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The Interview

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So, all of our staff work very hard, long hours and high stakes tasks. We were brainstorming some ways to help the team deal with stress and someone suggested onsite massage. Now, I know we could just hire someone to come out and do a day of massage therapy on an ad hoc basis, but we have the money and I like to take care of my staff properly. So, we thought that it might be better to just have someone in the office to provide wellness services. Employee retention is very important in this field, and who doesn’t love a massage? Maybe 3 days a week to start with and then we’ll see how we get on.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not at all.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Alpha Office Stud

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come in, please.”

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

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


Massaging Mrs. Moore

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do like a man on his knees.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like me?”

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

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

“Look, I, um.-“

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

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

“OK, Mrs. Moore. Whatever you say.”

***

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

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

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

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

“That’s a decent start.”

“A decent start?”

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

“Don’t just stare at it, eat it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Something like what?”

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

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

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

“Hmmm, Well, food for thought!”

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

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

“Oh, I’m not sure If -“

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

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


Put In His Place

“Come in, you’re just on time!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s wrong?”

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know . . .”

“Look, you can leave just now and keep doing what you do around the office, or you can help three beautiful, appreciative women get off and walk away with more money than you usually earn in a month,” her voice was seductive and convincing, drawing Rich inevitably closer to capitulation. “It’s entirely up to you, but if you play along with our strange little games I can guarantee you’ll enjoy them, and come away a good deal richer. What do you say?”

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

“Good. Then let’s get started.”

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your feet?”

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

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

“Typical man, always with the fucking backchat!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lori, you’re up!” Melissa said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Next treatments?”

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

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

***

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

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

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

“Oh, how about purple?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let’s do it.”

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Or does she?” Mrs. Moore laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Still lost though,” Alex chimed in mockingly.

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

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

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

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

“Hmm, how about this – I’ll give him a massive tip if . . . “

“He makes me come?”

“He cleans her pussy!”

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

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

“That’s disgusting.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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