way to hide from that searching gaze. Besides, Julie knew how I felt about her. The mere fact that I was stood in her office dressed like a schoolgirl was proof enough of that. 
 
    “Well, now,” Julie purred. “Look at you. You look ridiculous. Tammy really did a number on you, didn’t she?” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I sighed. 
 
    “And you do everything Tammy says, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    "Good boy." Julie's high heels thumped quietly on the short office carpet as she circled slowly around me. The smooth skin of my thighs felt strange under my fingertips as my hands twitched nervously. As always, just being in Julie's presence was enough to make my head spin. As always, I was torn between conflicting impulses. What remained of my shattered pride urged me to resist, to put an end to all of this. I could quit my job and never see this woman again. But then I would never see her again. And that seemed too high a price to pay to reclaim what little dignity was left to me. Besides, there was that other impulse that I always felt in Julie's presence, more and more these days. The urge to drop to my knees and worship her beauty, to grovel and kiss those sexy boots she wore. To worship her like the goddess she was. Pinned between these two desires, I stood trembling on the spot while my gorgeous boss completed her circuit around me. Even given the height of her heels, she was still a little shorter than I was. But as she looked up at me with that wicked smile still on her beautiful face, I felt somehow as though she was towering over me. 
 
    "You know sometimes, I think it would be a better world if all men were like you," Julie went on as she placed her hands on her hips, standing with her feet apart. "Big-cocked sex toys who know their place. Submissive men who don't dare argue with the women in their lives because they know that they're inferior. Sounds good, doesn't it?" 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I breathed as Julie chuckled at my response. Her boots creaked as she leaned back against her desk, and I found myself in the bizarre position of envying a piece of furniture as she placed her gorgeous ass on top of the desk. 
 
    "But then," she went on, "I remember how much I would miss real men. The kind of man who'd never bow down before a woman. The kind of man who would never let themselves be dressed up like this." Unable to speak, I simply nodded as I dropped my gaze to the floor. I could only imagine the sexual experiences that Julie had had over the course of her life. There was a reason why she usually restricted her games to the time we spent in the office together. Julie had a personal life of her own. Given the way she looked and the way she behaved, I had no doubt that it was filled with the kind of mind-blowing sex that I could only imagine. The men who got to fuck Julie were living my most fervent dream without knowing it. But Julie knew. 
 
    "Those are the kind of men that get to fuck me," she said, as though she could read my mind. "Those are the kind of men that make me cum. Little sluts like you are fun to play with, but sometimes, a woman just wants to be fucked. Hard. And even though you have the right equipment, you're just not worthy of that. Are you?" 
 
    "No, ma'am," I moaned. As she spoke, Julie had leaned further back on her desk, lifting one of her feet from the floor. The leather boot slid up the inside of my legs, gliding easily over the freshly waxed skin. Her foot crept ever upwards, and I trembled where I stood as her pointed toe slid under the hem of my tiny skirt. Julie's smile deepened as she rubbed her foot against my cock, imprisoned in the skimpy panties Tammy had picked out for me that day. A faint moan escaped from between my painted lips as arousal bloomed inside me. Julie always knew exactly what she was doing. 
 
    "Look how excited you are," Julie teased. "Does it turn you on, being dressed up like a slutty girl?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." It pained me to admit the truth. Which was exactly what my beautiful boss wanted. But there was no denying that it was the truth. She could feel my state of arousal through the sole of her boot as she rubbed her foot against my cock. And we both knew the awful truth. If it hadn't turned me on, I would never have been there in the first place. 
 
    "Don't make a mess in your panties," Julie warned as she continued to tease me with her foot. "You don't have permission to cum." The smile never left her pretty face as I groaned in utter frustration. It took everything I had not to give in to the sensations of pleasure that flooded my body. And she knew that. But she also knew that keeping me horny was the best way to keep me obedient. And so she kept me right on the edge, using all her considerable skills to feed the desire that raged inside me without ever quite letting it reach its climax. 
 
    "Now you need to be a good girl," Julie giggled as she went on tormenting me. "You remember the rules? The top performer owns you for the week. I want you to do exactly what she tells you. If she has to come back to me and tell me that you aren't being obedient, you know what I'll do." I winced again as she tapped her foot against my trapped cock. I didn't need the reminder. Julie had only punished me a few times, but I had never forgotten the experience. I knew she was perfectly capable of inflicting pain if that was what she chose to do,  and I was anxious to avoid it. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I panted again. And Julie chuckled as she lay back on her desk, propping herself up on her elbows so that her red top strained over the full shape of her breasts. Her foot slid out from underneath my skirt, and she held her leg straight as she raised it until the sharp heel pointed at my face. 
 
    "Show me you know your place," Julie grinned. And I knew exactly what she wanted. My hands trembled as I took her foot in my hand, gently supporting the weight of her leg while I pressed my pink lips against the leather of her boot. Julie's eyes glowed like blue fire as she watched me, the thrill of the moment showing in her expression of delight. My cock throbbed mercilessly under my slutty skirt as I left a trail of kisses over Julie's boot. The faint marks of my pink lip gloss showed on the leather, a reminder of my total submission that would stay there until she wiped it away. 
 
    "Enough," Julie said abruptly. He pulled her foot away from me, and I dropped my hands back to my sides as she sat up. She was excited. I knew Julie well enough at that point to be able to see that. And hope rose inside me as I wondered if she would give in to that excitement and let me please her. She wasn't about to let me fuck her; I knew that. But in the worked-up state I was in, being permitted to kneel before her and worship her pussy seemed like heaven. A distant promise of an unattainable joy. The light shone from the glossy fabric of the leggings that squeezed her hips and thighs, and I felt my mouth watering at the thought of tasting my mistress again. 
 
    But there would be no such blessing. Julie’s eyes shone with the wild urge to make me do something to her, but she resisted. 
 
    “Last week’s top performer was Sarah,” she said, and I felt as though I might faint at the edge of desire I could hear in Julie’s voice. “So you’ll be her subordinate for the week,” Julie said. “Make sure you treat her with the appropriate respect.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." It was all I could say. It was all Julie wanted to hear. And all the while, the thoughts of being made to submit to the women I worked with tickled the back of my brain. Already, Julie was more than I could handle. Already, her domination of me had been more than my wildest imaginings. But to think that the beautiful women I worked with would now have that same power over me was almost enough to make me explode in the panties I wore there and then. As sparks of lust raced up and down my trembling spine, I clenched my hands at my sides and tried to fight the growing pleasure inside me. I had to close my eyes; seeing Julie at that moment, I knew, would push me over the edge. Merely looking at my mistress would be enough to make me cum. I tried to think of something else, anything else. But my head was crowded with memories and images of all that had happened over the past few weeks. Julie and Tammy. Sarah and Nadia. Lindsey and Martina. Impossible to separate memory from fantasy as the images crowded one another in my fevered brain. But somehow, I held out. Somehow, I bent my body to my will, forcing down the arousal that threatened to bubble over and cause me to lose control in front of my boss. Sighing loudly, I opened my eyes to see Julie sitting upright on her desk, grinning at me with that same infuriating and beautiful smile. 
 
    "Well, you better get out there," she said. "The ladies should have arrived by now. Go present yourself to Sarah." With that, Julie slid down from her desk. Turning away from me, she strode back around toward the chair. I had been dismissed. Gulping nervously, I turned and made my way toward the door of Julie's office. Just get it over with, I told myself. Like a Band-Aid. And as I opened Julie's door, I could hear the voices of my coworkers around the corner. I could feel Julie's eyes on me through the glass walls of her office as I made my way past my own desk and toward the office where the other women worked. 
 
    As I stepped around the corner, the morning chatter fell silent. They were all there. I could feel four sets of beautiful eyes on me as I appeared, cheeks glowing red with utter shame as I stood before them. A stray thought of Tammy raced through my brain as I wondered inexplicably if she was thinking of me at that moment. Thinking of what she had done to me. But there was little room in my mind for anything other than fear and shame. 
 
    And all at once, the girls began to laugh. Loud peals of feminine laughter rose through the office as each woman exploded in mirth. If there had been a hole for me to crawl into and hide, I would have done it. Each of them knew the truth. Each of them knew that I was totally submissive to Julie. But the true, seemingly bottomless depths of my submission had never been revealed to them quite like this. And all I could do was stand and enjoy the storm of mocking laughter around me while my cock throbbed uncontrollably, pushing out the front of my skirt. 
 
    The laughter had still not subsided as I stepped forward. I tried not to look at the other women, keeping my focus on Sarah alone. It was all I could do. She looked incredible, and I wondered how much of that was caused by my hyperaroused state, and how much by her natural beauty. She had worn a similar outfit before, I remembered, and she looked every bit as sexy now as she did then.  A light dress, blue this time, showed off the curves of her petite frame as the thin fabric clung to her. Again, the skin of her toned thighs showed through the wide mesh of a pair of fishnet stockings. Again, a pair of tall black leather boots rose above her knee, emphasizing the few inches of her thighs that showed between them and the hem of her dress. She sat behind her desk with her legs crossed, a line of muscle showing in her leg as she smiled up at me. Her black eyes glinted. Her smile might have been infectious if I hadn't felt so ashamed. 
 
    “Julie told me… That you were last week’s top performer,” I said in a faltering voice, struggling to form words with my trembling lips. While more laughter swirled around me, Sarah leaned back in her chair, smiling up at me as her eyes traveled up and down my body in the same way Julie’s had done. 
 
    “Is that so?” She said. Sarah had always been the cheerful type, ready to burst into laughter at a moment’s notice. The office Joker. When Julie had said her name, I had allowed myself a brief moment of qualified relief. Nadia scared me. If she ever got her manicured hands on me, I was terrified of what she might do. But Sarah, I had hoped, might treat the whole thing is a joke. In some way, that might make it easier to do what I knew I had to. 
 
    And Sarah was certainly smiling as she looked up at me. While the other women continued laughing, she paused for a moment. Fearfully I wondered what was going on inside her head. 
 
    “So I guess that makes you mine for the week, huh?” she grinned. 
 
    “Yes,” I rasped. 
 
    “Don’t let him talk to you like that,” came a voice from the watching women. It was Lindsey. I cringed as she spoke. “He should be calling you mistress or something.” Lindsay’s wholesome beauty was at odds with this new strain of wickedness in her. But with a sinking feeling, I realized that this is what I could expect. After overcoming that initial shock, the women I worked with had clearly come to appreciate the possibilities of my new role. Each one of them was watching me, as though daring me to defy them. But they didn’t know me the way that Julie did, the way that Tammy was starting to. They didn’t know that I was incapable of saying no. 
 
    “Mistress Sarah,” Sarah said as she leaned back in her chair. Her teeth showed between her pink lips as she smiled. “See, I don’t hate that.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I sighed as the watching women laughed again. 
 
    "What are you wearing?" Sarah chuckled as she slid her chair closer to me. "Did Julie dress you up like this?" 
 
    "No, Mistress Sarah," I replied, raising my voice slightly to be heard over the laughter of the audience. "My girlfriend did." That really set them off. I saw Sarah's eyes open wide in surprise as she gazed up at me, and the black cavern of her mouth showed between her lips as she threw back her head and laughed out loud. 
 
    "You have a girlfriend?" she said, and my cheeks burned with a little extra burst of shame at the disbelief.  
 
    "Sort of, Mistress Sarah," I answered uncomfortably. 
 
      
 
    "And does she boss you around the way Julie does?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Sarah," I said. 
 
    "Good," Sarah grinned. She leaned forward again, and I clenched my hands at my sides as she ran her hand up my leg. I watched the smile spread across her face as she felt the smoothness of my skin. "Oh my God, guys," she shouted, "he's waxed his legs!" More laughter. More embarrassment. Time seemed to slow to a crawl as I stood there in front of my coworkers, totally exposed, every flaw in both body and character revealed. And Sarah's hand crept ever upwards, sliding underneath my pleated skirt in the same way Julie's foot had done. My eyelids fluttered at her touch. Sarah watched my face, as though waiting for me to protest. But I didn't. I simply closed my eyes and moaned in pleasure as her hand felt the bulge of my cock struggling against the tight panties that held it. 
 
    "Do you have a boner right now?" As though she didn't already know the answer. As though she couldn't feel the hot throb of my blood as she held my member in her fingers. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Sarah," I moaned. 
 
    "What a little pervert," Sarah mocked, and some more laughter from the watching women. "Well, why don't you make yourself useful and go get me a coffee? Then you can tell me more about all the dirty things your girlfriend makes you do." 
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   16. Public Humiliation 
 

      
 
    "Oh my God, look at his little panties!" 
 
    My heart froze in fear. The ridiculous outfit I was wearing, the pseudo-schoolgirl uniform Tammy forced me to wear, didn't leave much to the imagination. But in all the chaos of the morning, I had forgotten to protect myself. Unused to wearing such clothing, I had forgotten that even the slightest bend of my body would cause the tiny flared skirt to rise higher over my hips. Following Sarah's instructions, I had retreated to the breakroom and made her coffee just the way she liked. Of course, it was humiliating to be treated like some kind of servant by a woman who was supposed to be my coworker. But on the scale of embarrassing things I was forced to endure, even only that morning, it barely registered. These women could do far worse, I knew. And so I brought Sarah her coffee just as instructed, setting it down on her desk and bending slightly at the waist to do so. It wasn't until I heard Martina cry out that I realized what had happened. I had my back to her, and as all the women in the office erupted in more mocking laughter, I realized that I had shown her more than I intended. 
 
    "Of course," Sarah giggled in response as I quickly straightened up.  Alone among the women, she knew the kind of underwear I was wearing. She had felt it underneath my skirt as she openly groped me while the others watched. But her shining eyes told me that she took just as much delight in it as they did. One further humiliation to add to a day of disgrace. 
 
    "Show us." Martina pushed her chair back from her desk and smiled as she stood. She had always been so nice, so friendly. So sweet. It embarrassed me now to remember that when I had first taken the job, I had thought about asking her out. Pretty as she was, she seemed somehow attainable compared the stratospheric beauty of Nadia, of Lindsay, of Julie. Not anymore. Though I was taller than her, taller than all the women of the office, I felt somehow far smaller. They all towered over me, metaphorically if not physically. Martina was as far out of my league as any of them, as Julie herself. And I cringed as I felt her warm brown eyes looking at me. 
 
    Every woman lifted her head from the screen in front of her. Once again, I was the center of unwelcome attention. I turned toward Sarah, not daring to speak. After all, Julie had put me in her power. For the next week, I was supposed to do as she said. And Sarah let me wait, simply smiling deviously at me as she took a tiny sip of her coffee and set it back down on her desk. Letting me hang in uncertainty, tormented by the flames of my own desire and shame. 
 
    "Do it," she finally said. A cheer rose from the watching women as she spoke. I could feel a note of danger in the air. As though the four of them were getting swept up in the moment just as I was. Their power over me was absolute, transmitted by Julie's inarguable command. If they hadn't realized that yet, they soon would. And there was nowhere for me to hide from their mockery and scorn. 
 
    But what choice did I have? The women’s cheering grew louder as I plucked at the hem of my tiny skirt. My eyes on the ground, I lifted it slowly, exposing the white panties Tammy had made me wear that morning. To match my socks, she said. The thin fabric left nothing to the imagination as my erection strained against it, threatening to burst at any moment out of the thin underwear. 
 
    “You were right, Sarah,” Martina said, casting a quick glance at her coworker before turning her shining eyes back on me. 
 
    "All part of the uniform, I guess," Sarah said. The comment got a few laughs, but Martina barely seemed to hear. Instead, she began walking toward me slowly. Martina's style had always been more conservative than most of the other women in the office. That day, she wore a simple gray skirt and a white shirt. But in my state of outrageous arousal, I couldn't help but notice the way her clothing clung to the curves of her undeniably attractive body. She walked toward me, and I watched her come, feeling every one of her footsteps in the pit of my stomach as she approached. I was still holding up my skirt for the women's entertainment, and I moaned embarrassingly as Martina reached out and tentatively pressed her hand against the bulge of my erection. 
 
    "How big is this cock?" The other women laughed again at Martina's comment. It seemed especially lewd coming from someone who was normally more reserved. My member throbbed against her hand, and I saw the smile that lifted the corners of Martina's lips as she felt it. 
 
    "Eight inches," I said to a murmur of approval, and as I added "Mistress Martina," I saw her smile grew wider. 
 
    "Really?" she said, and I nodded while her fingers continued to move over the fabric of the panties I wore, touching and feeling my manhood, driving me wild with desire and despair. Julie had measured it herself. I had no experience of my own to tell me what exactly that might mean, but I knew how both Julie and Tammy had reacted to it. Now I could see the same fascination on the faces of these other women. Not that it mattered, I thought inwardly. I could have the biggest cock in the world, and it would make no difference if I weren't allowed to use it. Julie got an enormous thrill out of knowing that my endowment was above average, and yet totally useless to me. It amused her to no end. And as I glanced at the smiling faces of the women around me, I suspected that their reaction would be much the same. 
 
    "We should take it out," Martina said. She kept her hand on me as she spoke, but I noticed that she turned to the other women. It was up to them now. I had no say. Just as I didn't with Julie or with Tammy. It seemed to be my fate to fall into the control of one woman after another, completely unable to stand up for myself in the face of female beauty. And I was starting to believe that every woman would come to learn this about me and use it against me. Not every woman was a natural dominant the Julie and Tammy were; even I knew that. The people are people. You can't give them such a huge advantage and expect them never to use it. Besides, I could feel the tension in the room. The girls were encouraging each other. This whole situation was endlessly amusing to them, just as it was endlessly arousing to me. I could hardly blame them for taking full advantage of it. 
 
    “Yeah, get it out,” Nadia said. I could hardly bring myself to meet her flashing eyes. Instead, I turned to Sarah. My mistress for the week. What she said was how it would be for the next seven days. And while fear and shame and excitement bloomed in my heart, I watched my new mistress slowly nod. 
 
    "Go ahead, Martina," Sarah chuckled. "Let's see if he really measures up." Martina wasted no time. Her face shone with delight as she turned to me again. I gripped the hem of my raised skirt in my hands as I felt her tuck her fingers under the waistband of my panties. In one swift movement, she pulled them down, crouching to the floor as she exposed me. My cock sprang out, rock hard and ready, and the watching women howled with laughter. While my skin prickled with embarrassment, I compliantly stepped out of the panties Martina held at my feet, and she gathered up the white fabric in one hand as she stood. She looked me up and down, not bothering to hide her hungry gaze as it lingered on my erect cock. The only part of my body that seemed to feel no shame. It rose out from under my skirt, leaving my audience in no doubt about the state of my arousal. It only made everything worse. 
 
    "Bring him over here," Sarah grinned. I heard the rollers move as she pulled out a drawer of his desk and fished for a ruler. An involuntary thrill of fear raced through me. I still remembered what Julie had done to me with a ruler of her own. And every woman in the office had seen it too. But I was given little time to think about what awaited me. Martina turned, and as I smelled her perfume, I dimly noticed that she was standing closer to me than was strictly necessary. Her hip brushed against the shaft of my cock, and I moaned louder than I intended to as she wrapped her fingers around it. The watching women applauded as Martina used my cock as a leash to lead me across the office while I shuffled along behind her, still holding up my short pink skirt. Pulling me toward Sarah's desk, she guided me to stand at one end, laying my member out next to Sarah's ruler. 
 
    "Oh my God, it's true," Sarah spluttered in delight. "It's actually a little bit over eight inches. Stay there." While I bristled with shame, Sarah turned in her chair and reached for the cell phone that lay on the other end of her desk. Sweeping it up, she pointed it toward my manhood. While the other women rose in their seats and approached the desk where I stood, I heard Sarah take a picture of my cock next to the ruler. And while I simply stood there, dying of shame and lust, the rest of the girls did the same. Phones clicked and flashed as each one of them recorded my humiliation forever. I winced, trying to control myself as Lindsay's blonde hair brushed against my shaft while she crouched beside me to take a selfie. They had reduced me to nothing more than an object for their amusement, without even trying. That was the fearsome power of their beauty and my helpless desire. 
 
    Finally, they were satisfied with their photos. Sarah, still seated at her desk, grinned up at me. Once again, I got the sense that she was forming some new idea in her mind. And it terrified me. But as always, I was powerless to resist. 
 
    "I think my coffee needs some cream," she finally said. A kind of hush fell in the room, immediately followed by outraged laughter as one woman after another got the joke. In my lust-addled state, I was one of the last to realize what she was talking about. But as Sarah picked up the cup of coffee I had made for her and lifted it across the desk toward me, I understood. And hope and shame melted together inside me as I trembled before her. I wanted nothing more than an orgasm, after all I been through that morning. But to climax in such a humiliating fashion would only lower me further in the eyes of my coworkers. If that was even possible. And I felt many soft hands on me as the watching women leaned closer, pressing their bodies against mine as they enclosed me in a circle of barely believable beauty. I heard them laugh as Sarah took my cock in her hand, giggling at the embarrassing moan of pleasure I gave. I could feel the warmth rising from the coffee cup set in front of my member as Sarah began to stroke. Spitting on her hand, she lubricated my shaft with her fingers until I was moaning and groaning in pleasure, unable to stop myself. Almost at once, I felt my balls tighten against my body. I couldn't resist. 
 
    A loud cheer rose from the women as I came. Sarah's eyes opened wide as she watched me ejaculate, but she pointed my throbbing member right at her coffee. A spasm shook my body as my cock exploded, launching a hot spurt of my semen into her drink. While the women cheered, I trembled between them, my orgasm seeming to go on forever. Sarah pushed herself back from her desk, and I turned toward her as she tugged on my cock. Stray bursts of semen arced over the desk and splattered across her legs, shining under the office lights. As my pleasure finally subsided, a deeper sense of humiliation than ever before washed over me. These women had played me like an instrument, making my body respond in the way they wanted as though they had more control over it than I did. They did, I realized with a sinking feeling. Every pretty girl on earth was more powerful than I was. My body would obey them, not me. I knew it, and Julie knew it. And now, my coworkers knew it too. 
 
    As I returned slowly to my senses, I noticed that Sarah was breathing hard as she smiled up at me. The front of her blue dress swelled as her small but perfectly proportioned breasts rose and fell underneath it. She was excited. It was the only consolation I could take in these moments of otherwise abject shame. The things these women made me do might be deeply humiliating, but at least they found them sexy. The mere fact that I could turn on a woman who looked like Sarah, or Julie, or Tammy, was one of the shameful joys of my situation. 
 
    And while I watched, while the other women watched, their voices rising in a cheer of encouragement, Sarah lifted the cup of coffee to her lips. I moaned in shock and desire as I watched her drink it, drinking down my semen as no woman had before. She looked triumphant, as though she had claimed some piece of me that could now belong to no one else. Her dark eyes bored into mine. It was just that easy for her, and for all of them. I was theirs for the taking. 
 
    "Get on your knees." The smile of delight never left Sarah's face. But as the other women hooted with laughter, I knew that she was serious. She pointed to the floor at her feet as she sat back in her chair, re-crossing her legs. I could still see the traces of my semen shining on her boots and her legs as she adjusted herself.  The blood thumped slowly in my ears. Now that I had finally had the ejaculation I had been waiting so long for, all I wanted was to be left alone. With my arousal diminished, the humiliation was that much greater. But I had no choice. While the watching women cackled around me, I did as I was told. My cock, now soft, hung between my legs as I stepped back from the desk and lowered myself to the floor. My skirt was short enough that even flaccid, the head of my cock showed underneath it. And Sarah's dark eyes shone over the rim of her mug as she took another sip, to the delight of the other women. 
 
    "That's better," Sarah smiled as she set her cup down again. "I like my coffee with cream. Unfortunately, you made such a mess making it for me. Didn't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Sarah." I replied. There was little else for me to say. Stray smears of cum slid slowly down over the leather of her boots as she spoke. I was nervous, and I hoped it didn't show in the shakiness of my voice as I answered her questions. As though it mattered. These women had proved that they were going to do what they wanted, no matter how I might feel about it. That was what scared me the most. 
 
    "Well then you'd better clean it up, hadn't you?" Sarah said condescendingly. The other woman spluttered with laughter, as though she had told the funniest joke in the world. And I simply nodded. 
 
    "May I have a tissue, Mistress Sarah?" I said in the humblest voice I could manage. And while the women laughed, Sarah slowly shook her head. Her jet black hair shone in the light as she moved. It was my curse to notice these things even at the moments of my greatest humiliation. Especially at those moments. Julie had taught me a great many things, and among them was the embarrassing fact that no woman looked as beautiful to me as she did in those moments when she treated me badly. 
 
    “No,” Sarah grinned. “You can use your mouth instead.” 
 
    A gasp rose from the watching women. They could hardly believe what she had ordered. And I felt a dull sensation of shock myself. Not so much at the command, but the fact that it had come from her. How was it that every woman in my life seemed to have some hidden dominant desires? Where are all the nice girls? But even as the thought occurred to me, I brushed it aside. The world might be full of nice girls who would never make a man disgrace himself like this. But I would have no interest in them then. It was this darkness hidden by pretty faces that drew me in, that made me desire these women more and more with each passing day. Did they bring this submissive side out of me, or did my own personal kinks bring the dominant side out of the women around me? It hardly mattered. Here we were, and this shameful, thrilling moment was the only reality in my life. 
 
    So while the other women breathlessly watched, I lowered my face to Sarah's feet. I knew my place. I started as low down as possible, level with the floor as I licked my coworker's boots. Cameras clicked again. Laughter rang out. I knew that my moment of disgrace was being captured for future replay, but I was unable to focus on anything other than the task in front of me. Sarah sat back in her office chair, a queen on her throne while I humbly worked my way up her legs. I grimaced as I tasted the first few drops of my own semen. But I kept on licking. 
 
    "Good boy," Sarah chuckled. "Do a good job, and I might give you a treat." The other women laughed, and they laughed even louder as they saw my pathetic eagerness to please. Whatever treat Sarah had in mind, I wanted it. And as my mouth worked its way up her long boots, I could feel my desire growing again. The orgasm I had just had may as well have not existed the way new desire boiled inside me. The smell of the leather merged with the warmth of her gorgeous body, and the beautiful women towering over me on all sides only fueled my desire. By the time I reached the level of Sarah's knees, my cock was rising again, lifting the front of my skirt as I debased myself. I shuffled forward on my knees, my mouth traveling toward the top of her boots, and my stomach fluttered as I wondered if she noticed my cock pressing against her calf through the leather. I couldn't help myself. I didn't care that I was being watched. Like a dog in heat, I slid my erection against my mistress's leg while I licked every inch of her leather boots. 
 
    The fishnet stockings she wore strained against the round muscle of her thighs. The sight of her legs in the darkness under her dress filled my vision, drive me wild with fresh desire. I hardly dared go further. But the urge was too strong to ignore. And as I raised my eyes to hers in mute question, Sarah slowly nodded. Her teeth showed white against her pink lower lip as she bit it in desire, and one finger hovered at the corner of her mouth. She was as turned on as I was. As though it were just the two of us, as though our coworkers weren't watching the whole sorry display, I began to kiss my way along her legs, finding her skin through the wide mesh of her stockings. My tongue found a damp patch of my semen on her thigh, but it seemed a small price to pay to kiss her. And slowly, carefully, I worked my way up toward the hem of her skirt, forever waiting for the command to stop. 
 
    It never came. Instead, Sarah shifted in her chair, plucking at her light dress as she lifted it toward her hips. I could feel the warmth rising from her body as I kissed my way closer, steering my head toward her and her thighs. Sarah uncrossed her legs, swinging one boot over my head as she inched closer to the edge of her seat. I trembled with desire as I watched her reach under her dress and pull her black panties to one side. While the other women crowed in triumph, I leaned forward, desperate to taste her as she had tasted me. Sarah allowed it. She sighed happily as she felt my lips make contact with hers, chuckling in giddy delight as she felt me run my tongue over her dripping pussy. Again, I was struck by the differences in the taste of one woman compared to another. Each woman I had licked was delicious, but each in their own way. And I tried not to think about the fact that this was the third woman I had gone down on without losing my virginity yet. 
 
    Instead, I focused on the task in front of me. My cock throbbed against Sarah's legs as I rubbed it against her boot, moaning ecstatically as pleasure swelled inside me. I felt her hand on the top of my head, holding me in position while I licked her. The watching women cooed and purred, caught up in Sarah's obvious pleasure. Witnesses to what should have been an intimate moment between the two of us, they couldn't help but feel some of the same excitement that radiated through her body. The same excitement I could taste on my tongue as Sarah's juices began to flow. Her dark pubic hair tickled my nose as I rubbed it against her clit, making her howl with delight. Julie and Tammy had taught me well. I had learned how to please a woman with my mouth, and Sarah was the delighted beneficiary of that knowledge. I had enough experience in similar positions to know that she was getting close as her legs tightened around her head. Her hand gripped my short hair, holding me in place as her hips bucked and she pressed her streaming pussy against my face. I maintained the same rhythm that got her to that spot, moving my head up and down as I pleasured her. My hands gripped her thighs through the fishnet stockings she wore, a larger gap in the fabric allowing me access to her womanhood as I licked and gulped. 
 
    Finally, Sarah cried out in ecstasy. I felt the stream of her hot juices over my face as she came, and I swallowed them eagerly. For a moment, I felt my face crushed between her legs as she pushed on the back of my head and arched her back in her chair. But the spasm passed, and Sarah's chair creaked as she flopped back into it, finally sated. Her pink pussy still convulsed in front of me, and I licked and kissed it tenderly, diligently using my tongue to scoop up every drop of her juices. It was a kind of audition, I dimly realized. If I could show these other women how skilled I was at pleasuring Sarah, perhaps I would get to do the same for them. Julie and Tammy had turned me into this, a creature that almost forgot its own desires in the quest to please women. After all, eating pussy was the closest I got to having sex. Julie insisted on that. 
 
    "Oh my God," Sarah gasped as she finally opened her eyes. A hush had fallen in the office. The other women were no longer laughing and cheering. They had seen their coworker cum, and for a while, it seemed as though no one knew quite how to process it. I had to remind myself that as far as I knew, these were ordinary women. Julie and Tammy might live their lives like the dominant goddesses that they were, but even I knew that women like them were rare. My coworkers seemed hardly to believe what had happened. 
 
    But soon, Sarah recovered herself. I watched a sly smile creep across her pretty face as she grinned down at me. I could feel her juices glistening on my own features as I looked up at her. My cock was rock hard again, rising from under my tiny skirt as I kneeled at her feet. I couldn't possibly have been more humiliated. Why did it feel so good? 
 
    "Good boy," Sarah grinned. "That was nice. I guess you do have a use around here after all." The other women laughed at that, and I detected a note of relief in their laughter. As though they had worried that after her orgasm, Sarah might have had regrets about what she had done. But her smiling face showed no trace of remorse. Instead, she looked endlessly pleased with herself. 
 
    I shuffled back on my knees as Sarah maneuvered her panties back into place and pulled down her dress, crossing her legs again in superfluous modesty. Her dark eyes sparkled like coals as she reached for the coffee cup on the desk in front of her. I watched her press her fingers against its ceramic side, and her smile grew deeper as she turned to me again. 
 
    “My coffee’s gotten cold,” she said, and a fresh gale of laughter rose from the watching women as they listened. “Go make me a new cup, will you?” 
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